SEASON TWO

Episode 2-01

Scenes from the season finale start us up. To wit: Justin asked Brian to the prom and they had a fabulous time, right up until Chris Hobbes hits Justin in the head with a baseball bat. Michael decided to move to Portland with the evil doctor, but not before yelling at him for being an inconsiderate, overbearing, controlling schmuck. Demon waited apprehensively on the plane as Mike checked his cell phone messages at the gate. And, finally, Michael comforted a crying Brian at the hospital. 

It's the Hot! Dancing! Gay! Boys! Oh! How I've missed them! Is that intro brighter than usual, or is it just me? 

Babylon! HDGBs jiggle and groove under flashing neon lights; gold glitter falls around them. Ted, dressed like Ted, stands at the bar with Emmett, who's sporting a pink tank top over pink fatigues. Away from all the action, as usual. Emmett drawls, as he ogles a passing HDGB, "You know, some people might say the Grand Canyon or Big Sur, but I think some of the finest vistas to be found anywhere in these United States are right here in Pittsburgh." Ted grumps that it looks pretty "barren" to him. Emmett tells him to cheer up as the camera inexplicably cuts to a go-go dancer jumping up and down, so his silver g-string flops all over the place. Wow, that's got to hurt. Multiply that by two, and now you know why I don't jog. Emmett tells Ted to snap out of it: "There's got to be someone in this vast panorama of sweaty bodies who you're just dying to have reject you!" Here's hoping! Ted mopes that he's still in "mourning." Poor Eeyore. Not over Blake, yet, apparently. Emmett snaps that it's time to knock it off: "You know, even Jackie finally took off the widow's weeds, got up off of all fours, married some rich old man, and went shopping again." What was she doing on all fours? Why do I even ask? Is Emmett drunk? Emmett asks Ted at least to try to get back into the game. Ted sighs and looks around. He spots someone on the other side of the bar whose back is turned to them, and decides that's his next rejecter. Emmett asks Ted to point the guy out again. Ted does, gesturing over to a short guy withblack hair, wearing a blue and red shirt. Emmett agrees that he's cute. Ted nods, "He's hot." The guy turns around. It's Mike. Snicker. Yes, ladies and gentlemen, some things never change. Hold onto that thought.

Ted and Emmett are overjoyed to see Mike, and run over. Why he didn't tell him them he was coming? Mike claims it was a spur-of-the-moment thing. Either that, or Chris Potter's contract is up. You be the judge. Mike says that the Demon took his son Hank camping (a.k.a. "The Bataan Death March, Part Two"), so Mikey thought he'd fly back home for a visit. Unannounced. Or something. Uh huh. Emmett, grasping Mike's face  (he has to be drunk), tells Mike he looks adorable. And hot. "Doesn't he look hot, Ted?" Emmett asks. Ted glares at Emmett, then changes the subject by suggesting that they all get a drink. Emmett asks how long Mike will be in town. Supposedly it's just long enough to see them and his family, and -- all together now -- Brian. Of course, Brian. It's always Brian. By the way, where is Brian? Ted and Emmett tell Mike that Brian's no there. Mike thoughtfully frowns that of course Brian's not there: "Not after what happened." What, did his dick fall off? Actually, T&E meant that Brian's not on the dance floor. He's in the Back Room. Of Sex. Mike is shocked at such insensitive behavior. Even though, if he really thought Brian wasn't there, why did Mike even come there? Yeah. I know. It's only going to get worse from here, so buckle up. 

Looks like we have a new Back Room of Sex. It's no longer blue, the stalactites are gone, and it's a lot darker in there. Multi-colored shadows dot the room, and various male body parts emerge from them. You know I'm not making this shit up. Mike nods at one guy named Todd, and asks how it's going. Same guy he asked during the series premiere, in exactly the same sexual position, if I remember correctly. Cute. Mike keeps wandering through the BRoS, so that we can get a good look at all the naked men having fake sex with each other. You know, one man's mouth nowhere near another man's penis. Another man pumping into nothingness, firm buttocks clenched. Got it. Let's keep moving. Mike bravely marches through all the fake moaning until he finds Brian. Brian sits in a chair, staring blankly ahead while two guys gnaw on his lap. He looks up and casually says, "Hey, Mikey." Mike's all, "Is that all you have to say to me?!" Brian, who looks like he's not having nearly as much fun as you and I would if we were getting a blowjob from two men, replies, "No," and then tells one of the guys dutifully sucking away, "Cover your teeth." Mike scolds that he's been emailing and calling Brian every day for almost a month, and hasn't gotten any response. Brian snarks that he's been busy. Mike snaps, "What, up to your old tricks?" Brian replies, "Never old ones. And never the same ones twice." Yada yada. Yawn. Mike disapprovingly hovers over Brian until Brian pushes the vacuum twins away. I didn't even realize there might be two of them until he said, "Okay, guys." The new Back Room of Sex needs better lighting.

Mike asks Brian if he's okay. Brian drones that he's not just okay, he's fabulous: "In fact, I'm the most fabulous fag in Pittsburgh." You know, after twenty-some odd episodes, no one's buying this crap anymore. Can Brian be numbing his emotions with anonymous sex? Wow, I wonder if also he's doing drugs as a way to drive away the reccurring images of Justin getting his head bashed in? Warning: we will be told how excessive his behavior is a couple dozen more times, even though it's no more excessive than we've ever seen from him. Brian wearily stands and asks the room if anyone has any ecstasy. A dozen hands reach out of the dark with tablets. If I were a vice cop, I would raid this place, like, all the time. Brian snags one, then asks Mike who told him that Brian was back there: "Rosencrantz or Guildenstern?" Random irrelevant Shakespearan reference. That's new. Brian's Hamlet, now, huh? His life. So tragic. Yawn. Mike says he probably could have figured it out on his own, since he took rocket science classes while he was in Portland. Yada. Brian takes off after some guy. Mike stamps his tiny little feet and pouts, "When am I going to see you again?!" Brian ignores him. 

 The hallway outside the once and future home of Mike and Emmett. I told you he'd be back. Emmett tells Mike not to take Brian's behavior personally, as if, again, this is any different from the way he normally behaves. Guess he hasn't read the recaps. Ted says that Brian's cut himself off from everyone. Emmett adds, "Everyone, that is, except for every slut in Pittsburgh with a smooth ass and a nine-inch cock." Ted finally points out that this is, as we all know, business as usual. Nothing to see here. Let's move along. Emmett shrugs, "But hey, when your boy toy gets broken, get another toy, right?" Okay, that's kind of harsh. Mike looks around the apartment and says it's great to be back. Ted's surprised, given the pictures he's seen of Demon's new house. Emmett replies, "Well, I might not have a pool or an atrium, but I've got a stopped-up sink and a half-dead rubber tree plant." Ted snarks, "He's trying to grow his own condoms." Hee. Emmett takes Mike's bag into his old room. Emmett sighs that Mike and the Demon must be so happy. Mike answers that Hank and David are growing very close. Did you notice how he sidestepped Emmett's comment? DID YOU?! Mike then spouts off some crap about visiting the various natural wonders Portland has to offer. At the mention of Mike's and Demon's "new friends," T&E get all shirty. Friends? What new friends?! Friends you like better than you like us? Mike tells them that no one could ever replace them! Warm fuzzy kittens! Emmett says, sadly, that he will have to replace Mike, though. As a roommate, he means. Not that Emmett hasn't been trying, he's just gotten...distracted. Cut to a montage of potential roommates walking in the door, and then a flash of each of them fucking Emmett. Back to the present, where Emmett says he's seen some people, "only no one measures up." Ted snorts, "Maybe you need to re-think the interview process."

Behind a glass window at the hospital, Brian watches Justin toss and turn in his sleep. Brian pulls away from the window and snorts a popper. A nurse standing nearby asks Brian, "Crummy day?" Brian shrugs, "Yeah, but what's a little rain?" That will be his best line tonight. Cherish it. And wouldn't visiting hours be, like, way over? How did Brian even get up there? Anyway, the nurse offers Brian some tea. Brian doesn't answer.

 She offers him some soup. Brian doesn't answer some more, but kind of shakes his head. These two are obviously familiar with each other, though. The nurse tells Brian that the nurse who works the floor on Tuesdays and Thursdays said that Justin's motor skills are improving. But Justin tends to have temper tantrums when he gets frustrated. More new information. Brian, still trying to act like he doesn't care, says that there must be something the hospital can give Justin to calm him down. The

 nurse replies that "drugs can't solve everything." Brian snorts, "Where did you hear that?" The nurse casually replies, "If you ask me, what would help him the most is if he knew that you came here every --" Brian snaps, "No." And then proceeds to light a cigarette. In a hospital ward. He's polite enough, on the nurse's look, to offer her one. She declines. He scowls about the no-smoking-in-the-hospital rule. Ass. As the nurse walks away, Brian goes back to staring at Justin through the window. 

Liberty Diner. Cut to Debbie, all P-FLAG'ed out, arms open wide. Christ, her t-shirt says, "I love my penis!" I shudder to think which one she claims is hers. If it's Mike's, this might explain a lot. Debbie exclaims, "Come and give your mother a hug!" Mike cautiously asks, "Promise to let me go this time?" Debbie promises, then wraps him up in a big ole hug. Feeling his back, she complains that Mike's lost a lot of weight. From the back of the room, Melanie calls, "What the hell have you been eating out there, nuts and berries?" She and Lindsay get up from a booth they're sharing with Gus, and take their turns giving Mike a hug. They're both wearing tank-top-y shirts, no bras, and tight jeans. They look damn good, too. Debbie says that she'll get him something to eat. Mike wanders over to the booth and asks what's up with all the papers on the table. Lindsay expositions that Chris Hobbes's sentencing is coming up in a few days, and the three women are organizing the local gay-friendly community to fill up the courtroom. Mike kisses Melanie on the cheek and says that Justin's lucky to have her looking after him. Melanie gripes that Brian, however, hasn't been to see Justin once! St. L. adds that every time they visit, Justin just wants to know where Brian is. Mel snarls, "Getting his dick sucked, that's where's Brian." St. L. ('cause the "L" still stands for "love") says that she's not sticking up for him, but she understands how hard this might be for Brian; furthermore, she compares his experience to that of combat veterans, and says that it might just "be too painful for him to have to face." Right. Or he could just be an ass. Show of hands? Debbie snorts, "To see a poor, hurt kid?" Mike shakes his head, "You weren't there that night, you didn't see Brian. In shock, with blood all over him? It was like he got the shit beat out of him, too." But he didn't. This is not Brian Kinney's tragedy. Debbie snorts, "If you ask me, he's still an asshole." Word. Lindsay and Mel break up the tension by getting ready to go, going on about "getting their hair done," "getting their manicures," "before [their] dates arrive!" Mike's all, say what? Lindsay's sister is getting married, and Melanie adds, "And the less said, the better." I couldn't agree more.

At the hospital, Jennifer Taylor talks to Justin's doctor outside the physical therapy room. They watch Justin try to roll a tennis ball with his partially paralyzed right hand. Wait, wasn't he hit on the right side of his head? Which would control the left side of his body? I assume the laws of biology are being broken here, because Justin draws with his right hand, so now he won't be able to. They couldn't have just had Chris Hobbes hit Justin on the left side of his head? Perhaps there is another explanation. We're not going to get it, though. Did CowLip really think no one was going to notice? The doctor asks Jennifer whether Justin always pushes himself so hard. Jennifer tells him how Justin learned to ride his first two-wheel bike by jumping on it one day and trying to pedal. He fell down many, many times, and wouldn't ask for help. He finally figured it out on his own -- broken, bloodied, but unbowed. She says, "He hasn't changed. When he wants something, he won't stop until he gets it." We know. The doctor says that it's paying off, though Justin's well enough to go home. Jennifer starts to thank him when the tennis ball slips out of Justin's fingers and he yells in frustration. Jennifer asks the doctor whether he's sure Justin's ready. The doc says he's going to have to come in regularly for therapy, but, yeah, he's ready. Inside the room, the therapist presents Justin with a box of paper clips, spreading some of them on the table. Jennifer and the doctor watch Justin slowly pick up individual paper clips and put them back into the box. So, someone took enough time to figure out what type of physical therapy Justin would have, but not how to explain why he's been hit on the wrong side of his head. Excellent. 

And now on to what I like to refer to as the "A-plot." "A" is in "asinine." Melanie and Lindsay accompany Ted and Emmett up the steps of a hotel. Emmett gripes that it's Saturday night, "and here [he is] dressed to go to a funeral." He is, by the way, wearing a nice grey suit over a dark blue shirt and short tie. Ted sneers, "Close. A hetero wedding." Ah, yes. Reverse discrimination. My favorite form of hypocrisy. Not that anyone's going to point it out here. Lindsay says something dumb about the boys not being able to "give up Babylon for one night." Ted starts to shake and says something stupid about withdrawal symptoms. Lindsay is wearing a blue sleeveless dress that ties behind her neck and requires her once again to go braless. Melanie looks much better in a similarly styled but elegant red dress that also requires her to go braless. I'm sure it's just a coincidence. Ted looks like he just got off work. 

Ted, Emmett, Melanie and Lindsay enter the reception area, and some blonde walks right into the middle of the group to give Ted the elevator look. That was creepy. Melanie giggles, "Too bad you're not straight, you could really score big-time." Another woman -- a brunette this time -- checks Ted out, too. Emmett: "It's hard to believe, but in this parallel universe, you're actually hot." Ted's not thrilled. A waitress comes by with drinks. Emmett: "Pink champagne. Yeah. That's too nelly, even for me." Oh, please. It is NOT. Lindsay apologizes for "making [them] pretend to be our dates." Um. What?! Her sister Lynette "insisted that Mel and I not draw attention to ourselves." Okay, it's one thing if you decide to go to your sister's wedding, but to drag your partner of six years, with whom you are raising a child, into this farce? And your friends? She couldn't have just gone alone? Melanie didn't have to come, and if I were her, I certainly wouldn't have. As if to underscore my point, Melanie snarls, "What, did she think we were going to perform cunnilingus on top of the wedding cake?" Lindsay lames, "I'd promise I'd follow wedding etiquette." Emmett checks out one of the ushers passing by, and replies, "Well, I've read Miss Manners cover to cover, and nowhere does it say that you must subjugate your sexuality, even at the bride's request." There are so many things wrong with this. So many better ways to get to the punchline. Surely it can't be that hard for a team of professional writers, directors, and producers to come up with something. If Lindsay were still in the closet, she'd still be lame, but it would be sort of, kind of understandable, not to mention interesting. But she's not. After this, I don't have to sit through anyone else pretending to be straight, right? Because it was idiotic when Emmett did it, painful when Michael did it, pointless when Brian and Lindsay did it, traumatizing when Justin did it, and now that Melanie and Ted get to do it, we're done, right? Right? Now there's some blah blah blahhotcake about one of the ushers, and does Miss Manners say it's okay to fuck the usher, and Emmett says something dumb about it being fine, just not during the ceremony, and didn't Will and Grace already cover this territory?

Finally, Lindsay's parents come up and give St. L. a big hug. Mr. and Mrs. Petersen are named "Ron" and "Nancy." Yes. I know. Mrs. Petersen coolly greets Melanie. Melanie greets her back, nice and polite. St. L. introduces Ted and Emmett; Ted explains, "We're their beards." Just in case they didn't remember their daughter's a lesbian. Ron asks them if they're ready to hear "'Here comes the bride.' Again." This is Lynette's third wedding in five years. But the last one Ron's paying for. I believe that Miss Manners notes that second weddings and third weddings are up to the bride and groom -- so much for etiquette. So, Lesbian Lindsay is more capable of commitment than Lascivious Lynette. Her sister is a hypocrite, in the manner of heterosexuals Pittsburgh-wide. Everybody on the same page, here? Don't make me pull out the flow chart and the crayons. Moving on. Emmett's usher comes over to tell the Reagans it's time for the ceremony, and everyone heads off. Except Lindsay and Melanie forget, and throw their arms around each other's waists. Ted and Emmett have to remind them that they're no longer gay. Gack. 

Brian's loft. As Brian closes the door, Mike complains that he left four messages for him. Brian repeats that he's been busy. Mike's not buying it. Brian asks if Mike wants dinner, and throws him a bag of chips. Michael is like, a bag of chips isn't dinner! Brian says something dumb about the potato chips plus a bottle of scotch being part of a healthy diet. Mike non sequiturs about never eating again because Debbie stuffed him full of food at the diner. No one cares. Is there a point here? Where is it?

 Here it is: Brian asks, "Well, who told you to eat it?" Mike says that no one did, but that it makes Debbie happy. Brian replies, "Well, there you go, Ladies and Gentlemen, proof positive that making other people happy can cause nausea, severe cramps, even diarrhea." That took five billion years, and Mikey doesn't even catch on. Instead, he gets into Brian's face and grins, "Got any Tums?" For a moment, Brian gives it up and grins back. Apropos of nothing, Brian asks what "Tums" spelled backwards is. Together, the two answer, "smut." Because they're twelve. Brian asks why Mike is back in Pittsburgh. Mike says that he's on vacation. Brian points out that there are many nicer places he could go to. I get up and get some coffee so that I can stay awake until somebody, anybody says something that moves the plot along. Mike says that the Pitts is his home. Brian says it isn't anymore, though. I should have put the coffee in a bigger cup. Brian asks who else Mike is planning to visit while he's in town. Duh. Justin's next. This gives Brian the opportunity to huff and puff and claim that he has no idea how Justin is, which gives Mike the opportunity to admonish Brian about not going to see the young lad. Which gives the audience the opportunity to scream, "We get it! Brian's avoiding Justin! You've told us five times already! Jesus!" But no. Brian asks why he should see Justin. Mike says it might make Justin happy. Brian repeats that making other people happy can be dangerous for one's health. I would like to point out again that nothing happened to Brian. Mike replies that making yourself miserable is dangerous, too. Gale Harold almost flubs his reply about Mike "sav[ing] his worried-wife routine for the doc." And then tries to get Mike to go to Woody's with him. Mike doesn't want to go to Woody's. I do, though. There's no alcohol here. Brian lames that it's part of "the tour." Mike finally agrees, because he still doesn't have a spine. Brian insists on showering first. Mike walks over to watch surreptitiously as Brian undresses. Brian has the bloody scarf from prom night wrapped around his chest under his shirt. Eww. That's just fucked up. Took damn long to get there, too.

The Taylor condo. I guess Jennifer had to sell the house. Take note that at no time will Justin's father be mentioned. What was his response to the attack? Was he sympathetic to Hobbes? Or would the attack have drawn him and Justin closer together? Do you think we'll ever find out? Me neither. Debbie and Vic fight their way to the front door through a throng of reporters. One of them knocks into Vic, who knocks into Debbie just as Jennifer opens the door. They walk up the stairs into the apartment as Jennifer explains that the hospital must have tipped off the reporters. Jennifer notices that Debbie has spilled marinara sauce all over the front of her shirt. It looks like there's blood all over her. This will be important later. Debbie tells Jennifer that they have a lot of people coming to the courtroom for the sentencing. Jennifer says that she and Justin aren't going, actually. Debbie is disappointed, but understands. After commenting on all the food they brought, Jennifer anxiously says that she hasn't been able to get Justin to eat. Behind them, Justin replies, "Of course I'll eat." Justin has his right hand stuck in his sweatshirt pocket. Jennifer nervously tells him that she thought he was taking a nap. Justin says he's fine: "Don't I look it?" Vic tells him that he does, indeed. Debbie tears up a little bit, and opens up her arms to give Justin a hug. Justin sees the stain on her shirt and freaks, curling up in a ball and jumping away from her. Jennifer calmly tells him that it's just marinara sauce. Debbie's devastated once she realizes what happened, but she and Vic finally rally and call everyone over to the table to eat. 

Later that evening, Daphne drives Justin around as he kvetches about the visit. "'Honey.' 'Sweetheart.' 'Sunshine.' Chris Hobbes bashes me in the head, and suddenly everyone wants to infantilize me!" Daphne points out that he could have died. Justin sarcastically replies, "I was there." Daphne says that everyone's going to freak when they realize he bailed. Justin says he left a note: "Back soon. Love and kisses." Daphne giggles, 'cause Justin's soooo cool. Three guesses as to where they're headed. Yup. Daphne drops Justin off on Liberty Avenue, at exactly the same spot we first saw him in the series premiere. Justin awkwardly puts a cigarette in his mouth and lights it. Daphne asks, "Will you be okay?" Oh, sure. He just got out of the hospital, he can only use one hand, he's obsessing over Brian, and it's his first time outside in over a month. He'll be fine. Don't worry your pretty little head about it. Justin says that he's not sure if he'll be okay, but he must. Find. BRIAN. Daphne doesn't offer to park the car and hang out with him until he does or doesn't find Brian, like an actual friend would. She's just CowLip's taxi service. Bye, Daphne. 

Justin walks down the street, and starts to freak out a little at how many people are there. He edges away from them through a series of nauseating jump-cuts. Someone taps him on the shoulder and asks if he's all right; Justin screams at the guy not to touch him, and runs down the street.

Meanwhile, in Woody's, Brian's downing shots while Michael frowns at him. Brian asks, "So, how are the boys in Portland? I bet with all that rain, they have perfect peach and cream cheeks." Mike says he "hasn't had a chance to do a butt check" while checking out the butt of some tall stud walking by. Brian notices what happened, but

 doesn't say anything. Mike continues that he and the Demon have "better ways of spending their time." Brian's all, like what? Oh, you know, cooking, reading, and listening to music. Brian snorts, "And then checking each other's pulses to make sure you're still alive?" Hey, don't knock it. Brian adds, "If it was me, I'd be out all night, topping the tall timbers." Mike: "Yeah, well, that's why we have environmental protection laws." Brian: "You know, Mikey, tell me. Does a lumberjack off?" No, tell me: Was it really this hard to fill an hour of screen time? I'm just saying, if an episode is going to be this bad, they should have way more naked men. Mike's had enough, and

 asks Brian what's going on. Mike points out that Brian is a "fall-down mess." Brian mumbles that he's "beautiful. I'll always be beautiful. You said so yourself." He offers Mike a popper. Mike refuses, then repeats, for the umpteenth time, that Brian's cut himself off from everyone, and drinking way more than he usually does; he suggests that Brian might need to seek professional help. Brian angrily rejects that notion. He's

 fine, dammit! Fine! So Mike can just go back to Portland and his domestic life with the Demon and leave Brian alone! Mike asks, again, why Brian hasn't gone to see Justin. Brian snaps that there isn't anything he can do for Justin, and stalks off. Of course, he is seeing Justin, so the question is, what is seeing Justin doing for Brian, and why he doesn't want Justin to see him? No one's going to get around to asking that, either. Justin walks into Woody's and is immediately surrounded by a group of people who recognize him from the news. Justin freaks out some more, and tells everyone to get away from him, backing up until he's finally cowering in a corner, facing the wall. Mike

 pushes through the crowd to get to the boy, and quietly identifies himself. Justin turns around just as Brian comes back to the bar. Justin's and Brian's eyes meet. Our old friend The Zoom Flash confirms Brian's surprise. 

Meanwhile, back at the Wedding from Hell, the reception is in full swing. Straight people are dancing badly to the Go-Gos. Are they ripping on the Go-Gos? As if things aren't bad enough. At the gift table, Lindsay and Melanie start tossing the boxes around a little. "At the first marriage, she was registered at Tiffany's," Lindsay giggles. "The second, Pottery Barn. The third, The Big Q." There might be a double meaning in that, as we'll see in a moment. Melanie, with just a hint of sour grapes, replies, "Pathetic, isn't it? Straight people and their silly little rituals?" Uh huh. Like Jewish people and their silly little brises? Whatever. Ted walks up and reminds her that if she and St. L. could get married, they would. Melanie gripes that they can't, however, "so what's the point?" Because if they can't, then no one should, right? Melanie takes a drag on her cigarette. Lindsay reminds her that "the bride requested no smoking." Melanie snorts, "Fuck the bride!" The Bride immediately walks up behind her. Lynette looks like she's Lindsay's older sister by a bit. At least she's not wearing a white dress this time. Melanie says that it was a beautiful wedding. Lindsay adds, "Just like they've all been." No one's forcing you to be there, Lindsay. Ted says that the chicken was really good. Lynette tells him it was a capon. Ted replies, "Well, it tasted just like chicken." Hee. In the bushes, Emmett's giving the usher a blowjob. He stands up, daintily wipes the corners of his mouth, and makes to join the others at the table. Melanie tries to cover her remark: "I was just saying, you must really be looking forward to the honeymoon. Where are you off to this time?" Bwa ha ha! Lynette refuses to take the bait, and delightedly tells them that she and her new husband are going to Borneo. Ted: "Don't they have a lot of pigs there?" Always room for two more, I'm sure. Emmett finally joins them, saying that he's having a much better time than he thought he would. Ted points out that he missed a spot on his mouth. Is there a per-recap limit for the word "eww"? Lynette invites them to come in for the cake cutting. Lindsay's giving the toast. Lynette pulls Lindsay aside and thanks her for not embarrassing her: "Not that I have anything against Melanie, and I adore Gus, but considering it is my wedding...after all, I just didn't see any reason to be subjected to --" Lindsay cuts in to say, "An undignified display of my private life?" Even though Lynette's invited everyone to an undignified display of hers, of course. And made her parents pay for it, even. Lynette laughs uncomfortably, touches her much younger sister briefly on the cheek, and goes back into the hall.

Cake-cutting. Lindsay gets everyone's attention. She introduces herself, and congratulates Lynette and Hubby #3. He's handsome, but wait. What's that sound? Is that my gaydar going off? Lindsay then says, "To stand in front of your family and friends, to declare your love and commitment in the eyes of God is a privilege -- not to be taken lightly." Burn! Lindsay continues, "Because I've shared a commitment with my partner for six wonderful years, even though we're not married." Lynette's looking nervous. So's Melanie. Lindsay keeps going: "And that's because we're not allowed to. But that shouldn't stop two people from doing what they want. Should it? So, I'd like to ask my beloved, 'Will you marry me?'" Melanie looks like she wants to crawl under the carpet and die. Lindsay laughs in glee at her own boldness and runs over to hug Melanie. And I have to give props to the woman playing Lynette -- not everyone can turn purple on cue like that. 

At Brian's, Justin sits at the counter and animatedly recounts his injuries. He gestures to the right side of his head, where he was hit. With his left hand, he takes the water Brian offers him. His useless right hand stays in his pocket. Justin tells Brian that if he'd gotten hit a little harder or in a slightly different place, he'd be a complete vegetable. As it is, he's a miracle of science -- the only person whose motor skills are wired completely differently from anyone else's on the planet. Justin further explains that Hobbes only damaged the cerebral motor strip. Brian makes a dumb joke, asking if that's "a drag race to [Justin's] brain." Justin says it's the part of the brain that controls motor functions. Brian nods, "I know. I attended eighth grade." Unlike the writers, apparently. Justin says that he might never draw again. Brian snorts, "They're always telling people they'll never walk again, or draw again, or piss again, so when you finally do you'll think they're geniuses, and they can charge you whatever the fuck they want." After another deadening moment of silence, Justin asks why Brian didn't come to see him. Brian asks why he should have. For the third time -- or is it the fourth? -- Justin points out that he was in a coma for a couple of weeks, then in rehab for a month. Brian replies, "You know, if you really want to regain the agility and strength in your hand, I suggest jerking off several times a day. It works like magic." Justin and I roll our eyes. Justin says that Brian should have at least called to make sure Justin was still alive. Brian points out that he obviously would have heard if Justin wasn't, and that there's nothing Brian could have done for Justin, anyway.

Justin nods and changes the subject, sort of, telling Brian that he doesn't really remember anything. The last thing he recalls is Brian saying that he wasn't going to go to the prom. "But they say that you did show up after all," Justin adds. "And that we danced together. And that was amazing. Daphne said that we were amazing." Brian puts a lump in my throat by answering softly, "We were all right." Justin grins and then shakes his head, "Shit." He adds, "I wish I could remember that." Justin continues by saying that he walked Brian to the Jeep, and then Chris bashed his head in with a baseball bat. Brian thought Justin couldn't remember anything. Justin reminds him that this is just what he's been told: "It's like a story that happened to somebody else." Brian snaps, "Yeah, well, I can remember. I can remember everything!" He stalks dramatically out to the middle of the loft, and with his back turned to Justin continues, "I saw him. He was coming after you with the bat. But he was moving too fast, and you were too far away." We get flashbacks to that scene as Brian describes it: "And I

  ran, but there was no time to stop him. And then he swung, and it was too late. There

  was nothing I could do. And you just lay there on the cold cement." Justin tells Brian

  that it wasn't his fault. Brian doesn't respond. Justin moves around so they're facing

  each other, and repeats that it wasn't Brian's fault. Brian's having problems looking at

  him. Justin cautiously takes Brian by the shoulders, repeating, "It wasn't your fault" a

  couple more times. Justin finally hugs Brian, who tentatively hugs him back. One hour.

  One good scene. I see hiring all those new writers really helped. 

  The once and future home of Mike and Emmett. Emmett comes back from the wedding,

  bouquet and usher in tow. The usher's carrying a piece of cake, which Emmett takes

  from him to give to Michael. He opens the door to Mike's bedroom and finds him having

  sex with the guy he was checking out at Woody's. Emmett quietly closes the door. 

  Outside the condo, Brian drops Justin off. Justin thanks him: "For saving me." Brian

  says that he didn't save him. Justin replies that he was talking about tonight. I'm not

  sure what he means; Mike's the one who pushed away the crowds at Woody's. Sweet

  thing to say, but incomprehensible. Nothing new. Moving on. Justin asks if he'll see

  Brian again, and Brian agrees. Possibly another parallel to last year's premiere, when

  Brian answered the same question, "You'll see me in your dreams." Justin tells him not

  to wait too long: "At this rate, who knows how long I'll be around?" Brian winces.

  Justin chuckles. That didn't make any sense, either. Jennifer opens the door right as

  Justin walks up, and rails at him for leaving. She briefly glares at Brian before pushing

  Justin inside the house. 

  Mike and Emmett's. Mike tries to get the guy from Woody's out of the apartment

  before Emmett sees him. Mike's completely naked, and I have to say -- nice butt. As

  Mike tiptoes back to his room, Emmett turns on the light over the couch, where he's

  been observing all this. "So," Emmett asks, "How was your piece of cake?"

The Happy Fun House. Still Happy, still Fun, since Lindsay's mother is yelling at her

  over the phone. Lying topless in bed, Lindsay yells back that Melanie did not put her

  up to it. Mel leans over and drawls, "That's right, blame the Jew!" Heh. Lindsay

  explodes, "If Lynette can get married three times, then why can't I?!" Through the

  phone, we can hear Nancy say things like, "Two women cannot get married. How are

  we going to show our faces?" Lindsay ignores her and cheerfully replies, "Love to

  Daddy. Can't wait to see the video." Snicker. She slams the phone down and says that

  she can't believe how upset her parents are. Is she kidding? Melanie shrugs it off,

  saying, "Fear not. In time, they'll sweep it underneath their WASPy rugs and forget all

  about it." Lindsay doesn't want to forget about it, however: "I want full and equal

  recognition -- if not by the law, then at least in my parents' house!" Melanie climbs

  out of bed, with no pajama bottoms on, and sighs, "I'd count on getting hitched in

  Mississippi first." Lindsay tries to pull her back into bed, but Melanie's already pulling on

  her panties. Lindsay says that Melanie hasn't answered her question -- does she

  wanna get hitched? Melanie didn't think Lindsay was serious. Lindsay says she was

  dead serious: "Why do they get to receive everyone's blessings and presents and we

  don't?" Melanie says she knew it was about presents! Snicker. And, anyway, weren't

  these two wearing wedding rings last season? What, did they just toss them to each

  other one night after one too many beers at Woody's? Melanie adds, "For one thing,

  it's not even legal, and for another, you know how I feel about weddings. They're

  meaningless, antiquated rituals for heterosexuals." Lindsay choruses in on that last

  sentence. She's heard it before. Melanie kisses her and continues, "We have a

  marriage. And a family. Six years strong. Give or take a few bumps in the road."

  Although it would be nice, Mel says, to have a big party and get a bunch of presents,

  they certainly don't need it to prove that they love each other: "So, let's go grab our

  kid and get some brunch." Ah, yes, brunch. Once described to me as "church for gay

  people." Lindsay grumps on the bed. 

  Mike and Emmett's. Ted's joined them for Chinese take-out. Emmett grins, "If I knew

  how many men you could meet at straight functions, I would have started going years

  ago." Ted congratulates him for finding "the one truffle in the garden." Emmett says, "I

  wouldn't be so sure. I have my suspicions about the groom." Shout-out! Mike's awfully

  quiet, so Ted asks him how his evening went. Emmett smirks, "He brought home a nice

  centerpiece of his own." Ted's startled, but recovers: "Well. You certainly didn't waste

  any time, did you? In town less than twenty-four hours." Emmett shrugs, "Why

  shouldn't he get a little action? He's outside the four-hundred-mile limit for extramarital

  quickies and anonymous assignations." Mike stays quiet. Emmett continues, "Mind you,

  if you want to do anything further, you'll have to do overseas travel and a

  fourteen-minimum day stay..." Mike's not sayin' nuthin'. Eeyore pouts, "I just thought,

  with everything you wrote, you know. That you and [Demon] were so in love. So

  committed." Emmett answers for his once and future roommate: "Every relationship

  has its own set of rules. Their arrangement is none of our business. Right, sweetie?"

  Yeah. Emmett wants to know what's up real bad. Mike finally blurts, "We broke up. It's

  over. David and I are over." Emmett shoots him a look of sympathy and then turns

  back to his food, calling it "the best dumplings [he's] ever had." Ted's like, did you

  hear what Mike said? Emmett heard, and then demands to know why Mike didn't say

  anything. Mike says he was going to, "when the time was right." T&E and I roll our

  eyes. And it's really starting to hurt. Mikey pouts, "But there's never a right time to

  admit that you failed. That you had this great opportunity to start your life over with

  someone that you loved, or thought you loved, and you blew it. I blew it. I complained

  that David was working too much, and that I couldn't find a job, and that I didn't have

  any friends. And when I accused him of being thoughtless and not caring, and said

  that if I knew it was going to be like this, I never would have come, he said, 'Well, go

  home, Michael!' Go home." Ted throws an arm around him and replies, "I wouldn't say

  that you failed." Emmett adds that it's not true that Michael doesn't have any friends:

  "'Cause you still got us." Ted says there's no shame in coming home: "That's what it's

  here for."

The Sentencing Hearing of Chris Hobbes. Chris, all cleaned up and spit-shined, and,

  uh, blonder for some reason, stands as the judge speaks. Mike, Debbie, Melanie,

  Lindsay, and Vic sit in the front row. This speech is a kicker: "The fact that

  Christopher Hobbes pled guilty on assault charges for his vicious attack on Justin

  Taylor in no way mitigates the seriousness of this crime, or the tragic effects on both

  these young men's lives. Both were honor students at St. James Academy; both were

  planning to attend college. Now one young man is recovering from serious brain

  injuries, and the other is facing a prison sentence. I ask myself, how could this have

  happened?" On cue, Debbie snarls, "Chris Hobbes is a homophobic animal!" To Michael,

  sitting next to her, she adds, "He should be put away." Mike nods in agreement, trying

  to shut her up. The judge continues, "I can only imagine how profoundly disturbing it

  must have been for a young man of Chris Hobbes's fine, moral upbringing to be

  approached sexually by a male student, then to see him flaunt his lifestyle by bringing

  his male lover to the prom and engaging in what has been described as a highly

  provocative dance." Okay. Let me get this straight. How is it that he knows about

  Chris's and Justin's tryst, but doesn't know that it was consensual? And didn't know

  that Chris had been harassing Justin all year? I realize that this is a sentencing hearing

  and not a trial, but witnesses still give testimony. Justin didn't send in a statement?

  Brian didn't testify? Or Daphne? Hel-loooo? Anyway. Brian walks in the courtroom and

  sits in the row behind his friends. The judge further intones, "Given the fact that he

  was drinking -- which he should not have been -- I could understand how Chris

  Hobbes might lose control of his better judgement. Still, this does not excuse his

  actions." Might lose control of his better judgement by finding a baseball bat

  somewhere, running down to the parking garage, and bashing Justin's head in? I mean,

  he had to find a baseball bat, then figure out where Justin was going. And how's

  Chris's leg, by the way? The judge says that he has struggled over a decision...but

  now he needs to take a recess. The gang's all, where the hell is he going? Melanie

  explains the origin of his nickname, "Regular Roy." Every day at 12:15, no matter what,

  the judge hops over to the bathroom across the hall, goes into the stall closest to the

  window, and takes a dump while smoking a cigarette. T&E think she's kidding. We get

  to see that she's not. Judge Roy returns, and finishes up. He accepts Hobbes's guilty

  plea and adds, "Because of your age, because you have no previous offenses, and

  because you were unduly provoked, you are hereby given a two-year suspended

  sentence and ordered to serve five hundred hours of community service." And that's

  that. O.J....I'm sorry, Hobbes smirks and shakes his lawyer's hand. Debbie protests,

  "No, that's not right. Wait a minute. Wait a minute!" Brian leaves the courtroom in

  shock.

Outside, Debbie is near tears. She can't believe Chris got off. Melanie says that that's

  how it works: "He pleaded guilty, the prosecutor reduced the charge from aggravated

  to simple assault, and Roy sent him off with probation and service." Debbie cries, "He'd

  have gotten more for bashing a dog!" Too true. Mike tries to lead his mother away,

  and Debbie agrees to go home: "But not to rest. I'm going to call every P-FLAG

  chapter in this country; we're not putting up with this for one fuckin' second. We're

  going to march, and we're going to carry huge signs, and let this asshole judge know

  what we think of him." Vic tries to shush her. Like that ever works. Debbie rushes over

  and tries to get in Hobbes's face, but her family pulls her away. Mike tries to calm her

  down by saying that Hobbes won't get away with it. Except he already has. 

  Mike and Brian are in Brian's loft. Brian exclaims, "All protests are bullshit. Well-meaning

  do-gooders marching around, carrying signs. Chanting? 'Hey, hey, ho, ho,

  homophobia's got to go'? " Mike takes this to mean Brian won't be joining in. Brian

  snorts, "Jesus, what the fuck did I ever do without you to harangue me? When the hell

  are you going back, anyway?" Mike slowly replies that he's not going back. Brian nods,

  "I know." Mike's like, did T&E tell you? No, somehow Brian figured it out by himself: "I

  knew it wouldn't work out." Mike grumps, "Right as usual." Hardly ever, actually. Just

  lucky this time. Brian's like, "It's not about me" (as snow falls somewhere in Hawaii);

  it's about Mike, "Did you really think you'd be happy living in Wisconsin as a doctor's

  wife?" Mike says that he was in Oregon. Brian doesn't care. Mike sighs, "Maybe that's

  the problem. I don't know where the fuck I belong." Brian grabs his arm and pulls Mike

  down for a kiss, replying, "There. That's where." Well, that clears it up. Thanks. Brian

  tells Mike to go help his mom, "and make the world safe for fags." Mike laughs and asks

  Brian what he's reading; it looks like their old Chemistry book from high school. Brian

  futzes that he's doing some research for a new pharmaceutical client. Mike grins,

  "Well, you must be thrilled. You'll be able to get E wholesale." 

  Back in the courtroom bathroom. Judge Roy primps in the mirror, then takes his usual

  stall. He sits down, groaning in satisfaction. When he's done, he puts out his

  cigarette, then tries to get up off of the toilet. But he's stuck to it. Very stuck. Yeah,

  this totally beats filing a civil suit against Hobbes for damages. 

  At Woody's, the gang watch a news report about Judge Roy's mishap. They were able

  to get him free after fourteen hours. Melanie snarks, "The seat of justice has been

  severely compromised." Emmett drawls, "No skin off my ass." Ted nods, "I bet he

  wishes he could say the same thing." Lindsay wonders who did it. Light dawns on

  Mike's face, and he walks over to Brian. "You know what this reminds me of? That time

  in Chemistry class when you said you were going to invent synthetic cum, and you

  made that goo? And you put it all over the toilet seat in the teacher's lounge and Mrs.

  Renfro got glued to it." Brian kind of grins, then takes off before Mike can say anything

  else.

Outside the Taylor Condo, Justin and Brian toss around a whiffle ball. Daphne watches,

  sitting on the steps with Brian. Justin says that he knew Chris Hobbes was going to go

  free: "They don't care about us; they wish we were all dead." Brian tells him to not

  worry about it, just to keep throwing the ball. Justin curses when his hand seizes up.

  Brian encourages the boy to keep trying. Daphne applauds his attempts, because

  that's what she's there for. Justin poo-poohs her, because that's also what she's

  there for. But you know he's pleased. Jennifer drives up. She greets Daphne and, after

  a moment, greets Brian, too. Brian explains that they were just tossing the ball

  around, Mrs. Taylor, ma'am. Jennifer tells Justin to go inside and rest. Justin protests

  that he's not tired, so she clarifies that she wants to speak to Brian. Alone. Brian tells

  him to go ahead. Justin mopes inside, taking Daphne with him. 

  Once they're alone, Jennifer says, "The day they sent him home from the hospital, the

  doctor said he'd never seen such a determined patient, and then he asked what it was

  that made him work so hard. It was you. Every day that you didn't come to see him

  was more incentive for him to get better so he could get out and see you. Of course,

  what Justin didn't know, and I didn't tell him, was that you were there, every night.

  The nurse on duty told me. I want to thank you for that. But he's home now, safe and

  sound, and there isn't any reason anymore for you to watch over him, so I would like

  you to leave. And never see him again." Brian says that he cares about Justin. Jennifer

  snaps that it was because of Brian that Justin was almost killed. Uh. No, it wasn't.

  Brian takes it, though. Jennifer apologizes "for being so blunt," adding, "I've tried to

  accept him for who he is. To accept your world and his part in it. I've even tried to

  accept you. And as a result, I nearly lost him. And I don't intend to lose him again.

  And so, if you really care about him, and I believe you do, you'll do what I ask, and

  return my son to me." Baby, your "son" is long gone. In what universe does she think

  Justin's going to accept this? Brian tries to come up with something to say, but finally

  just hands her the whiffle ball and walks to his car. Looking down the street, he sees

  two boys tossing a baseball to each other. Brian takes a depth breath, gets into the

  Jeep, and drives away. 

  Next week: Debbie yells at Mike to get over the Demon and get on with his life; Ted

  gets fired; Mike and Emmett become naked waiters; Justin throws many tantrums out

  of frustration. And that's before he finds out that Jennifer told Brian to go away.

  Drama! I cross my fingers for a good episode. I'd even settle for a better one.

Episode 2-02

Hot! Dancing! Gay! Boys! Ageless. Timeless. Faceless. Mostly Naked. 

  Justin dashes across the street to Brian's loft. He hops up the stairs and knocks on

  the door, calling Brian's name. The door opens, but Chris Hobbes is on the other side.

  Before Justin can react, Hobbes grabs him and pulls him into the loft. Justin

  screams...and wakes up in his own bed. Jennifer runs in, reassuring him that's it just a

  dream. She touches his shoulder and Justin shoves her off, yelling at her to not touch

  him. 

  Babylon! The go-go dancers? Wearing black leather chaps and nothing else. Everyone

  else? Shirtless, doing the electric slide. Or whatever it's called these days. The Boys,

  minus Michael, survey the action from the stairs. Emmett stares at a go-go dancer

  and groans, "God, I want his ass." Ted: "Who doesn't?" Emmett clarifies that he

  actually wants an ass like that, because his is "looking a little peaked." Brian snarks,

  "Yeah, well, maybe it needs a rest." Look who's talking. Oh, except Brian's a big, brutal

  top, right? I don't care. Shut up anyway. Emmett thinks he needs a butt lift. Peter

  Paige needs better storylines. Ted, barely paying attention -- and really, who could

  blame him? -- says that Emmett's too young for plastic surgery. Emmett sighs, "This

  life can wear you out by the time you're thirty. Right, Brian?" Burn! About time

  someone scored one off Brian. And that won't even be the last time this episode,

  either. Emmett blabbers something about striving for perfection or whatever, but Ted

  reminds him that it's very expensive surgery. Emmett asks whether Ted's had work

  done, and Brian snorts, "Because if you had, I'd sue." Of course Ted hasn't had plastic

  surgery; he's an accountant, remember? "Butt work costs big bucks," Ted tells

  Emmett, who, as we all know, is broke. Brian lames, "Well, maybe you can trade in

  that old tired ass for a new one." Too bad CowLip won't do that with the intern that

  writes your lines. Next. 

  Mike trots up and announces that he just got "the most amazing fucking blowjob." He

  shoves a vial up his nose and asks The Boys if they want a "bump." I have no idea

  what that is, and I'm perfectly fine with that. Someone on the boards will eagerly

  explain it later, I'm sure. Ted and Emmett decline. Mike's all, what's up with you? T&E

  are bored already, bored, bored, bored, plus they both have to work in the morning.

  Mike's all, c'mon, guys! It's early! Par-tay! Woohoo! They're like, yeah. Later. Mike's

  pretty sure Brian wants to stay and party, right? Brian snorts, "You've been partying

  ever since you got back." Could this excessive behavior be a clue to some

  deeper-seated issue? Is it possible that QAF is using the same plot device two

  episodes in a row? Instead of calling Brian on his hypocrisy, Mike replies that he's

  single: "I can stay up all night and fuck my brains out, like you." Brian snickers at the

  very idea. Mike asks Brian to dance. Brian says he doesn't want to. Mike pouts, "You

  always like dancing with Justin." Ah, Jealousy rears its ugly little head. Brian can't

  believe Mike just said that, and he gets up and walks away without saying another

  word.

The next morning, Ted, Emmett, and Mike sit at the counter at the Liberty Diner. Wait,

  they all live close enough to get breakfast there before they go to work? They all get

  up early enough to get breakfast there before they go to work? Really? Emmett, in

  particular, does not strike me as an early riser. Mike looks like hell, by the way. Debbie

  frowns, "Well, that's what you get for sucking and fucking until all hours, huh? On a

  school night." Mike groans that he's not in school. Debbie snaps that maybe he should

  be: "You've got a lot of learning to do." Now, there's a storyline for you. Think of all

  the naked gay boys Mike could meet on campus. No? Probably not, huh? At any rate,

  Mike wants to order; Mike does not want a lecture. Debbie says he's getting the

  lecture anyway: "And on an empty stomach, so maybe you'll digest it. Get over [the

  Demon]. Get a job. Get on with your life." She seems to have gotten over the breakup

  fairly well, given her hearty encouragement of the whole thing. Emmett later agrees

  that Mike needs to get a job. Sense of self-worth aside, Emmett needs his half of the

  rent. Mike doesn't know where to start. Ted says he could always go back to the Big

  Q. Emmett scoffs that Mike doesn't want to go back to the Big Q: "He needs to try

  something new, something daring. Something fabulous." Ted snaps, "Fuck fabulous. He

  needs something steady, something practical. Something secure." Emmett sneers,

  "Like being an accountant?" Ted says Mike should be so lucky: "I go to sleep every

  night knowing that thirty-one years from now, when I retire from Wertshafter and

  Company, I can move down to Boca and live like a king." Emmett drawls, "Or queen."

  Debbie comes back and quips, "So, what would you like on your toast, Your Majesty?

  Strawberry jam or caviar?" Sigh. 

  The Happy Fun Backyard. As the unbelievably adorable Gus watches from his stroller,

  his mom and dad struggle to build him a swing set. Brian's about ready to give up.

  Lindsay wishes that Melanie were there: "She's a whiz with the hardware." Yes. I'm

  sure. Brian thinks they should hire someone to do it, but Lindsay's like, no way: "It's

  your duty as a father to build your son's first swing set. Now get cracking -- I want it

  ready in time for his first birthday." Gus gazes at them with vague interest. Brian

  snerks, "I know -- it seems like only yesterday I was jacking off into that cup." Lindsay

  laughs, "And you and Michael and Justin were tearing into the room. You couldn't

  believe you had a son." Brian mutters, "Two sons." Lindsay lets the unfortunate and

  ill-considered metaphor pass, and asks why Brian doesn't just call Jennifer. Brian

  replies that Jennifer doesn't want him to see Justin again. Lindsay's like, well, if you

  talked to her...but Brian says that it's better this way. Brian and Lindsay continue to

  struggle with the swing, until Brian groans, "Maybe I'll have it built in time for your

  wedding." Lindsay frowns that Mel turned her down. Brian finds this hysterically funny;

  after Lindsay curses him out, he asks why Mel said no. Lindsay sighs, "Well, for

  reasons you would appreciate. 'I don't think a meaningless heterosexual ritual would

  prove our love, and it wouldn't be legal anyway.'" Brian says that's hard to argue with.

  Lindsay snaps, "I was on the debate team. I can argue anything." Okey dokey, so why

  didn't you ? And I'm still confused; I rewound the tape, and St. L.'s wearing a gold

  band on her left ring finger. No commitment ceremony tied to that or anything? Just

  passing by Tiffany's one day, saw it in the window, and thought it was pretty?

  Anyway. Brian agrees with Mel on this one: "Fuck weddings. Fuck rituals. And fuck this

  swing set!" Lindsay giggles.

At The Big Q, Tracy gives Mike a big hug, so I guess things didn't work at the Dollar

  Mart, or wherever. Tracy asks why he came back. Mike says that he and the Demon

  hath gone their separate ways. Tracy's real sorry. I'm not. Andrew, Mike's old nemesis,

  appears. Tracy tells Andrew that Mike moved back to Pittsburgh. Andrew sneers, "No

  kidding. I must have missed it on the news." He then orders Tracy to get back to

  work. Andrew's all, so things didn't work out, huh? Mike goes into full-length ass

  kissing: "I wouldn't say that. Sometimes you've got to try new things. Discover what's

  right for you. Find out where you really belong. And I discovered what's right for me is

  being here." Andrew, arms folded, isn't really buying it. Mike says that he was hoping

  to get his old job back. Andrew snickers like, yeah, keep hoping, I've got your old job!

  Mwa ha ha! Mike nods, oh, well, let me know if you hear of anything else, wouldja?

  Andrew nods, and then the light bulb blinks on: "Well, we do have a position for which

  I think you would be ideally suited. Assistant Manager." Directly under Andrew. Run! 

  Debbie's kitchen. Jennifer tells Debbie and Vic that Justin's still doing pretty badly. He's

  having nightmares. He won't let anyone touch him. He's having nightmares about

  people touching him. His doctors say it's a normal reaction to the attack, but Jennifer's

  finding it difficult to see her son in so much pain. Vic offers her some coconut cake,

  which he made as a warm-up for Gus's birthday party. Turns out Vic used to be a

  pastry chef: "Black bottoms were my specialty." Yes. He actually said that. I have

  finger imprints imbedded in a cider bottle to prove it. Jennifer tries the cake, and says

  it's delicious. Vic grins, "We faggots are a talented bunch." Debbie adds, "And

  indestructible, too. If AIDS, crackpot Christians, and fucking Republicans can't destroy

  you, then nothing can! " Where were the Violins of Minority Perseverance for that

  speech? I could have lent mine if someone had asked. Vic adds that Justin will make it,

  too. Jennifer smiles hopefully, and excuses herself to go pick up some girl named Molly

  from her play date. Molly, Molly. Where have I heard that name before? Debbie walks

  Jennifer to the door and says, "You know, Jennifer, they say that a boy's best friend,

  especially a gay boy, is his mother. But maybe he needs someone else. Someone who

  can get close to him. Or maybe, someone who he wants to get close to." Huh. Like

  who? She doesn't say. I guess we'll never know. Jaysus. Jennifer snaps that she just

  can't, not after what happened! Besides, she can take care of Justin herself! Darn it!

  And how can she lay this all on Brian's shoulders? Justin was having problems with

  Hobbes way before the prom. Where's her anger at the boy who bashed her son's

  brains out? And news flash: Justin's always going to be gay. And there's always going

  to be some asshole who's going to be pissed off about it. Jennifer honestly thinks that

  Justin's going to be safe as long as he stays away from Brian? Hello? If you try to

  shove Justin back in the closet, then the terrorists win, Jennifer.

Justin stands across the street from Brian's apartment, just like in his dream. He

  crosses the street and runs up the stairs. He knocks on the door, calling Brian's name

  a couple of times. Brian opens the door, looking blasé and determined at the same

  time. Justin's relieved that it was Brian who answered the door. Brian asks who else it

  would be, but Justin shakes it off and tries to walk past Brian into the loft. Brian asks

  him where he's going. Justin's all, I'm going inside the loft! Brian replies, "Did I say you

  could?" Justin laughs, "Don't give me any shit, all right? I nearly freaked out five times

  getting here." Brian orders Justin to go home. Justin's confused. Brian's all, yeah,

  sorry, we can't hang. Justin's still confused, and asks if Brian has someone over. Brian

  snaps that it's none of Justin's business, so beat it, kid. Brian heart's not in it, but he

  closes the door in Justin's face, anyway. 

  Wertshafter and Co. The camera pans past men in cubicles, each looking at straight

  porn on their computer. The camera stops on Ted. Ted's looking at gay porn, featuring

  a guy nicknamed "The Chunnel," who's sticking a huge black dildo where the sun don't

  shine. Ted's also on the phone with Emmett, busy dressing a mannequin at Torso.

  Emmett's like, you're on misterfister.net again ["Oh dear; there is a site with a URL

  very close to that one, and it sure isn't a porn site. This is why writers should do a

  little research to make sure their jokes don't backfire on some poor dude with a

  personal website." -- Wing Chun]; Ted says he's on his coffee break. Emmett tells Ted

  he's always on a coffee break. Emmett looks at his own butt from time to time in the

  mirror, because he's still thinking about a butt-lift. Yay. Emmett asks when Ted gets

  the time to work. Ted says that he's actually supposed to be working on something

  else right now. Then Ted spills coffee all over his lap. Ted swears and stammers that

  he "has to get off." Emmett rolls his eyes, "Are you sure you didn't already?" Guess

  what happens next? Mr. Wertshafter himself peeks over the cubicle! And Ted has a

  wet lap! And porn on the computer! Porn with the sound turned up, because Ted isn't

  just pathetic, but an idiot as well! What are the odds? 

  Justin's room. Justin's throwing a big ole temper tantrum, along with everything else he

  can get his hands on. He's ripping his pictures off the wall, the sheets off the bed,

  books off the table. Jennifer and Molly come running in. Molly whines, "Why is Justin

  freaking out?" like this is fucking up her entire day. Jennifer orders Molly to go to her

  room, and tries to get Justin to calm down by grabbing his arm. Justin elbows her in

  the chest, and starts with the screaming. You told him not to see me anymore, blah,

  you had no right exclamation point yada how dare you, aneurysm, fury, etc. Jennifer

  tries to tell him that she did it for his own good. That never goes over well. Jennifer

  tries to touch him again, and Justin pushes her across the room and into a wall. Justin

  screams, "It's too late! My life is fucked. Chris Hobbes saw to that! He should have

  killed me!" Jennifer is horrified, which means it's time once again to indulge the

  overdramatic teenager, methinks.

Zee gym. Mike and Emmett work out as Ted rants about getting fired. He's the hardest

  worker there! Everyone else was watching porn (I guess he can see through cubicle

  walls), but he got fired because he was looking at gay porn! Not because he was

  looking at porn on company time, with company resources, and appeared to be jacking

  off as well. No, it's a vast heterosexual conspiracy against Ted. Ted threatens to file a

  discrimination suit against The Shaft. Then he worries over whether he'll be able to

  find another job. And Ted just goes on and on and on. Emmett, in order to move the

  plot along, pulls out the local gay newspaper. Maybe Ted can find something in the

  classifieds section. Ted is skeptical, to say the least. Emmett says that he was looking

  for something, too, you know. So that he can pay for his butt-lift. He finds an ad for a

  job that pays a hundred dollars an hour. Doesn't say what for, so Emmett pulls out his

  cell phone and calls. Mike muses over what type of job it could be: "Volunteer for

  hideous medical experiments?" Doesn't pay nearly as much. "Serve as a live target for

  the military?" Nah, they got people in Afghanistan now who are doing that for free.

  Hey. I'm just saying. There's a surplus. Emmett discovers, "It's one of the those

  domestic services -- you know, waiters, private parties, maids." Ted's pretty sure

  there has to be more to it than that. Mike says it's better money than he could make

  in a week at the Big Q. Mike asks if Ted's down for it. Ted reminds him he has an MBA

  from Wharton, for God's sakes: "I don't do windows." Mike didn't even finish community

  college, so he'll do anything. Emmett gleefully announces that the company has

  openings, then grabs his ass and gloats, "Well, boys. Things are looking up." 

  Brian's. The Trick du Nuit puts on his pants. Brian mopes on the bed, still naked. TDN

  looks at La Kinney for a second, then sits down next to him and says: "Did you ever

  see Citizen Kane?" Brian mopes that he has. TDN continues, "All my life, all I've heard

  is how it's the greatest fucking movie ever made. So I finally rent it. The guy who

  plays the lead is fat. The story about some sled sucks. And it's in black and white."

  Moron. Brian drawls, "Maybe you were expecting too much." TDN snaps, "Like with

  you." I fell. Off the couch. LAUGHING. TDN continues, "All I ever heard is how Brian

  Kinney is the greatest fuck ever. If you ask me, you're both highly overrated." Snicker.

  Brian sighs, "Everybody's a critic." I'd be a little more concerned, if I were Brian. So

  much for the street rep, ya know? TDN follows Brian as he opens the door...and

  there's Jennifer, about ready to knock. Gasp! Brian's still naked. Jennifer is

  discombobulated. Brian acts like nothing's amiss. Jennifer flusters, "I came at the

  wrong time." With a look at TDN, Brian snaps, "You two have a lot in common." TDN

  stomps out. Brian lollygags across the room and grabs some pants. Jennifer follows him

  in and mumbles, "This place is very...glamorous." Brian replies that it "does the trick."

  Jennifer: "I'm sure." Jennifer tells him she's a realtor now, if he ever feels like selling.

  Brian cuts to the chase and says that Justin isn't there. Jennifer knows that, which is

  why she came over. She wants to ask a favor. Brian points out that he already did her

  a favor. Jennifer's like, uh, not the right one: "This one's for him. I want you to take

  him." Brian wonders what the hell she's talking about, while I start to get very, very

  afraid. Jennifer says that Justin won't let anyone near him, that he shows no emotion

  unless he's throwing a temper tantrum, and that he's having nightmares: "But that's

  not even the worst part. The worst part is standing there, helpless. Do you have any

  idea what that feels like?" Rather than explore that, Brian asks what she wants him to

  do. Jennifer actually says, "Touch him. Help him be touched." Brian asks straight out if

  she wants him to have sex with Justin. Jennifer sighs, "You're the one he trusts. If

  that's what it takes." Give me a fuckin' break. She's going to trust her son's emotional

  well-being to Liberty Street's Official Fuckwit? What, does her alimony not cover the

  cost of professional, experienced therapy? Brian reminds her that she didn't even want

  them to see each other. Jennifer says she still doesn't, but she thinks this is the only

  chance to get Justin back to normal. Unbelievable.

The Happy Fun House. Melanie puts together the swing set in the living room, Lindsay

  divides up party favors in the dining room, and Ted stands in the doorway between

  the two, ranting some more about being fired. Melanie, Lesbian Litigator, says there's

  really nothing he can do, because there's no law against discrimination against gays in

  the workplace. But shouldn't that be covered under other anti-discrimination laws? Ted

  totally deserved to get fired, but still. Ted says he has "half a mind" (he said it, I

  didn't) to march in and tell The Shaft what he thinks of him. Lindsay says that he

  should, if it'll make Ted feel better. Eeyore says he might. Maybe. But probably not.

  And stomps out. Lindsay shakes her head over his predicament. Melanie declares that

  "it's one more example of having no rights." Or no self-control, depending on who you

  ask. Lindsay nods, "Like getting married?" Melanie tries to laugh it off. Lindsay

  continues that after her sister's wedding, she went out into the garden and pictured

  what her and Mel's wedding would look like. A chuppah under the tree. Pink and white

  flowers everywhere. You know. Girly. Mel's listening. Then Lindsay sighs, but, you

  know, we've got a dozen kids coming for the party this weekend, and all this other

  stuff to do: "And [Mel's] right. The time for being romantic has past." Melanie

  stammers that she didn't mean that, so much! Lindsay grimaces, "It's a silly ritual for

  straight people. A bankrupt institution. We have to be practical now. So, I'm sorry for

  making it such a big deal. And I promise to never, never mention it again." Lindsay

  ends with a sweet, passive-aggressive smile, and leaves the room. 

  Le Jeep de La Kinney. Justin gloats in the passenger seat about getting to see Brian

  again. "We showed her," Justin says of his mom. No, actually, she just changed her

  mind. Brian was fully prepared to never. See. You. Again. Ahem. Brian tells him to shut

  up: "You sound like an immature brat." Justin replies that maybe he is an immature

  brat. As if there was any question. Brian threatens to throw Justin out of the car if he

  doesn't knock it off. Justin asks what his problem is. Brian reminds him that Jennifer

  was trying to do right by Justin: "You don't know how lucky you are to have a mother

  like that." Ass Jr. doesn't care: "Now I get to stay with you. Yee-haw!" But just until

  Justin gets better, Brian says. Justin shrugs that there's nothing wrong with him,

  except for his hand. The nightmares, the anxiety attacks? No problem. Justin asks why

  Brian's doing this. Brian gets cute by pulling his hands off the steering wheel and

  grinning, "What, driving with no hands?" He then asks why it matters, since it's what

  Justin wants. Justin frowns and then says he knows why: "It's because you love me

  madly, passionately, deeply. Just like I always suspected." Yawn. Time for some

  coffee. 

  Mike and Emmett wander around a mansion, until they come across a kitchen bustling

  with activity. Mike mutters that it's a pretty posh place; Emmett points out that it

  would have to be, for what they're getting paid. Mike's not sure he can be a waiter,

  and Emmett gasps, "Honey, this is your family business. It's in your blood. Now, you go

  in there and make your mother proud." Hee. A man dressed in all black asks if they're

  the waiters; when Emmett confirms it, the man lisps despondently, "Why aren't you

  dressed?" He snaps at some of the other people in the kitchen to give Mike and

  Emmett their "outfits," which they must don as quickly as possible. Mike and Emmett

  take the bags they're given and pull out a cummerbund each. And that's it. Mike asks

  where the rest of the tuxedo is, but The Lisp has had enough of them, and stalks off.

The mansion's dining room. Mike and Emmett walk in, wearing only cummerbunds and

  black bowties. Each holds a wine bottle in front of his dick. Emmett asks the first

  overweight, leering diner if he would like red or white wine. Leering Diner #1 says he

  wants white wine. Emmett shifts bottles and pours while Leering Diner#1 smacks him

  on the butt and hangs on. Then Leering Diner #1 leers some more and says he wants

  red wine, too. Mike steps up and offers the table shrimp balls. Leering Diner #2 leers at

  Mike's crotch and chortles, "I wouldn't say that." After Mike gets pinched, too, he

  grimaces, "Keep your hands off the tenderloin." All the leering diners giggle. 

  La Maison du Kinney. Brian lounges in bed, naked. Justin comes over and lies down as

  far from Brian as possible. Brian tells him to get closer. Justin nervously complies. Brian

  tells him to take off his clothes. Justin nervously gets undressed. Brian kisses Justin

  softly, then tells him to roll over. He grabs a condom and puts it on, but before he can

  do anything else, Justin freaks out and begs him to stop. Then he begins to cry. Brian

  tells him that it's okay, but Justin knows it's not. 

  Woody's. At the bar, a white-haired HDGB tells Brian, "You know, for someone who has

  enough disorders to merit your own classification in the Diagnostic and Statistical

  Manual, you are one of the most well-adjusted and high-functioning bastards I know."

  Brian, not sure how to take that: "Thanks." Ha! But, seriously? "High-functioning"? Yes.

  "Well-adjusted"? Please. These two act like they've known each other for more than

  five minutes, though. I'd love to get the backstory on that. The HDGB asks what

  Brian's secret is. Brian chalks it up to a "series of hopeless addictions, for one. And,

  uh, never seeing a shrink, for another." The HDGB says he's a shrink, actually, and

  then asks about Justin. Justin's not doing so great. Dr. HDGB says that Justin's

  reaction is normal, given the situation: "Naturally, he's going to be afraid to let anyone

  touch him. Even you." Brian asks if Justin will get over it. The Doc's not sure: "It's like

  a fairy tale. Rapunzel trapped in a tower. Hansel and Gretel caged by the witch. Only

  in this case, it's Justin's memory that's been locked up. And it's up to you to release it,

  Handsome Prince." Brian doesn't know how to do that. Dr. HDGB suggests that Brian

  trigger Justin's memory, so that Justin can "feel the pain." It's the only way to process

  it and get past it. Or else "he's always going to feel isolated and unhappy and alone.

  Not just the walking wounded. The walking dead." Brian downs his drink and sighs,

  "You're very eloquent when you're drunk." Dr. HDGB laughs, but, sadly, their "time is

  up." Brian asks how much he owes the good doctor. Dr. HDGB grins, "I'll take it out in

  trade. Next time I see you in the baths." Brian laughs. Good scene. More Dr. HDGB,

  please.

Mike and Emmett's. Mike has his pants pulled down just low enough to allow us to see

  his butt in the mirror behind him. His behind is covered with red marks, and Mike pouts,

  "It was awful -- all those dirty old men, staring at me and pinching my ass." Ted's in

  the room with them, a pillow strategically adjusted over his lap. Emmett, putting lotion

  on Mike's behind, crows, "It was fabulous! All those dirty old men staring at me and

  pinching my ass!" Ted snorts, "Welcome to Point-Counterpoint." Emmett shrugs off the

  bruises and reminds Mike that they made $500 apiece. Mike asks Ted how much that is

  after taxes. Ted's like, how the hell should I know? You're an accountant, Eeyore. Ted

  pouts that he was an accountant. Emmett sighs, "Well, it's clear to me what you have

  to do." Ted growls, "How to open a milk carton isn't clear to you." Well, someone's

  cranky. On Emmett's look, Ted backs down and asks for Emmett's suggestion. Emmett

  suggests that Ted sue The Shaft. Now Ted has to repeat what Melanie said about the

  lack of anti-discrimination laws for homosexuals. Just in case we forgot...about the

  lazy writing, that is. Emmett finishes salving Mike's butt, and gleefully pulls down his

  own pants for his turn. Ted says that first he's going to confront The Shaft about

  treating him so unfairly. Then he's going to beg for his job back. Mike thinks that's a

  good idea, but Emmett gasps, "What type of pussy boys are you? Where's your pride?

  Where's your self-respect? Where's your dignity?" Ted rolls his eyes. The phone rings,

  and Emmett answers it. When he hangs up, he informs his friends, "A wealthy client

  would like an attractive domestic to polish his silver." Mike snerks, "I hope your butt

  holds up." Emmett sighs that you can buy a lot of lotion with a hundred dollars an

  hour, so, "I'm off to buff in the buff!" Ted snorts, "So much for dignity." 

  At the loft, Brian, Justin, and Daphne roll up the carpet, push away the furniture, and

  start the healing process. Hi, Daphne! Daphne explains to Justin how the night

  started; She and Justin were dancing to the song she's now playing on the stereo.

  Brian came in, wearing a tux, with the White Scarf of Unmentionable Dysfunction

  wrapped around his neck. There are flashbacks to prom night as she's talking. Justin

  thinks he remembers that, sort of. Daphne says Brian looked great. And then Daphne

  prompts Brian to say what he told her, which was, "You look hot, Daphne. I'd fuck

  you." Daphne giggles. Daphne continues that Brian and Justin went to the middle of

  the dance floor as "Save the Last Dance" started to play. Brian tells Justin to close his

  eyes in order to help him remember. They dance a little bit, but nothing's happening.

  Justin is amazed that they actually danced to this song -- this song that never fails to

  put a lump in my throat every time I hear it. This song that Justin calls "corny" and

  "old." Grrr. Brian laughs and says that he prefers to think of it as "ridiculously

  romantic." Daphne glows that Justin and Brian had the whole floor to themselves. Brian

  adds that they did some "pretty fancy moves," and there's a flashback to Brian twirling

  Justin around on the dance floor. Daphne says that everyone was shocked: "It was so

  cool. And when you guys kissed, it was so hot." Justin's all pleased, like, you kissed

  me? In front of everybody? Brian replies, "Yeah. You should have been there." Aww.

  I'm not made of stone. I'm not.

The Big Q. Tracy and Mike are on their way out of the store; she asks how his first

  day back went. Mike sighs that it was like he never left, and Tracy giggles, "I know

  what you mean. Working at the Big Q kind of spoils you for anything else." They run

  into Andrew, who orders Mike to stay for another shift because the assistant manager

  who's supposed to be on duty called in sick. Mike explains that he just finished a

  ten-hour shift. Andrew pulls rank and asks if Mike has a problem: "Because I'd hate to

  think I hired an assistant manager who's refusing to do the job." Mike agrees to stay.

  Before Andrew slithers off, he pats Mike on the shoulder and welcomes him back. What

  a tool. Tracy says that she can call her boyfriend and cancel dinner: "He needs to lose

  a few pounds anyway." Does he, now? Surprise! Mike tells her to go ahead without

  him, even though no one's said why she can't go to dinner anyway, or why she would

  even stay with Mike, instead. Or anything. 

  The Parking Lot of Violent Homophobia. Brian explains to Justin what happened next.

  He's having a little bit of trouble getting through it, and Justin looks completely

  uncomfortable. Brian says that after he got back in the Jeep, Justin turned around and

  smiled: "And then I knew why Debbie calls you 'Sunshine.'" Warm fuzzies! It was

  sweet, okay? Leave me alone. Brian continues that he saw Hobbes in the rearview

  mirror, and we're treated to the sound of a bat hitting Justin's head again. At that

  point, Brian starts to lose it, and desperately asks Justin if he remembers anything at

  all. He doesn't. But noticing what a difficult time Brian's having, he goes over and

  starts to pat him awkwardly. "I wish I could remember," Justin says. Brian nods, "I wish

  I could forget." 

  Wertshafter and Co. Ted enters The Shaft's office, carrying a box of all his stuff.

  Wertshafter demands to know what Ted's still doing there. I guess math is no longer

  an essential part of accounting. Ted explains that, uh, he came to pick up the rest of

  his stuff, and he also wanted to speak with his former boss. The Shaft turns back to

  the computer, but lets Ted talk. Ted nervously starts that he's been a loyal employee

  for quite some time. Wertshafter's aware, and tells him, sadly, how long Ted's been

  there, down to the day. Ted's surprised by that, but goes on to say that his firing was

  "unreasonable and unfair, for such a minor infraction. I'm sure if it was one of the

  others, you would have looked the other way. The only difference is because I'm,

  I'm...." He can't even get it out. The Shaft has to clarify that Ted thinks it's because

  he's gay, and sighs, "You gays. Every time something happens, you think it's about

  discrimination. Well, this isn't about discrimination, this is about company policy.

  Anyone found using the internet for reasons other than business purposes will be

  dismissed forthwith. You're lucky I didn't charge you for the time you spent online."

  Exactly. Having been schooled, Ted tries to slink out of there as quickly as possible.

  The Shaft calls him back in, and asks Ted if he's "happy" being an accountant: "Does it

  make your heart beat faster?" Ted has to reply honestly, and admit that it doesn't.

  The Shaft shrugs, "Then I'm doing you a favor. Find something you have a passion for.

  Otherwise, you're just jerking yourself off." So to speak. Ba dum bump! What? They

  can do it but I can't?

The Happy Fun Backyard. Gus's birthday party is in full swing, and Debbie brings out

  the cake to a burst of applause. Lindsay, holding Gus in her lap, tells her very adorable

  baby boy to make a wish. Gus, being only a year old, has no idea what's going on.

  Behind them, Ted closes his eyes and whispers, "I want a new job. I want a new job. I

  want a new job." Emmett nudges him and says he's not the one who's supposed to

  make a wish! Hijinks of the wacky! Ted mopes, "Yeah, but he's too young, and I really

  need it." Meanwhile, Mel and St. L. help Gus blow out his candle. Melanie thanks

  everyone for coming, and says that she and St. Lindsay are very happy "that you all

  are here to share it with us", and throws a special look Justin's way. She's growing on

  me. Debbie, never one to let the attention stay on anyone else for long, quips, "Would

  you cut the schmaltz so I can cut the cake?" Justin stands on the porch with Brian

  and looks even more nervous, if that's possible. If you turn up the volume, you can

  hear him muttering, "The people. The people. The people...." 

  Mel and St. L. are happily feeding each other cake and kissing when a little redheaded

  girl steps up and pokes Melanie on the shoulder. "Are you and her married?" the

  precocious tot asks. Melanie is forced to answer that they are not. The precocious tot

  wants to know why. Why, why aren't they married? Why is the world so cru-el and

  unfair? No! She is too young to learn the horrors of bigotry! Protect her! Lindsay

  smiles, "Have your parents explain it to you in about, oh, twenty years." Whew! 

  Debbie brings a slice of cake over to Mike, who's sitting on the swing. Mike grouses,

  "You know, white flour and white sugar are about the worst thing you can put in your

  body." Whatever. It's a birthday party. Eat your goddamn cake. Debbie kills time --

  and me -- by shoving a slice in her mouth, and then stands around saying nothing for

  a few seconds. What is up with the pacing this season? She finally reminisces that

  Mike had his first birthday party thirty years ago, just like this one, including the swing

  set. And? Debbie finally sets Mike up with the line, "Some things never change." Mike

  mopes that she's wrong: "Things change a lot. And if you don't change with them, you

  get left behind." Mike feels like he's right back where he started, and everybody else

  has moved on. I'm sorry? Like who? Who's changed? No one, that's who. We covered

  this last week, remember? Mike goes on to say that he feels lost. Debbie sighs that

  he's not lost: "You're just full of shit." She smacks Mike lightly on the cheek and adds,

  "You're only lost if you're alone. You are surrounded by people who love you. You're

  gonna find your way." 

  Back at the party, Brian's Lesbians are helping Gus open his presents. They pull out a

  big yellow whiffle bat, and Lindsay crows to Brian, "Your son's going to be a baseball

  player!" Brian snaps, "Yeah, well, if you make a man out of him, I'm going to hold you

  personally responsible." But guess what happens? Can you guess what

  telegraphed-from- a-mile-away, heavy-handed, anvillicious event occurs? I'm sorely

  tempted not to even tell you. Fine. Okay. Justin's memory of prom night is triggered

  when he sees the phallic gender-specific toy. He starts to shake. He starts to wince.

  He starts to cower. Brian throws his arms around Justin in comfort, and Justin hangs

  on.

Later that evening, Melanie and Lindsay tear down the decorations. Mel asks Lindsay

  what she plans to do for Gus's second birthday, since this one went so well. St. L.

  snerks, "Leave town and stick you with it." Melanie laughs, and then awkwardly

  continues that the backyard would be perfect for a wedding. But the chuppah (which,

  for some reason, closed captioning insists on spelling as "chupeh" ["both spellings seem

  to be accepted" -- Wing Chun]) would look better by the rose bushes. Lindsay thought

  they weren't going to talk about it anymore. Melanie says that the little redhead made

  her change her mind. Redheads will do that to you. Especially after a couple of drinks.

  But I digress. Melanie realized that Gus would one day ask them the same question,

  and then he'd want to know why not, and then Melanie would have to answer that

  "straight people won't let" them. She says that that wouldn't be the whole truth,

  though: "We wouldn't give ourselves permission." Melanie gets down on one knee and

  proposes. Lindsay's touched, but tries to play it off. She's going to have to think it

  over. For about a second. And then she screams "yes!" and jumps into Melanie's arms.

  Melanie picks her up twirls her around, as they both laugh with glee. 

  La Maison du Kinney. Justin's sleeping, but wakes up when he hears Brian puttering

  around the kitchen. Brian takes an entire century to realize Justin's awake, and then

  walks over to the bed. "Better now?" he asks. Justin says that he is. Brian sits down

  next to him, amidst the artful blue lighting, and admits that Justin really freaked him

  out at the birthday party. Justin is surprised, because that's the way CowLip wants it.

  Brian nods, "It was like you got hit all over again." Justin says he remembered walking

  away: "And suddenly hearing your voice call my name, to warn me. You never told me

  about that." Brian shrugs, "I guess I forgot." Justin grins, "It's a good thing one of us

  remembered." They kiss. Justin reaches into Brian's shirt and pulls out The Scarf of

  Unmentionable Dysfunction. Neither of them acts like it's unreasonable, or scary, or

  pathological that he's wearing a scarf with Justin's two-month-old (eww eww eww!)

  dried blood on it, but as far as I'm concerned, Brian asked Dr. HDGB about the wrong

  patient. Anyway. Justin whispers, "I want you inside me." Brian asks if he's sure. Justin

  says he is: "Just take it easy." Brian asks, "Like the first time?" They begin to make

  love. Somewhere in Chicago, a gay bar erupts in cheers while Demian grinds his teeth

  and contemplates mass homicide. The camera pans down to the Scarf of

  Unmentionable Dysfunction on the floor. And that's a wrap, folks. 

  Next week, Emmett becomes the maid for a biracial gay couple, but they don't want

  him to take his clothes off. Until one of them hits on him. Brian is asked to accept an

  award for saving Justin's life, but he doesn't want it. Some folks decide that they don't

  want Brian to get the award anyway, because he's a man-slut. Oh, but now, since

  they don't want him, Brian wants the award. Contrary. Stubborn. Nothing new. Could

  be interesting, though. See you next week.

Episode 204

A well-appointed dining room. Five men sit around a table—two on one side, three on the other. Everyone’s holding champagne glasses. Okay, so get this: the two on one side are a black guy and a white guy. On the other side are an Asian guy, an Arab guy, and a guy in a wheelchair. Asian Guy raises his glass towards the couple and salutes, “To Judge Bobby. And Dr. Bruce.” Arab Guy and Wheelchair Guy join him in clinking glasses, congratulating Bobby and Bruce on ten years of fidelity. Bruce and Bobby wish each other a happy anniversary. Asian Guy asks where “Jamie” is, adding that Jamie said he was stuck in surgery. Bruce, the black guy, sneers, “Oh, I’m sure he’s operating—on some boy!” Bobby continues, “Or at Club Sodom!” Everyone reacts with disgust. Asian Guy: “That awful place?” Wheelchair Guy: “Where they dance! And have sex, and take drugs!” Gasp! And every time I read that, I start busting up. What are you, Quakers? Bruce shakes his head that it’s a shame that Jamie “has allowed himself to become a stereotype, instead of a role model for the community.” Everyone nods in agreement. Bobby sighs that he hopes one day poor deluded Jamie will come to his senses, “and realize that there are more productive ways to spend his time”! Cut to Woody’s, where the gang’s all watching this...on television. Brian shakes his head in disbelief. On the screen, Wheelchair Guy adds that Jamie should join their gay men’s reading group: “Last week we read Sylvia Plath. And this week, Jane Austen.” Everyone in the bar is mesmerized. The show is called...okay, the Show is called Gay as Blazes. This is supposed to be what QaF would look like if it were politically correct, right? Sucky title. But props for coming up with even worse dialogue than usual. 

At the commercial break, Brian grabs the remote and turns off the TV, growling, “Blaze this!” Everyone protests. Emmett grabs the remote from him and says that it’s his new favorite show: “The actors are dreamy!” he pouts. Lindsay adds, “The Times says that’s it the most accurate portrayal of gay life ever shown on television.” Happy Medium, meet CowLip. CowLip, meet...hey, where you guys going? Brian sighs, exasperated: “Well, then, where’s the sucking? And where’s the fucking?” All together with Melanie, now: “Jesus, don’t you get enough of that at home?” Mikey snaps that the point of GaB “is that it’s not all about sex. There’s more to gay life than that.” I really don’t know how much of this I can take. Brian says if that means reading Sylvia Plath, he’d rather kill himself. I prefer Dorothy Parker, myself. Ted tries to get through:

“These people have principles. When you have principles, you don’t need orgasms.”

Brian snaps back in response, “You have principles when you don’t have orgasms.” Because it’s not possible to have both? Happy Medium sighs and asks me if I have any vodka. It’s Lindsay’s turn now: “I, for one, commend the producers for portraying us as being mature and responsible.” Melanie adds, waving at Brian, “Instead of being promiscuous and narcissistic.” Brian rolls his eyes: “Welcome to Fantasy Island.” Emmett sighs, “Oh, I wish they would bring that back.” The gang agrees. Ted says that it’s important that the “straight world sees realistic portrayals of us.” Brian’s like, that is not realistic. But The Cosby Show is? Wait. Sorry, wrong minority group. Brian adds, “And who gives a fuck about what straight people think?” Yeah, especially since straight women make up a good portion of QaF’s audience, and all. Enn-e-way.  Melanie grins, “Hey, you better watch your mouth, now that you’re getting the hero award from the Center.” Brian retorts that he didn’t do anything to deserve it: “They can keep their golden dildo.” Lindsay expects him to show, though, and starts handing out tickets to everyone. Brian makes some noise to the effect that he can’t make it because he has to go to “Suck-a-Rama at The Toolshed.” He shoves his ticket into his half-empty glass of beer and stalks off. Ted grabs the remote and turns the show back on. 

Mike runs after Brian. As always. Brian asks if his lesbians sent Mike out to make sure Brian was behaving. Mike’s, like, no, “I thought I heard you whistle.” Fine, he actually says, “I thought we could misbehave together.” Brian can’t hang, though; he has to get home. Mike laughs, “Christ, don’t tell me you’re actually becoming a good example for gay men everywhere.” Brian says that he’ll leave that to Gay as Blazes. Justin is still staying with him, and doesn’t do that well if he’s left alone a long time. See, I like Nice Brian. I mean, we’ve been seeing hints of him all during last season and this one, and you know, no one’s really buying this asshole crap anymore. Mike understands about Justin, but wonders what Brian’s doing tomorrow. Excited, he hands Brian a couple of passes for a comic-book convention that’s coming to town. Ah, the memories. I used to hang out at this comic book store in high school. Marvel Comics rules, man. Kitty Pryde was, like, my personal hero. Her and Storm. I never went to a comic-book convention, but I’ve been to a couple of Star Trek conventions. Oh,yes.  Big ole geek talking to you right now. Brian snarks, “Whoa, dude! The kids at school will, like, puke, they’ll be, like, so jealous.” Mike guesses that’s a no. Brian sighs, “I’d run away screaming, but it’s been a long day.” Hee. Mike gripes that he and Brian haven’t hung out since he got back from Portland, and he thought maybe the ComiCon would give them a chance to do so. Brian rolls his eyes, but asks what time Mike wants to meet. They figure out a time, and Brian gives Mike a nice kiss. Mikey’s thrilled, and it’s just like Christmas.

The Happy Fun Living Room. Brian’s playing with Gus while Lindsay eats a donut on the

couch. Melanie wanders around the room looking for her car keys. Lindsay tells Brian

that he’s going to the damn award ceremony: “And don’t think you can get out of it by

inducing a sugar high with a cheap bag of donuts. Even though...these sprinkles are

really good.” I hate it when they have food, because it always makes me want to run

out and get whatever it is. Melanie adds that she and Lindsay worked really hard to

get him that award. Brian frowns, “Well, then get them to give it to someone who

needs their approval.” Because he doesn’t. He doesn’t need anyone! Well, except to

have sex with...and prove his sexual superiority to...and confirm that he’s still young

and beautiful with. But other than that, fuck them and their approval. St. L. says it’s

not about approval; it’s about honoring Brian’s courage. Lindsay tries to get Melanie to

try a donut. Melanie’s freaking out about her keys. Brian sneers, “It’s about the three

hundred dollars a plate they’re charging.” Melanie informs him that the proceeds are

going to a new daycare program “which, please, God, Gus will benefit from.” Brian nods

at Gus knowingly: “Did you hear that? Daycare.” Gus gazes at him placidly, not overly

concerned about it. Lindsay says it’s not just important to the community, but also to

her and Mel; it’s their first year on the nominating committee. Brian sarcastically

apologizes for “fucking with [their] social climbing.” Lindsay’s had enough of him. “You

little shit!” she yells, throwing down the donut she’s munching on and pulling the bag back so she can hit him over the head with it. Just in time, Melanie grabs the paper bag away from her partner, muttering, “Look, honey? That’s enough sugar.” Bwa!  Melanie tries to feed his ego: Brian’s really going to turn down an entire evening honoring the greatness and glory that is him? Brian starts to whistle nonchalantly and Lindsay finally asks him to stand up. Brian does. Lindsay literally grabs him by the balls and twists. She menacingly whispers, “Listen to me, mister! You will show up at the ceremony. You will check your pissy attitude at the door. And you will behave in a manner befitting a hero, or at least like you appreciate all the love, and support and hard work your fucking friends have gone to on your fucking behalf! Got it?” Brian groans that he’s got it. Melanie, looking under the couch to no avail, shakes her head, looks over at the baby, and screams. Lindsay’s like, what, did you find your keys?

Melanie points to Gus. He’s walking! He waddles over to Melanie and Lindsay, who hug

each other gleefully. Brian groans from the floor, “Sonny boy. Come to Daddy!” 

Liberty Diner. Justin’s reading the local gay newspaper, and calls everyone’s attention to a particular article. It’s called “A Wolf in Hero’s Clothing.” Three guesses as to who it’s about. Ted’s reading it: “’Is there anyone less deserving of this year’s Gay and Lesbian Center’s Outstanding Hero Award than Brian Kinney?’” Brian’s like, the hell?  Mike, who’s reading another copy, continues, “’Mr. Kinney is a miserable example of a modern gay stereotype.’” Debbie, who also has a copy, continues, “’Totally promiscuous, completely vain’—well, he’s not wrong on that count.” Brian and Justin frown at her. Ted picks up again: “’He can be found nightly in the back rooms of sex clubs.’” Vic adds, “’As for the young man he rescued from a violent assault, he is, in fact his eighteen year-old teenage lover.’” Brian frowns at Justin, “Is that you?”

Snicker. Mike continues, “’The truth is—“ Justin shocks, “’He is a pedophile’!” Well,

technically, that’s not true. But the situation is debated daily in the forums, so you

be the judge. Vic picks it up, “—deserving not our honor—“ Debbie finishes, “’But our

contempt’? Who the fuck is this Howard Bedwetter?” Ted corrects her that it’s

“Bellwether”, and he happens to be the “gay social conscience of Pittsburgh.” Ted listens to his radio show, and has read all of his books, and is, like, his biggest fan.  Which is rather odd for a man who can’t keep his hands off the joystick, or the rest of himself off Liberty Avenue, but did I forget to tell you that this week’s hammer is Hypocrisy? Well, it is. Hope I haven’t spoiled anything for you. Ted pats Brian on the shoulder and mockingly whispers, “Congratulations.” Vic reads that Bellwether is also getting the Outstanding Gay Advocate award from the GLC. Brian finishes the article and throws it down in disgust. He says he’s going to sue Bellwether. Michael tells him to calm down. Brian outrages, “He said I’m thirty-one. I’m thirty.” Groan. Justin’s shocked that Brian’s not taking this more seriously, especially since Bellwether called Brian a child molester. Um, duh. As Brian points out, who would know better than Justin? Mike rolls his eyes and leaves, reminding Brian on his way out that they’re supposed to meet at the convention that evening. And, you know, it’s not like Howie didn’t write anything that wasn’t true. It’s just besides the point. And while he’s at it, why trash the organization that’s also giving him an award? And how did Bellwether get all this info, anyway? One can only wonder. Is that an anvil teetering over my head? Again?

Emmett skips down the street, a feather duster stuck in his backpack. He’s pretty

cute. He walks up to a nice brick home, with matching tan BMWs in the driveway. The

license plates say “B+B 1” and “B+B 2,” respectively. Emmett rings the doorbell. Inside,

a short blond man with glasses—who looks a lot like Judge Bobby on Gay as Blazes— opens the door. Emmett introduces himself as the new maid. The blonde guy is Blaine.

He leads Emmett into the living room to meet his “life partner,” Blair. Blair’s black. Like

Dr. Bruce on the show. Emmett points this out. Blaine and Blair have no idea what he’s talking about. They don’t watch TV! Blaine’s a lawyer, Blair’s a dentist. They’re busy people. No time for TV. Which is sick. One should always make time to waste time.  Plus, some of us have to make a living, here. Emmett’s cracking up about this: “Next thing you’ll tell me is that you’ve been together for ten years.” Actually, they’ve been together for eleven years. “And that you never fuck around,” Emmett laughs. B and B are all, huh? Emmett apologizes. Blaine says, “We believe monogamy is the foundation of a solid relationship.” Blair agrees. Emmett finds this “inspiring” and says it will be a privilege to work for them. He then pulls down his pants and asks where they want him to start. B and B are shocked! Emmett’s confused. Blaine says that Emmett doesn’t need to be naked for this gig. Blair lays down the righteous (hee! Foreshadowing!) by adding, “Even though some members of our community find it titillating to sexualize even domestic work, we prefer that you keep your pants on.” Obee-kaybee. So, why contact a naked maid service? Why not just get a regular maid? Emmett is taken aback by all this, but pulls his pants back up. Blaine explains that Emmett will get paid the same, and Blair adds, “It’s just our small way of adding a little dignity to our community.” Apropos of nothing—and nothing new—Blaine announces that their last maid got a Ph.D. Emmett shrugs, “Well, if it’s not one communicable disease, it’s another.” Right. Peter Paige really, really needs to lobby for better storylines. Blaine and Blair decide to let that one go, and Emmett asks where the “designer kitchen” is, so he can get started. 

Comic-book convention. Mike eagerly waits at the entrance, wearing a dopey smile and a Captain Astro t-shirt. Sucker. Meanwhile, on Liberty Avenue, Brian pulls up next to a police van. The cop turns and gives Brian The Look. Oh, yawn, already. Back to Mike, who’s about to give up. Cut to the back of the van, where Brian has the cop naked and handcuffed. Brian is wearing the cop’s hat and glasses, and waving his nightstick provocatively. So, this policeman is willing to let some stranger take all his equipment just so he can get a quick jump and pump in Boys Town? Apparently. I wonder how many porno scenarios we have to get through before CowLip’s done? Has Brian fucked a supermarket clerk, yet? Brian’s cell rings. He ignores it. At the convention, Mike hangs up his cell phone, and realizes that Brian has stood him up.

Happy Fun House. Extra Happy and Fun, because Mel and L. are having sex on the couch, with the help of a large black vibrator. Melanie’s on top, to the surprise of no one. Lindsay, in between groaning with pleasure, asks if they’re going to have sex this good after they’re married. Melanie, in between groaning with pleasure, says that’s why they have to get in all the good sex now. That will be the only mention of the wedding this week, for which I am eternally grateful. There’s orgasming, there’s sweat and nipples and embarassed recappers and naked lesbiancakes. Don’t make me go into details. I...can’t. The doorbell rings. Melanie and Lindsay scramble to get their clothes on. Good thing bras aren’t popular this season. Who the heck drops by these days without calling first, anyway? Melanie tosses the vibrator to Lindsay before she opens the door. Off-camera, we hear Melanie greet Tannis and Phillip. Lindsay tosses the vibrator under the couch cushions. Where no one will find it. 

Tannis—a tall, rather washed-out and messy-haired woman—storms in, announcing that they have to talk about the award ceremony. Lindsay, who’s looking a bit disheveled herself, is like, hey, what a surprise! Sit down and take a load off! Pay no attention to the heavily breathing women! Tannis is followed by Phillip—who’s gay, obviously, but that’s about the most interesting thing I can think of to say about him.  Tannis snaps her fingers, and Phillip hands her the newspaper. She asks Melanie if they’ve read it. Phillip gasps that if they give Brian the award, all their sponsors will pull out. Phillip pauses to ask if they hear a buzzing sound. Sigh. Lindsay blames it on the baby monitor. Tannis is pretty sure she’s sitting on something that’s buzzing, though. She reaches under the cushions and pulls out the vibrator. High comedy ensues as she skeeves out and tosses it to Phillip, who shrieks and tosses it to Melanie. Melanie’s like, oh, there it is. Then she shoves it in a plant, explaining that the vibration is good for the soil. Tannis rolls her eyes. There’s a lot of that this week.

Usually, it’s just me and the universe, so we appreciate the company. Lindsay exclaims

that the article is dishonest and unfair: “Justin Taylor’s a college student. Their

relationship is legal, consensual, and very loving.” “Loving”? I guess it is now, if Lindsay

says so. And when did Justin enroll in college? It’s up to Melanie to tackle the illicit sex question, which is kind of ironic, actually. She tells the boring gay people that Brian’s sex life has nothing to do with why he’s getting the award. Phillip doesn’t care, because the image of the GLC is in jeopardy, not to mention their funding. Tannis orders Mel and L. to get Brian to decline the award. Lindsay’s like, uh, yeah, do you know what we had to go through to get him to accept it?! Lindsay had to touch a man’s balls, for the love of God. That’s going above and beyond the call of duty, you know. Phillip says that it shouldn’t be so hard to get Brian to turn it down then, huh? 

The next morning Mike’s on his cell, talking to Ted and Emmett. Ted’s in bed jerking off

to a porno, and Emmett’s ironing clothes out on the B and Bs’ porch. Mike’s shocked that Brian stood him up. Ted and Emmett? Not so much. Ted suggests that Mike and Brian might be drifting apart. Emmett tsks that it happens sometimes. Ted asks Mike if he wants to go to Bellwether’s book signing. Mike’s like, after he scorched Brian? Ted points out that Brian is hardly a heroic figure. Well, except for that one time when he beat the crap out of the guy that bashed Justin’s head in. Emmett snorts, like, when did Ted become such a prude? Mike snaps, “Since he lost his job whacking off?” Ted says he’s not a prude, and he wasn’t whacking off! To prove it, Ted stops whacking off for the moment. But then he starts up again. Ted just believes that Bellwether might have a point. The Hammer of Hypocrisy rises once more. Mike says, “Well, I don’t think any of us are [sic] in the position to judge, considering some of the things we’ve done.” Ted replies that he has nothing to be ashamed of. Bwa ha ha ha! Mike says he could certainly remind Ted of a few, if he wants. Ted, about to come, hangs up the phone.

mmett tells Mike he has to go, too, so he can finish ironing one of his employers’ pants. Mike’s confused: “Aren’t you the one who’s supposed to be bare-assed?” Emmett informs Mike that his bosses want him to keep his clothes on. Mike’s like, are you sure they’re gay? Emmett says not only that, “but they’re the most decent people [Emmett’s] ever met.” Emmett tells Mike to tell Brian, “if [Mike] ever speak[s] to him again” (meow), that the people on Gay as Blazes do exist in real life. Mike hangs up.

Emmett continues ironing until Blair walks up to him, wearing a towel. Emmett tells him

that Blaine called; he’s doing pro bono work at the gay homeless shelter, so he’s going to be late. Blair is supposed to go to the gay Harvard graduate luncheon, just as soon as Emmett finishes ironing his pants. Blair commends Emmett on the job he’s doing for them. Emmett says that B and B’s relationship has been inspirational for him: “Seeing you two has really inspired me to strive, to achieve, to better myself.” Blair thanks him. Emmett hands Blair his pants and says that if there’s anything else he can do, they should just let him know. Blair “accidentally” drops the pants on the ground. As Emmett reaches down for them, Blair drops his towel, too. Oops. Emmett’s like, ha ha, you dropped your towel. Blair asks Emmett to get it for him, please. Emmett is looking a little perplexed. Or perhaps disturbed. Or terrified. But he gets down on his knees to get the towel. And you know where that puts him. Blair says that he’s really grateful.

From the vantage point of Blair’s special penis cam (tm LaFramboise), Emmett sighs,

“Yes, I see that.” He reaches his hand around the penis-cam and opens his mouth really wide, giving us a view that Blair, as a dentist, would really appreciate. That has got to be the singular most unnecessary thing I’ve ever seen in my entire life, outside of Glitter. And it had to be the black guy that hit on Emmett, right? You know, as long we’re talking about stereotypical behavior and all. 

Liberty Diner. Justin tries to place a glass of water on Mike’s table, but ends up spilling most of it. Mike helps him wipe up the mess as Debbie observes them from the counter. She puts on a smiley face and walks over, telling Justin to keep up the good work. She gives him a kiss on the cheek and calls him “mother’s little helper.” Mike, probably jealous, grouses that “’Mother’s Little Helper’ is Valium. That’s from a Rolling Stones song.” Debbie snaps, “I know the song, thank you, I was listening to it before you were fucking born!” Justin grins, “Ancient history.” Way to break up the sibling rivalry, there, Deb. Justin leaves, and Debbie contemplates her grouchy son. “Okay,” she asks, “what did he do this time?” Mike pretends that he doesn’t know who “he” is.  Deb’s like, who is “he “ always? Mike confesses that Brian ditched him the night before.  Debbie sighs, “I’m biting my tongue so hard, I’m tasting blood.” Mike snaps at her to just come out with it, already. Debbie asks why Mike’s happiness always depends on someone else: “First Brian, then [Demon], and now back to Brian.” Hello? Wasn’t she the one who encouraged Mike to go after The Chiropractor From Hell so he wouldn’t be chasing Brian all his life? And now she’s pissed? Debbie growls, “If you came back here because you thought Brian was missing you as much as you were missing him, you fucked up, big-time.” Mike says that’s not the reason. Debbie says that Brian has a life of his own: “Which is more than I can say about you.” Look. Who’s. Talking. She continues, “And even though you’re not going to like me saying it—“ and Mike’s pretty sure he isn’t—“I think he might actually love this kid. As much as he can.” Mike proclaims that none of that matters. He and Brian are still friends, and they were supposed to stay that way.

Emmett walks down Liberty Avenue with Ted and Mike, and confesses about the Blair incident. Emmett feels like he’s destroyed B and Bs’ relationship. Eleven years of monogamy, down the drain, ‘cause of him. Mike comforts him by saying that no one does anything they don’t want to do: “This Blair sounds like no angel.” Emmett insists that he’s to blame. Ted agrees, “It wouldn’t have happened if you could keep your mind off of sex long enough to think of something else.” Like what, pray tell, oh hairy-palmed one? Ted says there are museums, and, and books! And luckily, they’re right in front of a bookstore. He asks if either of them would like to join him. Mike snorts, “You keep your hero; I’ll stick to Captain Astro.” Ted shrugs and goes into the store. Emmett’s still moping, wondering how he can ever face his employers again. What would he say? Mike suggests that he not say anything. Or do anything.  And not to let it happen again! 

Elsewhere on Liberty Avenue, Justin clutches Brian’s hand as they walk down the street. Justin’s channeling Sybil some more. Brian asks him if he wants to go back to the loft. Justin doesn’t, but when someone bumps into him, he loses it and curses him out. Brian hugs Justin and tells him to calm down. They stop in front of the bookstore we just saw Ted enter. A display featuring The Gay Gauntlet by Harold Bellwether is in the window. 

Inside the store, Mr. Bellwether—who, yes, bears a resemblance to Andrew Sullivan -- is cheerfully signing his book. It’s Ted’s turn, and he gushes, “Mr. Bellwether, I am so validated by what you write. You are a font of inspiration and wisdom.” Howie smiles benevolently and takes Ted’s book. He asks Ted’s name, and Ted tells him, reaching out his hand so Howie can shake it. Bellwether ignores it and just signs the book. Ouch. All of a sudden, Justin shoves past Ted and throws another book down in front of Bellwether. “Sign this!” Justin demands, “’To Brian Kinney, Please accept my apologies for what I wrote about you. I’m a sack of lying shit. Love and luck, Howie.’” Bellwether is amused. Ted is thoroughly embarrassed. Bellwether guesses that Justin is “the teenage lover.” Ted looks around for Brian, who cheerfully waves at him from the back of the store. That cracked me up, too. Aside from the cop incident, Brian is pretty amusing throughout the whole hour. It’s so unprecedented, it wasn’t until I watched a second time that I realized what was going on. And even now, I’m kind of ashamed to admit it. The end is definitely nigh. Anyway, Bellwether tells Justin that he’s “a brave young man. If anyone should get an award for heroism, it’s” Justin. Justin snaps that Howie had no right to bag on Brian like that. Even it was the truth. Did I say that? Yeah. I did. Bellwether calls it his “obligation” to write that article. Who asked ya? The award’s for saving Justin’s life. It’s not like Brian’s getting the Gay Advocate of the Year award. Trust me, we deal with this stuff in Black World all the time. Fifteen rounds of “Blacker than thou.” What a black person is supposed to be. Living up (or should I say down) to stereotypes in the media.  Which is better: LL Cool J or Snoop Doggy Dogg? Boondocks or Jumpstart? Do we still want Jesse to run, Jesse, run, even though he has a four-year-old illegitimate daughter? Blah blada blada bling blang blong. I’d sympathize with you, but I’m still trying to figure out how I feel about Condoleeza Rice.

Sorry. Where were we? Right, so Justin snaps that Brian saved his life. Bellwether

intones, “He’s also stolen part of it—your innocence. Your youth.” Well, in Brian’s

defense, someone had to do it. Someone always does. Bellwether concludes,

“Someday you’ll realize that he’s hurt you as much as your attacker.” Justin has no answer for that, so he knocks all the books off the table instead, and stomps away.  Brian strides up to Bellwether, leans in, and says, “And by the way? I’m thirty.” Ha!  Does this signal the death of the intern? Bellwether shakes his head, smiles, and hands Ted his signed book. 

The B and B. Emmett’s chopping vegetables in the kitchen when Blaine saunters in.

Blaine says, “You didn’t tell me!” Emmett’s, all, aaah, what? What didn’t I tell you?  Blaine’s like, you didn’t tell me you could cook! Emmett breathes a sigh of relief. Blaine says that Blair will be sorry he missed dinner, now, won’t he? Emmett didn’t know Blair was gone; apparently it’s his night to read to a visually-impaired gay seniors group.  I’ve been trying to get a handle on a joke for that all week. Maybe if Emmett was reading to the visually impaired gay seniors group.... Emmett says he’ll set the table for one. Blaine asks Emmett to join him, because he hates eating alone. Then he suggestively slides a carrot into Emmett’s mouth. Sigh. Emmett agrees, reluctantly.  Blaine asks if he can have a taste of the food. Emmett gets a big spoonful of sauce and feeds it to Blaine. And then spills some on the front of Blaine’s pants. Emmett says he should clean it before it stains. Blaine offers to take off his pants. I curl up under the couch to die. Emmett hurriedly replies that that it’s not necessary; he’ll just take a towel and wipe the stain off the front of Blaine’s pants. Because that’s much better.  Luckily, I have a wireless keyboard, so I can still type from under here. Emmett, realizing what he’s doing, says that maybe Blaine should take care of the stain instead. Blaine replies that Emmett’s doing an excellent job, and that he should just keep doing what he’s doing, adding, “You’d better rub harder.” Emmett’s trying really hard not to succumb, so he asks whether Blaine’s been to any museums or read any good books lately. Finally Blaine unzips his pants. “Oh, look what I’ve done.” Dropping to his knees, Emmett moans, “Forgive me, Father.” It’s kind of comfortable under the couch, really. Warm and all. 

The Happy Fun Dining Room. Brian sits at the candlelit table while Mel and L. hover around him. Melanie presents a bottle of wine for his inspection. Lindsay brings in a Black Angus steak. Brian’s all, uh huh, right. Dessert’s a thick chocolate cake. And Lindsay hands him a cigar. After St. L. lights it for him, Brian grins, “Maybe there is more to life than sex. Fine dining. Fine wine. Fine cigars.” Mel and L. smile at each other, gearing up. Brian’s not buying any of this, however, and asks what they want.  Melanie actually giggles, “You’re so cynical, you can’t appreciate a little TLC?” Lindsay giggles with her. Brian snorts, “From the lesbian Lucy and Ethel?” So much for the giggling. Brian tells them to get on with it, already. Lindsay says it’s about the award.  Which, Melanie reminds him, he didn’t want anyway. And, she lies, they explained to the GLC how uncomfortable Brian was with it, so all he has to do is turn it down and then he doesn’t have to worry about it! Isn’t that great? Huh? Well, isn’t it? Brian figures out the real reason: the GLC changed its mind because of Bellwether’s article.  Brian tells them to forget about it; he’s not letting them off the hook. Lindsay snaps that he didn’t want the award anyway. Brian says, “Well, that was before I realized what an honor it would be to be recognized by such a fine, upstanding organization.  I’ve already started working on my acceptance speech, in fact. Wanna hear it?”

Melanie grabs the plates and stomps off into the kitchen in disgust. Brian begins,

“Greetings, and welcome all you sexually-challenged, transmogrified, bipolar, whatever the fuck you ares—“ I laughed. Again. And I’m not even drinking. Happy Medium finished all the alcohol in the house.

Woody’s. Debbie walks in, wearing a leopard-print muumuu and carrying a yellow

handbag. Vic is dressed like a normal human being who lives his life un-cursed by the

fashion fairy. They spot Mike and Ted at a table and amble over. Mike rolls his eyes

when he realizes that his mother has once again invaded what passes for his private

life. Vic snerks, “Excuse me, but I believe these seats are reserved for the living.” Mike

whines, do Vic and Debbie really have to sit with Mike and Ted? Debbie growls, “Well, I

don’t see a sign here that says, ‘Reserved for Brian.’” Does it say it’s reserved for you?

Debbie knows that Mike isn’t comfortable hanging out in gay bars with her (No shit. I

mean, really, can you imagine?), but if he meets someone nice, hey, he doesn’t have

to bring the guy home because she can meet him right there! She and Vic think this is

hysterical. They would. Mike says he’s not going to meet anyone. Debbie says damn

straight he’s not, not sitting around there moping! (Yeah, I’m not going to be happy

until this recap has more exclamation points than this month’s issue of Teen Beat. I

suggest you learn to live with it, ‘cause I’m on a roll!) Debbie exhorts them to go

dancing, or go get laid, or something! Ted snorts, “What kind of mindless pallative is

that for existensial angst?” Debbie’s all, huh? It’s Ted’s turn to roll his eyes. Vic replies

that it’s a damn good one, actually: “Before you guys turn around, you’re going to be

our age.” Debbie mutters, “Don’t remind me.” Vic continues, “So you need to go out

and grab a little life.” Debbie adds, “Not to mention a little ass!” Ted sighs that he did

see an invitation on one of his porno sites for a B.B. party. Debbie asks what a B.B.

party is. Wouldn’t she know? Teddy says it stands for “body builders.” Debbie groans

that she’s always had a thing for “hard pecs and rippled abs.” Mike shakes his head,

“God, Mom. You are such a fag.” Jealous? Vic tells the younger men to hop to it and go, go, go! 

The B.B. Party. Ted and Mike walk into an apartment, looking like the geekiest guys in the whole wide world. The apartment is bathed in a red, low light. Ted gets an offer, but stutters that he wants to get a drink, first. He and Mike walk into the living room, where’s there’s a full-on orgy taking place. Couples. Groups. None of which look especially buff. Not as non-buff as Mike and Teddy, but still. Our Boys are getting increasingly uncomfortable. Ted says, “Boy, if Brian only knew what he was missing!” Mike snorts, “Fuck Brian.” You wish. Still. Always. Yawn. He and Ted wander around some more until Ted gasps, “Oh, my God, do you know who that is?” He points. It’s Howard Bellwether. Mike frowns that he doesn’t have a really good body. Ted says of course he doesn’t; he’s a writer. Mike then notices that no one at the orgy has a really good body. Mike then notices, hang on a sec, nobody’s wearing condoms, either.  Which means that “B.B.”? Stands for “barebacking.” Yeah, that’s just...eww. Ted and Mike, thorougly grossed out, tiptoe out of the room. 

Okay, so at this point, I’m supposed to comment on the similarities between Howard Bellwether’s behavior, and that of Andrew Sullivan, who was caught in similar circumstances. I’ve gotten quite the education on Mr. Sullivan this week, not to mention the perils of barebacking in re mutant HIV strains, for which I once again thank our loyal posters. Andrew Sullivan? Not so much a fan. However, I will point out, in his defense, that CowLip—if they are indeed trying to satirize his situation—has managed to misrepresent and muddle the situation to an ever greater extent. But it’s hard to hit someone with the Hammer of Hypocrisy without getting bruised yourself. I mean, really—a long term, supposedly committed couple that justifies fucking around? Someone needs to be a little careful where they point that mirror. Thanks for listening.

“We are not giving Brian Kinney an award!” Tannis screeches, not realizing that her

head mic is on. She stands with Mel and L. in the middle of the reception room, where

various minions are setting up for the awards dinner. Phillip trots up to take the head

mic from her and snipes, “Our mistake was sending committee neophytes to do

co-chair work in the first place.” He says that if Brian insists on accepting the award,

the GLC is just going to have to refuse to give it to him. Lindsay says that’s not really

a good idea. Melanie tries to shush her, but Lindsay goes on to say that if they

rescind the award, the GLC will be in breach of promise, and Brian will sue. Tannis is

shocked. Well, duh. Lindsay grins, “’Non-profit’ will take on a whole different meaning.”

Tannis asks Melanie whether Brian can do this. Melanie’s like, yeah, pretty much. Phillip

whines that it would ruin them financially, to say nothing of the public humiliation!

Melanie suggests, as the Center’s counsel, that they just give Brian the award. Phillip

pouts, “Well, you can tell Mr. Kinney that he can add blackmail to his long list of

accomplishments.” Tannis and Phillip storm off. Melanie’s impressed by Lindsay’s quick

thinking. Lindsay chuckles, “Well, you fuck a lawyer, you pick up a few things.” So to speak. Sorry, there’s a shortage of bad puns this week, I’m just trying to pick up the slack. Lindsay and Melanie both make this cute “whew!” motion with their hands and book out. 

Babylon! One of the go-go dancers is dressed as Babylon Man, complete with eye

mask and a big “B” painted in the middle of his chest. No hammer, though. The camera

moves past the dancing hordes until it rests on Mike, Ted, and Emmett at the bar. Ted

is outraged at Bellwether’s behavior: “That smug, sanctimonious hypocrite. Who the

fuck does he think he is, judging everyone else’s behavior?” Mike replies, “Especially

Brian’s.” Ted bemoans that he spent twenty-five dollars on Howie’s book. Mike snarks,

“Maybe he’ll use the money to buy rubbers.” Ted demands, “Is there any such thing as decency left?!” Emmett pouts, “Once upon a time. ‘Til I came along.” Mike and Ted are all, you had sex with the other one, too? Emmett whines that he couldn’t help himself.  Mike’s like, didn’t you say they were a happily committed couple? Emmett blames himself, not them: “Obviously, against my powers of seduction, they didn’t stand a chance!” Or they’re big fat lying hypocrites; pick one. “Hammer” starts with an “H,” too, after all. Brian insinuates himself in the middle of the group. Mike isn’t particularly happy to see him. Brian’s happy to see Mike, though, and asks him to dance. Mike turns him down. Brian is surprised, and asks what’s wrong. Mike says that Brian wouldn’t understand, or care if Mike told him. Brian shrugs and walks away. Before he can get too far, though, Mike screams after him, “The convention, asshole! You were supposed to meet me!” Brian snorts, “Is that all?” The prick returns. Brian, of all people, should know how important that convention was to Mike. Brian apologizes, “I’m sorry, I got tied up. Actually, he did.” Brian puts the “B” in “tired,” once again. Mike doesn’t give a shit, anyway. Brian’s all, it’s just a comic-book convention! Lighten up, man! Mike’s like, yeah, “Right, that’s all it was. A bunch of geeks searching around for pieces of their lost childhood. It’s pathetic when you think about it. Only the reason for going wasn’t to find a Green Latern from 1982, it was for us to be together. The way we were before I ran off with [The Evil One], before Justin got hurt. The Dynamic Duo, reunited once again. But I guess things don’t work that way. Things go forward instead of backwards, and nothing stays the same, so don’t trouble yourself. There’s no reason for you to be there with me, and there’s no reason for me to expect you to be.” Mike leaves Brian in the middle of the dance floor.

The B and B. Emmett sits down on the couch between Blaine and Blair and tells them that he has to quit. Blair and Blaine are quite upset. Have they done something wrong?  Emmett says it’s not them, it’s him: “I’m unworthy to work for two such fine men.” Blair says that’s not true, and places his hand on Emmett’s knee as affirmation. Blaine adds, putting his hand on Emmett’s arm, “No one has ever given us service quite like you. In fact, Blair has told me himself how happy he is with your performance.” Emmett’s all, huh? Blaine starts to nibble on Emmett’s ear, as Blair confirms this, adding, “And Blaine has done the same, haven’t you, sweetheart?” Now Blair nibbles on his other ear. As his partner sticks his tongue in Emmett’s ear, Blaine drawls, “We’ve never had a more congenial menial.” Emmett pulls away once he realizes that they both know what happened. Didn’t they say they were monogamous? Blair grins, “We are. But we can always use a little help around the house.” Which means, what? That it’s okay if they sleep around, as long as they’re sleeping with the same person? Nice. Emmett’s ooged out by this, and gets up off the couch, announcing, with great difficulty, “You know, I may be a slut. But at least I’m an honest slut. So find someone else to put the starch in your pants.” 

Justin’s back on Liberty Avenue. He makes his way towards Brian, who’s at the

opposite end of the block. Justin’s antsy, but looking strong. Brian watches him

hopefully, apprehensively, just willing him to make it down the street. Brian mutters,

“Come on, sonny boy.” Justin does make it, and gives Brian a big hug. Justin sighs, “I

wasn’t sure I could do it.” Brian grins, “I was.” Kinder, gentler, Brian. Hard-ass without

being a pain in the ass. More, please. I’m digging it. Brian kisses Justin, who asks what

that was for. Brian snarks, “You know how much I like sex in public places.” Justin

dares him to fuck him right there, in broad daylight. Brian’s like, you’re certainly

recovering, arent’cha? Justin grins, “Bad as new.” Brian laughs, why don’t we wait until

I walk you back to my place? Justin says he can do it by himself. Brian fake gasps,

“You can give yourself head?” Justin laughs no, he can get back to the loft by himself.  Justin grins that he’s sick of Brian following him around: “Don’t you have friends your own age?” Brian says that none of them “adore” him as much as Justin does. Justin can think of one who does. Justin shoos him off to get ready for the awards ceremony. Brian is not thrilled about going. Justin says, “You’re a hero. No matter what anyone says.” He and Brian snog some more. And it’s nice, actually. 

GLC Awards. Tannis and Phillip are on the dais being boring. At Lindsay and Melanie’s table, Debbie comments on how stuffy it is in the room. Melanie wants to know where the hell Brian is. Tannis stops her droning to introduce Howard Bellwether. Phillip goes on thusly: “A man who has challenged us to account for our behavior. Who has demanded that we ask nothing less of ourselves than decency and dignity.” Howard Bellwether walks up to the platform amid applause and cheers. At their table, Debbie mouths the word “asshole” at Vic. Bellwether starts, “How can we complain of being stereotyped, of being marginalized, when there are members of our community that, through their irresponsible behavior, perpetuate such treatment. We are own worst enemy.” The camera fades out and in as Bellwether drones on in a like manner. “Raise up our moral standards” blah. “Change the misconception that gay life is all about sex” yada. Debbie’s nodding off. So’s Emmett. Bellwether gets a standing ovation when he finishes. Melanie and Lindsay reluctantly rise and join in the applause. So does Ted, to Emmett’s shock. Ted says, “I still believe in what he says. Even if I don’t believe in him.” Yup. Run, Jesse, run. Tannis and Phillip unenthusiastically introduce Brian. Mel and L.’s table cheer, cheer, cheer. But where’s Brian? Melanie grouses that she can’t believe he didn’t show up to accept the award. Vic adds, “If only to tell them where to stick it.” Debbie adds, “and how high.” But Lindsay gets it: “I think he got his message across. Loud and clear.”

At the ComiCon, Mike gushes over an Iron Man comic, because Marvel Comics are cool. Mike’s taken aback at the price, though. Suddenly, Brian comes up from behind him and snatches it out of Mike’s hands, telling him to get it anyway. Mike’s like, aren’t you supposed to be getting an award for being a hero? Brian replies, “If you want a hero, buy a comic book.” Mike wants to know why he isn’t at the dinner. Brian says they have a date. An announcement comes over the intercom that the convention is closing in fifteen minutes. Mike tells Brian that he really didn’t have to come. Mike understands that things are different now: “We’ve moved on, and that’s okay. No demands, no expectations, no regrets.” Brian’s mantra. Brian rolls his eyes, and says, well, as long as he’s here, they might as well have fun. Mike pouts some more. Brian nods over to big cardboard cut-out of Captain Astro and his sidekick Galaxy Lad, and says that they should get a picture. Mike pouts that it’s just for kids. Brian’s like, c’mon, you know you want to. Mike’s like, “No, it’s stupid!” Brian replies, “It wasn’t stupid when we were locked up in your room, reading Captain Astro and Galaxy Lad and wishing we were invincible like them. And pretending that no earthly force could separate us, like them. And swearing that we’d always be there for each other, like them.” Mike’s surprised that Brian remembers, and bursts into a blinding smile. Brian drags him over to the cutout, and sticks his head where Captain Astro’s is supposed to be. Of course. Mike is Galaxy Lad. Happy, Happy, Brian and Mike. Wonder how long that will last? 

Gay as Blazes. Bruce and Bobby tell a young man on their couch that he can live with them, and get off the streets. The boy marvels at their kindness: “I didn’t know gay people like you existed.” Bobby grimaces that not all gay people are predators! Bruce adds, “In fact, the only thing we like bound in leather is a good nineteenth-century novel.” Bobby asks Travis if he’s read Jane Austen. Travis hasn’t. Cut to Emmett, sneering on his couch. He points the remote at the television and snarls, “Blaze this!” 

Episode 205

Neon. HDGBs keep the beat and keep it strong. 

  Drag King night at Woody's. Three women dressed like Elvis croon his classic tune

  "Follow that Dream." "The King," get it? That's about as subtle as we'll get all evening.

  Wow, nice costume job. I totally thought they were gay men at first. The Usual

  Suspects share a table in the middle of the room. Mel and L. are wearing men's shirts

  and hats, and Melanie's in Lindsay's lap. Emmett's dancing right next to the table,

  'cause he's fabulous! Brian's downing shots, and sneers, "Since when did Woody's

  become a cunt-ry club?" Melanie snaps, "Since you're here?" Brian rolls his eyes,

  because that comeback sounded lame to him, too. Justin wants to get another round

  of drinks, but Brian reminds him that he starts art school in the morning. Brian smirks,

  "One minute he's in a coma, and the next, he's going to college." Melanie winks, "You

  gotta follow that dream!" Emmett spies a dream he wouldn't mind following! So, how

  come when it's any other night at Woody's, you never see women, but the guys show

  up on Lesbian Night? And, okay, these singers suck. And they're making their point

  and shoving it down my throat, already, so, oh my God, end this scene so I don't

  have to keep rewinding and hearing them suck. Shut up, sucky Elvis impersonators!

  Lindsay smiles, "All my life, I've had one dream: to fall in love, get married, and have a

  baby." Mike says that two out of three isn't bad. Lindsay's all, actually, it's three out

  of three. Emmett, of course, shrieks with glee. Why did Mel and L. keep it to

  themselves this long? Brian, who's really drunk, raises his glass and toasts, "May you

  come to your senses before it's too late." He tries to clink glasses with Emmett, who

  frowns and pulls his glass back. Brian shrugs and downs his. Emmett thinks it's so

  exciting: "Everyone's dreams are coming true!" Emmett asks Mike what his dream is.

  Mike grumps, "My dream is to one day know what my dream is." Brian slurs, "Dreaming

  is for people who are asleep. I'd rather be awake. And fucking." I'd rather be asleep.

  And done with this recap. 

  Mike pulls out his cell phone so he can get Ted down to the bar. Brian sighs, "And I

  was having such a good time." Oh, and it shows. Melanie and Lindsay exposition, for

  those of you who are just joining us, that Teddy's been really depressed since he got

  fired from his job. Lindsay politely refers to it as "the incident." Brian snorts, "I

  wouldn't exactly call shooting a load off in front of my boss an 'incident.'" Humph.

  What would you call having sex with a subordinate employee in your office? A

  coffee break? Anyway, Ted's not picking up the phone. Emmett worries that Ted

  might do something drastic: "I mean, he could be lying in bed right now. Dead." Nah,

  he's too much of a masochist to kill himself. He'd rather live to suffer, and suffer to

  live.

Ted's. Emmett knocks on the door, but gets no answer. He lets himself in, and finds

  every available space of the condo filled -- and I mean filled -- with wadded-up

  tissues. Oh. Ick. I felt like putting on a pair of gloves just typing that. Emmett calls

  Ted's name, gets no response, and opens the bedroom door. 

  Big mistake. Ted's on the bed, watching a porno, jerking off, surrounded by more

  wadded-up tissues. ["Okay, I'm not a porn addict (seriously), but I have to ask -- if

  you were so far gone with regard to maintaining normal hygiene that there were

  wadded-up tissues all over the place, outside any garbage receptacle, then wouldn't

  you maybe just...dispense with tissues entirely? Actually, never mind. If the answer is

  yes, I don't want to know about it." -- Wing Chun] Emmett's all, what the hell are you

  doing? Ted gasps and covers up. What does it look like he's doing? Emmett sniffs that

  it smells like a bathhouse in there. How long has it been since Ted left his house? Ted

  sighs that he hasn't left in four days. Wow. And to think I tell you guys on the

  message boards to get outside every once in a while. ["Pfft. Rookie." -- Wing Chun]

  Ted explains that he's in the middle of a marathon. Emmett picks up a video box and

  drawls, "Just like AMC: 'American Masturbation Classics.'" Emmett thinks that Ted has

  a problem. Ted snorts that he sure does: "Usually, Ricky Rod's hairless chew-hole

  drives me crazy, but for some reason, it's lost its magic." Hmm. "Ricky Rod's Hairless

  Chew-Hole" would be a great name for a chain of restaurants. "Opening soon in West

  Hollywood, Castro Street, and Liberty Avenue!" Emmett says that, eventually, Ted's

  got to pull himself out of this depression. Ted's like, what does it look like I'm trying to

  do? He adds, "Now, if you really want to help, grab a nipple and squeeze." Wuh? Ted

  and Emmett, do...I mean...having --why would they do -- NOOOOOO! As I search

  desperately for something to scrub that image clean from my seizing brain (yes!

  Leftover vodka in the freezer!), Emmett thankfully declares that he is not "a human tit

  clamp." Ted, eyes wide and glassy, call Emmett's attention to the screen. Emmett

  admits that the guy in the porno is hot. Intrigued, he sits down on the side of the bed.

  Ted pokes him with a bottle of lotion. Emmett almost takes it without thinking, and

  then jumps away. Hee! Emmett protests, "You are not sucking me into your black hole

  of depravity!" Emmett orders Ted to get up. Ted nods that Emmett's right: "I've been

  in this bed long enough." 

  Ted slowly gets out of bed, being careful with his sore nether regions. He limps to the

  living room and muses, "Let's see who's on DemonDick.com, shall we?" That's not

  what Emmett meant. Ted ignores him and dazes over to his laptop computer,

  surrounded by more wadded-up tissues and empty take-out food containers. Emmett

  gives it another try: he knows that getting fired sucks: "It's a tremendous blow." Ted's

  head swivels around at the word "blow." Emmett says there's a wonderful world

  waiting right outside the window. Ted snarls, "Let me tell you something about that

  fabulous world out there. You either jerk off or you get jerked off." Sounds like a

  win-win to me.

Brian's. Brian's in bed, getting a blowjob from some guy. The guy looks up. Hey, it's

  Justin. Sorry, I didn't recognize his butt. Brian rolls over to reciprocate, but Justin

  pushes him away. Brian's like, "Since when do you turn down getting your dick

  sucked?" That's not rejection, Brian -- it's shock. But Justin says he wants to "save

  [his] energy for his art." Brian can give him a blowjob tomorrow. Brian says he might

  not be in the mood tomorrow. Justin's like, uh, yeah. I'll take my chances. I don't

  know, Justin. Christmas only comes once a year. Brian goes to the bathroom, and

  Justin tries to work on a drawing in his sketchpad. His right hand starts shaking

  uncontrollably. Justin pulls it back and stretches it out, making sure that Brian didn't

  see. Justin tries again, and the same thing happens. And terror is written all over his

  face. Brian walks back to bed and asks whether Justin's drawing naked pictures of him

  again. Justin chuckles that he's just doodling. Brian goes down on him anyway, saying

  that he, too, is just "doodling." With his tongue. Justin gives up, but keeps looking at

  his own hand. 

  Breakfast at the Liberty Diner. Brian and Mike sit in a booth together, and I still can't

  believe these people get up early enough to have breakfast out before going to work.

  I can barely get up early enough to exercise before going to work, and that's only

  twenty-five minutes with Denise Austin on television in my living room, five feet from

  the bed. And I still have to give myself a pep talk every morning. Unless, for some

  reason, I'm already awake, getting up two hours early to have breakfast with a bunch

  of people I see every single day anyway? Is not going to happen. Anyway, Mike

  mumbles about changing his hairstyle -- maybe buzzing it or bleaching it blonde. Brian

  asks Mike what's wrong. Mike says nothing's wrong. Brian says that every time

  something goes wrong in Mike's life, he thinks about doing something to his hair. Mike

  doesn't think so. Debbie comes by with coffee and Brian tells her that Mike wants to

  do something to his hair. Debbie, predictably, wants to know what's wrong. Mike finally

  growls, "It just feels like everybody's life is speeding along. Lindsay and Melanie are

  getting married. Justin's going to art school, and he was practically dead a couple of

  months ago, for fuck's sake! And I'm still stuck at the starting gate!" Debbie's all, when

  did this become a race? Mike pouts, "Since I started coming in last!" Debbie tells him

  to do something about it, then: "After all, you're cute. You're young. You're hung."

  Which qualifies him to do what? Start a new career as a male stripper? ["Plus why

  does Mike's MOM know he's hung?" -- Wing Chun] Mike doesn't know what to do. Brian

  snaps that he should quit working at the Big Q. Mike would like to, but he has

  "obligations." To, uh, "others." Debbie knows he's talking about her, and informs him

  that his first obligation is to himself. What's going to make him happy? Mike takes so

  long to answer that Brian finally sighs, "Should we hum the theme to Jeopardy?" Mike

  growls at Brian to fuck off, and then adds, "What would make me happy is to get to

  work on time and not get shit from my boss!" The day hasn't even started and already

  he's screwed. Emmett droops over to the booth. Mike was worried, since Emmett

  didn't come home the night before. Debbie hopefully cackles, "Someone got lucky!"

  Emmett frowns, "Good for him. I spent the night at Ted's." Playing twenty rounds of

  "Hide the Lube," no doubt. Sounds like fun. Well, I guess that would depend on where

  you're hiding it. Aw, man -- now they've got me doing it. Ted's in trouble, Emmett

  continues, and the only thing to do is to hold an intervention. Debbie's all, is it booze?

  Nope. Dick. Namely, his own. Brian snorts, "Schmuck. He couldn't even get a decent

  addiction." Oh, yeah, Brian. Because having an audience makes all the difference.

Ted's. Ted's watching a porno from the couch. He looks up as the camera pans over

  to the other side of the living room, where Brian, Emmett, and Mike hover with

  concern. Ted hunches down even more and peers up at them with Gollum-like

  apprehension. Emmett warns his friends not to get too close: "He might ask you to

  squeeze something." Oh, God, STOP IT, right now! Ted shrugs like, so what's up,

  guys? Emmett announces that Ted has a problem. Brian's still trying to figure out

  whether this is a joke. Mike just shakes his head. Ted says they shouldn't worry: "I've

  got the situation in hand." Uh huh. Ted says that he's just relieving a little tension.

  Right. I've got this theory that there's a connection between sperm loss and the use

  of bad puns. Think about it. It would explain a lot. Mike attempts, "Just remember, you

  have so much to give -- so many gifts." Brian looks over at Michael in disbelief.

  Seriously, does anyone fall for that? Brian's more or less done and cuts to the chase:

  "You know what? Fuck this! Get off your ass and go take a shower. You reek. And go

  find a job." Wounded, Ted protectively clutches his robe around himself. Emmett tries

  to put a lighter spin on things; he knows that Ted's just having a self-esteem crisis,

  but he'll be okay. As Emmett and Mike lead Ted to the bathroom, Emmett finishes, "So

  allow us to love you until you can love yourself." Mike's like, uh, I think he's loved

  himself enough. Ba-dum-bump. Brian opens up his cell phone and calls his office. He

  asks for someone named Oliver. Brian starts to pace, but stops when he gets a sticky

  tissue stuck to the bottom of his shoe. Gack. In a nice bit of physical comedy, Brian

  tries to shake the tissue loose while setting up an interview for Ted with his agency's

  accounting department. Brian can't get rid of the tissue. He tries scraping it off on the

  carpet. Nothing. In minor annoyance, he tries scraping it off on a coffee table leg. No

  go. And you know there's no way in hell he's reaching down and ripping it off. Brian

  hangs up the phone and tells Ted about the interview, screaming through the door,

  "So don't fuck it up!" Ted emerges, pale and wobbly, and replies, "Don't worry, I'm too

  sore to fuck anything!" Mike and Emmett drag him back to the shower. 

  Justin's first art class. Seven easels surround a nude male model. The professor -- a

  hip black woman -- tells her proto-artists to focus on the "musculature of the back

  and the buttocks." Right. But what about those people facing the guy? Are they just

  supposed to use their imagination? She wanders past Justin just as his hand goes out

  of control. The professor asks if something's wrong. Justin assures her that

  everything's fine. But it's really not. 

  Q-Mart. Mike runs in, adjusting his tie. Tracy -- whose hair has thankfully grown out

  since last week -- asks where he's been, and warns that His Awfulness has been

  asking about him. Off-camera, Andrew snarls, "Nice of you to join us, Novotny." Mike

  apologizes. Awful Andrew snipes, "Maybe waltzing in anytime you please was okay

  when you were running things, but I'm in charge now." Tracy and Mike glare at him.

  Mike apologizes with a little more force this time. His Royal Assholeness says that he

  isn't trying to give Mike a hard time -- it's just that Andrew depends on Mike a lot. For

  example, some kid just threw up in the store, and who could do clean-up detail better

  than Michael? Mike sucks it up and says he'll get to it right away; Andrew slithers off.

  Tracy wants to know how Mike puts up with all this crap. Mike's too frustrated to

  answer.

PIFA. Justin is still in the same room, trying to finish his sketch. The Dean of the

  school walks in to discuss Justin's problems in class earlier. Wow, the Dean wants to

  talk to him already? They must have a really long wait list. Justin says that there's not

  a problem! His hand just get tired sometimes, but that's it. Justin even quotes his

  occupational therapist, who assured him that the strength in Justin's hands will come

  back. The Dean asks to see his sketch. Justin protests that it's not finished. The Dean

  flips through the sketchpad with concern. Justin looks down. The Dean says that

  Justin's very talented, but that the program is pretty strenuous, and Justin might want

  to consider whether he's up to it. Dude. It's the first day. Ouch. Having dropped that

  lovely bit of goodness and light, Dean Larsen walks out with a smile. 

  Mike walks into Buzzy's comic-book store, looking like he just made it home. Buzzy

  asks Mike how it's going. Mike says it's much better now, thanks, and did Buzzy get a

  chance to order the Justice League comic that Mike wanted? Buzzy says he did, but

  that it might not get there in time. In time for what? Buzzy's moving to Florida at the

  end of the month. Permanently. And closing the store. "Twenty years is long enough.

  I'm going to kick back, smoke some weed. Do some fishing. Maybe I'll start up a band.

  That's always been a dream of mine." Mike pastes on the Dumb And Happy Smile, and

  wishes Buzzy good luck, but oh, man. 

  Babylon! Okay, let's see if I can describe this right. Men dressed in silver bodysuits

  with wide wing-sleeves and antennaed silver skullcaps, looking like eight-foot-tall

  galactic butterflies, dance around on the raised platforms. There also seem to be

  gigantic Japanese fans involved. I don't know what to tell you. The Boys watch from

  the usual stairway. Emmett tells Ted that he's proud of him for getting up and getting

  out, finally. And getting a job. Ted says it's all thanks to Brian. Brian shrugs that he

  just told Oliver that Ted was really boring, which is apparently like crack in Accountant

  World. Ted thanks him anyway: "In fact, out of the six billion people in the world, I'm

  sure that I rank somewhere below the countries of Zambia and Zimbabwe, but if

  there's anything I can do to return the favor...." Brian says that there is: just ignore

  him when they're at work, all right? Ted's like, that will be no problem. Brian offers Mike

  a bump, but Mike angrily pushes it away. What's his problem? Mike grouses that his

  favorite comic-book shop is closing because the owner's moving to Florida: "Even

  fucking Buzzy has a dream." Ted asks, because he didn't quite hear that, "Who's

  fucking Buzzy?" Brian snerks, "No one. I've seen him." Emmett's like, aren't there any

  other comic-book stores in Pittsburgh? Well, yeah, but Buzzy's was Mike's place. He'd

  been going there since he was ten years old. Oh, I'm feelin' him. I remember the day

  they closed down my favorite comic-book store. I came home from college one day,

  and there it wasn't. And any time I drive by, I still feel this little...sob! Justin walks in,

  looking for Brian. He's obviously hopped up on something. Brian gives him a big kiss,

  then asks why Justin isn't home getting ready for school. Justin says that he isn't

  going. Emmett grimaces, "Let me guess -- you heard that they're going to make you

  draw vaginas?" Justin's like, no, I quit. Yeah, you heard him. Justin shrugs, "Well, I

  can't draw anymore, so what's the point of wasting my time. When I could be here,

  popping pills and drinking beer and sticking my gimp hand down guys' pants." To

  illustrate, he sticks his hand down an HDGB's pants and asks him if he wants to dance.

  The HDGB is all, oh, yeah, baby! They boogie off, and Mike asks Brian what the hell

  that was. Brian grimly replies, "Pain management."

Big Q-Mart. Mike and Tracy hang a huge banner that proclaims, "Big Q's Annual

  Sidewalk Sale! Fun for the Whole Family!" Bunches of red, white, and blue balloons

  hang from all the racks. Mike groans that he can't wait for it to be over: "Fun for the

  Whole Family. More like, 'Here's your balloon, kid, now shut up and let me shop!'" Tracy

  giggles. Mike asks who this year's "victim" is. Tracy says it's Sally, the new cashier.

  Mike shrugs, "She's sweet. At least she was until today. Today we drain her of her

  soul, her dignity." The Asshole walks up holding a clown costume. He says that Sally

  called in sick, and tries to hand the outfit to Mike. Andrew says it's all Mike's, since

  the newest employee gets the "honor." Tracy protests that Michael isn't the new

  employee, but technically he is, since he quit and then came back. Mike's not doing it.

  The next shot features Mike all clowned up, holding a bunch of balloons. Kids circle

  around him and try and grab at the balloons. Mike hands a white one to a small boy,

  who pouts, "I wanted a red one." Mike snarls, "Life sucks, kid!" Oh, but it gets better.

  Mel and L. have just walked in, pushing Gus in a stroller. What they're doing there in

  the middle of a work day is anyone's guess. Lindsay peers at the clown and tells

  Melanie that she thinks that's Michael. The two walk over slowly, as Melanie mutters,

  "What would he be doing in a clown suit? He's a manager, they don't make managers

  clowns." That one's too easy. Let's move on. Mike spots them and tries to hide behind

  his balloons. Too late. Lindsay asks for a balloon for Gus. Mike tries to hand Lindsay all

  of them, so that he can still hide. Mel reminds him that they only need one. Lindsay

  asks if he knows Michael Novotny? Then, she's like, hey, you are Michael Novotny!

  Melanie's mortified for him, but can't keep from laughing. Mike growls, "Don't ask. And

  don't tell, especially Brian!" Because God forbid Brian should be tempted to think any

  less of Mike. Lindsay laughs, "There have been some great clowns! Bozo, Emmett Kelly

  --" Don't forget Debbie! Mike walks away in disgust. 

  Brian's advertising agency. Have they ever given this place a name? Brian walks down

  the hall with a colleague as Ted passes by. Ted breaks his promise by yelling across

  the hallway, "Hey, guys, how's it going?" Brian pretends that he has no idea who Ted

  is. Snicker. The two men walk into what seems to be the graphic-design room. They

  go over to a guy at one of the computer terminals, who's designing an ad mockup by

  moving the stylus over the screen to create, dare I say it, ART. Shep makes red

  poppies, green leaves, point and click, bigger seeds, whatever he thinks Brian wants.

  A big lightbulb goes off over Brian's head with an almost audible click. 

  Ted's new office. Ted sits behind a stack of papers, as his new boss briefs him on the

  many things he needs to know about the wide, wonderful world of ad-agency

  accounting. With each bit of information, Ted responds that he's familiar with it; it's

  just like his old job. Sudddenly, Ted can see the New Boss in peephole-vision as he

  drones, "We pad our client billing." Ted intones, "Just like my last job." New Boss

  drones, "And we walk around like we're dead inside." Ted intones, "Just like my last

  job." New Boss snaps him back to attention, and the viewer to the regular camera

  view. Ted jumps and says he'll get on it right away! And then calls his New Boss

  "Wertshafter." New Boss could care less, and ambles off. Ted's cell phone rings, and

  he holds it up to his ear with a wrist-bandaged hand. Nice touch. It's Emmett,

  checking up on him. Ted says it's "glorious," adding, "I have a desk and a chair and a

  computer." Emmett wants to know what the color scheme is. Ted says it's

  beigey-grey, or greyish-beige, depending on how you want to look at it; it's all death

  by boredom. Emmett, flipping through a set of pictures and not really paying attention,

  says it sounds perfect! Stay in touch, but stay off the internet! Bye-ee!

Emmett hangs up just as Mike walks in the door. Emmett shakes his head over the

  pictures and grins, "You look good with a little makeup." Mike instantly misunderstands,

  thinking that Mel and L. told Emmett about the clown gig. Emmett's like, uh, the

  pictures from PrideFest came back: "And forgive me for saying this, but you make one

  bitchin' broad." Mike breathes a sigh of relief, and then shakes his head: "There I am,

  kissing my boss. The biggest asshole in the world." Dude, Emmett got pictures of that?

  BLACKMAIL! Emmett drawls, "Well, that's what Pride is all about. Love and forgiveness,

  I mean." And then he frowns. Is Michael wearing blush? Michael scowls off to the

  bathroom and finishes wiping the clown makeup off. He plops down onto the couch

  and stews. Looking up, he sees his big Captain Astro mural. Hmmmm. He goes into his

  room and gets the issue of Astro Comics #1 that Brian bought him for his birthday, and

  looks it over. 

  Later, back at the loft, Brian's brought home the computer from work. It sits patiently

  on the desk as he does many crunches on the floor. I'm just going to take that as a

  shout-out, because it's been a tough week. Justin stumbles in and Brian smirks, "The

  Lost Boy returns." Justin pads into the kitchen, grabs a bottle of water, and pours it

  over his head. Like Brian did in the premiere. Because Justin's using drugs and sex to

  forget his private pain like Brian's been doing his entire life. Because Justin's life is

  supposed to parallel Brian's. He's just like Brian. Got that? Justin ambles over to his

  future self, and Brian wipes his face off with a towel. Brian asks how Daphne is. Justin

  says that Daphne and her roomies had to study: "Fortunately, that's no longer my

  problem." And we couldn't have seen Daphne first-hand? What did I ever do to CowLip

  to deserve such a dis? Oh. Never mind. Justin said that he went to Woody's next, and

  got bought a lot of drinks: "They all wanted to fuck me. Thank God I still have my

  looks." Justin says he turned everyone down so that he could come home to Brian.

  Brian pushes him away and says, fine, but come see what I got you! He leads Justin

  over to the computer. Justin recognizes what it is, and says he's not interested in

  what he calls "false hope." But Brian's like, hey, you can draw on the screen -- it's just

  like a pencil or pen but it's easier to control, isn't this cool? Justin snarls, "You mean

  with my gimp hand?" Brian mutters, "And there's a million special effects that you can

  create with it. Stop being a fucking princess and come give it a try." Justin's like, oh,

  why, just to make Brian happy? He asks, "So you can tell yourself you fixed Little

  Justin's problems and made everything all better? Well, you can't fix this -- no one

  can." I call dibs in the bitch-slap line behind Brian! Brian's amazed that Justin would

  quit so easily. Miss Teen Drama Queen storms, "It's over, all right? Accept it. I'm not

  going to draw again! And no fucking electronic Crayola box is going to change that!"

  He invites Brian to have sex with him before he passes out. Oh, yeah, that's

  attractive. Good thing he got the Semi-Annual Blowjob the night before.

Big Q-Mart. The Truck Guys are teasing Mike about dressing up as a clown. Tracy

  shoos them away. Then Awful Andrew shows up with the clown suit again, because

  Mike did such a "great" job the first time. Mike refuses to don the ruffles. Andrew's

  like, you don't get to refuse, I'm the manager! Mike snorts, yeah, like he could ever

  forget that: "What you can't forget is that the only reason you have this job is

  because I left. My only mistake was that I should never have come back!" Andrew

  insists that Mike put on the clown suit. Mike refuses once more. Andrew smirks that

  Mike had better, or else he's fired. Shyeah, don't threaten Mike with a good time. Mike

  gets in Andrew's face and snaps, "Fuck. You." Mike walks past him, gives Tracy a kiss

  goodbye, then grabs Andrew and kisses him, too, fast and hard. "So long, Loverboy,"

  Mike purrs, lifting a knowing eyebrow. Andrew's in shock. Neeter, neeter, neeter, you

  kissed a gu-uy! Mike tosses off his tie and gleefully runs out of the store. 

  Liberty Diner. Justin carries two coffee carafes, warning, "Hot stuff coming through!"

  Debbie pinches his butt and crows, "No kidding! Woo!" Debbie needs new material,

  because Justin is less than amused. Lindsay sits at the counter watching Emmett eat

  a donut with a knife and a fork. What's Lindsay doing here? In the middle of the day?

  Without Melanie? Or the baby? Is she working or not? Anyway, Lindsay's never seen

  anyone eat pastry with a knife and fork. Is that a southern thing? Emmett says no, it's

  more of a trying to survive with six brothers and sisters thing. He tells Lindsay to try

  and grab the donut. She does, and Emmett nearly spears her hand with the fork. He

  explains that it was the best way to protect his food when he was a kid. As Lindsay

  laughs, Emmett asks Justin for coffee. Justin tries to pour the coffee into Emmett's

  cup, but he loses control and he spills all over the counter. Debbie sympathetically

  tells him to give his hand a rest. Justin snaps at her -- snaps, okay -- for her to "mind

  [her] own fucking business!" Okay, Debbie can cut in the bitch-slap line in front of me.

  Debbie blinks, and asks what he said. Justin repeats it. Debbie's like, yeah, I heard

  you, I just wanted to make sure I heard you right. Justin tells her to leave him the

  fuck alone. Debbie pulls him aside. She knows what's happening to him sucks, and

  she's not going to try to blow sunshine up his ass about it, "because if anyone had

  [done that to her] when Vic was dying, [she] would have punched them right in the

  fucking mouth. All [Justin] can do at a time like this is just hang on until the scenery

  changes." She says that, until then, you know, just let her handle the coffee, okey

  doke? Justin smiles wanly. Oh, and another thing; she adds, "The next time you talk to

  me like that, I'm going to rip you a new butthole so big you can stick a cannon up your

  ass." These people sure have strange ideas about punishment. Lindsay walks up to

  Justin and smiles, "Something tells me you need a break."

Ron and Dan's Anvil Annex, a.k.a. the Art Gallery. Lindsay and Justin wander through a

  new exhibit. Oh, right. Plot contrivance. That's what she was doing at the diner.

  Lindsay asks Justin what he thinks of the paintings. Justin pouts. Lindsay prompts.

  Justin rolls his eyes and rattles off some stuff about color and composition that I

  couldn't even begin to understand, let alone take the time to transcribe. They step

  around the anvils littering the floor and stop in front of a portrait that Lindsay calls "a

  sad young man." Justin nods, "Yeah, who needs to look at that?" Lindsay pokes,

  "Especially when you've got a mirror." Yeah, yeah, yeah. Justin ignores that comment

  and points to another picture that he likes better: "It's less representational, it's more

  spontaneous, it's more...angry." Lindsay prods, "Like what you're feeling?" Oh-kaaay.

  We get it. You can knock it off now. A paraplegic woman in a wheelchair rolls on over.

  Oh, for God's sake. She and Lindsay exchange air kisses, and Lindsay congratulates

  her on the show. Set phasers on "Overkill." Lindsay introduces her as Adrienne

  Bennett. She tells Adrienne that Justin's an artist, too, and he was just commenting

  on the spontaneity and anger in one of her paintings. Adrienne chuckles, "I was in a

  mood that day." She asks Justin what type of art he does. Justin says he doesn't

  anymore, actually. Adrienne snorts, "Christ, if I couldn't work, I'd wheel myself off a

  cliff." Anvils, anvils everywhere, over here and under there. In my hair and on the

  stair. Anvils, anvils, everywhere and arrgh, arrgh, arrgh! Our little blonde Exposition

  Fairy asks how she does it. Adrienne grins, "The way two snails fuck. Very slowly."

  FYI, she has a special sling that goes over her good arm, which helps her control the

  brush. Justin says it sounds hard. If Adrienne could shrug, she would: "What's easy

  besides complaining?" Lindsay rolls her eyes: "As if you never did that." Adrienne

  snaps, "Back off, bitch, or I'll roll over your foot." Everyone laughs, because brave

  women in wheelchairs are cool. Adrienne continues that she, too, was pretty upset

  after her accident: "In fact, I was offering big bucks to anyone who would shoot me."

  She intuits that Justin is probably feeling the same way. Adrienne sighs, "It ain't the

  end of the world, kid. Unless you want it to be." Then she asks Justin to pick a

  painting, because she wants to give him one. 

  Debbie lets herself into Mike's apartment. She went by the store; they told her that

  Mike quit, and she's freaking out. What? Where's all the support you were spouting

  this morning? Debbie drives me crazy. Of course, my own mother often drives me crazy

  in much the same way, so maybe that's the point. Mike grumps that he's following his

  dream. Debbie's all, you dreamt of being unemployed? Brian walks in from the bathroom

  and tells Debbie to back off the man. Debbie's not surprised that Brian's involved in

  this. Brian says he didn't have anything to do with it, actually. Debbie doesn't believe

  that for a second. Brian's like, it's Mike's life, he can do what he wants. Debbie snaps,

  "Yeah, that's easy for you to say -- you can pay your bills." Good grief, just shut up

  for a second and let Mike explain, already. He's trying to auction something on eBay.

  Fearless product placement! Yay! Brian chuckles that, if he's trying to sell his mother,

  "Better start the bidding low." Debbie smacks him. Mike's auctioning off the comic book

  Brian bought him. Brian's not too pleased about that; that comic cost a lot of money.

  Mike explains that he's going to use the money to buy the comic-book store. Debbie

  yells that that's crazy! Mike yells back that it's better than being a miserable Q-Martyr

  for the rest of his life! That's all Brian needs to hear, and he asks how high the

  bidding's gone. Mike says it's up to a thousand dollars. Brian's outraged, because the

  comic cost him way more than that. He tells Mike to scoot over. Debbie paces in front

  of them. If Mike asks really nicely, she mumbles, and apologizes maybe the Q-Mart will

  take him back. Mike tells Brian that there's only five minutes left in the auction. Brian

  decides to put in a bid for five thousand dollars, because "the secret to getting

  someone to want something is to convince them that someone else wants it more." A

  little lesson he learned from Justin once. Debbie snorts that that will never work. But

  she wasn't in Babylon that night, so she wouldn't know. And it does work. The next bid

  goes up to six thousand dollars. Debbie moves in to take a closer look.

The video store. Ted's dropping off his rentals, housed in a very large

  department-store bag. Melanie's there, too, so I guess they had lunch. After putting

  all the videos on the counter, he tells Quentin the cashier that he'll bring the rest back

  tomorrow. Melanie's all, "The rest?!" Ted and Melanie are turning to go when another

  man holds up three videos and asks Quentin which video he should get. Quentin

  snorts, "You think I watch this shit?" He nods to Ted and says the dude should ask

  him. Ted looks at the choices and determines, "Your Ass-Licked Park. Excellent rimming

  scene between a paleontologist and a stegosaurus. Forest Dump. Some idiot gives

  Nixon a plate job in the Oval Office. Oh, definitely this one, Arm-n'-head-in. It's got

  the best fisting scene on an asteroid headed to earth ever filmed." Melanie hides her

  face in embarrassment. The other guy shakes his head in amazement. 

  Outside, Melanie agrees that Ted is amazing, all right. She adds, "Although I wouldn't

  call knowing every boy-bang flick ever made a significant contribution to cultural

  literacy." Ted snorts, "Hey, Missy Big Words, I'm not ashamed of loving porn!" Porn,

  Ted says, provides an important social service. Melanie's all, shyeah, right! Ted

  explains, "Take a guy like me, renting a video. What are my choices? A moronic

  comedy, a cop drama staring some brainless actor shooting off his little gun, or...an

  exotic fantasyland filled with beautiful men, all of whom are there for the sole purpose

  of pleasing me." I'm with him until he adds that it's his "chance to be Brian Kinney.

  Fuck anyone" he wants. Jesus, Ted. You know Brian Kinney. Why on earth would you

  want to be him? Melanie still doesn't get it, because pornography is a dirty, dirty

  business. Why? It's not like it's run by the mob. Or, like, Congress. Ted doesn't

  understand how making people happy is a dirty business. Especially compared to what

  he does all day: "Crunching numbers so some asshole can cheat Uncle Sam out of a

  few bucks! Now that's what I call porn! There's no socially redeeming value

  whatsoever." Before Ted can properly warm to that subject, Melanie says that he

  does provide a valuable service as an accountant. Ted snorts, "Yeah? When was the

  last time I made you come?" Must. Get. Brain. Windex. Melanie grins, "1998. I got a big

  refund." She kisses Ted goodbye and goes back to work. Ted's attention is caught by

  the monitors inside the video store. One is hooked up to a camera that's shooting the

  outside through the window bars; from Ted's perspective, it looks like he's caught in a

  cage. Trapped! Unable to Follow His Dream! And in his head, he hears, "Yeah. Go for

  it!" 

  Mike's. Mike grumbles that the comic is stuck at six thousand dollars. Brian pushes the

  price up to seven thousand, even though there's only thirty seconds left. Someone in

  the ether bids eight thousand dollars. Debbie urges Mike to take it, take it, but Mike

  explains that it's not the way it works; he has to take whatever the highest bid is at

  the end. Someone else bids nine thousand. Debbie shrieks that she can't look and

  buries her head into the top of her son's, covering his eyes with her talons. Mike has

  to push her off. With ten seconds to go, the bid is still stuck on nine thousand dollars.

  Mike's sweating. With five seconds to go, even Brian's sweating. Then, with, like two

  seconds to go, the bid goes up to ten thousand dollars. Cue laughter! Screaming!

  Jumping around! Debbie shrieks, "Oh, and to think I used to yell at you for reading

  them!" Mike grabs Brian and kisses him! Brian grins in relief.

Later at Woody's, Emmett congratulates Mike on buying the store: "Finally I can get a

  fabulous discount on something I have no desire to own. Why couldn't your dream

  have been cashmere?" Melanie says that her grandfather owned a dry-goods store and

  he used to say, "Better to work for yourself, than some meshugine ganif!" ["That's

  Yiddish for 'crazy thief,' by the way." -- Wing Chun] Is that true, Wing? ["Yes and no.

  Sigh." -- Wing Chun] Lindsay laughs, "He knew what he was talking about, even if no

  one else did!" This time, Brian grabs Mike and kisses him. Mike asks why. Brian grins, as

  he always does, "You are so pathetic." Mike's not sure where this is going. Brian's all,

  what if it didn't work out? Mike shrugs, "Well, then I guess I'd have no money, no job,

  no nothing." Brian grins, "Nothing but the biggest balls in the whole fucking world." And

  about damn time, too. Ted shuffles over to the table, carrying shots for everyone.

  They're all happy to see him, but surprised. Brian speaks for everyone when he smirks,

  like, isn't Ted supposed to be home, jerking off? Ted thanks his friends for helping him

  through this tough time. He's finally ready to become a productive member of society

  again. He explains, "I want to give back to the community, feel a sense of pride, of

  purpose." So he's quitting his job. And, uh, starting his own porn website. Huh. ["It's a

  pretty good idea, actually. Porn sells." -- Wing Chun] Brian snorts and knocks back his

  shot. Mike chirps with commercial-like enthusiasm, "Well, at least he's following his

  dream!" Hal and Gale fake big, cheesy happy expressions at each other and raise their

  glasses at each other. Bwa! Well, as long as guys acknowledge what's going on here,

  huh? 

  Brian's. Justin slumps in a chair across from his gift from the Hammer Goddess: a

  painting of some very thin sneering guy wearing goggles on top of his head. Brian hops

  out of the shower and wanders across the bathroom, giving us the faintest hint of a

  dick shot. No, I didn't rewind to make sure. Okay, fine. I did. Now leave me alone.

  Justin watches Brian wrap a towel around his waist, grab an apple, and lie down on

  the bed to eat it. Justin stares at him for a moment, then ambles past his sketchbook

  over to the computer screen, deciding to give this new-fangled draw-ering machine a

  shot. 

  The next morning, Mike opens the door to his comic-book store for the very first time.

  Before he walks in, the femme Elvises from Woody's walk by on the street, singing

  "Follow that Dream" once last time. That's it. I could never live in Pittsburgh. There's

  just way too many morning people there. Mike steps in, throws his keys on the

  counter, and surveys his new domain. Yay, Mikey! 

  Next week: Ted names his website "JerkAtWork.net," specifically geared toward

  bored office workers, those near and dear to his...uh, heart. Ted tries to convince

  Zack O'Tool to appear on his website by using the pithy line, "How about sharing your

  member with our members?" Zack bails on Ted, so Emmett has to take over. The Usual

  Suspects notice that Brian and Justin are getting way couple-y, and Brian overhears

  some dork scoffing at him for being in "a relationship." Debbie tells Brian, "Tell [Justin]

  what you could never say to Michael. Admit the truth. You love him."
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