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Dedication

To our queer family who have passed before us and

to those, young and old, who have yet to find their way
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Preface

Or, How the Old Gays Became the Old Gays

It all started with a DM being confused for a BM.

One night five years ago, a small group of intergenerational gay men sat around a dining room table in a house in Cathedral City, California, drinking, playing board games, and getting stoned. The younger gays, John and Ryan, asked an older gay, Robert, if he knew the meanings of Gen Z and millennial catchphrases like “twerk,” “gayce,” and “okurrr.” When Robert innocently answered that “sliding into DMs” must be about a bowel movement, John and Ryan knew they’d hit comedy gold. On a whim, they started putting Robert and his friends Mick and Bill on camera teaching them Gen Z slang. The endearing and hilarious videos went viral, and here we are. The Old Gays were born.

Today, us Old Gays—Michael “Mick” Peterson, Bill Lyons, Robert Reeves, and Jessay Martin—have more than eight million followers and have modeled for Rihanna’s Savage X Fenty clothing brand. We made the Forbes 2022 Top Creators list. Our celeb following includes Drew Barrymore, Kristen Bell, and Lance Bass, and we have endorsement deals with major corporations Netflix, T-Mobile, and Walgreens, not to mention adoring fans sliding into our DMs on the regular asking for our gay hands in marriage or for us to be their honorary grandpas.

Our daily TikTok posts, filmed at Robert’s groovy “collab house,” a stone’s throw east of Palm Springs, have racked up billions of views to date. Whether we’re jumping on the latest trend, like dancing to Lizzo’s bop “About Damn Time,” trying on dresses with a young transgender girl, or just prancing down the middle of the street in broad daylight in colorful banana hammocks and matching long gloves, we live to entertain. Our goal is to spread beauty and kindness, and make our audience’s smiles shine brighter than the desert sun.

In the Old Gays’ TikTok videos, we are known for baring it all, from our hairy and smooth chests to our big and not-so-big bulges in itsy-bitsy teeny-weeny bikini bottoms. Now we’re ready to bare our souls. We want to tell the amazing unfiltered stories of our lives behind those photos. Exclusive and emotional things we’ve never been able to reveal in our TikTok format’s short visual bursts. We are going to dive deep into our backstories, to before we even met.

We all had very different upbringings. Jessay grew up immersed in church life in the South. Robert ditched conservative Arkansas for liberal San Francisco. Bill lived a very privileged life in the fashion and design world. And Mick left the Midwest to hang with the gay bodybuilding crowd in Southern California. The one thing we have in common is that we are all very type A, which makes for “fire flames” chemistry. BTW, Mick and Robert have hooked up, but more on that later!

Obviously, the Old Gays are very . . . old and gay. So we have lots to say about the evolution of the LGBTQ+ movement through our own experiences. We were living history without even knowing it. We all grew up in the closet, had countless wild times during the gay sexual revolution, tragically lost most of our friends during the AIDS crisis (Mick and Robert are HIV+), and lived to see the unbelievable day that gay marriage became legal.

The Old Gays have about 240 years of life experience among us, but we have zero intention of slowing down. If anything, we are peaking right now. We are in the middle of a crazy second act that none of us ever saw coming. That’s a huge theme of The Old Gays Guide to the Good Life: “Never say die!” for lack of a better phrase. You never know what’s coming around the bend, so don’t give up. It ain’t over ’til the fat lady sings, until Mick collapses and has to be rushed to the hospital (the shocking story is in the prologue!). Robert, who found out he was HIV+ in 1987, never imagined he would make it to his seventies. He fully believed he was going to be dead within a year or two of his diagnosis.

We have been through it all (divorce, depression, bankruptcy, near-death experiences)—and we know a thing or two about a lot of different things (style, fitness, throwing fabulous dinner parties, orgy rooms). We each have a half a century’s worth of personal history, from Hula-Hoops to hot hookups, through protests and parties, witnessing the chaos of the ’60s to the current culture wars. We think our life experiences are universally relatable, whether you like to relax at the end of the day with a can of White Claw or a bottle of Ensure.

Honestly, one of the biggest reasons we think we are so popular is the beautiful symbiosis among generations. Younger people are genuinely curious about what the world was like when we were growing up, and there’s mad respect for all we went through. The Old Gays are often stopped by young gay fans who thank them for showing what their own golden years could look like. We’re having an absolute blast keeping up with “the kids.” It’s reenergized every single one of us. Since becoming famous on TikTok, it’s like we’ve all been reborn.

Apparently, “grandfluencers” are very “in” at the moment, and we are “aight” with that!

We hope our story is an inspiration and our second act an aspiration. A reminder that age is just a number. That gender and sexuality are fluid. That your body is still beautiful after eight glorious but grueling decades on this planet, and you should show it off in thirst traps whenever and wherever possible. We are so lucky to have the last chapter of our lives be the best chapter of our lives. If you have any say-so, for God’s sake, have the best be the last.

—Robert, Mick, Jessay, and Bill




Part I

Hi, Gays!




Prologue

Glowing Up

The Old Gays Origin Story

Robert sat at his desk with his head in his hands, pondering the state of his existence. To an outsider, his life must have seemed perfect. He’d retired from his high-profile job as a city planner in San Francisco, gotten rich in real estate, and moved down to Palm Springs to live that resort-fabulous retiree life and focus on his real passion: making art. At seventy-ish years old, his health was pretty good, especially considering he’d been living with HIV for nearly two decades. He had gobs of friends and enough lovers to rival Elizabeth Taylor.

But the reality was, the recession of 2008 absolutely crushed him, stripping away all his wealth and income properties, and Robert was forced to file for bankruptcy. Everything he’d worked his whole life for was being threatened or already gone. Now he was on the verge of losing his very last possession, his pride and joy: the house he was sitting in.

Back in 1990, Robert bought the house on a quaint corner in Cathedral City expecting to die in it. Nearly 80 percent of his friends had passed away from AIDS and Robert, too, had been diagnosed as HIV+. At the time, that was as good as a death sentence. Miraculously, Robert did not get sick and die. He began to create art, which he displayed in the glass-enclosed entryway like a gallery. The three-bedroom house had a giant window in the living room so you could gaze out on the beautiful pool, patio, and yard lined with lemon and grapefruit trees. A hot tub sat smack-dab in the middle of the living room. That was Robert’s signature design stamp: he always put hot tubs front and center in his living rooms. He may have looked like a conservative white dude out of a Brooks Brothers catalog, but Robert always had a naughty side.

The Cat City house had its own storied history. It endured gay bashers who pelted the pool deck with eggs and threw rocks through the front windows. Hooligans also damaged one of Robert’s favorite sculptures. All of this prompted Robert, who feared for his safety, to turn the keys over to rowdy vacation renters and escape to greener pastures. He fled to a dilapidated farmhouse on a five-acre ranch in Sky Valley, an unincorporated community east of Palm Springs on the other side of the 10 freeway, and cosplayed a gentleman farmer for a short stint. But the Cat City house was his real home, his heart, so when everything fell apart financially, he left Sky Valley and returned there. There was something special about the Cat City house, something about it that brought life. It always reinvigorated Robert. It was special.

Fast-forward twenty years, and Robert could no longer afford the mortgage or taxes on his dream home. He was so depressed, he’d kind of let the house—and himself—go a little. The yard was a mess. He didn’t have teeth or dentures. As he sat at his desk, it crossed his mind that he should probably kill himself. At that very moment, he heard a sound behind him and turned around. A bird was standing on the floor in the doorway to his room, chirping away.

“Well, who are you?” he asked his feathered friend. The bird, a sparrow, hopped up onto the bed. Robert reached his hand out and the sparrow walked up his arm, and the two talked and chirped for a few minutes.

“Are you lost?” The bird flew out the doorway and back into the yard. Bemused, Robert put his suicidal thoughts on the back burner.

The very next day, Robert was contacted by two guys/gays who had seen his art in a Laguna Beach gallery. They’d just bought a house in the desert and asked if they could swing by and check out some of Robert’s other work. “Yes,” Robert said, “please do!” The next day the men bought $16,000 worth of art, enough to save Robert’s house—and his life. “I believe that bird was my guardian angel.”

The next mystical creature who unexpectedly entered Robert’s life (and other body parts, but we’ll get to that, darlings, have patience) was certainly no angel. After Robert saved his house by the skin of his (nonexistent) teeth, he knew he needed roommates to help pay the bills. So he created his own living space in the garage, which he called his casita, and placed an ad on Craigslist to rent out the three bedrooms: Roommate/Hippie wanted: Must be nudist, LGBTQ+ and 420 lifestyle friendly.

The first person to answer the ad was Michael “Mick” Peterson, a devilishly handsome bodybuilder with a brain for biz and a bod for sin (go ahead and say it like Melanie Griffith in Working Girl). Mick was not freaked out by the content of the Craigslist ad at all. “I knew what I was getting into—excuse the expression.” When he walked up to the house, Robert was working in the front yard shirtless, and when he turned around, Mick thought, Why not?

Folks, you’re hearing it here first. Robert and Mick did the deed. “It was a very in-depth interview,” Robert deadpans. “He passed.” After Mick moved in, there wasn’t any uncomfortableness or awkwardness. It was one and done. “Most of the lasting gay friendships I have began with a sexual encounter,” Mick also deadpans. “I guess it’s required.” (Disclaimer by Jessay: “Not all gays!”)

Mick took the master bedroom with private bath. Robert had installed a wall-to-wall closet with floor-to-ceiling mirrored doors. He had dubbed it “the orgy room.”

“What those mirrors could tell me,” a nostalgic Mick sighs. “I decided that the ‘dirty job’ was up to me. I stepped up to the plate, volunteered my services, and did my best to live up to the reputation of the house. I take community service seriously. Unless the guy is a real pro at what they do, bye bye!”

It’s NSA for Mick! He became the constant tenant at the Cat City house. The other two bedrooms were let to a proverbial revolving door of people with “quirks,” from being broke and unable to pay rent to having sexy lingerie fetishes. The only other person besides Mick who was a fixture at Robert’s house didn’t live there. And that was his old friend Bill Lyons.

Bill and Robert met back in the ’80s in San Francisco and had remained friends. Bill was the general manager of a large interior design showroom in SOMA, the neighborhood where Robert had been city planning the now-iconic San Francisco Giants baseball park. Robert had canvassed the area, talking to business owners and homeowners about the proposed stadium and traffic concerns. “I was impressed with the way he carried himself and addressed us,” Bill recalls. “He walked so upright.”

When Robert left for Palm Springs, Bill was living with his partner on a houseboat in Sausalito. In 1996, after sixteen years together, the partner left him, out of the blue, and Bill had to borrow money from his parents to keep the houseboat. After being unceremoniously dumped, Bill drank very heavily, and his mental health cratered. He was diagnosed with bipolar disorder and did outpatient therapy at Langley Porter Psychiatric Hospital at UCSF for nearly two years. Following his breakup, he also chose to be abstinent for ten years because he couldn’t trust men. “It was the lowest point of my life.”

By 2003, Bill was tired of living under a marine layer in San Francisco and, like Robert, had lost most of his friends to HIV. He needed a change. Like Mick, Bill moved to Palm Springs to start over. Bill had fond memories of clear blue skies and warm nights in Palm Springs, so he headed for the desert and reconnected with Robert. At first Bill was flush with cash. But the recession of 2008 crushed him. He lost his house. Robert and Bill had breakfast together often, and Robert, through his connections, was able to get Bill the last rent-controlled apartment down the street from him in a HUD-owned building. “I would have been homeless,” Bill says. Robert also offered Bill a job cleaning the Cat City house. “I was looking for anything I could do. I cleaned the bathroom and the kitchen.”

Bill kept floating through life, phoning it in, as the kids might say. In Cat City, he kept busy volunteering at a food bank and writing handwritten notes for a senior center. He took yoga classes twice a week. He filled up his schedule, but his life had little direction. One bright spot was going over to see Robert, who was known for throwing legendary off-the-hook parties. “My houses had always been the party house,” he says. “We had lots of crazy parties in San Francisco.” He happened to live next door to Donnie Tinsley, a member of a girl gang drag group called the Balloon Girls, best known for mud wrestling and wet-Jockey-shorts contests.

The Cat City parties certainly lived up to Robert’s infamous reputation. “They were so wild because with a swimming pool and an indoor spa there was ample reason for everyone to be naked. And when a whole bunch of guys get together and get naked, things happen,” Robert explains. “Since I had so many bedrooms, I was able to have the master bedroom designated as the orgy room. It was well used. Lots of fun was had.”

Bill, celibate at the time, wasn’t partaking in that kind of fun. “If people were flirting with me, I didn’t know it,” he says. He much more enjoyed Robert’s boozy dinner parties, where he could smoke pot and have intelligent conversations with Mick about any topic under the sun. “I have never met anyone smarter,” Bill says. “You can ask a question on absolutely any topic, and he has a logical and correct answer.”

Mick and Bill were both foodies and shared a love of cooking. Bill was impressed that Mick knew how to spatchcock a whole chicken, but they did often differ about how recipes should be prepared. They’d cheerfully banter until Mick inevitably drank too much red wine, slid down his chair onto the floor, and passed out. “We considered it a good dinner party when Mick didn’t faint,” Robert jokes.

“Actually,” Mick intercedes, “it was a combination of wine and weed that led me to slither off my chair and onto the floor. Since my childhood there have been numerous times I’ve fainted. Doctors call this condition ‘syncope.’”

There was a constant stream of people passing through Robert’s fabulous house. “Actually, it was a circus,” Robert says. His shenanigans didn’t seem to bother his neighbors. One handsome gay neighbor, Jessay Martin, had no idea what bacchanal debauchery was going down across the street. He was oblivious to it. He did notice Robert’s lovely art displayed in the window and gave a friendly wave hello here and there.

Jessay, a gospel singer who worked in a florist shop, arrived in the desert in 2013, after dealing with his own struggles, and moved across the street from Robert a year later. Jessay had survived a near-death brush with MRSA and was still grieving the end of two back-to-back ten-year relationships. One partner had died; the other had gone to prison. Jessay was devoutly Christian, a Seventh-day Adventist. He knew nothing about the orgies going on inside the house; he was happy to be a casual observer to the activity outside the house. “That was how I connected to Robert in the very beginning. He was the guy on the corner with the art in the window and saws going at odd hours when he was making his art. I looked forward to hearing him making noise out there. And if I didn’t, it would concern me; I’d know something was wrong. When it’s not going, you call.”

Jessay was right to be concerned when the house grew uncharacteristically quiet. Robert had tired of the circus atmosphere and was becoming reclusive. Mick had begun having serious health issues. He could no longer drive because he was having extreme neurological pain and spasms in his calves, feet, hands, and fingers. He had been diagnosed with chronic CIDP, similar to MS. CIDP is rare in general but common among men with family histories of other autoimmune conditions like lupus, rheumatoid arthritis, and type 1 diabetes.

Around that time, a young guy in his thirties named John Bates moved into one of the rooms in Robert’s house. John infused new energy into his housemates. He urged Robert to clean up his yard and go to the dentist, stat. He gently nudged Bill to get back into the dating game, to no avail. He tried to give all the guys new purpose in life and liven up the place.

John moved in in November 2016, the start of the holiday season. He got to know the cast of characters very well during daylong parties for Thanksgiving, Christmas, and New Year’s Eve. They’d cook, drink eggnog, smoke weed, and watch sports (well, Mick would put on a football game but might be the only one who cared). They had hours-long conversations about everything under the sun. Every once in a while, John would pull Robert out for a night on the town. “John tried to reeducate me on how to go to a bar.” Robert laughs.

Three months after moving in, John went to a gay bar down the street called Barracks and met Ryan Yezak, a fledgling video producer who worked at Logo TV, the first LGBTQ+ cable channel. They got serious quickly. At first, Ryan found it odd that his boyfriend lived with a bunch of “old farts,” as John affectionately dubbed them. “The first time we hooked up at the house, I was like, Where am I?” Ryan recalls. “It felt like Willy Wonka’s chocolate factory. It was a different world.” The next morning John took Ryan to meet Robert in his garage studio in the back. Robert was naked and didn’t have teeth. “It caught me off guard.”

Mick, too, wore his birthday suit when Ryan first met him. “I tried to be open-minded, but it took several steps to understand the dynamic of this house. I questioned it at first. I had to get out of my comfort zone.” But Ryan was falling in love with John and the “Old Farts” came with that package. Ryan attended their dinner parties, getting to know each member of this extended chosen family intimately. “It was more like a hippie compound, like where you can just be yourself and wear what you want—or nothing at all,” Ryan explains. “‘Everything goes’ was the vibe.”

After dinner one night, John, Ryan, and Robert were getting stoned when one of them used some kind of Gen Z catchphrase, which prompted Robert to be like, Huh? John suggested that Ryan put the older guys on camera for shits and giggles. As soon as he pressed record, he got chills that were multiplying. The comedy—and the chemistry—was immediate. “It was so organic,” Ryan says. “You couldn’t put this together if you tried.”

John officially changed the name “Old Farts” into the less stinky-sounding “Old Gays.” Magic from moment one. They did a longer YouTube video in which the guys tried to decipher “new slang” from the younger gay generation. Their answers were adorable, of courz.

Bop: “A bebop was a good tune,” Bill said.

Beat for the Gods: “One wild masturbation session,” Mick replied.

Okurr: “Okay, you’re real rad,” Robert said. “This is the kind of thing the Kardashians would sit around and do all afternoon.”

Even though the Old Gays were immediately a hit and always met with a positive response with every video posted, there were two concerning problems going on behind the scenes. The first was that it was obvious that this newfangled vaudevillian act was too white. “We needed to open up that club a little bit more to be more diverse and inclusive,” Ryan says.

There would be no casting call. One day while Robert was watering his plants, his neighbor Jessay pulled up to the nearby stop sign, rolled down his window, and began talking to Robert about seeing the Old Gays on YouTube. Robert’s exact words were, “We’re looking for some diversity.” Jessay said, “Oh, you need some color?” They both laughed, and Jessay handed Robert one of his business cards.

He didn’t need much persuasion. He was in. The rest is history.

“It was so sweet the way it happened,” Jessay adds. “I felt like I was adopted by all of them.”

Mick remembers being introduced to Jessay and thinking what an effervescent human being he was. But his second thought was, “Does he know what he’s getting into? Because at that point, I didn’t even know what I was getting into. I felt a little sorry for him.”

By the time Jessay joined the Old Gays, Mick’s health was in crisis. He’d had a seizure, the cause of which has never been determined. After losing consciousness, he crashed his body and walker into the orgy room’s mirrors. Robert found Mick unconscious with a giant bleeding gash over his eye and called 911. While he was unconscious in the ambulance, the paramedics prepped him for a ventilator. Fortunately, it would not be needed.

Mick recalls being placed in a bright, shimmering white light. “I was seeming to hover. It felt like I was suspended in a black void. I listened to a disembodied and nongendered voice say to me, ‘Look, you can come with me now or . . . go back.’ In reply to this voice I answered and said, ‘I’ll go back. There are things that I need to complete and make right.’ ”

Mick was kept in the trauma center/ICU for eleven days. After neurosurgery to repair damage to his left eye, he was taken to a nursing home. “When I arrived there, staff didn’t think I’d survive, let alone ever walk again,” Mick says. After he was discharged, he returned to the safety of the Cat City house using a walker. A full recovery, though, seemed uncertain.

“Mick almost threw in the towel,” Ryan says, looking back. “He progressively got worse and was consumed by his health challenges.” His fatigue and pain were so intense that on the night of May 11, 2020, he overdosed on gabapentin. The paramedics were called again. Mick was taken to the ER and later admitted to the hospital.

After another stint in assisted living, Mick moved into a motel down the hill from Robert’s house to convalesce. Robert saw how hard he was fighting to get back on his feet and stay alive. Robert paid him a visit one afternoon and told him he wanted him to come back home: “Focus on getting better.” On Mick’s sixty-fourth birthday, he returned to the Cat City house again and hasn’t left since. Mick didn’t know how he’d be greeted by all the guys; he was worried that they were mad at him for derailing or disrupting the Old Gays momentum. But they welcomed him back with open arms. “I prayed for him, I really did,” Jessay says.

The rest of the guys were so unsure he might not survive this setback, they prepared for the possibility that he would be leaving this earth. They filmed a video paying homage to Mick in their own way. Mick’s never seen the video, and it’s never been released.

Mick was a mess when he first arrived home. He could hardly speak, could barely do anything. In fact, in TikToks from that time, he can be seen holding on to a walker. Not long after Mick’s return, the Old Gays went to LA to shoot a video. One morning Mick came out of his hotel room and walked down the hallway without a shirt on. Jessay had never seen him like that, and while ogling his chiseled physique blurted out, “Mick, how do you do it?” Jessay told him he looked perfect, and his body looked beautiful. “I do it for the people!” Mick joked.

Jessay believes performing again with the Old Gays was the turning point for Mick’s health. “People see you, but they don’t know what’s going on inside. He had gone through so much, I’d seen him at death’s door, but he decided to get back to living.” Mick started treating his body like a temple, the way he used to, and received infusions for his autoimmune disease every two weeks. His balance and strength, mentally and physically, came roaring back. “This old man came rolling home. It was total awesomeness to me,” Jessay says. “Now you don’t ever see him with a shirt on.”

With Mick healthy again and Jessay on board, there was no stopping the new and improved Old Gays. The chemistry among them was catalytic. Mick took on the part of the bawdy and edgy senior, armed with shocking and often unexpected one-liners. Jessay, the resident paragon of grace and good behavior, could be relied upon for a hilarious and genuine reaction to the audacity of the others. Bill was the wild card: you never knew if he was going to charm you and make you feel brilliant or put you in your place with a verbal slap. Robert was always game; he’d show up for anything we put out there.

The Old Gays blew up on TikTok, gaining millions of followers, making appearances in mainstream media like The Drew Barrymore Show and the Today show, and going viral regularly. Some of their posts have been seen by one hundred million people. The first time they were recognized in public will go down as one of the most memorable. After dinner at a restaurant in LA, all the guys were standing on a curb waiting for an Uber. A young woman ran by with headphones on, saw the Old Gays, and shouted with glee, “Oh my God, TikTok!” She never even stopped running.

At first the Old Gays were simply delighted that their antics were entertaining so many people. It all went to the next level when they started getting messages that their videos were helping people. Just for being themselves. Maybe there was something else going on here besides good old-fashioned camp.

One message was from a nineteen-year-old boy named Itay. He wrote:

First of all just know that I’m your hugest fan. as a part of the lgbt community, seeing you walking with so much pride and showing light to the world helped me get through some really hard times. It took me a while to get to know myself and accept who I actually am.

Itay couldn’t possibly know that the Old Gays were still figuring that out themselves, even after being on the planet for six or seven decades. This is kind of meta, but being the Old Gays changed their lives for the better, too. “We all had these incredible lives,” Bill says. “And then each of us hit these rock-bottom moments and thought, Maybe this is it for me. Like, maybe life is really over.”

It wasn’t over. Not by a long shot. What all the Old Gays have learned through this process is this: you never know what’s coming around the corner, so please do not give up hope, no matter how low you get, no matter how awful whatever you’re going through. Second, third, fourth—endless—acts are waiting for you, as long as you’re on this earth. Life can turn on a dime. Trust the universe to turn it all around. What really matters is community. The OGs found each other, became a community of friends late in life, and helped each other through tough times. By luck and some inspired ideas—and some daring skimpy outfits!—they expanded that community to include millions. That’s a bit of a unicorn last act, admittedly, but it’s never too late to find community. That’s where the magic happens. And it can happen right where you are now.

Bill wasn’t sure he’d ever have sex again after his breakup. “I started reading comments that people thought I was hot.” He laughs. “Old Gays not only gave me purpose, it made me realize that people want me. I got a proposal for marriage, from a guy in Turkey who said his life would not be complete until he talked to me on the phone.” Needless to say, Bill is dating again.

Jessay was the most social of the group but also the most closed off when it came to sharing the gay side of his life publicly. “When we first started, he would often say, ‘I don’t share that’ or ‘I don’t do that,’” Ryan says. “The greatest turnaround for Jessay has been seeing him open up and be himself at this age.”

“I owe my new life to Robert. He’s been a wonderful friend, beyond the call of duty,” says Mick. Back to beefcake form, he explains, “I am a bionic man and a medical miracle,” he stresses. “I’ve had two cataract surgeries, one hip replaced, am HIV undetectable and kept alive thanks to a five-hour infusion of immunoglobulin every other week. The lesson of going through immense pain and suffering has taught me compassion for any human being less fortunate than me. By fate or divine intent, I am thankful to be alive. For this second chance. When things get tough on set, when my pain and fatigue seem too much to bear, I tell myself to focus on the task at hand. To make my queer family laugh. To forget for just one TikTok minute their troubles.”

John and Ryan got married and moved four houses down the street.

And Robert? Well, the Cat City home he nearly lost in bankruptcy is now the epicenter of one of the most beloved TikTok acts of all time. It may be as recognizable to this online generation as the Brady Bunch house was to older generations. “Without this house, there’s really no us,” Robert says.

Oh, and BTW, there’s still a room available to rent. Clothing optional, of course.
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The Glue: Robert
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“Bob is just one of the smartest people I ever met, but you wouldn’t know it just looking at him.”

—JESSAY

The world has always revolved around Robert, Bob to his close friends. We don’t mean that in an icky, self-centered way. Quite the opposite. Robert, seventy-nine years young as of this writing, has always carried himself with an air of quiet confidence and go-with-the-flow attitude. His easy, breezy, beautiful CoverGirl vibe doesn’t come from being a lifelong marijuana smoker. Well, not entirely. From his childhood in Arkansas up until now, people have always gravitated toward Robert and orbited around the universe he creates. He builds community around him, literally when he was a city planner, but also with his friends. He’s always the ringleader wherever he goes—from his wild days in San Francisco in the ’70s and ’80s to hosting nudist dinner parties in his house in Palm Springs. Robert, an analytical city planner by day (he helped create the SF Giants stadium—mmm, that crab sandwich), is also a well-known artist and sculptor. People in his neighborhood in Cat City regularly drive by his house to see what piece he’s displaying in the front window. As we said earlier, a few homophobes have even thrown rocks through those windows. They probably just have a crush on Bob. Who wouldn’t? He’s a tall drink of water and adds comedy and levity to any conversation/situation, whether intentional or not.

Nudist Etiquette 101

I’ve always preferred to be in my birthday suit. At a very young age, when I was back in Arkansas, we lived at the edge of town, so my brothers and I would only need to walk a few properties over from our house and be in the middle of nowhere. There was a huge horse pasture and a creek and a hillside that would bloom with clover in the spring. I can remember taking hikes by myself over there, finding the most secluded spots, taking off my clothes, and running through the woods and feeling so free. I’d climb trees naked and pretend I was Tarzan. It was my escape from society’s pressures about how I was supposed to be. When I went to St. Louis for college, that’s the first time I discovered bathhouses. By the time I got to San Francisco, I started hosting my own nudist parties/orgies.

When people don’t have clothes on, pretty much anything goes. When you’re in a room full of men and everyone’s naked, there’s not much casual conversation. You’re mostly just going for the pile, but there is etiquette and standards of being respectful. Here are some dos and don’ts for hosting and attending nudist gatherings:

For the Host


	Create a mood. Make a hard-driving playlist and put porn on the TVs. Candles can be dangerous for bare bottoms and dangling body parts; opt instead for mirrors and rosy-red lighting, which makes the skin glow.

	Don’t allow junk on your good furniture. It’s okay to make clear in the form of a friendly note that certain spots in your home are not suitable for ass cheeks and other body parts and fluids.

	Speaking of fluids, make sure everyone hydrates! Provide refreshments for breaks in the action. People will be parched. Oh, and don’t forget the bowl of condoms; even if nobody uses them, it’s good form to provide them gratis.



For Guests


	Bring a little Dopp bag. You’ll need lube, a towel, and party favors for your new friends. Perhaps some poppers.

	You can look and touch. You don’t have to look people in the eyes or pretend not to stare. You’re allowed to oogle all the beautiful bodies and make sexy comments. It’s all out there for everybody to see, so it’s not like anyone’s hiding anything.

	However, don’t intrude unless you’ve been invited. This is the most important rule. If you find someone attractive and you want to get to know them better, and you’re trying to get their attention and they’re obviously not interested, don’t push it. There should be an accepted understanding that some people are attracted and some aren’t. If there are two or three people who seem to be really enjoying themselves, let them have their fun and just observe.



How to Host Epic Dinner Parties


	Invite a foodie who knows how to cook.

	Limit the guest list to six people. That’s best for good conversation and camaraderie. If you invite more, you’ll be cleaning up for two days.

	Invite a new, interesting, even mysterious person who your group doesn’t know. It’s great to get their perspective on life, plus it’s not unheard-of that they will end up getting to know someone at the party much better by the end of the night—hint, hint, wink.

	Don’t invite frenemies, unless you want Real Housewives–style table flipping and drama.

	Put one unique item on your menu. For example, I really got into fixing artichokes in different ways for a hot minute.

	Smoke lots of pot before you eat. Everyone will rave about your cooking, even if you screw it all up.

	Let the wine and gossip flow freely and endlessly.

	Put on a pop hits playlist and dance all over the house.

	Push someone in the pool (if you have one) with all their clothes on. Just make sure they aren’t carrying their cell phone first!
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The Bon Vivant: Bill

“Bill will do anything, really anything, for you.”

—MICK

[image: image]

Bill has described the Old Gays as the most exciting thing that has ever happened to him in his seventy-nine years—and that’s saying a lot because the man has lived quite a life. “I haven’t been rich, but I’ve been very privileged.” Bill has had a fabulous, chic life working in the modeling, fashion, and interior design industries in LA and San Francisco as a handsome young gay man in the ’70s and ’80s. At first glance, Bill seems like Charlotte from Sex and the City because he gives off a super-conservative, innocent vibe, but he also has always had a little devil on his shoulder nudging him to live a little. Back in the day, Bill hung out with the highfliers in Beverly Hills and, in his decorating years, partied with Steve Wynn and Liberace and served tea at lunch with Phyllis Diller and Johnny Carson at the famed Beverly Hills Hotel. Today, Bill loves dressing up in drag or down to his skivvies. He also loves when people slide into his DMs.

From Drab to Fab: My Best Fashion and Lifestyle Tips

I’ve always had a taste for the finer things in life. I hate to admit it because it sounds kind of snobby, but I’m into opera (Tosca is my fave), art, and fine food. My parents’ high school graduation present to me was sending me to have dinner with the PR rep for Perino’s, one of the most legendary celebrity hangouts during Hollywood’s Golden Age. Sinatra was known to tickle the ivories there, while Joan Crawford and Bugsy Siegel noshed on the legendary pressed duck. I’ve also been to the French Laundry twice. I have a collection of old Architectural Digest magazines dating back to the first issue in 1923. I have a talent for walking into a store and picking out the most expensive thing. I worked in upscale men’s clothing stores in my teens and twenties and have been into fashion and design ever since. Here’s how to look your best every day:

Start with a K.I.S.S.: That means Keep It Simple, Sir!

Don’t copy anyone: Everyone should have their own style; don’t just repeat what you see on other people.

Dress for success: The Casual Friday look is out of control. Everyone looks like slobs nowadays. Put effort into what you wear out in the world.

But don’t spend a lot of money: I was poor for so long, I can’t stomach paying $200 for a bathing suit. I go to Macy’s now and find incredible deals.

Buy one good suit: No one wears suits anymore these days, but if you’re called to an occasion suddenly, or, God forbid, a memorial service, it’s very important to show respect to the people you are honoring. A good suit and tie is a basic for every wardrobe. Twenty years ago you could get a Brioni custom suit for $2,500. Now they’re like $10,000. There’s really no reason anyone needs custom. You can easily put together a great look for under $150. Navy or gray suits are appropriate for just about any occasion.

. . . And a Speedo! I just love Speedos.

Skip the latest trend: In the ’70s, bell-bottoms were so in, but all that extra fabric bouncing around reminded me of a clown. I was never a fan of neon in the ’80s or baggy clothes in the ’90s. Tight pants are always in fashion, though.

Brighten up your look: Brown and black can get so drab. Ask a salesperson in a store to tell you honestly what fun colors look good on you. For example, I’m too pale to wear yellow or orange; it washes me out. I wear a lot of blue because it matches my eyes.

Step out of your comfort zone: Since the Old Gays, I’m much more experimental. I actually wear lime green now! And one-piece women’s bathing suits, but that’s another story.

Moisturize your skin: Companies come to us and they send us their complete line of grooming accessories. One included a face wash and little things that you could put on your eyes. Some of ’em were cucumbers, some of ’em were gold. And then they sent us a whole series of masks that we could put on again for exfoliating.

Groom: Beards are all the rage, but sometimes they just look horrible, like Yosemite Sam. Hairy can be scary if you don’t trim and maintain.

Shave your balls: I had my first experience when the Old Gays re-created the shower scene from Lil Nas X’s video. Basically, it was shot nude. So I went to a salon here in town and had it done so it looked neat. But Manscaped is a great tool, because if you go to a salon to get your chest shaved or your bush trimmed, it’s easily $90. Manscaped also has special ointments for your scrotum for a very, very clean cut. Honestly, it’s just more attractive to shave your balls, plus it helps accentuate your size down there.

Don’t overaccessorize: Belts, jewelry, pocket squares, all are individual choices. Just remember what Coco Chanel famously advised, and I’m paraphrasing here: “To become the best-dressed person you can, take off the last thing you put on before you go out.”

I Remember When . . . I Wore the Trendiest Outfits

BILL: I wore white buck suede shoes with pink soles and used a bunny bag. A bunny bag contained a white powder to keep your bucks clean if they got dirty. In school it also denoted status. I was a cheerleader. I was in class council. I was on the debate team. I was a “white buck.” That had an entirely new meaning in West Covina. It meant I had lots of friends, got good grades, and was going to
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