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            Queer Chaos Anthem
Dancing in the dark, oh, just like sparks.
Swiping left and right, under flashing lights.
Ghosted in a second, nah, it won't wreck it.
Heartbreak on repeat; Moving to the beat.
 
Met a Grindr ghost; Kept my smile the most.
Fool me once, shame on you.
I'm still feelin' new.
Hearts are mending; vibes transcending;
Laughter in the air; dance without a care.
 
Fabulous, we're dancing through it all!
Resilient, even if we fall!
Queer chaos, tossing through the night,
witty anthem, shining oh so bright.
 
Fuckboys come and go, oh, we still glow.
Self-love! Standing strong! Where we belong!
Through heartbreak; We rise like stars in skies
Dancing on our own, never felt alone.
 
Healing with a laugh, never looking back.
Unapologetic, we're on the right track.
In the club, we're free, you and me.
We dancing to survive, living so alive!
 
Stream this original song here: https://suno.com/song/b2d7500d-bcb4-4fef-800a-df9c9b4be281
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Introduction: So, You Want to Fuck Around and Heal?
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Congratulations, dear reader! By picking up this book, you’ve already achieved what 98% of queer men avoid like eye contact with an ex at Pride: you’ve acknowledged that maybe your hookup habits and emotional trauma are linked. Don’t panic. This isn’t an intervention. This is a guide, a survival manual, and possibly your new favorite bedtime story, depending on how much wine you’ve had.

Let me set the tone right now: this book isn’t here to fix you. Why? Because you’re not broken. You’re just a gay (or queer, or bi, or whatever other flavor of fabulous you identify with) man living in a world that’s essentially a nightclub at 2 a.m.—dark, chaotic, and filled with people making questionable decisions. What I will do, however, is help you make those decisions with a little less chaos and a lot more self-awareness. Or at least help you laugh at the mess you’re currently in.

This isn’t one of those 10 Steps to the Perfect Relationship books because, let’s be honest, if you wanted perfection, you wouldn’t be dating men. No, this book is for the messy, the traumatized, the horny, and the hopeful—often all at once. It’s for the guy who’s Googled “how to stop falling for fuckboys” at 3 a.m. It’s for the one who swears he’s “taking a break from dating” but still checks Grindr on the toilet. It’s for anyone who’s ever cried into their iced coffee over a man who didn’t even deserve a “hey” back on Sniffies.

Let’s address the elephant in the room: trauma. You’ve got it. I’ve got it. Your neighbor’s gay cat probably has it. Whether it’s childhood rejection, toxic exes, internalized homophobia, or just the cumulative wear-and-tear of trying to date in the queer community, we’ve all been through some shit. The question is: what do we do with it? Well, you’ve got two options. You can bury it under a pile of bad decisions and tequila shots, or you can face it, heal from it... and still make bad decisions—just with less tequila and more therapy.

This book doesn’t judge. It’s not here to tell you how to live your life or shame you for swiping right on guys who are clearly walking red flags. (You do that enough to yourself.) Instead, it’s here to guide you through the minefield of queer relationships, hookups, and heartbreak with a mix of brutal honesty, dark humor, and just enough meaningful advice to make your therapist proud. Think of it as the sarcastic best friend who tells you to “know your worth” but also hands you a shot before you text your ex-boyfriend.

Each chapter dives into a specific aspect of queer male life, from the emotional whiplash of hookup culture to the mental gymnastics required to navigate open relationships. Along the way, you’ll meet fictionalized characters who might feel eerily familiar—because let’s be real, we’ve all dated that guy. You’ll laugh, you’ll cringe, and maybe, just maybe, you’ll learn a thing or two about yourself. Or at the very least, you’ll have something to quote dramatically on Twitter, X, or whatever name it has at that time.

Ground Rules: How to Read This Book

Before we begin, let’s set some ground rules:

	No bullshit. This book is going to call you out, but it’s all in love. If you can’t laugh at yourself, you’re probably not ready to heal anyway.

	This is a safe space for messy people. Perfection is a myth, and pretending you have your life together is exhausting. Take a deep breath and embrace your glorious chaos.

	Take what you need, leave what you don’t. Not every piece of advice will resonate, and that’s okay. Use what works for you and ignore the rest—like an overpriced bottomless brunch menu.


Ready? We’re about to dive headfirst into the weird, wonderful, and wildly unpredictable world of queer male relationships. By the time you’re done, you might not have all the answers, but you’ll definitely have a better sense of how to survive the madness—and maybe even thrive in it. Or, at the very least, you’ll have something to laugh about the next time a hookup starts crying in your bed.

Welcome to the ride. Let’s fuck around and heal

.
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Chapter 1: Trauma with a Side of Dick
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Ah, trauma. The gift that keeps on giving. Like glitter at a drag show or an unsolicited dick pic, it’s everywhere, unavoidable, and sticks around way longer than it should. If you’ve spent any time in the queer male dating world—and by “dating,” I also mean swiping, hooking up, or trying to decipher what “looking for fun” actually means—you’ve probably noticed one glaring trend: everyone has baggage. Emotional carry-ons. A matching luggage set of unresolved issues. And somehow, we’re all trying to squeeze it into a tiny overhead compartment labeled “casual fun.”

Let’s get something straight (pun intended): hookup culture isn’t inherently bad. It’s thrilling, liberating, and sometimes exactly what you need to blow off steam (or...well, you get the idea). The problem arises when we use hookups as emotional Band-Aids for wounds we’re not willing to acknowledge. Because here’s the thing no one wants to admit: you can’t fuck your trauma away. Believe me, people have tried. You’ve tried.

The Cycle of Hot Mess-ery

Picture this: You’ve just downloaded Grindr for the third time this month after swearing it off for “mental health reasons.” Your profile is simple, maybe a little vague—something like “chill guy, no drama, masc4masc.” (Which, let’s be honest, is basically a flashing neon sign that screams drama.) Within minutes, you’re deep in a conversation with a faceless torso named “AlphaTop69” who uses more emojis than actual punctuation. Before you know it, you’re in an Uber heading to his place, telling yourself, “This is fine. I’m totally in control.”

Except, you’re not. Because this isn’t just about getting laid. This is about distracting yourself from that gnawing emptiness in your chest you’ve been ignoring since your last situationship imploded. You know, the one who “wasn’t looking for anything serious” but also got weirdly possessive every time you flirted with someone else? Yeah, him.

The hookup happens. Maybe it’s good, maybe it’s mediocre, maybe he finishes in 90 seconds and falls asleep before you can find your underwear. Regardless, you leave feeling...off. And not in a cute “ugh, I shouldn’t have eaten Taco Bell at 2 a.m.” kind of way. No, this is deeper. You feel used, invisible, and weirdly resentful—like you just participated in your own emotional mugging. But instead of sitting with that discomfort and figuring out why you keep putting yourself in these situations, you do what any self-respecting queer man does: you rinse, repeat, and blame Mercury retrograde.

Why Trauma Loves a Good Hookup

Here’s the hard truth: many of us enter hookup culture with unresolved trauma, whether we’re aware of it or not. Maybe it’s the result of growing up queer in a world that told you you’re wrong just for existing. Maybe it’s a string of failed relationships that left you questioning your worth. Or maybe it’s something even deeper—abandonment issues, rejection, shame. Whatever the root cause, that shit doesn’t just disappear because you’ve perfected your thirst trap lighting.

Hookups, for all their fleeting thrills, are rarely about the other person. They’re about you—your needs, your insecurities, your desperate search for validation. It’s why you keep going back to the guy who doesn’t respect your boundaries or swipe right on someone who reminds you of your emotionally unavailable ex. It’s not just self-sabotage; it’s a subconscious attempt to recreate familiar patterns, even if those patterns are toxic as hell.

And let’s not forget the queer community’s collective tendency to mask vulnerability with sarcasm, partying, and Instagram thirst posts. (“I’m fine!” you shout, while posting a shirtless gym selfie with the caption ‘just vibing.’) But here’s the kicker: avoiding your trauma doesn’t mean it goes away. It just lurks beneath the surface, waiting to pop up at the worst possible moment—like mid-hookup, when your “totally casual” fling starts asking you questions about your childhood, and suddenly you’re crying into his IKEA sheets.

Swiping Story: Jake & Chris


To illustrate just how ridiculous—and painfully relatable—this cycle can be, let’s meet our fictional friend, Jake. Jake is 28, cute, reasonably fit, and absolutely drowning in unresolved issues. He’s still low-key obsessed with his first boyfriend, who ghosted him six years ago after moving to L.A. He swears he’s fine, though. (Spoiler: He’s not.)


Jake spends most nights on hookup apps, bouncing between a rotation of emotionally unavailable men who all have the same vague energy as his ex. Tonight, he’s meeting “Chris.” Chris is charming, funny, and exactly Jake’s type—which, coincidentally, is “emotionally detached and slightly condescending.” They hook up, and for a brief, shining moment, Jake feels...connected. Seen. Loved, even. Then Chris says something like, “This was fun. We should totally do it again sometime!” before vanishing faster than a gay bar’s WiFi on drag night.


Cue Jake spiraling. He texts his best friend, overanalyzes every detail of the encounter, and eventually convinces himself that Chris is probably just busy. Meanwhile, Chris is already lining up his next hookup. Jake deletes Grindr. Then he re-downloads it. The cycle continues.



So, What’s the Solution?

At this point, you’re probably thinking, “Okay, great, but what the hell am I supposed to do about it?” Don’t worry, I’m not going to leave you hanging like that fuckboy who “forgot to text back.” Here’s the thing: healing isn’t about swearing off hookups or pretending you don’t have trauma. It’s about understanding why you make the choices you do and learning to take care of yourself in the process.

Does this mean you need to throw your phone into the ocean and join a queer knitting circle? No. (Although, honestly, that sounds lovely.) It means being honest with yourself



	Acknowledge your shit. You can’t heal what you refuse to face.

	Hookups aren’t therapy. (Unless your kink is paying $150 an hour and crying on a couch. In which case, same.)

	Set boundaries. And by that, I mean actual boundaries—not just pretending you’re okay with being treated like a doormat.

	Laugh at yourself. Because sometimes, the only thing more ridiculous than hookup culture is taking it too seriously.
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