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	Wintercrest Canyon

	By R.W. Clinger

	As expected, Birk Hillerman sends the group text to seven peeps. The three-day annual event at Wintercrest Canyon is always a blast. Whomever doesn't go, loses out. The circle of well-knit friends and guests include:

	Beth Marla, Birk's award-winning and faithful life coach for the last six years. Let's face it, she's a total Mouth of the South. Doesn't know when to keep her trap shut. But...The woman is brilliant. A total brain-Einstein. But too talkie. Always has something to say and in everyone's business. She sniffs it out. Beth can even annoy the Pope. The woman drives me insane, but she's still a friend of mine. She probably drives me nuts because we're complete opposites. Or maybe because we slept with the same guy this past summer, using him up like a Dixie cup: slurp and spit...some musclehead named Tino Marcetti with big brown eyes, big shoulders, big pecs, and a big dick. Both of us rode him home until there wasn't any riding left. No wonder we loathe each other now. Yeah. I'm sure this is why we don't get along. It's because of Tino and his dick and riding. Has to be.

	Anyway, Jimmy Daile is on the group text. He's Birk's current boyfriend. Looks just like Spiderman. The adorable Tom Holland one that oozes charm and innocence. Everyone in our people-pack knows that Jimmy is ten years Birk's junior. A baby. A puppy. Someone soft-spoken and sweet. A quiet guy. A bumble bee without the sting. A sweetie pie. Jimmy doesn't work because he doesn't have to. Birk takes care of him. Don't get me wrong, the kid isn't a hustler or player. Nor does he take advantage of Birk. Let's just say he's dependent on Birk. Because Birk can afford him. Heck yeah, he can. Jimmy's dependent. That's the key arrangement I'm looking for. And Jimmy knows where his home, warm bed, and food are, and his dick.

	Birk's vet, one sexy, big boobed and big lipped Dr. Kimmie Choo-Choo is added to the group text. Let me cut to the chase here. No fooking around. Okay? Okay. Kimmie Choo-Choo used to be Ken Chow. Ken never felt comfortable as a man. Hence, the reason why he had a number of surgeries, lifts, tucks, implants, reductions, and many therapy sessions with a panel of psychiatrists, creating a new life for himself, transgendering. Some eight years later, today, Kimmie Choo-Choo is happy. She only dates men on Sunday afternoons, has found Jesus, and attends book club (the Reese Witherspoon picks, of course), usually during the second Wednesday evening of each month. She plays bingo, likes Taylor Swift songs, hates Chinese buffets, and refuses to read anything that Robert Riley writes, even though he's from western Pennsylvania and a celebrity from these parts.

	Next...Birk and I have a mutual friend, one of the biggest dildos on the planet, and a professional adult actor, Skeet Meyer. How many XXX movies has Skeet performed in during the last decade? Too many to count. And far too many to watch. To name just a few, without taking up the next two hours, his filthy award-winning selections include: Man Overboard, Behind Me Again, Undercarriage, Dick It or Die, and Face-Overload. Everyone who knows Skeet understands the following: he's pretentious, annoying, arrogant, and nothing shy of offensive. Perhaps the reason Birk and I think he's a big dildo. But we still consider him a friend, since the three of us went to high school together at Shinnely Manor here in Pittsburgh, owning and ruling our class. Dick or not, Skeet's still a good guy. Maybe. He'd save an old woman crossing the street, but he might just steal her purse. Who knows?

	Skeet has a hubby named Leif Bentley; he's also added to the list of victims on the text chain. Not that Birk and I know the man well. In brief, Leif comes across as some tea-drinking English queen that no one really pays any attention to, probably because of his Liverpool accent. He and Skeet have been married the last six years. Leif plays with money, a high-end banker/investor, is closer to forty than he lets on, but still looks chiseled and is quite handsome. Some people think he looks like David Beckham. I'm not one of those people since Leif doesn't have a single tattoo on his body. Being a gossipmonger for a living, I know a secret that Leif keeps from most people: he loves to watch his husband have sex with other men. Totally gets off on the shit. Leif's a hardcore voyeur all the way. Perhaps the reason why he's comfortable that Skeet continues to perform in adult films. For sure. No doubt.

	Another person on the group text just happens to be Booth Cartwell. The professional cross-country and gold medal-winning Olympic skier lacks nothing robust. At six-three, muscular from toes to head, and sporting the most irresistible dimples in his De Vinci-sculpted cheeks, the black-haired beauty with the intensely shocking Mediterranean blue eyes is nothing to balk at. I'm talking pure beef and jockish all the way. I'm talking he looks like Wolverine. A stud beyond the definition. Although some might disagree with me, very few in fact, he's a sweetheart in a God-like frame, a priceless artwork, a prince without a title, and an enjoyable man to spend time with. He is someone to share secrets with, and a prize to have too many drinks with. Booth is special beyond words and actions. But hey, this is just my opinion. Whatever.

	And last, but certainly not least on Birk's group text, is yours truly: Scott Harker, gossip columnist for the city's online magazine Talk Dirty, Pittsburgh. Like Booth Cartwell I'm thirty-three, single, regularly workout, take care of my body, and like men over the ladies. I cannot pass for Booth's twin, though. No way. Instead, I look like his opposite because of my curly blond hair and hazel eyes. And, unfortunately, Booth has three inches on me--height wise, people, get your minds out of the gutter. But...who knows how long his junk is? Hmmmm...To share the truth, I wouldn't mind being a treasure hunter and find out.

	So, these are the guests Birk wants to spend some wintertime excitement with. Like last year. And the year before. Always just before Christmas and New Year's. No problem. Good to know. And here are the details of Birk's text, which read short and to the point: Wintercrest Canyon. Weekend of December 16 through 18. BYOB. Key under first step. RSVP by text--ASAP people!

	* * * *

	I admit--even though I don't want to make the three-hour drive north into Erie County, pass through Templeton Township, end up along the icy and chilled Lake Erie, and find the unnamed cabin at Wintercrest, even though it's against my grain to leave the cozy city and warm streetlights, even though I want to decline Birk's invitation--something unexplainable happens and I decide to go.

	How does this positive response happen when I don't want to go? I must lose numerous brain cells when reading Birk's text for the sixth time? Do I have an outer-body-experience and some mysterious something-or-other makes the decision for me? Or, subconsciously, do I tell Birk I will come, when, in reality, I mean to tell him I'll skip this year, and catch up with him and the others next year?

	Truth is, maybe all of the above occurs. I don't know. My mind can be so fucked up sometimes. Probably because the holidays are right around the bend. Who's isn't half-crocked? Moving forward.

	In the end of my mental madness, I kick a text back to Birk: Expect me. Bringing Tito's for the bunch. See you on Friday, the 16th. After dark. Round eight. Maybe a little later. Depends on the weather. I think we're getting a snowstorm. Not sure yet.

	He hits me back with superhuman speed because his cell phone has grown out of his asshole: That's my man, Harker!!! I knew you wouldn't let me down!!! See you then, Funman!!!

	Funman. Really? He's playing this card? We'll see about this. Heavily sigh. Tuck my phone away. Forget about Wintercrest Canyon, the cabin, the circle of friends, and all the annoying whatnots that go with the three-day weekend. At least for now. Again, moving on. Hold on for the ride.

	* * * *

	The sixteenth comes as quickly as Skeet does during a queer threesome in an adult period piece that he starred in last fall called Come-a-lot! I admit, it's not one of his best performances while being face-banged by a bearish Merlin and ass-hammered by a crown-wearing King Arthur in a faux beard. Truth is, it's a horrible scene that offers more eye pain than pleasure. More truth, if I were to write some nasty gossip about the twenty-five-minute scene (not that Talk Dirty, Pittsburgh would ever allow me to professionally review an adult film), I'd have to say: Seedy performances by bronze and brazen bad actors with tight bods who lack the luster of stage presence. Keep this away from your girlfriend's eyes for fear she might go blind. But if she does view such twisted trash, she might just gasp in horror by the unsightly, sexual outrage of these melancholic men lacking naked chemistry. Power driver sadness. Quickest load-blows ever. Worst threesome in the man-inside-man-inside-man field. Gay garbage all the way. A testosterone travesty! Watcher beware!

	Anyway, December 16 arrives, and a burst of snow follows. I can't lie, it's more than a burst. The snow and wind twists down from Canada and thrusts west through Indiana and Ohio. The icy and cold storm starts in the early morning and builds into something fierce, hour after hour, inch after inch. Think linebacker speed and power. By noon there are eight inches on the ground, all of which cover Pittsburgh. By two in the afternoon eleven inches decorate the city and a full-fledged blizzard whips western Pennsylvania in the ass; not in the good way. And by four P.M. there are almost fifteen inches and the city is under severe weather conditions. Over half the city shuts down. Yes, Armageddon is here! No bread is on the shelves in the grocery store. Milk is also sold out. The apocalypse is upon us!

	Birk sends a group text: Come one. Come all to Wintercrest Canyon. Don't let this blizzard keep you away. I will see you there, my friends!

	As expected, Beth Marla is the first to reply: Out of your mind. I drive a Prius. Can't get off my block here in South Side. Maybe next year. Cia.

	Perhaps Jimmy Daile, Birk's lover, responds to the group text by accident when he wants to send a private message to Birk. Shocking the group, his comment reads with much spice and screams pornographic: No way, Birk. Not going. Come to my place and we can rub our dicks together. I'll keep you warm this weekend with my body heat. We can watch rom-coms and stay drunk. Have some fun together with me. Maybe we can try that donkey move in bed again. You loved it.

	Dr. Kimmie Choo-Choo's response is to the point: Not coming. Later.

	Skeet Meyer's response to Birk's text is in typical Skeet Meyer form: Wsn't cumming. Not 2 Wintercrest anyway. Gonna cancel. Doin a gang-bang scene with 5 marines this wkend. Hope my hole can handle their meat. Wish me luck, and some good fucks.

	Leif Bentley, I'm sure, surprises everyone with his response: This weekend is my acting debut. I'll be one of the marines in my husband's scenes. Can't wait! Wish me luck!

	No word from Booth Cartwell. I'm sure he's lost in the blizzard somewhere. No doubt. He's a smart man. He'll figure it out. He might show at Wintercrest. Might not.

	Birk sends a hit to the group, but it's meant for his husband: Jimmy--We're going. Pick you up in an hour. No complaints. And stop sharing our private bedroom details with others! No to the donkey! Never again!

	A second hit from Birk is sent: Funman--What's your plan?

	My reply doesn't stray from being simple and to the point: Going. See you there. A blizzard will never stop me!

	* * * *

	No lie. I do have every intention to head north through the blizzard and end up at Wintercrest Canyon. One tiny problem seems to be in the way, though: I don't have a vehicle to get there. I drive a Mazda CS-50, which doesn't go very well in heavy snow. Trust me, it's a great city car. A little zoom zoom here. And a little zoom zoom there. But it's not made for blizzards. Hence, the reason why I call my twin brother, Sean, to throw me a favor.

	Sean brags about being a minute older than me. The bigger brother. The wiser one. Whatever. Who gives a flaming shit? He also brags about being handsomer, which is impossible since we're identical twins, not fraternal. We're best buds. Closer than my relationship with Birk. And probably the main reason why I haven't settled down with a man yet. I spend over half my life with Sean. We're best bros. We play pool together, golf, swim, bike, and go to movies. I end up at straight bars with him, and he's been to numerous gay bars with me. We watch football--both pro and college--whenever we can. We also love to watch and play hockey. I'm not saying we're sports junkies, but we come close, paling around many hours out of the week.

	I call him the professional fiancée because he's been engaged five times. Women are always asking him to marry them, which
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