
	Elias has worked so hard to get into shape, and it hasn’t been easy considering he never met a donut he didn’t like. His whole life is a pressure cooker, and love, his distant fantasy, is nowhere on the horizon.

	When his best friend and roommate, Josh, talks him into a weekend getaway, he says yes but soon wishes he’d said no. Elias doesn’t think he’s ready for a trip that involves Gay Leather Pride Weekend at The Oasis resort in Palm Springs.

	Elias is finally starting to feel good in his clothes. Can he really parade around in a leather anything, or God help him, naked in front of dozens of horny men?

	Can he handle a pornado of a weekend?
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	To Samuel Colt, who listened to my idea to incorporate him as a character within these pages and simply said, “I trust you.” Thank you for that!

	 

	And to Brad and his husband David whose wild weekend in Palm Springs inspired this one. Thank you for sharing your adventures with me.

	 

	And to John Bruno, whose bright light left this Earth too soon. If you, if you, or somebody you know is struggling with depression and/or suicidal thoughts,

	 

	PLEASE REACH OUT FOR HELP!

	 

	The phone number for the US National Suicide Prevention Hotline is: 1-800-273-8255 or Tweet to:

	 

	https://twitter.com/800273TALK

	 

	Be There.

	Be the One to Ask.

	Keep them Safe.

	Be there To Help them Connect

	and

	Follow Up.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	“Mmm, this is so good. One of the best cupcakes I ever ate in my whole life.”

	Elias watched the camera pan in for a closer look at the multi-layered goodness of the gooey confection.

	“I think the chocolate ganache is the secret here, giving the cupcake an extra depth, a moistness you don’t always get.” The cake-eater on TV took another bite, moaning in ecstasy over the combination of fresh cream and buttercream frosting.

	“You can really taste the hazelnut!”

	Elias thought he could, too. His tongue tip almost touched the screen as he leaned forward on his treadmill, staring at the array of cakes on display. The TV host picked up another one. Elias heard his phone ringing and contemplated ignoring it. His new landline phone feature with its special ringtones indicated the caller was his best friend, Josh. Irritated by Josh’s incessant perkiness, not to mention his constant calls, and especially not mentioning his normal metabolism, Elias reached for the receiver and muted the TV.

	It’s like he knows I’m thinking about cakes...

	“Hey, what’s up?”

	“Why are you panting?” Josh asked.

	“I’m on my desk treadmill.”

	“Dude. How many miles have you trodden?”

	Elias checked. “I’ve dragged my sorry ass over three of the buggers.” He was a multi-tasking fool. He had so much work to do he couldn’t remember the last time he’d been to the gym or taken a swim at the beach. Josh did all of these things. Daily. Josh sat on his board in the ocean, contemplating the horizon for inspiration. Elias seethed with jealousy as he looked out the window of his home office. He was rewarded with the charming view of three-week-old linens dangling from a broken clothesline, a used diaper stuck in a tree and a plethora of satellite dishes on the roof of the apartment building next door.

	That was his... er... inspiration.

	“I have a question for you.” Elias mopped sweat from his face with a hand towel.

	“What’s that?”

	“Why do you keep calling instead of just knocking at my door and coming in here?”

	There was a moment of silence, followed by a knock at his door.

	Elias grabbed the remote, feeling guilty about watching the cooking program. The Food Network was his refuge, but Josh just wouldn’t understand. He would say Elias was obsessing. Which he wasn’t. Well, maybe just a little.

	“Come in.” He dropped the receiver back on its dock and glanced over his left shoulder at Josh, who carried a pair of tall tumblers that Elias knew contained vitamin supplement-packed juice blends. His mouth watered when he detected the tang of strawberries and pineapple on the air.

	He slowed the treadmill down so he could still walk and talk... and drink. God, the pineapple smelled good.

	“Thanks,” he said, snatching the tumbler Josh held out to him. “Wait a second. How come mine is green and smells like a dirty swamp?” His heart sank as his gaze fell on the lovely, fruity, frothy confection Josh sipped so flagrantly.

	“Yours is full of enzymes and fat-busting deliciousness.”

	“Yeah? If it’s so full of deliciousness, how come you’re not drinking it?”

	“Knotweed gives me heartburn.”

	Elias gaped at him. “What the hell is knotweed?”

	Josh shrugged. “Some Japanese weed that’s the latest super-green food.”

	“If you say so.” Elias would pour it down the sink the second Josh left his room.

	“I’m not leaving until you drink it,” Josh said as if he could read his thoughts.

	Bastard.

	As best friends, becoming roommates seemed like a good idea when Josh moved in a few months ago. Josh was handsome, fun, and very popular. At twenty-eight, he seemed blessed by the fortune gods. He worked when he wanted, surfed when he wanted, and fucked when he wanted. He showed no signs of growing up any time soon.

	Elias took a tentative sip. It wasn’t too bad.

	“So, you like it?” Josh asked.

	“Yeah, I do. Kind of citrusy and minty and—”

	“I meant the tread desk.”

	“Oh, yeah. It’s awesome.”

	Elias swallowed something lumpy from his drink and hoped it wasn’t a snail.

	The desk treadmill had been a gift from Josh who had snapped it up after a porn film shoot. It had been thoughtful of him, but Josh was like that, which was why Elias felt guilty about being grumpy with him.

	Josh had a fantastic body he took care of religiously. A videographer by trade, his work was so good, he got as much business as he could handle shooting gay porn DVDs. For a guy behind the camera, he was so hot the models frequently hit on him, but he rarely indulged.

	He’d also had tons of offers to parade his tall, dark-haired, dark-eyed, nicely-toned body on camera, but he’d resisted all offers. He and his brother, Van, co-directed a ton of features for several companies and turned out webisodes of gay porn to their own pay site.

	Josh stood out in the crowd of muscle-bound meth-heads that often populated the LA gay health club scene. Elias, still adjusting to his new regime, preferred to work out in private.

	Elias was your typical, borderline hairy, Greek daddy type who stacked on weight just looking at food. A graphic artist by trade, he had an unusual job where he used his craft as a legal consultant. His specialty was making storyboards for trial cases. He spent his life at his desk, producing an endless stream of visual aids for big-ticket court trials.

	And watching other people eating really good food.

	Josh smiled at him.

	“There’s a big circuit party in Palm Springs this weekend. I want you to come with me.”

	“A circuit party? How 1980s.”

	“Don’t be like that. Come on, it’ll be fun. It’s a huge deal. It’s a holiday weekend, remember? It’s Gay Pride weekend there, and Eagle Studios comped me a free suite at the Oasis Spa Resort. I just checked it out online, and it’s huge. Come on, man, it’ll be fun. Sun, sand, sex... it’ll be a blast.”

	“The Oasis, huh?”

	Elias powered off the treadmill and on wobbly legs walked over to his desk. Josh reached out a steadying hand.

	“You’ve lost so much weight,” he said. “You’re not overdoing it, are you?”

	Was he kidding? In Los Angeles, everyone had the urge to be slim and gorgeous whether they admitted it or not. An extra ten pounds of bodyweight was deemed obese. Even toddlers were encouraged to get liposuction by some Beverly Hills moms.

	Elias had a long way to go before he could be considered slim, but he wasn’t bad looking. He had his hair, his own teeth, and good skin tone, even if his sluggish metabolic rate seemed destined to be his mortal enemy. At thirty-two, he needed to work harder than Josh at keeping his shit together. Elias sighed now as he accessed the resort’s website.

	He took a deep breath. It wasn’t Gay Pride the desert city was celebrating, but Gay Leather Pride. A holiday weekend in Palm Springs with a bunch of kinky gay guys getting drunk and stoned. Could he stand a pornado of a weekend?

	He felt up his abs as he absent-mindedly checked out the online images. Once again, Josh had landed on his feet and gotten an incredible gift. Elias felt churlish for dithering, but he had a major trial coming up, and the storyboards wouldn’t create themselves.

	Josh picked up one of the boards. “New case?”

	Elias nodded, retrieving his tumbler. “I have to admit, this is pretty good. What’s in it, apart from garden weeds?”

	“Ten different juices and vegetables. I packed it with antioxidants.” Josh gestured to the board in his hand. “Is this for a pharmaceutical company?”

	He wasn’t supposed to talk about his cases, but Josh could be counted on to be tight-lipped.

	“How did you guess?”

	“The images are pretty cool. You’ve got a chick here who’s depressed, I gather from the ugly, dark thought bubble popping out of her head in the first board. The next one shows her... er... happy, peppy thoughts with the drug. Am I right?”

	Elias swung from side to side in his Hawaii Chair, which was supposed to hula away his ever-decreasing love handles.

	“You’re right.”

	“So what’s the problem with the drug?”

	Elias hesitated. “They say it causes diabetes.”

	“Bummer.” Josh took his cell phone out of his back pocket and sat on the only other chair in the office. “So, are you in?”

	“I don’t know.” Elias swatted at the trickle of sweat running down his cheek. Man, he’d really built up a good pace on the treadmill.

	“You can bring your work with you, you know.”

	“True.”

	Elias hesitated. The trouble with Josh’s trips was that they always agreed he could work, but Elias never did. He stared at the computer images of hot, naked guys floating around in the crystal blue pools of the stunning Oasis Spa Resort. Another picture showed a hot guy getting a massage. The rave reviews beckoned him.

	Josh had taken him on incredible trips from the sublime, like the beachfront hotel in Capri, to the absolutely weird: the Harlingen Harbour Crane Hotel in the Netherlands, an actual crane. For two nights, he, Josh, and two gay porn stars had huddled high in the crane as they slept, ate, and shot gay porn. The waiting list for the eccentric establishment was long. He had to admit, he’d gotten no work done, but it had been damned fun.

	“Look, there are tons of parties this weekend. You can go to one, or you can go to none. The restaurants at the hotel are supposed to be amazing. We can play golf, swim, relax...”

	Elias stared at the hotel details. Men Only. No children. Clothing optional. He wouldn’t be ashamed... well, not much anyway, to walk around naked now that he’d lost so much weight.

	“I don’t know,” Elias said again. The truth was he didn’t know if he could handle Josh and his buddies. Some of those gay porn stars were total drugged-out rent boys who went nuts on weekends like this. Some of them were a handful of drama over breakfast, for God’s sake. On the other hand, he’d made good headway on the trial storyboards. He might be able to get some work done in Palm Springs.

	“Do I sense some wavering?” Josh asked.

	Elias’ scowl turned into a grin, in spite of himself. Though they had A/C, the Los Angeles valley on a hot summer weekend was the last place anyone wanted to be. He read the first online review: Great place for singles and frisky couples. Another one said That’s why we call it an oasis! Suddenly, he was feeling things he hadn’t been feeling in weeks. He was getting excited. He felt a stirring in his crotch. Very excited.

	All his life he’d lived in California, and he’d barely made a few visits to the town dubbed Hollywood’s Playground. Maybe it was time to give it another whirl.

	“Yeah, all right,” he said. He was touched that Josh looked so pleased.

	“Cool. We’ll leave around noon tomorrow. I thought we’d stop and have lunch at Gramma’s Country Kitchen on the way.”

	Elias’ heart sank. He’d worked like crazy for weeks to slim down and had mourned his usual high-protein diet in favor of a macrobiotic eating plan. He’d been so dedicated he’d forked out a small fortune on a rice cooker and organic condiments, even forsaking salt for his daily batches of brown rice in favor
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