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         The road trip wasn’t his idea – it was Fred’s of course – yet he was the one driving down a dark highway through the desert. Driving back to LA from Vegas. What a dumb bloody idea. But Fred had insisted.

         “Imagine us in my old Pontiac, Joe? We’ll drive through Death Valley with the wind blowing in our hair and music blasting out loud. We can even stay in a motel along the road?” he had said.

         Joe remembered answering that Death Valley wasn’t on the way home – not at all – and that he didn’t do motels. Then Freddie had cheated and done his best sad puppy face, and that was it. They were going. And to be fair, it had been fun. At least during the day when the sun was shining, and Freddie was singing. And at sunset when they had stopped and chatted to the hippies camping out just on the edge of the valley – a bunch of young kids heading up towards Burning Man, smell of s’mores and colitas in the air, a cheeky make out session in the car before they headed off towards the coast. It was becoming increasingly dreadful now, though.

         Fred was asleep, no doubt exhausted after bouncing around like a rubber ball all day, and Joe himself felt a bit of a headache coming on. And his eyesight was a bit blurry. Even though he had his glasses in the glove compartment, he didn’t want to reach out and grab them. Even though Fred said it made him hot as fuck, he didn’t like them. Made him feel old. So he drove on with a snoring boyfriend, a dull headache and foggy eyes making him grumpy. That’s when he saw it, just a shimmering light up ahead in the distance, but he knew it must be a small town or at least a service station or something.

         “Thank God for that!” he exclaimed.

         Freddie didn’t wake up. He didn’t even move. He just snored away blissfully.

         “Enjoy it while it lasts you lazy sod, you’re driving on from here if we can’t stay,” Joe whispered affectionately.

         He couldn’t help but laugh out loud when he parked outside the slightly run down yet welcoming building on the outskirts of what had turned out to be a small village. His laughter rumbled and roared like thunder, and it woke Fred up.

         “Oi Joe, I was asleep. Had a very nice dream actually. Shut up.”

         Joe ignored the crankiness coming from his dazed and still not fully awake lover. This was just too funny. When Fred managed to pry his eyes open and read the pink neon sign, he too broke out in laughter.

         “This shit can’t be for real!”

         “Oh it is Freddie, it is. We have to stay here. I don’t care if we won’t ever be able to leave – I need to check in.”

         Without further hesitation, he grabbed his overnight from the backseat, got out of the car and, when Fred caught up with him and took hold of his hand, strode towards the entrance.

         It didn’t take long to pay for and check in to the only suite the hotel had to offer. They had said they would stay in a motel and going for the suite wasn’t entirely in line with that, but to be fair, they were rich boys used to a five star lifestyle. You can take the millionaire out of the Ritz, but you can’t really take the Ritz (and the glitz) away from the millionaire, so they settled for something which – at least in theory – resembled what they were used to. The Master’s chambers it was. Joe didn’t even bother trying to hide his amusement at the name of their suite. The quite cute receptionist – a tallish brunette with a slight Scandinavian accent – smirked at him when she handed over the keys with the simple phrase “Welcome to Hotel California”.
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