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  Their story



Playboy Miles Dunham is eager to celebrate his thirty-ninth birthday, hopefully with a  happy ending. After his mother drops a huge bombshell that turns his life upside down, Miles is determined to make the most of his last birthday in his thirties. 
Enter Fate—taking the form of a gorgeous young grad student wearing sexy leather pants. How could the guy’s gold-flecked hazel eyes make it so hard for Miles to see the line he shouldn’t cross? 
Monroe Taylor is a spoiled little rich boy who likes his fun. An arrest for possession of a controlled substance doesn’t seem to be a big deal until he has to explain himself and face the music. One more night of freedom is in order before he’s punished for his crimes. The man he meets at the bar that night? He’s right out of Monroe’s schoolboy dreams! 
When Fate walks into that bar, she brings along a friend—Destiny. Of course, Chaos isn’t far behind. 
A wise man would run, but A Wise Heart has other ideas.
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  Chapter One

Miles
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My chiming cell phone alerted me to pack up for the day if I didn’t want to be late for the command appearance at my mother’s condo in Georgetown. Phoebe Stein had news she refused to share over the phone, which couldn’t possibly be anything good. When I tried to negotiate for another day and time, my answer was a staunch, “No. Be here at six, Miles. I mean it. It’s important to us both.” What fresh hell has happened now? 
I hadn’t seen Mom for nearly a month, so I didn’t argue much. She’d been on an Alaskan cruise with some friends, but I hadn’t paid close enough attention when she told me about it to know who was traveling with her. Nonetheless, I was a dutiful son and set the alarm for five thirty to keep her happy. She deserved every happiness life had to offer because my mom had already been through enough hell in her life.  
It had been Mom and me since my dad had dropped dead during a game of softball at the young age of forty-seven. I was seventeen at the time, and we were both playing that fateful day for the firm’s team. Witnessing the demise of my hero, role model, mentor, and father was a fate I wouldn’t wish on another living soul. It definitely left a scar on my heart. 
After scanning my desktop, I packed up a few files and my laptop, which I’d need to prepare for a meeting the next Monday, and I gathered the things in my inbox to carry out to my assistant, Hayley Lowe. I placed the files in the tray behind her desk and stopped in front of her. “I’m off to Phoebe’s. Does Otto have time to get me in on Saturday? I’ve finally narrowed down the best way to piss off my bubbe at Hanukkah… I want to get a Star of David tattooed over my heart with my father’s birthday and initials under it in Hebrew. I plan to take a picture of it and send it to her with a gift card from Amazon,” I joked with Hayley. She laughed hard, right along with me.  
I was grateful to have Hayley as my assistant. She was unconventional to be sure, but she was a hard worker. She never bitched about the hours we had to put in sometimes, and with the two sleeves of tattoos and the visible piercings she proudly showed off at the office, she wasn’t one too many people wanted to fuck with on a daily basis. It didn’t help her reputation that she was the lead jammer on a roller derby team in Alexandria, where she lived with her husband and two rescue mutts, Laurel and Hardy.  
I, however, knew she was a softie, and her husband was one of the kindest guys I had ever met in my life. He’d done the three tats I had on my body, and that was how I met her and ended up hiring Hayley in the first place. I dared any of the stiff old bats around the firm to cross her.  
Hayley finally dried her eyes from her laughing fit. “You’re trying to kill that old woman. You know she’s already cut you out of the will,” Hayley teased.  
Hayley put the finishing touches on one last letter and had it on the ledge of her cubicle for me to sign. “I already got my share of the family loot when Morty died. He set it up, not trusting Bubbe to leave me anything when she passed. He knew she was vindictive and pissed at Dad for his choices and would take it out on me.  
“I choose to think Morty was secretly cheering my dad on for being the only one of his children who had the balls to stand up to Ruth and do things his own way. Her brother and sisters still lived in Brooklyn, but my dad’s brothers and sisters all moved away from her. A few moved West, while others relocated to the southeast, and they didn’t stay in touch with her, aside from holiday calls. My father, however, stayed in town and got in her face as often as he could to try to open her mind, just a crack. I asked Phoebe if Dad knocked her up on purpose, just to piss off Bubbe. Mom never came right out and said ‘no,’” I joked. 
“Does your mom ever talk to Ruth?” Hayley asked. 
“No. After we didn’t sit Shiva for Dad, Ruth found out he’d donated his body to Georgetown Medical School, and she never spoke to us again. She didn’t even come to the dedication of the Sydney J. Stein Law Library Expansion at Georgetown Law. She moved to Brooklyn to be near her family, of which I’m no longer considered a member. She’s been pissed at my parents since the day they got married, I think. This apple fell from the same rebellious tree as my dad, and don’t get me started on the things Ruth used to say about Mom. There is definitely no love lost in our family,” I enlightened. 
Hayley picked up the stack I’d put into her inbox, placing it on the desk in front of her to check I’d signed everything necessary before I left the office, because I was off the next day. It was my birthday, and I planned to take myself to Foggy Bottoms, a gay bar near the GW campus, and have myself a hell of a good time.  
I was turning thirty-nine, and I really didn’t want to dwell on it. A few cocktails and maybe a willing top or bottom would give me something to focus on besides a number, a number I wasn’t happy to see when I looked at my driver’s license. I still felt like I was twenty, but that was a shattered, tragic illusion when I looked in the mirror to shave and saw the gray in my stubble and the silver weaving through my dark hair. 
The slap to my hand got my attention. “Where’d you go? You were telling me… never mind. Have a nice birthday. Do I need to take your ATM card in case you get picked up by DC Vice?” Hayley teased, guessing exactly where my mind had gone… sexy, round asses in tight fucking jeans, or maybe leather pants if the Universe was looking to give me a birthday gift.  
My sexuality had never been a secret after I figured it out at thirteen. Everyone at the firm knew I was gay, and if they talked behind my back, well, I’d never heard it. That was part of the reason I didn’t have a problem when Tom—my best friend TJ’s father—put TJ in charge as managing partner, so Tom could quasi-retire five years ago. It wasn’t a slight to me at all.  
Tom MacTavish, Sr., had been a co-managing partner with my father when he died, and I made it known manager or co-manager wasn’t a title I was anxious to pick up. I was a lawyer, not an administrator. I liked to get a little scandalous every now and then, which wouldn’t do for a co-managing partner of a Washington, DC institution like MacTavish & Stein, LLP, as we became when TJ filed the paperwork to make us a limited liability partnership. Our grandfathers, Morty and Angus MacTavish, both of whom were tax attorneys, would have called it a sound business move. 
I chuckled. “Naw. I’ll call our fearless leader. He doesn’t like to be home much while Mary Kay continues suffering from morning sickness. He’ll welcome the fun of bailing me out more than holding back her hair while she pukes and listening to her descriptions of how she’s going to maim him for, uh, never mind. Have a great weekend, and if Otto can get me in on Saturday, text me, please. Bye, Hayley,” I offered as I headed toward the lobby to get the elevator down to the parking garage.  
There wouldn’t be time to go home in rush-hour traffic before I went to my mother’s house, so I’d be stuck in the suit. I took off my jacket and vest to judge how wrinkled my shirt was because I’d gone outside at lunchtime, and it had been fucking hot for early September. Mom would probably bitch about my attire, but if I had to look at blurry vacation pictures with people’s heads cut off on her iPad screen, she could suck up my less-than-crisp appearance.  
I drove through the city until I was on Canal to make the right onto Clark Place, which wasn’t too far from where our old house was located. Mom had sold it after I graduated high school, and we moved to the condo at Clark Place. I’d lived at home during my first two years of undergrad, which didn’t suck, because Mom was always busy. I pretty much had the condo to myself, and that was damn great for a cock-hunter on the prowl. I decided when I turned twenty, it was time to leave the nest, so I found a place off T Street in Georgetown that I shared with three women.  
They liked having a guy there to kill spiders and take out the trash, and I appreciated living with women a lot more than guys. One of them, Clementine, was from Georgia, and she could cook like ‘nobody’s business,’ as she used to tell us all the time. It wasn’t an exaggeration. 
I started to park my Range Rover in Mom’s empty spot, but nearly rear-ended a Cadillac parked there. It pissed me off because people had no fucking common decency any longer, so I found a visitor spot and hung the plastic pass from my rearview mirror, taking down the license plate of the encroacher in my phone to complain to the concierge. They could have the offending vehicle towed, which would give me a bit of satisfaction at having inconvenienced the asshole as much as they’d inconvenienced me. 
I used the electronic fob to get into the building, seeing the desk was empty, so I decided to put my mother on alert and force her to handle the car situation. She paid for the fucking spot, after all. I waved the plastic stick over the sensor in the elevator and took it to the twenty-third floor where Phoebe lived in a three-bedroom, three-bathroom condo. It was then I remembered she’d gone on the cruise because she had scheduled work on the place and didn’t want to live through a remodel, not that I blamed her. She’d lived there for nearly twenty years. I was guessing it was time for some updates. 
I stepped out on Phoebe’s floor and headed down the hallway, ringing the bell and waiting. I had a key of my own, but I didn’t use it very often. In turn, Phoebe didn’t use her key to my condo in Clarendon, either. She had it for emergencies, just as I had hers, and we respected each other’s privacy.  
The door opened, and there stood a tall man with salt-and-pepper hair and a set of blue-gray eyes that stared into my soul. He had tanned skin and a bright, shining grin. He was a few inches shorter than me, and I actually hoped Mommy had brought me a present from Alaska. He was gorgeous. 
“You must be Miles. I’m Wilson Beaumont, but call me Willy,” he drawled out as he extended his hand. I shook it and had a fleeting thought—Mmmm, me likey.  
The sound of heels on the hardwood caught my attention immediately, so I looked up to see my mother smiling happily. I took in her appearance and saw she looked absolutely stunning. She was in a pair of knee-high boots with a denim skirt and a red sweater, which highlighted her—newly purchased— blonde hair and sky-blue eyes. She appeared to have lost years, which was great because heaven knew she didn’t need to drop pounds. She weighed as much as a sack of flour I was sure. 
“Oh, Miles, darling. It’s so good to see you. I can’t believe I was only gone for a month. I have so much to tell you. Oh, you met Willy, I see. Come in, dear. I want the two of you to get better acquainted. This is so wonderful,” Phoebe gushed, which wasn’t like her at all. She never gushed. 
My mother, Phoebe Dunham-Stein, was one of the power widows in DC. She met friends for lunch at the Corcoran Art Gallery on New York Avenue and discussed the latest scandals in town along with the other widows of deceased VIPs. She was on the advisory board of one of the fucking Smithsonian Museums, and she was a chair or co-chair for more charities than I could track with a flowchart. Hell, half her clients at the store on M Street were in her close circle of friends and were nearly as old as the antique furniture and knickknacks Mom sold. For my mother to make changes of such magnitude, I was worried that the end of the world as we knew it was upon us. Making modifications from her perfectly planned life wasn’t typical of Phoebe Dunham-Stein at all. 
She slid her hand through Wilson Beaumont’s arm, and that’s when I saw it. It was big enough to choke a… well, many kinds of large, wild animals. It was a sparkling iceberg surrounded by black, shiny flecks. Resting behind it was a band with lots of smaller icebergs, alerting me Phoebe hadn’t brought me a treat from Alaska at all. She was keeping the goodies all to herself. 
“Mother, what have you done?” I asked her, trying not to sound harsh or judgmental. Mom looked great, and it was quite apparent the man she’d… married? Christ! The man she was drooling over, who was quite drool-worthy in his own right, had breathed some new life into the old girl… which was likely due to the ten-year age difference between them.  
Syd Stein had been seven years older than my mother, and Phoebe had turned sixty in April. Before she went on that goddamn cruise, my mother was a doyen of Washington society, never leaving the house without her pearls and sensible pumps.  
What I saw before me was a woman who seemed to have turned back the hands of time with a remarkably handsome, younger man to hold her hand, and no pearls to hide the subtle creping Mom had complained about a few days before she left for her trip. The creping was still there, but it seemed Mom wasn’t hiding it any longer. And the boots she was wearing weren’t sensible, what with their four-inch heels. 
I could feel the tension I caused when I walked into the condo, and I wasn’t thrilled to be disturbing their little bubble of matrimonial bliss, but I wasn’t the one with the mind-blowing surprise. “How did this come about?” I asked again as I followed Mom, her boots, and that large diamond ring into the kitchen.  
Of course, Wilson Beaumont was walking next to me. I could see his eyes were laser-focused on my mother’s ass, which looked a lot perkier than I remembered before she went on her cruise. That, in turn, concerned and disgusted me in equal measure at noticing him looking at my mother with lust in his eyes. 
“Well, as I’m sure you’ve guessed by now, Willy and I got married on the ship. I have lots of pictures, so it won’t be like you missed anything. We’re going to have a small reception here in town, and then a big party down in Houston where Willy lives. We’re going to invite all of his friends from Oklahoma City as well.  
“We’ve got it all planned out and have been working remotely with an event planner in Houston. We’ll primarily split time between Houston and Oklahoma City, but we’ll keep the condo here. Willy comes to town for meetings and to testify before Congress all the time anyway, so you won’t even miss me. I can…” she started to continue her convoluted, high-pitched ramble before I held up my hand to stop her. 
“You got married? On a cruise to Alaska? That’s not legal, is it? Don’t you have to record it here in the States or something? We can revoke it or annul it or…” It was my turn to ramble. Family trait? 
Phoebe giggled and pecked the man on the lips as he wrapped her in a hug. His hands found her ass without a map, for damn sure. She finally turned back to me and smiled confidently. “Alaska is part of the United States, Miles. You used to know your geography. So, no, you won’t be nullifying or revoking anything. Get used to it. We’re married, and that’s final,” Mom declared. 
I glanced around the condo to see it had been completely redecorated. That was when something else occurred to me. “Did you… did you speak with Tom or TJ, Mother? Did someone draw up a prenup for you?” I asked quietly, though I didn’t know why, because the guy was standing right next to her, nuzzling her temple and laying soft kisses against her hairline. Clearly, he could hear me and hear the innuendo in my voice. 
Phoebe hugged him before she stepped out of his embrace and placed her hands on my forearms, which were seizing from tension. “Miles, listen to me. I fell in love with Wilson. I certainly didn’t expect it at my age, but it happened as quick as lightning. Your father and I fell in love about that quick, and he didn’t ask me to sign a prenup, because we didn’t plan to be apart until one of us died, son. There’s no need for any agreement in this situation, because I don’t plan to leave Willy until my time on Earth is through,” she whispered as she stared into my eyes, which were blue like hers, though I had Dad’s dark hair… formerly dark hair. 
I took her hands and held them tightly in mine, trying to get her full attention. “Mom, you and Dad didn’t have the money you have right now, and how do you know this guy wasn’t just scoping wealthy widows on that ship, looking for a sugar momma? He damn well has good taste, I’ll give him that, but I refuse to allow him to take your money,” I commanded as I squeezed her hands, staring back into her beautiful eyes. 
I looked at the massive ring on her finger for several seconds before I returned my gaze to hers, mustering up all of the worries inside me to try to convince her to give it a second thought. “How do you even know this thing is real, Mom?” 
Mom smiled at me as she used to do when I was growing up and made an unreasonable demand. She was about to talk down to me, and it pissed me off to no end. “Miles, dear, do you know what’s in Alaska?”  
Of course, I got defensive. “Polar Bears? Reindeer? Fucking Santa Claus and his magical elves, who might be responsible for this big piece of glass, Mom?” 
Mom placed her hands on both sides of my face and smiled again. “Diamond mines, son. There are diamond mines in Alaska. Willy picked this stone for me along with a black diamond to go with it. He had the stones flown to New York to a jeweler friend of his along with a design. He had them made into these rings, and when we arrived in Vancouver, the ring was waiting for us with its own personal security. We were married the next afternoon as the ship sailed to Seattle. We had a party with our shipmates, and then we had a honeymoon,” Mom taunted with waggling eyebrows. Eww! I don’t want to see waggling eyebrows from my mother. 
“What do you know about him, Phoebe?” I asked her as I pulled her into my arms. Something told me she loved the man, but I was Sydney Stein’s son, and there was no way I’d leave my mother unprotected. She’d been the only thing that had kept me going when my father died at that damn ballgame down on the Mall. Having him die was bad enough but having him die in front of me was fucking awful. 
Suddenly, a black business card was thrust between Mom and me. There was gold lettering on it, but I couldn’t make it out. Begrudgingly, I reached into my shirt pocket for my glasses, cursing the hands of time, because getting old was hell. I pulled them on and looked at the card, unsure of exactly what I was seeing. 
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I was stunned. I turned it over to see addresses and phone numbers of the various locations, so I didn’t hesitate to grab my cell from my pants pocket and Google the bastard. His name came up, and there was his picture on a Wikipedia page. In one photo, he was standing with a pretty red-headed woman who was smiling. “Who’s that?” I asked, not caring how cold my voice sounded. 
It wasn’t a recent picture, to be sure, because the man’s hair was very dark in the photo. 
Willy glanced at the phone and smiled tenderly. “That’s my Camilla. She passed away about twelve years ago, far too soon. I’m sure you can find a link to the obituary.” I didn’t look for it, because I was teetering on the edge of looking like a fool and pissing off my mother. 
The man gently put his hand on my bicep and looked into my eyes with sincerity evident in his own. “Look, Miles, I know you’re stunned by the news. Hell, I was stunned when your momma dropped a piece of scalding-hot pizza in my lap after I’d just gotten out of the hot tub. I was sitting at a table on the lido deck with the two couples I was traveling with, Stan and Marcy Rucker, and Daryl and Glenn Schiller. It was Stan and Marcy’s twenty-fifth anniversary, so I popped for all of us to go on the cruise to celebrate.  
“After your momma took me to see the doctor for the burns to my thighs, she offered to make it up to me by taking me out for a drink. I think I fell in love with her the minute I laid eyes on her. That was the first day at sea, and we spent every waking minute of those early days getting to know each other.  
“By the time we got to Alaska, I knew I wanted her to marry me, so I took her with me on a day trip to tour a diamond mine, and I picked out some rocks. I had my people in Prudhoe Bay send them to New York to have them cut and mounted, and when we got to Vancouver, I proposed to her. It was just the two of us sitting out on the balcony in my stateroom and imagine my surprise when she said yes. 
“I’m sorry this is such a surprise, son, but I’d like the opportunity to show you my intentions are pure. If in a month, you still don’t believe I love her, you draw up a prenup for your momma that you can live with, and I’ll sign it. My lawyer in Houston is losin’ his cotton-pickin’ mind as well, but I refused to ask her to sign one, and even if you want me to sign one for your mother, I’ll never ask her to do the same. I don’t plan for our marriage to fail. I don’t need a contingency plan,” he explained, shocking the shit out of me. 
“Postnuptial,” I sputtered, shocked at the tears on my mother’s face. I could tell they weren’t like the tears she’d shed when she lost my dad. These were happy tears, and they melted my heart a little, but not entirely. 
“What?” the handsome man asked. 
“The agreement would be postnuptial, Mr. Beaumont,” I corrected before I turned to my mother. “I’ll give him a month to convince me he’s for real.” Willy reached for a tissue in the drawer under the counter and tenderly dried her tears, kissing each cheek as he did it.  
Phoebe gently kissed her new husband’s lips. She looked as happy as I remembered from my childhood when she was on my father’s arm, and I was dumbstruck. I’d believed my mother would stay single for the rest of her life, but apparently, Phoebe wanted another chance at love. She wanted to share her life with someone, making me realize for the first time in my life, I wanted it as well, though I had no idea how to find it. 
After a carryout pizza to commemorate the four-week anniversary of the day they met, I left them with a promise to see them on Sunday to celebrate my birthday with a fancy dinner. They’d regaled me with stories about whale watching, bear sightings, and wildlife tours. They’d hiked and had many adventures with Willy’s friends, my mother’s three girlfriends, and the men they hooked up with on the ship. I had to say, Wilson Beaumont was most definitely the winner in the group. He brought home the best souvenir for sure. 
I learned Willy liked a bourbon-neat before dinner, iced tea with his meal, and a few beers after. He wasn’t a teetotaler as best I could tell, based on the behavior I was witnessing, but he liked to have a good time. I kissed and hugged my mother goodnight and allowed Wilson a hug as well. I still wasn’t sure what to think about things, but my potential crush on the man had fled the scene in record time. Ick!
After figuring out the shiny Cadillac in my old parking spot was the one Wilson had rented when they got to town, I decided I wouldn’t report him and have it towed. I was in a position I never imagined… second fiddle to a man I’d just met, who had stolen my mother’s undying love and affection right out from under me. I imagined Wilson wouldn’t see it that way, but in my heart, that was exactly how I perceived it. Jealousy surged through my soul, but I was confident it was a temporary emotion. The man had started to rub off on me in the short time we’d been together. He was an interesting fellow and an articulate speaker, but he still had his anecdotal euphemisms I found pretty entertaining as we got to know each other. 
I drove my Range Rover toward the Key Bridge to make my way home, feeling the exhaustion from the shock I’d suffered beginning to settle into my bones, but then I remembered I’d taken Friday off, so why the hell not get blasted? I turned around and drove back to the office to leave my vehicle in the secure garage and hailed a cab to Foggy Bottoms.  
Tequila was definitely in order, but I’d sworn off it after my last birthday, so Scotch it would be. I was going to be thirty-nine when I awoke from the coma I planned to drink myself into that night. It was best to have a pre-emptive strike to blur all the memories I was about to make. None of them would be pretty, I was sure. Best to go into it with a foggy head and look for that bottom once I was comfortably numb. It was a night to fuck away my cares, as a birthday present to me.  






  
  Chapter Two

Monroe Taylor 
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I walked out of the security exit at BWI-Marshall Airport and looked around, not seeing my friend, who was supposed to be my ride from the airport. Of course, she fucking forgot. Nola wasn’t the most brilliant person on God’s good earth… well, in my opinion. Johns Hopkins University Medical School seemed to disagree with me because that was where she was training to be a doctor.  
Nola lived in Baltimore, which was where I’d flown into from New York. I figured I could spend the weekend with my friend and then rent a car and drive down to DC as I’d been ordered to appear. I didn’t like being demanded to be anywhere, and I didn’t hide the displeasure in my voice when I left a message on voicemail asking why before I left New York. I hadn’t heard back from anyone, so I exhaled all of my frustrations, booked a flight, and there I was, nearly where I was supposed to show. 
I waited an hour, and when Nola didn’t materialize, nor did she respond to the twenty-odd text messages I’d sent her, I considered renting a fucking car to drive to DC, get a hotel room, and party my ass off before I had to face the music.  
I was certain news of my recent possession arrest had made its way from Uncle Rett, who was the family lawyer, to my bastard of a father. Rett had been none too happy with having to return to the city to get me out of jail. I couldn’t imagine he hadn’t already alerted my father, who was back from vacation and in DC for meetings when he’d demanded I bring my happy ass to town for the weekend. I was guessing dear old Dad was going to lower the boom, so I grudgingly went because I’d learned the hard way… One doesn’t decline an invitation from the King. 
When I didn’t hear from Nola after I finished eating a burger at a place at the airport, I went ahead and rented myself a car before I made a hotel reservation in DC so I could put an address into the GPS to find my way. I hadn’t been to Washington since I was a kid, and Mom insisted I accompany them on a business trip. Being there on my own would be sort of an adventure before I was sent to the naughty stool for the trouble I was in at the moment.  
I would know when I showed up at the address Dad sent me whether Uncle Rett kept his word to allow me to break the news to my father about the problems I had facing me back in New York. Thus far, Uncle Rett had been in my corner, but getting arrested was one of the unforgivable sins in my family. It would likely hit the papers eventually, and then? Yeah, I’d be in deep shit. 
It didn’t fucking matter that I was getting a goddamn MBA at Stern School of Business with an undergrad in geology. It didn’t fucking matter I didn’t usually go out and party like an idiot with the rest of my friends my age. The liveliest thing I’d done lately was to go for dinner with my small group of spoiled, wealthy friends. We lived under the weight of our parents’ success and expectations, so we went out for dinners, minded our GPAs, and every once in a while, we let off steam by having a bake-off at someone’s apartment. 
Of course, our baked goods contained various organic options to assist in our relaxation, but we weren’t hurting anyone. People bought from us, and I gave my portion of profits to a homeless shelter in Harlem. I never asked the girls and Maddox what they did with their proceeds. It wasn’t my business. 
It just so happened that my luck had gone south when it was my turn to go pick up the product on Wednesday afternoon after my last class. Unbeknownst to any of us, our regular guy was under surveillance by NYPD Narcotics, and I got my stupid ass caught up in a fucking sting. Uncle Rett was working on a deal for me and warned me I’d better stay in touch with him and out of trouble over the weekend, which I fully intended to do, though not precisely from New York. I knew he’d find out I’d left town and be pissed, but I needed to talk to my father first. Hearing my side of the story might soften the blow. 
I drove down to DC from Baltimore and followed the directions on my phone to a boutique hotel I’d found on M Street, where I valeted the car and checked in. I went to my room and decided to freshen up before I went out, because it was likely my last shot at freedom for a while. I had to report for inspection on Saturday afternoon, which I was dreading like the plague. 
I was twenty-four, and with what I had awaiting me when Dad learned of my recent antics, I decided I might as well make the most of the free time, so a party night was in order. If I was lucky, maybe a little slap and tickle? I wouldn’t say no if the mister was willing. If the guy didn’t snort at me, I was pretty sure I wouldn’t reject him. The steam I needed to release had been building for quite a while. 

      [image: image-placeholder]I checked with the concierge regarding nightlife, and with a wink, he directed me to a local bar that was well known as a hook-up spot. It even had a secret back room where you could get down on the spot if the bathrooms were being monitored. He didn’t have to tell me twice. He got the hotel’s car service to take me there, and when I saw the line to get into the club, I was a bit disappointed because it was around the block.  
Fortunately, the driver from the hotel hopped out and opened my door, escorting me to the VIP line. “Linus, this is Mr. Smith. I believe he’s on the list,” the driver stated as he slipped the man a bill of an unknown denomination in the guise of a gentlemanly handshake.  
Linus looked at me and smiled. “Oh, yes, Mr. Smith. I see your name right here. Enjoy yourself. Save me a dance. I get a break in an hour,” the large, muscular man proposed as he winked and stamped my hand. 
I turned to the driver and pulled out some cash. He waved me off. “Remember us at your next visit, Mr. Smith.” With that, he was gone, and I was fucking grateful, because a hot, young guy showed up in a pair of silver shorts, grinning at me before leading me to the VIP lounge area. I went upstairs and looked out over the rail, guessing Washington wasn’t as bad as my friends had made it out to be. I was being treated like a prince. 
I was led to a couch that looked out over the dancefloor, and I took a seat. “Mr. Smith, what can I bring you? We have bottle service, or we can mix you a pitcher of your preferred craft cocktail. Also, if you’re interested, we have bottled beer by the bucket, draft by the pitcher, and wine by the bottle. Your pleasure?” the guy asked with a sexy grin. Oh, yes, please, and if you’ve got a butch friend? 
I thought for a minute and checked my watch to see it was nine o’clock, so there was no need to blindly go forth. I wasn’t out to fog my mind… yet. “I’ll have a, uh, what would you recommend? Does the bar have a specialty?” I asked. Usually, there was a drink special at high-end places in New York. I was sure it was the same in DC. 
The cute waiter smiled. “It’s Throwback Thursday, so tonight’s drink features are from the Sexy Sixties. Whiskey Sours, Martinis, Brandy Alexanders, and Tom Collins cocktails. Those, I can offer on a ‘Mad Men Flight’ if you’re interested. Take your time. I’ll be back with some trail mix and water. Sparkling or still?” he asked.  
“Uh, still, please. I’ll think about the cocktail,” I responded, never having heard of most of the drinks the waiter had just named off. I’d had a martini before, and I wasn’t exactly a fan. I was more a Captain and Coke guy, so I decided to go with bottle service. I was sitting on a small loveseat facing the dancefloor when the seat dipped next to me. I turned to see a gorgeous man with more pepper than salt in his hair, crystalline blue eyes, and sexy horn-rimmed glasses. He was in a dress shirt which was opened at the neck with a vest that matched his pants, and fuck if he wasn’t blazingly sexy. 
He was drinking a glass of something brown on the rocks, but he wasn’t looking at me. I wasn’t sure what to do. Am I sitting in an area he reserved? Should I move? I could tell he was older than me, and I was a bit tongue-tied as I stared at him. I’d never met a guy who presented himself like my current companion.  
Finally, the man turned to look at me and grinned, showing perfect, white teeth. “Don’t let that guy talk you into that Flight of Puke garbage. Mixing all of that liquor and sweet shit, that’s a trip to the bathroom for a violent return waiting to happen. I’m going to guess you’ve never heard of half of those drinks, so don’t do yourself the injustice of having to leave too early. This place gets very wicked in about an hour. What’s your name?” Tall & Sexy asked with a tantalizing grin. 
I certainly wasn’t giving him my real name. “I’m T-T-Tanner. How about you?” I sputtered out as the waiter delivered my water and looked at me for my order. 
“Of course, you are. Handsome, get my new friend T-T-Tanner a rum and coke?” he asked as he turned to me.  
“Captain and Coke, actually,” I corrected. 
“So, that’s a bottle of Captain and a bottle of Coke?” the guy responded, not looking too pleased. 
“No, that’s a shot of the Captain and a can of Coca-Cola. He’s with me, and I don’t think he’s down for a whole bottle of rum. Put his drink on my tab, and don’t make me spank you for overcharging me,” the beautiful stranger instructed the waiter, who blushed and giggled before he rushed off. 
I looked up at my new chum, gazing into his beautiful blue eyes. They were like the color of the ocean near St. Johns, Virgin Islands, one of my favorite places to snorkel on the earth. The water was like blue glass. It was then I remembered the man had tendered a question. “I’ve been to town before, but it’s been a while. So, how about you? What’s your name?” I asked, trying to hide how intimidated I was by the confident visitor.  
There was no need to give away that I was ten at the time of my last visit. Mom and I only came to town with Dad to see the sights while he was in his business meetings, after which she decided it wasn’t a trip we needed to make again. Mom said she found the people to be rude and pretentious. I seconded her deduction, and when Dad had to go out of town for business, we stayed home. It was where we were both the most comfortable, after all. 
The stranger took a sip of his drink, which was probably something straight over the rocks, what with the man’s level of sophistication, and he placed it on the table in front of the couch where we were sitting, never taking his eyes off of me. “I’m Wilson,” he introduced, before he started laughing. I wasn’t sure why he laughed, and it made me a little uneasy.  
“Is that really your name, or are you giving me a bar name? That’s the name of the volleyball in that movie, right?” I reminded, having seen the movie when I was a kid. Mom and I watched it together, and she cried, which struck me as odd. I never watched it again to see if I could figure out why. 
“No, that’s not my name, but good catch. My name’s Tommy. Nothing classy, but a sturdy name, don’t you think?” he asked with a twinkle in his eyes that turned me inside out as I sat there with my uninvited, but definitely welcome, guest. 
“I’d say it’s a sturdy name. What do you do, Tommy?” I asked. I was sure it wasn’t his real name, but Tanner wasn’t my name either. It was the bar name I always fell back on if I wanted to fuck and duck. Tommy, there in front of me? Yeah, he was definitely the kind of guy I’d gladly fuck… or allow to fuck me. 
“I’m a lobbyist. I lobby on behalf of the, uh, EPA,” he casually offered. I’d heard so much about that organization over my lifetime that I often thought my ears might actually bleed. I shut that shit down immediately. 
“That sounds boring as fuck. What do you like to do for fun?” I asked, shifting the conversation. Lobbyists, according to my father, were stuffed-shirt blowhards. The stranger didn’t strike me as such, but I wasn’t there to hear about global warming all night. Yes, I believed it was real, and I did my part to try to reduce my carbon footprint, but it made no dent in my father’s business, and what was that they said about biting the hand that fed you? I’d already nicked it a couple of times, and I had a degree to finish. It wasn’t the time to further piss off the old man. 
“Fun? Hell, I don’t remember the last time I had fun, Tanner. Tomorrow’s my birthday, and I don’t plan on being able to remember most of tonight. Would you like to not remember it with me?” he asked with a gorgeous smile. How could I say no? 
Tommy paid our tab in the VIP and took us and his bottle of expensive Scotch downstairs, finding us a high-top table near the dance floor. He took off his suit vest, and I took off my sweater, leaving me in my t-shirt and new leather pants, which he seemed to enjoy. He was in his button-down shirt, which was unbuttoned to the waist of his suit pants.  
We danced to every song we knew, and I actually helped him drink his Scotch, adding soda to mine. It wasn’t great, but it wasn’t bad. By the end of the Gaga song he’d requested, we sat down at our table, and I didn’t even taste the liquor anymore. It was glorious. 
At eleven thirty, he took my hand and pulled me closer. “You wanna get out of here? I’d rather welcome my thirty-ninth birthday in a more intimate setting. I can get us a room nearby,” he offered as he stared down at my leather-clad crotch, and then licked the shell of my ear, causing a tingle of excitement to race up my spine. 
I giggled, because I was really feeling the alcohol, but I was down for a good fuck to relieve the stress I was experiencing at the prospect of facing my father in a matter of days. “I’ve got a room not far from here. We can go there and welcome your thirty-ninth year with a bang or two. I’ve gotta tell you, Sexy, you’re fucking hot. I’m ready when you are,” I acquiesced as I put on his vest over my t-shirt and pulled out my wallet to pay the bill. 
When the sexy waiter came up to our table with a smile, I signaled to the hot man that we could bring him with us, but when I turned, I saw Tommy shaking his head, having figured out where my mind was headed. He pointed to his eyes and turned his fingers to mine with a smirk, which I took to mean he wanted it to be only the two of us. That was fucking fine with me. I didn’t really want to share him, but it was his birthday, and he deserved to set the scene regarding however many guys he would like to get him off. 
I pulled out my black card and started to hand it to the waiter to pay the tab for my soda, but Tommy chuckled and pulled out his own, pushing mine away. “My birthday, my treat. Maybe you have another present to give me?” I knew what he wanted. With a guy as sexy as him, yeah, I was totally on board with giving him anything he wanted.  
After the bill was settled, I hailed a cab and opened the door for him. “Birthday boy,” I joked as I took his hand and helped him inside. 
“I’m hardly a boy, but thank you, young Tanner. Why are you in town? Checking out colleges? Oh, hell, you’re over eighteen, right?” he hissed at me after I gave the cab driver the address to my hotel. 
I laughed. “I’m not here looking for schools. I’m here for an extended weekend. I’m in my last year of grad school, so you’re safe. What do you do for a living?” I asked again as the man’s muscular arm snaked around my shoulders while he leaned forward and sniffed my hair, which was long, just to piss off dear old Dad. I’d actually had my dark-red hair highlighted at the insistence of one of my friends, and I was pleased with the results. I usually had it pulled back out of my face, but I was a horny guy on the prowl that night, so a fluffy blow-dry it was. My companion didn’t seem to hate it. 
“I’m not an EPA lobbyist. I’m an engineer of all things mechanical. I can build an erector set in no time flat,” he teased as he took my hand and placed it over his hard cock. I was glad we weren’t beating around the bush… well, for many reasons, but foremost because I wasn’t a fan of bush. I appreciated a man who was straightforward with his desires, because I tended to be pretty candid myself with everyone but my father.   
“It doesn’t seem as if you need to worry about erecting anything. Tell me, Engineer Tom, do you like to drive the train or ride the train,” I asked, surprised I was able to get to the bottom of the issue without embarrassing myself. Sometimes, I showed glimpses of genius, or so I tried to convince myself. 
Tommy chuckled, sexy and low, and the sound of him had my knob throbbing. “I have enjoyed driving the train more times than riding it. How about you? Looking to have your ticket punched?” he asked me with an enthusiastic thrust of his hips. 
I tossed money over the front seat of the cab and hopped out, pulling Tommy with me. He stumbled a bit before we got into the lobby of my hotel. I led him to the elevator, and when he wrapped his strong arms around my body, I nearly bent over right there in front of the security camera. The elevator door opened, and I pulled him along with me into the box, punching the floor for the penthouse.  
I’d always liked the luxurious lifestyle, and my father could afford it. I’d live the high life as long as possible, since I was pretty sure when my dad found out about the arrest and my great big pink secret, the gravy train was going to leave me at the station. That night, however, I was prepared to give Tommy a birthday worth remembering. 
His lips were nuzzling under my ear, and it felt damn good. He moved his hands lower to my hard dick, and I moaned as he squeezed gently. “Have we decided if you’re driving or riding?” he teased as he nipped along my neck, wrapping his hand in my long hair to move it aside. 
“I love your hair. It’s fucking sexy,” Tommy seemed to decide. 
I took his hand and placed it over my cock again. “I think we can both ride, we can both drive, and we might be able to suck on some candy along the way. You opposed to sucking on a stick of candy?” I taunted.  
“Oh, god no. I love hard candy. Are we there yet?” he asked with a smoldering voice. Oh, we’ll get there! 
I opened the door to my hotel room, and we stumbled inside, both of us laughing about how we bounced off the wall a couple of times. I pushed him to the couch in the room and sat him down, kneeling between his long legs. “You want me to kiss your candy, Teacher,” I teased. Some guys liked it. He’s older, maybe he’d be into a schoolboy/teacher fetish? We all had our own kinks, and I was a schoolboy after all. 
“You’re looking for a teacher?” he asked as he reached into the pocket of his vest I was wearing, pulling out the sexiest glasses I’d ever seen on any man, anywhere. 
I laughed a little. “I’m looking for whatever you want me to look for, though I think I know where you keep the candy,” I offered as I leaned forward and mouthed over his hard cock through his pants. It was straining to get out, and I was all about freeing the snake. 
“This is an interesting turn of events. I hate the idea I could actually be your father, but I sure don’t mind seeing what’s under those intoxicating leather pants. I could use a shower before we get down to basics. You?” he asked.  
I reached up and removed his attractive glasses to get a better look at those blue eyes. I put the glasses on top of my head and led him to the bedroom, placing his cheaters on the bedside table. I went to my travel bag and grabbed a box of condoms and a few packets of lube from the travel-sized sex kit I’d bought at a drugstore at JFK before I left New York.  
I had every intention of getting laid, and I was grateful it was going to be the sexiest man I’d ever met in my life who would be laying the pipe. Life was definitely looking up for me, even if it was for only a few days. 
“You want a shower or a bath? There are jets in the tub,” I offered as I removed his vest to hang in the closet. It was wrinkled, but it was an Armani. One had to respect the label. 
“I think a shower, unless you need time to warm up to what I’d like to
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