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 infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000."
 
 Chapter 1 This time of year grated on Cooper McDermott’s nerves. How many fucking Christmas carols was a human being supposed to take in a day? Wasn’t it enough the commercial jingles and retail stores were grinding sales and consumerism into his brain? Did he have to hear this shit at work? “Guys!” Cooper stood in the middle of the law office. “Can we shut off the fucking Christmas music?” “Bah humbug!” someone replied. “Come on,” Cooper moaned like he was in agony. “I can’t stand it anymore. And we still have a few weeks until Christmas. Give a guy a break.” Some of the legal secretaries laughed. Blair Woodbury, another attorney on staff, said, “When the divorce is final by the New Year, Cooper will be the one handing out gifts.” “Hallelujah!” someone shouted, but Cooper couldn’t see who it was over the office dividers. “Get in here, Coop.” Blair craned his finger at him. Frustration getting the better of Cooper, he almost ignored Blair but after all, Blair was handling his divorce. Cooper closed himself into Blair’s office and dropped like a lead weight onto the chair in front of his desk. “What,” he said flatly, loosening his tie. “Lucinda’s not budging on the alimony or the house.” “Fuck.” Cooper rubbed his face in agony. Ever since the separation from his wife he’d been a wreck. “That woman can work. She’s not on disability, she’s just lazy.” “Maybe that would have made a difference if she worked while you were married.” Blair rocked in his leather chair, hands on his lap. “Kill me now. Put me out of my misery.” Cooper rested his elbow on the arm of the chair and his head in his palm. When Blair smiled dimples appeared in his cheeks. “Now, now. No need to be suicidal. I’m not throwing in the towel yet.” Cooper stared into Blair’s deep brown eyes. Blair was the newest addition to their law office, but seemed to have settled in with the group very quickly. Cooper struggled to feel a part of this firm, and constantly felt like an outsider. All Cooper knew about Blair was that he’d been born in New York City, was thirty-five years old and single. That was it. It seemed Blair’s hiring and the beginning of the end of Cooper’s marriage had coincided. So, Cooper was only half-aware of the world going on around him. Perhaps the rest of the staff had more of the lowdown on the new attorney on board. Since Blair specialized in divorce law, it made sense to use him for this ordeal. “You sure we can’t go with anything stronger than irreconcilable differences?” Blair tapped a pen on a yellow legal pad. “I know she cheated. I just can’t prove it.” “Why not?” Cooper splayed out his hands palms up. “She covered her tracks.” “No one’s that good.” Cooper lost himself on Blair’s lips. They were full and his dark five o’clock shadow made Blair appear very masculine. “What do you think about hiring a private investigator?” “We live apart now. What’s the use?” Cooper wondered if he was lonely, or tired. Why was he looking at Blair sexually? “It may turn up something useful. What if a PI can find out Lucinda was cheating on you for most of your married life?” “I know she was.” Cooper straightened his tie. Blair’s phone rang. It was an inside line, he knew by the sound. He picked it up, staring at Cooper as he said, “Yeah?” Cooper could hear the other end of the conversation, but it was just syllables not clear words. He and Blair locked gazes. The intensity of the stare made Cooper’s cock shift in his trousers. He broke the stare first, looking down at Blair’s desk. “Yes. That’s fine. Just email me the documents. Bye.” Blair hung up. “Where were we?” “Private eye.” “Your okay gets me going.” Cooper laughed at his interpretation of that line. “What?” Blair asked. “Nothing. Sure. Go ahead. It’s only money.” Cooper stood, buttoning his suit jacket. “Yeah. Only money.” Cooper opened the office door. He spun around to say something about Blair’s fees as a joke and caught Blair staring at his backside. Blair met his eyes immediately when Cooper opened his mouth to speak. “Yes?” Blair asked. The sense that Blair was checking out his ass made Cooper lose his thoughts. “Nothing.” He left his office and cringed at the Christmas carols playing. “Someone, shut that shit off!” ~ Blair laughed when he heard that, shaking his head. He flipped through names in his directory for a PI. As he scribbled notes, he smiled. Cooper McDermott. My word. You are one of the best reasons for working here. Yes, indeed. Before he picked up the phone to make the call, he licked his lips. Six feet-two inches tall, thirty-two years old, and gorgeous. Did anyone in this law firm know Blair was bi? No. It wasn’t something he flaunted or broadcasted. He was thirty-five and still a bachelor. Let people think what they wanted. But after seeing a man like Cooper McDermott on his interview with the law partners? Blair would have volunteered to work for nothing. Maybe. Nah. Okay, he wouldn’t go that far. The crush he had on Cooper was instant. But the man had a ring on his finger. The gold kind—the one that said, straight-married-dude-off-limits.
 
 No reason I can’t admire you from afar. And now I’m your divorce attorney. Can someone say, irony? Blair picked up the phone and dialed the number of a private investigator. Maybe the way to win a man’s heart was to get him a good divorce.
 
 Time will tell. ~ Cooper stared out of his office window. His workload piled high, but his focus was gone. Beyond the LA skyline were the surrounding hills, finally turning green again from the recent rain. He’d lived in southern California his whole life—his parents were in San Diego, his wife was a former Miss California. The trophy, the beauty queen. His phone rang. It woke him out of his depressing thoughts. He picked it up. “Cooper McDermott, can I
 
 help you?” “Why are you torturing my daughter?” Hearing his mother-in-law’s voice made Cooper’s skin crawl. Frieda Mumford was ruthless in her protection of her daughter. The typical beauty pageant mother, pushing her daughter at age five to compete in makeup and high heels. A pedophile’s dream. “Frieda, we’re dealing with this through our lawyers now. Please don’t call me.” Cooper leaned on his desk. He was exhausted and couldn’t believe a divorce without children could drag on for so long. “She made you an offer. You’re the one who declined. This is your fault. Just let her go.” “I am letting her go. She cheated on me…repeatedly—” “That’s nonsense and you know it.” “Frieda, I’m not going to argue anymore. I’m at work. From now on, you, your husband, and Lucinda need to go through your lawyer, who will contact my lawyer.” “I can’t understand you. Just give my daughter what she deserves. She was married to you for two years. She was only eighteen when she married you. You’ve stolen her youth.” “Me?” Cooper sat up, pressing his hand to his chest. “She latched onto me with her fangs and she’s still not done sucking my blood.” “You’re a vile man. I have no idea what she saw in you.” “My bank account? It wasn’t for my body. The woman is frigid.” The line went dead. Cooper hung up, his head aching. He massaged his temples and closed his eyes. “Coop?” “Yeah.” Blair entered his office. He put a piece of paper on Cooper’s desk. “Kent Jones. PI. Here’s his name and number…you look like shit.” “The monster-in-law just called.” Cooper glanced at the little yellow sticky note with the name and number. “I’ll file a restraining order.” “It’ll just enflame the situation. Don’t.” Cooper covered his face with his hands. “Let me take you out for a drink after work.” “The way I feel?” Cooper glanced up at Blair. “I’ll need a taxi home.” “I’ll drive. Leave your car here in the office parking garage.” “What the fuck day is today?” Cooper looked at his watch. “Friday.” “Then, no. I don’t want to have to come here on a Saturday morning and pick it up.” His phone rang. “Thanks, Blair.” “Don’t mention it.” Blair left his office. Cooper took a deep breath and answered his phone. ~ Blair headed back to his office, preoccupied. Thinking of Cooper. “Blair.” “Hm?” Blair stopped walking. One of his paralegals, Brenda Wells, was standing in front of him. “Here’s the updated file on the Lawson’s custody battle.” “Thanks.” He took it from her. Her flirtatious smile made him laugh. “Stop undressing me with your eyes.” He flapped the folder at her playfully. Brenda followed him into his office, leaning on the doorframe as Blair sat behind his desk. He tossed the file in front of him and gave Brenda’s tight, short skirt and low cut blouse a good once-over. “Are you undressing me now?” She grinned wickedly. “I don’t have to. You have enough flesh showing that there’s no need to imagine.” He interlocked his fingers and rocked his chair. “You are persistent.” “Why are you resisting my womanly wiles?” She batted her long dark lashes. He chuckled again. “Babe, I’ve been in work relationships. And when they don’t work out, they’re a mess.” “There are plenty of office romances going on.” She sat on the corner of his desk. He looked between her legs but couldn’t see her crotch. “I know. I hear the gossip every morning in the break room. This place is worse than Cage and Fish.” “An Ally McBeal fan? I knew there was a reason I liked you.” She rested her hand on his knee. “Uh hum!” Andy Gore stood at his doorway. “Don’t mean to walk in on you two making love.” “Calm down, Andy.” Blair didn’t flinch, but Brenda removed her hand and stood off his desk. “I’ll catch you later, Blair.” Brenda pursed her red lips as she walked to the door. “Drinks?” “Maybe. I’ll let you know.” Andy made a point of rolling his eyes as she left, waving his paperwork like a fan. “What is with her and the perfume?” “She’s a woman. What do you expect, Andrew? Cologne? What do you need?” He swaggered in and sat in the same spot as Brenda had been. “I’m your second chair on this huge case.” He opened the folder on his knee. “What ‘huge’ case?” Blair adored Andy for his comic appeal. There had to be one ‘out and proud’ gay man in every office. Andy Gore was theirs —slender, black, and adorable. Blair was full of affection for Andy. Without him in their law office and the office parties would suck. Andy’s suit was impeccable—Ralph Lauren gray pinstripe, accented by his black, lace-up Cesari Paciotti shoes. His hair was closely cropped and his goatee perfectly formed. “You. Me. Handling the latest celebrity divorce scandal. You heard about the reality TV screamer?” “Who?” Blair took the paperwork and scanned it. “Pepper! Honey! Pepper Snuff! What rock have you been under? She’s getting a divorce from that Brazilian soccer superstar. Renaldo.” “Oh. I think I heard something.” He couldn’t care less about celebrity gossip. “You. Me. Drinks?” Blair met Andy’s gaze and smiled. Two people wanted him to go out drinking tonight, and all Blair could think about was his straight co-worker. “Last time we had drinks you tried to suck my cock.” “And? So?”
 
 “Under the table in the bar? Babe.” Blair shook his head in admonishment. “Too many chocolate-tinis. So, sue me.” “When do we meet with opposing council on this?” “First thing Monday.” Andy put his hand on Blair’s leg. “Stop playing hard to get.” “I am hard to get. I’m not playing.” Blair read more of the brief. “You’re mission impossible!” A light tap made both Andy and Blair look up at the door. Cooper was there, looking ragged. “What’s up, Coop?” Blair tossed the file on the top of the pile on his desk. Cooper glanced at Andy, but Andy didn’t move, his hand still resting possessively on Blair’s knee. “Can I have a minute, Andy?” Cooper asked tiredly. “Sure.” Andy hopped off the desk and stood beside Cooper at the open door. He pointed at Blair. “Later?” Blair just smiled. Cooper stepped closer to Blair’s desk. “Get the restraining order.” “Okay. All of them, or just the monster-in-law?” “Her mother and father. The phone harassment is unrelenting.” “Sit down. Jesus, Coop.” Blair stood and closed the door so they could have privacy. He waited for Cooper to take a seat, then leaned on his desk close to him. “Why have you been putting up with it for so long? I asked you to let me help you with this months ago.” “I thought if I involved the police she would get pissed off and the negotiations would falter. I see now it doesn’t make a difference.” Blair put his hand on Cooper’s shoulder, squeezing it. “Let me take you out. I’ll drive your car and get a cab after I take you home.” “That’s absurd. You shouldn’t have to do that.” When Cooper met his gaze, Blair nearly had a meltdown. Though Cooper’s eyes were red from his stress, the blue color contrasting his dark brown hair and eyebrows was delicious. Was it true? Did you always want what you can’t have? Every woman in the office—plus Andy Gore—had made a play for Blair ever since he was hired. But no one interested him. No one but Cooper McDermott. “Let me get the order written up.” Blair was determined to take Cooper out with him tonight. Not only did Cooper need a night to get drunk and ease up on his stress, but Blair wanted him. This crush was bad. “Please.” Cooper stood. “You have all the information?” “I do.” “Thanks.” Cooper left his office, leaving the door open. Blair watched him walk away, dying for a bite of that tight ass.
 
 Chapter 2 Cooper stood staring out of the window of his office. Twilight had come and gone, and since it was December, it was just plain old dark. The streetlights below, and the never-ending trail of red tail lights and white headlights, flowed down the main arteries, and he could even see Interstate 405 and its heavy volume of traffic. Friday night. Always the worst commute. “Coop?” Cooper turned around, seeing Blair at his office door. “Drinks?” Cooper felt exhausted. He stared at his chaotic desk. “Look at that.” He pointed to it. “That’s the way my head feels.” Blair closed the door and stood beside Cooper to look out at the view from his ceiling to floor glass wall. “So different than New York.” Cooper heard Blair sigh loudly. “It is. We’re horizontal and New York is vertical.” “Pretty much.” “Miss it?” “Sometimes.” Cooper stared at Blair’s profile, his conservatively cut thick, dark hair, and neatly trimmed sideburns. “Are you dating Brenda?” Blair smiled. “No.” “Rumor is you are.” “It’s okay. I don’t mind rumors.” Blair met Cooper’s eyes. “The cops will serve the papers to your soon-to-be ex-in-laws tomorrow.” “Thanks.” “No problem.” Cooper stared at Blair slightly longer as Blair moved his gaze back out to the view. “You’re on your own here, aren’t you? All your family is back east?” “Yup.” “Lucky. Maybe I should move to New York.” Cooper folded his arms over his chest. “Maybe. It’s a hell of a city.” “I love it every time I go.” Blair stepped back to sit on Cooper’s desk, atop the ‘rubble’ of his paperwork. “When were you last there?” “Lucinda and I went for our honeymoon. Stayed there for a week.” Cooper leaned his right hand on the glass, over his head, still lost on the landscape of car traffic and illuminated streetlights. “We argued most of it. I can’t believe I married her.” “She was pretty. You had the Miss California trophy to flaunt.” “I did.” Cooper smiled. “I thought I was the luckiest guy in the world when she agreed to go out to dinner with me.” “How did you guys meet?” Cooper turned around to face Blair. “In a bar. She was there with her friends. They were completely drunk, and it wasn’t until I tried to take her to a nightclub that I found out she was only eighteen and couldn’t drink legally. She still can’t until next February when she turns twenty-one.” “So fucking young. Are you out of your mind? Marrying an eighteen year old?” “Yeah. I was.” Cooper laughed to himself, thinking about it. “Her mother was pushing us to get married the minute she found out what I did for a living and how much I made.” Cooper’s smile faded. “Now she’s in the house I bought and I’m in a townhouse.” Blair rose off the desk and touched Cooper’s arm. “I’ll get your house back.” “I doubt it. The judges in this town seem to bend over backwards for the women. I’ve done enough divorce cases to see how men are screwed.” “She cheated on you.” Blair squeezed Cooper’s arm. “You didn’t do anything to her.” “Won’t matter. I ‘robbed her of her youth’.” He felt bitter about that comment from Frieda. “Coop.” Blair nudged Cooper so they were standing eye to eye. When Cooper realized how intimate their body language was, he backed up awkwardly. “Right. Guess it’s time to head out into the madness.” “Let’s at least have one drink. That place right down the street.” “Which place?” “The Boulevard.” Cooper smiled. “One of Lucinda’s favorites.” He loosened his tie. “Sure. Why not?” ~ Blair frowned as he returned to his office to shut the lights and get his suit jacket. He was nuts. Not only was Cooper straight, he was deep in the divorce pit. Even if Cooper was gay or bi, the timing Blair had sucked. He got ready and met Cooper, who was waiting outside his door. The office had emptied and Blair had laid low on purpose to avoid any more invitations to go out for a drink. Weekdays he had a built-in excuse, but once Friday night came, he either had to be blunt or crafty. Since he liked Brenda and very much liked Andy, he decided blunt equaled rude, so he opted for crafty and pretended to be too busy to leave the office when they did. He and Cooper stood side by side at the elevator as the many office employees began calling it a week and huddled near the pair of elevators, coaxing them to hurry up. Their building was vintage 1970s and remodeled to accommodate the latest minimalist LA chic. The top floors tended to be law offices while the bottom few held accountants, dental offices, and other paper-pushing staff. The doors opened on their eighth floor stop and the group entered the elevator. Blair pushed the button for the lobby and looked down at his shoes while the doors closed and the elevator seemed to stop at every floor. Two women entered at the fifth and Blair shifted to accommodate what was now ten people on board. He brushed against Cooper and glanced at him to smile, but saw Cooper lost in his head. When the backs of their hands touched, Blair had to resist the urge to clasp it. He wanted to show Cooper he empathized with his current situation but he didn’t dare. One of the women who chatted with her friend met Blair’s eye. She smiled. He smiled back. He noticed she elbowed her friend, as if to tell her to look at him. Her friend was not subtle when she spun around for a gander. Blair smiled at her too, making her blush.
 
 The elevator finally arrived at the lobby floor, and the crowd that had been stuck together quickly dispersed. The two women kept meeting Blair’s eye as they all walked to the large glass doors leading to the street. Cooper said quietly, “Looks like you have some admirers.” “Indeed it does.” Blair held open the door for Cooper and ended up holding it for an older woman as well. He smiled at her politely and rejoined Cooper on the sidewalk. It was cooling off, but not nearly what Blair was used to. New York this time of year was coated in snow. Sixty degrees was not cold, yet the southern Californians shivered like it was the Arctic. Storefronts were decorated in strings of multi-colored bulbs and the lampposts were decked out in holiday garland and white twinkling lights. Blair immediately thought of Broadway this time of year. In this opposite world, palm trees swayed—their tops waving green and their older leaves brown and lying flat against their elephant-hide-like trunks. The restaurant was inside the Beverly Hills Hotel. As if… Blair gave himself a shake of the head. As if…he could get Coop drunk enough to take up to a room? Ha. In my dreams. This time Cooper held the door open for him. A line was already forming to get a table. Blair pointed into the lounge, saying to the hostess, “We’re going to sit in the bar.” She nodded, looking slightly frazzled from the mob. Blair touched Cooper’s sleeve and gestured for him to enter the dimly lit room. Not a table was vacant, and the bar was slowly being enveloped by the thirsty horde. Behind the counter a vertical illuminated wall gave a calming effect, similar to a waterfall. Everything in the room was vaulted, making it seem larger than it was. The murmur of voices and background music wasn’t overwhelming—he’d chosen this place deliberately so he and Cooper could talk. It wasn’t a dance club, though dancing with a tipsy Coop would be something he aspired to. Blair removed his wallet. “What will you have, Coop?” “Am I getting drunk?” He smiled, even though he looked exhausted. “If I were you?” Blair exaggerated an expression of certainty. “Fuck yeah.” “Fine. Buy me some booze, Blair.” “You got it.” Blair caught the bartender’s attention and ordered vodka shots and two white wheat beers to chase it. ~ Cooper stared at Blair while he ordered. It seemed every woman in the bar had spotted Blair. Giving the area a glance, Cooper caught some leers as well, but by far, Blair was the one being singled out. Cooper gave his form-fitted black slacks a once-over. The globes of Blair’s ass showed as he stretched to reach for the drinks over the bar. They were nearly the same height—six one, six two—but Blair was by far the more attractive. Cooper wondered if this ordeal was making him appear as worn out as he felt. He touched his face, feeling the fresh beard growth from a long day. “Here.” Blair held out a shot glass. Cooper took it. He and Blair stood eye to eye. Blair tapped Cooper’s glass. “Bottoms up.” “Cheers.” Cooper shot it down. He figured it was vodka since it was naked without a lime on it. It burned his throat and felt wonderful. Blair took the empty from Cooper and stuck a brown bottle with a silver colored label into his hand. Again Blair tapped Cooper’s bottle before he sipped it. “Ahh, nice.” “What is it?” Cooper tasted it, agreeing. “Belgium white.” “I like a man with a refined pallet.” Cooper winked. “That’s me. My friends back home called me a snob.” Blair took a look at their surroundings, Cooper assumed trying to find them a table. “A New York snob?” Cooper laughed. “Isn’t that redundant?” “So true. No one understood why I left.” Cooper studied the hollows under Blair’s cheekbones as he drank from the bottle. “Why did you?” Blair kept sucking down the beer first, then smiled. “I had a break up as bad as what you’re going through. But that’s not the only reason I moved.” Blair pointed to a table. “Better grab it.” They both made their way closer to an older couple who had been called to dine in the dining room. Cooper took off his suit jacket and draped it on the back of the chair as the busboy cleaned the two empty glasses and wiped the table. “We’ll need the bar menu,” Blair said as he too took off his suit jacket and loosened his tie, opening the top buttons of his shirt. “I’ll be right back.” The busboy left. They made themselves comfortable on two stools with high backs at a small round table. It was against the wall and gave them a view of the entire room, which was growing louder and more crowded. A waitress approached them, handing them the menus. “How are you gentlemen tonight?” “Thirsty.” Blair’s dark eyes sparkled in the flattering low light. “We’ve been drinking Absolut shots and you can see what these are.” He held out the beer label for her. “Don’t stop ‘til we’re lying on the floor.” She cracked up with laughter. Cooper had no doubt Blair could charm the boots off of Mussolini. “Were those shots straight up?” she asked. “They were.” Blair handed her two twenties to keep her attentive. Like this woman needs money to fawn over you? Cooper thought about Blair’s move from New York over a break up. If Cooper guessed, he’d say the woman was the sore loser in that deal. A man like Blair Woodbury was a keeper. “And get us the basket of french fries.” Blair read the menu before he lost the waitress in the mob. At the ‘Blvd’ fries meant truffle, sweet potato, creole-heirloom ketchup, curry aioli, and blue cheese. Nothing was ordinary here. “Got it.” She winked and left. Cooper didn’t realize he was still staring at Blair until Blair smiled, the beer to his lips. “So, what did you and Lucy-the-destroyer eat here?” “She hated the name Lucy.” Cooper finished his beer and didn’t feel anything from the single shot of vodka. “That’s why I can call her that.” Blair tipped back his beer and placed the empty on the table. “I should order double-shots. I’m no longer a cheap drunk.” “Ditto. But I don’t want to puke.” Cooper placed his empty bottle next to Blair’s. “How long were you in a relationship?” “Not long. I usually get stuck with a partner who has a roving eye. Some people don’t do commitment very well.”
 
 Cooper felt like it was a kick in the stomach. “Neither did Lucinda.” As if he realized his faux pas, Blair said, “I just haven’t met the right person, that’s all. There are some good people out there. I know I’m capable of monogamy. I just have to fall head over heels. You know?” Cooper nodded but didn’t answer. “Were you head over heels in love, Coop?” “No. I was ‘smitten’. I don’t think it was head over heels.” “You sure? This divorce is kicking your ass.” “It’s the battle. I wish I could say I was heartbroken. I know I’m not. At least I don’t think I am. Who the fuck knows?” “Maybe that’s a shame. Shouldn’t this be about love?” Blair toyed with the two bottles, making them touch. “It’s about money. It’s always been about money.” “Here ya go!” The waitress held a tray and placed two more shots and beers in front of them. “Your three little baskets of fries will be up soon. Anything else to eat?” “Oh.” Cooper looked back at the menu. “I’ll take the beef slider.” Blair handed her the menu. “And you, handsome?” The waitress smiled. Cooper had to focus for a moment. Was she calling him handsome? I’m not the handsome one here. “Same thing.” He handed her the menu. “Coming up. I’ll keep an eye on your progress,” she said, laughing. “If you’re still sitting after those shots, I’ll bring two more.” “You’re wonderful.” Blair winked at her. “What’s your name, sweetheart?” “Carrie. Want my number too?” “Isn’t that a wedding ring?” Cooper pointed to her finger. “Yeah. I was just kidding.” She laughed and walked off. After a moment to think about the waitress’ comment, Cooper watched Blair raise the second shot. “Over the teeth, and down the gums, look out stomach here she comes.” Blair tapped his glass and tossed down the vodka. Cooper inhaled deeply, then swallowed the booze. After a cough from the liquor, Blair asked, “Why do you still wear your wedding ring?” Cooper looked down at it. “I’m still married.” “In theory.” “I don’t know.” Cooper bent his knuckle staring at the heavy eighteen-carat-gold band. “Maybe it’s a wall to hide behind so I don’t get hit on.” “Ah.” Blair’s smile dropped and he began drinking his beer. “So, tell me about her.” “Who?” “The woman you had a relationship with back in New York.” “I didn’t say it was a woman.” Blair grinned wickedly. “Shut up!” Cooper laughed. “Sure. It was a guy.” Blair shrugged, not saying. “You’re not gay.” Cooper tried not to blush. Now the booze was starting to warm him up. “I’m not?” Blair kept laughing, like it was a joke. “No. I know when a guy is gay. Andy Gore is gay.” “Andy Gore is flaming.” Blair looked around the crowded room, keeping the beer bottle against his mouth. “Exactly.” “I could be bi.” Blair’s smile was so devilish Cooper knew he was teasing him. “Bi? No one’s bi.” “No one is bi?” Blair cracked up with laughter. A young man approached with their fries. He asked, “Triple basket?” “That’s us.” Blair moved the shot glasses. The young man set the food down and took all the empty bottles and glasses away. They both started eating, not talking. Cooper began a debate in his mind. Blair is not bi. That’s a joke. The guy is pure masculinity. No way he’d be with another man. “What was his name?” Cooper called his bluff, gobbling down the tasty fries as quickly as Blair was. “Ted Mack.” Cooper choked on his swallow and coughed. Blair asked, “Heimlich?” “No.” Cooper controlled his cough and sipped his beer. “I know you’re full of shit now.” “Am I?” Blair appeared amused. “Yes. Unless you don’t mean Ted Mack the guy who founded Comp-U-U.” “That Ted Mack.” Blair appeared smug. “Shut the fuck up!” Cooper kept laughing and coughing. Blair drank his beer and shrugged. The waitress brought two more shots and their sliders. “Boys. You’re still sitting. I’m not doing my job.” “You’re going to get a great tip, honey-pie.” Blair pinched her cheek. “He says he’s bi.” Cooper pointed at him. Carrie gave Blair a good once over. “If we play our cards right, we may both get lucky!” She walked away, laughing. “Number three…magic number.” Blair held up the shot. “Bi…” Cooper kept laughing. ~ Blair tapped his glass and tossed the shot into his mouth. The booze was beginning to give him a buzz. It would take more than three shots of vodka and a couple of beers to do any damage to him. He assumed Cooper was no lightweight, either. Though they had both been at minor office social gatherings together, Blair hadn’t the pleasure of trying to get the gorgeous Cooper McDermott drunk.
 
 “Do you find it hard to believe because you’re homophobic?” Blair finished his second beer, also grabbing the last fry in the basket. “Homophobic? No. I don’t care who fucks who.” “Have you ever been with a man?” “No. I mean, not for anything like that.” Cooper wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. Blair thought he was beginning to see signs of intoxication. “Like what then?” “You know. Innocent stuff. In school. The locker room. I’m not gay.” “In school?” Blair blinked in shock. “In the locker room?” “Yeah.” Cooper brushed off the comment and looked into the basket. “You finished them?” Blair nodded after taking a bite of his beef slider. With his mouth full he asked, “What did you do with another boy in the locker?” “Horsing around. Nothing like what your perverted mind is thinking.” “You ever touch another guy’s cock?” Blair was beginning to get himself hot. Visualizing Cooper as a young man experimenting with another teammate was making his cock thick. “No!” Cooper kept laughing, holding his burger in his hand. “Gross!” “Gross?” Blair stopped smiling. “Did you say, ‘gross’?” “Yes!” Cooper chuckled, taking another bite of his food. Suddenly nothing was funny any longer. Blair ate his food, trying to appear casual and not devastated, like he felt. ~ Cooper finished his sandwich, wiping his hands on his napkin. The waitress brought over two more shots of vodka. “Oh, God!” Cooper slapped the table in hilarity. “You’re going to kill us.” “The man said keep going until you’re lying on the floor. I see two men still sitting.” She set one shot in front of each of them. “How was the food?” “Excellent.” Cooper laughed, enjoying the evening, very glad Blair had insisted he come. He raised the glass as Carrie stood by. “Sir? I do believe this one’s for you.” Cooper held out a shot glass. “Oh.” Blair took it, appearing upset. “No?” Cooper asked. “Last one?” “Yes. Last one.” Blair drank it without a toast and set it on the table. “Thanks, Carrie. How about the check?” “Sure thing.” She removed the empty plates and left. “Last one? The check?” Cooper took another swallow of beer. “What? What did I say? Is this because…” Cooper thought back to when the fun died. “I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings.” Blair appeared to try to make light of it. “No biggie. Most straight guys think touching another man’s cock is gross.” “Blair. I’m sorry. I’m slightly buzzed.” “No need to apologize.” “Here you go, boys. Are you sure I can’t bring you dessert to split?” “No. Thank you.” Blair tossed his credit card on the table. “Wait.” Cooper tilted his head to Carrie for her not to take the card. She immediately got the hint and left. “Blair.” Cooper touched his arm. Blair stiffened. “I insulted you that deeply that you feel the need to take off? Right now?” Blair shifted on his chair, not meeting Cooper’s eye. When he didn’t get an answer, Cooper said, “I hope this won’t affect our working relationship.” “Of course not.” Blair looked angry. “What the fuck?” Cooper held up his hands in confusion. “I don’t need this shit! You have any idea what I’m dealing with right now? And you insisted on this drink, not me.” Cooper stood from the chair and threw three twenties on the table, leaving. As he did, he remembered his jacket, reached back and nearly knocked the chair over as he snatched it. He was so furious he could scream. ~ Blair rested his head on his hand, rubbing his forehead. “I’m an idiot. I’m an idiot.” “You okay, doll?” Carrie asked softly. “Yes.” Blair counted out the cash and instead of using his card, he added enough from his wallet to cover. “You were great. Thanks.” “I hope you and your friend work it out.” “Me too.” He took his jacket and left.
 
 Chapter 3 Cooper was so angry he could punch a wall. Now I’m over the limit and have to drive to my fucking ‘townhouse’!—he screamed the word ‘townhouse’ in his head—and I’m more pissed off now than before I went out! I don’t need this shit! He stormed to the parking garage, took the keys out of his pocket and tried to find his car. He spotted his black BMW and used the key fob to unlock it. Once he was sitting behind the wheel, he rested his arms on it and his head on his arms. He was so frustrated he wanted to cry. He just wasn’t very good at weeping. “I’m drunk. I can’t drive.” He slouched in the seat, staring at the cement wall in front of him. “Fuck.” He turned the key in the ignition and tried to sober up. The waves of intoxication were just starting. He knew he was in no shape. He shut off the car and closed his eyes, his head on the rest behind him. All he wanted to do was go home. His cell phone rang. Cooper patted his pockets trying to find it. He took it out and read the display. It was Blair. He shut it off and tossed it on the passenger’s seat. “You got me drunk, and now I can’t drive home!” Cooper climbed out of his car and staggered as he closed the door behind him. He wasn’t going to risk being on the road. No way. He had enough problems. His heels clacking on the cement floor, Cooper made his way back to the street level and looked for a coffee shop. His hands deep in his pants pockets, his head down, Cooper felt like he had an ‘L’ for loser tattooed on his forehead. He envied Blair. Imagine…having both sexes to choose from. No strings? Fuck a woman one night, a man the next? “He’s not bi. He’s lost his mind.” He walked down the street to sober up. Spotting the El Torito Grill, Cooper entered it and checked to see if they had coffee on the menu. They did. He waited in line and ordered a large, then sat outside on a low circular cement planter pot and sipped it. The area wasn’t mobbed with pedestrians, but there were people coming and going. Rodeo Drive with its Christmas theme was drawing in the customers. Parking was at a premium and there were still a lot of cars on the street. In the cool breeze, steam swirled from his coffee. He tried to think. But in reality, he didn’t want to. His time off became a series of frustrations dealing with threatening calls from Lucinda’s family to trying to keep his head above water as the woman milked him dry. Now he was paying two mortgages, two car payments, all the insurance costs…he was drowning. Seeing people happy all over the place this time of year made him slightly bitter. It wasn’t supposed to be this way. He was supposed to be happy too, wasn’t he? Time and his dour thoughts began to sober him up. Whatever food he had eaten was helping sop up the vodka. The coffee cooled down and he was able to drink it. It was weak, but tolerable. As dust blew up from the wind, he rubbed his eyes, yearning to get out of his business suit and into a shower. ~ Blair was buzzed. Not toast, but not sober.
 
 Great idea, Blair! Let’s go out with a straight homophobe and get drunk! Whee! He cursed himself as he tried to walk off the high so he could drive home. Wasn’t he supposed to be the designated driver? Ha. Sure. He didn’t know what he was, or wanted… Thinking about Ted. Ted Mack… Ted Mack didn’t want him. That’s why their relationship ended. Blair was convinced Ted was madly in lust with one of his young protégés. What
 
 was that kid’s name? Blair tapped his lip, trying to unravel that riddle.
 
 I know it. What is it? It’s a weird name. Not Bob or Tom… Reef. Reefer. “Keefe!” he said out loud, holding up his index finger. Some passersby looked but didn’t comment. Blair kept walking, feeling the cool breeze and liking it. No freezing temperatures, no need to use a parka and long johns. “Keefe Hammond. That’s the name.” Blair snarled his upper lip. The fucking kid was just out of Rutgers. What? Ten? Eleven? He scoffed. Fine. He was twenty-something. Fuck me, Ted, I’m sooo old! Thirty-five, over the fucking hill. Suck my cock, you prick. How was he supposed to stick around and watch Ted Mack not only earn millions, but flaunt a young stud on his arm as well? It had nearly made Blair swear off men. Nearly.
 
 And who does he set his sights on next? Another man with a tendency for dating children. Eighteen? Seriously, Coop? You married an eighteen year old beauty queen? What the hell chance do I have? Zip! I’m an old fuck at thirty-five and male! Blair stopped for a traffic signal, looking around Rodeo Drive. Mostly women. Almost all women . The only men were limousine drivers standing by stretch sedans. He liked to dabble in straight affairs, but women became clingy. Like he’d been with Ted Mack. “Cocksucker,” he said, thinking of Ted. An older woman gave Blair a surprised look. Blair spun around. “Not you! Sorry!” The woman kept walking. “Now I’m swearing to myself like a street person. Shut up, Blair!” He bit his lip and walked across the street when the light changed. Am I sober
 
 yet? He stopped and tried to touch his nose like in a sobriety test.
 
 Fuck. No. “Damn.” He wished there was a coffee shop right where he was walking. How could Starbucks not be right here? He remembered one on North Beverly and wondered if he felt like actually going there. “Yes.” He changed direction and kept walking. He couldn’t drive and didn’t want to keep wandering the streets. Sure enough, the logo for the coffee shop appeared. A few people were even outdoors, sipping the hot drinks at outside tables. He entered the shop, hit instantly with the noise of hissing espresso makers and steamed milk. He was full, so the food behind the glass showcase held no interest. He removed a five out of his wallet and shuffled along with the line.
 
 “Can I help you?” “Double espresso.” He handed him the money. “Your name?” “Schmuck.” “Did you say, schmuck?” “Blair.” The man behind the counter smiled wryly as he wrote on a cup. “I’ve had nights like that.” “Yeah. Me too. Too many to count.” He took his change. “Thanks. “No problem.” Blair stood on the second line, trying not to interact with anyone. Not at the moment. He was too angry. “Blair?” He nodded and took his coffee, looking for a spot to sit. No open tables. A few had single occupants. Though in the past it would have opened up an opportunity for a chat and to get laid, he didn’t bother. Standing outside, Blair removed the lid and blew on the strong coffee, figuring now he could wander back to his car and be sober enough to drive. ~ Cooper finished the coffee. From all the beer and booze and caffeine, he had to piss. He reentered the restaurant and tossed out the cup, stepping into the men’s room. Another man was already standing at the urinal, so Cooper chose the stall. He undid his belt and zipper, watching his stream hit the water in the bowl. Was he sober? Pretty much. Getting there. He finished up, and stood at the sink to wash his hands. When he saw how he looked, he shook his head. Jesus, Coop. What happened to
 
 you? In his opinion, he thought he had aged. Those two years of marriage had tacked on ten to his youthful appearance, and he wasn’t happy about it.
 
 Thirty-two. Thirty-fucking-two! “May as well be a hundred and thirty-two.” He stuck his hands under the blower and then left the restaurant, headed to his car. He could drive home now. He felt much more sober. Didn’t matter. He had to get home. The hour on his watch read after eight. He felt like everything was off kilter in his head. There was a time when he was out all night, dancing, partying…where did those days go?
 
 And I’m young! Fuck you, Lucinda. I stole your youth? Are you kidding me? He entered the parking garage, retracing his earlier steps when he’d left to get coffee. He stopped short. Blair was leaning against his car, legs crossed, waiting. ~ Blair was sober. Stone sober now. The walk, the coffee and the time had done their job. When he arrived at his Mercedes, he noticed Cooper’s BMW still parked near it. So…he waited. As Cooper approached Blair said to him, “Hello, Mr. McDermott.” “Hi.” “I’m sorry I got you drunk and left you high…and dry.” Cooper leaned against the car parked beside his own, so they were facing each other. “What did we argue about?” “Nothing important.” That smile was back. The perfect white teeth and gleam in Blair’s eye made Cooper smile back. “Had a cup of coffee over at El Torito.” “Oh. Right. I went to ‘bucks.” Cooper tilted his head and then nodded. “Fuck. North Beverly.” “Yup. I’m from New York and yet I know the area better than you.” “I just forgot.” “Sober?” “Yeah. Though I can drive now, it sucks being sober.” Cooper sighed. “Oh well. Time to head home.” He stood off the car and held his key. Blair moved aside but felt as if something needed saying. “No hard feelings?” “Seriously, Blair. I can’t remember what we were mad about. I have too much on my mind.” Blair was not about to remind Cooper that he thought touching another man was ‘gross!’ “I hear ya.” He backed up to allow Cooper to enter his car. Once Cooper was inside his car, he started the engine and powered the window down. Blair leaned on the door frame. “Have a good weekend, Mr. McDermott. Don’t stress. The restraining order will be served, and the PI will contact you.” “Good.” Blair would give anything to lean in and peck this man on the cheek. It felt right, but it was oh, so wrong. “Okay. I need to strip off this monkey suit. I’ve had enough of it. See ya.” Blair stood back as Cooper put the car in reverse. He waved and watched the sleek BMW leave. “I’d like to strip off that suit for you, pretty boy.” Blair shook his head and knew this crush was futile. He had to let it go or he and Cooper wouldn’t even be able to work together. He sat behind the wheel of his car and headed home. ~ Cooper managed to get home without incident. His paranoia made him drive a mile under the posted speed limits, causing near road rage in the poor drivers unfortunate enough to be stuck behind him. His townhouse wasn’t too shabby, but its thirteen hundred square feet, two bedrooms and two baths, was less than half of the house he had purchased nearly ten years ago. Lucinda warned if he wanted her out, he had to sell it. Sell it? In this market? He was lucky his mortgage didn’t go upside down. He parked in one side of his two-car garage and climbed out, taking his tie and jacket with him. He scanned through his mobile phone texts and voicemail as he entered his home. It wasn’t Malibu, but in the area of Santa Monica, the Wilshire neighborhood was decent. In the downturned economy, he was able to buy the townhouse for half its original cost. So he did. Like hell he was going to rent while his wife
 
 lived in his wonderful home. He tossed his jacket on his bed, toeing off his shoes and stripping for the shower. His workouts had gone hit and miss. He had no idea why he was so tired but nothing he did made him feel good. His diet was mostly coffee and water, and his life seemed to be on hold. On his way to the shower he caught sight of his reflection in the mirror over the vanity, and avoided it. He stood waiting for the water to heat up then wetted down, closing his eyes, trying to unwind. The booze had left him with a mild hangover headache already. He scrubbed and shampooed, feeling slightly better for it. He shut off the water and stood dripping. He tugged on his cock but was in no mood for a climax. That yearning had become rare with his mind so overloaded. A towel around his waist, Cooper stepped out of the tub and looked through the steam at his reflection. He had to pull it together. Letting himself go was not going to make him feel better. Using the ball of his palm, he wiped a circle in the mist to see himself. “You know what will piss her off?” He rubbed the stubble on his jaw. “Me being happy without her. That bitch is getting off on killing me.” ~ Blair opened his shirt buttons as he played the messages on his answering machine. Solicitations, recorded computerized drones leaving messages for other occupants… All Blair received on his home phone was wrong numbers. He truly wondered how long the phone company waited to dole out the numbers between users. Seemed like between the wrong phone calls and the letters in his mailbox addressed to someone else, Blair wondered if it was a coded message from beyond. Someone telling the New Yorker to get back across the country. He did his best to lose the accent. He was good at mimicking the inflection of whatever locale he was in. Nothing was worse than being seen as the ‘foreigner’. And what was that rivalry between LA and NYC? They were like two polar opposites trying to mate. He continued through his three-bedroom, four-bathroom home in Glendale. The million dollar estate complete with fifty-four acres of land was a repossessed home. A pool, a view of the hills…Blair loved it. He actually made money on the transaction—selling his penthouse in Manhattan and buying this place. No one would believe him. He changed into his sweatpants and NYU sweatshirt. Once he took a bottle of water out of his refrigerator he curled up on his overstuffed sectional, pointing the remote at the flat-screen. A weekend ahead and nothing planned. It was easy to make ‘acquaintances’ in Lala Land, but not good friends. At work if he asked someone to go out for a meal or a movie, he’d end up fending off a sexual advance. The available few had made it obvious to Blair he was being pursued. So, without work to offer a friend, that didn’t leave much at the moment. As he surfed through channels of garbage, he thought about a pay movie. Straight or gay porn? “Gay.” He aimed the remote. The selection was mostly bland plots or ones he’d seen. He picked one with a gorgeous model on the trailer. “Mm. Looks like Cooper. I’ll bite.” He smiled. Once he had made his selection, he tossed the remote on the cushion beside him and stuffed his hand down his pants. The water bottle empty and placed on the side table, Blair exposed his cock and played with it as the opening credits rode over men sucking cock and butt-fucking. The more he watched, the less he felt like jacking off. He stared down at his cock and sighed.
 
 Chapter 4 Saturday morning Cooper was woken out of his sleep. He opened his eyes to hear his ringtone and moaned. Squinting against the glare of sun coming through his slatted blinds on the window, Cooper picked up the phone and realized who it was when he read the number. “What?” “You served my parents with a restraining order?” “Lucinda…” Cooper rubbed his eyes. “How could you!” “Please don’t start. I can’t fight three against one. Your mother and father call me and harass me.” He rolled his back to the window and closed his eyes. “Cooper! You and that bully you hired will not intimidate me.” “You think Blair’s a bully?” He smiled. “Good.” “This would all be over by now if you would give me what I want.” “I could say the same thing.” “You left me!” “I left you because you kept cheating. I even told you after the first time I would forgive you. But you did it again.” “That’s a lie! You have no proof.” “Lucinda. You told me you don’t love me. Remember?” He felt his chest tighten. “I was just pissed off.” “When you screw someone other than your husband, chances are you probably don’t love him.” He yawned and rolled to his back, holding his hand up to shield the light. “Just because I have fans that ask me out, doesn’t mean I make love to them.” “Why do you go? You know it upsets me.” He threw off the sheets and tugged the cord from the blinds, darkening the room, then sat on the bed. “Haven’t we been through this enough?” “I love my house. I don’t want to leave.” “It was my house for ten years and yours for two. Is that fair?” “You make so much money, Coop. I don’t.” “Sweetie, you can’t imagine retiring at twenty. Come on.” Cooper fell back on his bed with a bounce. “At twenty, I was in college working my way to get into law school. You can actually get a job. Use your looks.” “No. I’m too busy to work.” “Busy?” He laughed. “Yes! I have Pilates, yoga, facials, then I work for the pageants, you know. I’m still involved in promotion and I help manage the children’s shows.” “You volunteer. You should do that and get paid.” “Oh, Coop.” She blew out a breath. “It’s barely minimum wage.” “So? You start small and then own a beauty pageant of your own.” He scratched his balls and bent his knee. “That’s easy for you to say. Own a pageant? Who owns a pageant?” “You and your mother can start some kind of coaching agency. Think about it, Lucinda. Do we really need to go through all this pain?” “Your lawyer isn’t charging you by the hour like mine is. It’s unfair you work with him.” “I’m paying him. You think I’m not paying him?” “Cooper…” she whined. “Just the house.” “The house is two million. No.” “Buy me out.” “I don’t have that kind of money. I’m nearly broke now with all the expenses.” “Liar.” “I’m the liar? You cheated with so many guys. Come on.” “Who? Name one.” “How can I name them? They’re ten years younger than I am and I have no idea who they are.” “Then how do you know?” He groaned and straightened his legs. “Again? I have to tell you again? Do you not listen or do you forget?” “You have no proof.” “Why would my friends tell me about you meeting very young men while I’m at work?” “They’re jealous, Coop. They know how close we are.” “How close were we?” His call waiting beeped. “Hang on.” Cooper hit the button. “Hello?” “Mr. McDermott?” “Yes.” “This is Kent Jones. Blair Woodbury said you would be needing the services of a private investigator.” “Yes. Hang on.” Cooper hit the button. “I have to go.” “I want the house.” “I know. Bye.” Cooper sat up and wedged his pillows behind him. “Mr. Jones?” “Call me Kent. Are you available to see me today?” “I am. Do you want to come here? Or…?” “What are you comfortable with?” “Come here. What time?” He looked at his digital alarm clock. It was just after nine. “Is ten-thirty good?” “Yes. You have all my home information?” “I do.” “See you then.” Cooper hung up staring into space. He rolled to his side and closed his eyes. ~
 
 Blair ran through the neighborhood in his shorts and t-shirt. A few people were out walking their dogs, bundled up in sweatshirts and long pants. The morning air was fabulous and not cold. Not like running in freezing temperatures in Central Park. December? No one liked to run in winter back east. But he did. Here? Here in Glendale? With the view of the hills and a wonderful run along Riverside Drive? Paradise. He tried to get into a routine. Being new to an area was a huge adjustment. It didn’t help matters that every time he watched the news or turned on his computer, Ted Mack’s picture and articles about the rising millionaire and his new streamlined social-network-for-one had gone viral. The apps alone were pure genius.
 
 I hate that man. Blair pumped his legs harder, trying to clear his mind, but running may accomplish releasing stress, but it gave him time to think. As he rounded a bend in the sidewalk, Blair thought about Cooper. Not only was it more pleasant, he enjoyed fantasizing about him. How to seduce a straight man? Though urban myth had plenty of tales of conquest, Blair didn’t think it was possible. Bi-curious men, yes. Closeted homosexuals, of course. But bona fide straight men? No. No way. Get over it. Sweat began running down Blair’s temple. He swiped at it and kept pushing harder. Thinking of tactics to deal with Cooper’s divorce had become Blair’s obsession. Yes, he had other cases, but none that mattered more. This battle was personal. Making the loop back home, thinking of laps in the swimming pool to top off the workout for the day, Blair hoped Kent Jones could dig up the dirt. He was recommended. On this coast, Blair didn’t know a soul. ~ “Hi. Come in.” Cooper opened the door to a husky, older black gentleman in a suit. “Nice to meet you.” He shook his hand. “Can I get you a cup of coffee?” “Yes. Thank you. With sugar.” Kent looked around the room. “Where would you like me to interview you?” “Just have a seat at the kitchen table.” Cooper poured a mug of coffee and placed it in front of Kent, putting spoons and a sugar bowl out as well. He refilled his own cup and joined him at the table. Kent opened a leather briefcase and removed a spiral notebook from it, and a pen. Cooper admired a gold ring with a diamond center stone on his right hand, and his wedding band on his left. It made Cooper glance at his own ring. He twirled it on his finger nervously, wondering why he clung to it. “Right.” Kent made eye contact. “Blair Woodbury is handling your divorce.” “Correct.” “He told me you knew your wife was cheating but you had no proof. So this information is to help you gain leverage with the court system.” “Yes.” Cooper leaned his elbows on the table and studied the deep lines in Kent Jones’ face. “Tell me a little about your wife.” “Her name is Lucinda. Maiden name, Mumford.” Cooper watched Kent write as he spoke. “She’s twenty.” Kent glanced at him, nodding. “Date of birth?” “Christmas day is her birthday.” Cooper slouched, rubbing his face. “Why do you suspect she was cheating?” “Friends. Friends and clients told me they spotted her with other men. Or, I should say, boys her age.” Kent nodded, his expression not changing, writing. “Where did your friends see her?” “Uh…” Cooper closed his eyes to remember. “You mean like areas of LA or exact locations?” “The more exact, the better.” Cooper struggled to remember. “Right. Uh, one friend spotted her in Echoplex, another in Arena.” “What type of places are these?” “Under twenty-one clubs.” “Spotted her doing what?” “Well, Jack Larsen…” Cooper stopped talking and met Kent’s eyes. “He’s a lawyer from another firm in LA and an acquaintance.” Kent nodded, writing. “Jack was in the club looking for a friend’s son when he saw Lucinda making out with a young man.” Kent nodded. “Um…Sonja Knight, an associate of Jack’s, was with her niece when she spotted Lucinda screwing someone in a car in the parking lot of Arena.” “Ms. Knight actually witnessed your wife having sex.” “Yes. That’s what she told me. She said Lucinda was in the back seat of a car sitting on top of another young man, screwing him.” Kent began scribbling quickly, turning a page. “They knew Lucinda well?” “Not well, no. From me. From my contact with them at social events and occasionally when we would bump into each other while Lucinda and I were out to dinner. Many people know Lucinda and me as a couple. And they may also know Lucinda from winning the Miss California pageant.” “Would you allow me to contact those two lawyers as witnesses?” “Of course. They both work at Larsen, Knight and Bernstein and associates.” “Bernstein? As in Judge Jennifer Bernstein?” “Oh, right. The firm she used to work in before she became a judge. It’s in my building.” “I know the one. I’m retired law enforcement.” Kent smiled. “I figured.” Cooper smiled back. Kent sipped his coffee. “Tell me what else you know about your wife’s infidelity.” “I was the moron. What can I say? I had no idea and trusted her. But it’s my own fault. What did I expect marrying a woman so young? I really have only myself to blame.” “I don’t believe that.” Kent appeared tough and serious. “When a man and woman take vows, they promise to be true, regardless of any age difference.” “She’s still a kid. And her parents spoiled her, so she is used to getting things her way.” “What are you after here, Cooper? Ultimately?” “I just want to keep what I worked so hard for. I want to give her a decent settlement and that’s it. I shouldn’t pay alimony or give her my house.
 
 Two years of her life was a very small investment.” “No kids.” Cooper shook his head. “No. No kids. I didn’t want them and she claimed she didn’t either. She said pregnancy would ruin her body.” Kent flipped his notebook to a clean page. “Anything else? Can you narrow anything down to dates or times?” Cooper thought hard. “Jack would remember. That man has an amazing mind. I think he spotted Lucinda back in December of last year. I remember I asked her what she wanted to do for her birthday and she said go to the spa for the weekend. I paid for her two days of pampering, and that’s why when Jack told me he spotted her at Echoplex, I was confused.” He watched Kent’s pen working on keeping up with the information. “And Sonja…let me think.” Cooper closed his eyes. “That was summer. Last summer. I worked all day, you know. Law is at least a sixty-hour week. So she had a lot of time away from me. Can I blame her?” Kent narrowed his eyes at Cooper. “You keep blaming yourself.” “What did I expect?” Cooper threw up his hands. “I married a woman twelve years younger than I am, who was a beauty queen and an only child. Did I really think I would keep her? I was gone so much.” “Did she know you were a lawyer when she married you?” “Hell yeah. She knew. Her mom knew and pushed Lucinda to say yes when I proposed.” “Pushed her?” “Well, encouraged her.” “I assume you did consummate your marriage.” “Yes.” Cooper thought about how fantastic the sex was in the courtship stage and through the first year. “Anything else?” “I had a few hunches here and there. But I never made any strong investigations at the time.” “Does she own her own cell phone?” “Own her own as opposed to?” “Do you pay that bill?” “I did. I do. Yes.” “What’s the number?” Cooper told him. “That will most likely get you some names. She didn’t let me near her phone and the texting and calls were many. Of course she had a lot of female friends, so I didn’t think twice about it. I let her do her thing. I never even looked at the recipients of the calls. I just paid the bill with direct pay.” “Do you know which server her email account was with?” “Gmail.” “Give me the address.” Cooper did. “Can you pull records for these things?” “If I can, I will. She may have chat logs with other men during your marriage. And of course, texting and telephoning one specific number again and again is pretty good information. Judges aren’t that stupid. And if we’re lucky, we’ll get someone like Her Honor Judge Bernstein.” “Too bad she’s a Supreme Court justice.” Cooper smiled. “Our loss, the state’s gain.” Kent asked, “Anything else?” Cooper tried to think. “I wish I could tell you something concrete and make your job easy. I just was completely dumb. I went about my work and whatever, not worrying about her. I thought she was very happy with me. She acted like it.” Kent folded his notebook shut. “Let me work on it. I’ll keep you abreast of everything I learn, and I’ll send copies of my findings to Blair as well. To be honest?” “Yes?” “I’ll get proof. She was obviously very confident you would not suspect her, so she most likely has made many mistakes. One of these young men she had an affair with will talk to me and give me a statement. I guarantee it.” He finished his coffee. “I feel like a snake.” “You aren’t. She was.” Kent stood and pushed his chair under the table. Cooper rose to his feet. “Thank you.” He reached out his hand. “Don’t worry. I do this kind of thing all the time. I’ll give you leverage.” “I think that’s all I need.” “I’ll be in touch.” Kent walked to the front door. Cooper showed him out, waving. When he was alone, he sighed tiredly. Though he should feel elated that he was going to win, because he had confidence in a man like Kent, Cooper didn’t feel happy. ~ By late afternoon Blair sat at his kitchen table eating salad as he stared through the sliding doors of his back patio. His exercise done, his food shopping done, his laundry done, Blair was going to eat and then catch up on work. He’d left his social life in New York with the rest of his roots. His mobile phone rang. He groaned at being disturbed, and stood to look at the display. Seeing Cooper’s name surprised him. He answered it. “Coop.” “Hey.” “Hey.” “I met with your PI this morning.” “Good. What did you think?” Blair sat at the table again, eating his last few bites of salad. “I think he’s going to get the job done.” Blair swallowed a forkful of food. “Excellent.” Silence passed and then Cooper asked, “Did I catch you at a bad time?” “No. Just eating but I’m done.” He pushed the plate away. “What else were you up to?” “Not a lot. I went through some case work that I didn’t get done all week.” “I was about to do the same.” Blair stared outside at the glistening pool. It was heated so it didn’t matter how cool the air temperature was. On a whim he asked, “You want to come over?” “Over? Are you at the office?”
 
 “No. Home.” I have a great house and no one to invite to admire it. “Where do you live again?” “Glendale. Off Riverside Drive.” “Nice.” “It is nice. Too big for me.” Cooper laughed. Blair knew he was treading on thin ice considering Cooper was living in a townhouse and fighting for his mansion. It wasn’t nice to gloat and he didn’t. “Up to you. We can watch football. I think the Giants are playing.” Cooper choked. “The Giants? You better get into the Chargers, dude.” “Gah! No fucking way.” “Sure. What the fuck. Give me your address.” “Gotta pen?” “Yeah.” Blair rattled it off. “What time are you coming by?” “You said you just ate?” “I had a snack. It’s early.” Blair checked the clock on the kitchen wall. It was only six. “Want me to bring food?” “Bring anything you want.” “Okay. I’ll be there in an hour or so.” “Cool.” Blair disconnected the line and stared into space. Cooper here? After telling me how gross I am? He blew out a breath of frustration and took his plate to the sink.
 
 Chapter 5 After stopping at a Chinese restaurant for take-out food, Cooper drove the wide streets lined with palm trees. Two years ago he had quite a few friends to spend time with. Contemporaries who mingled in the same circles, had similar interests…but when he married Lucinda he dropped out of their sphere. Mostly because Lucinda didn’t relate to men and women in their thirties and forties. Her boredom at the cocktail parties and dinners used to embarrass him. Her twirling of her blonde hair and staring off into space whenever anyone discussed current events or politics was typical for a young woman her age. Cooper didn’t blame her if she was more comfortable discussing reality TV or fashion. It’s what women her age did. But the wives of his friends? They would shoot daggers at her, and roll their eyes at him. Cooper wanted to protect Lucinda from that type of snobbery and because of it, he had lost many friends. Going back, dealing with the ‘I told you so’ mentality, was not an option. As his satellite navigation system told him the destination was on the right, Cooper slowed down and got a look at Blair’s home. It was as he suspected. Possibly better. The driveway entrance had two wide gray stone pillars with a small roof over the top, reminiscent of old English castle gatehouses. But it wasn’t so big as to be ridiculous. More of a ‘sentry’ entryway. He pulled into the well-lit private road with white and red tiled parking area instead of a sod lawn. The pattern was large white squares surrounded by red, giving the area ample parking right outside the front door. The home was single story, white stucco with archways outside each door. Planters with mature flowering shrubs and tall trees framed the façade. As Cooper parked he figured this home was a steal in today’s market. Which is why he could not sell his own home now. He shut off the car and grabbed the fragrant bag of Chinese food, looking forward to a night of not thinking of all the bullshit, though it was inevitable it would come up. The illuminated front alcove seemed empty and Cooper would place a marble or wrought iron bench in it if the property were his. He rang the doorbell and waited, hearing his stomach growl. It was nearing seven-thirty and he hadn’t eaten since before Kent Jones had shown up. The door opened and Blair’s handsome smile greeted him. “Coop. Welcome to my humble abode.” Blair backed up and gestured for Cooper to enter. Cooper did, looking around the large living room, which had terra cotta tile floors and a built in bookshelf on one entire wall. “You need to furnish this place.” “I just moved here. And I hate doing that shit.” Blair took the bag of food and walked across the living room past a dining table and chairs to the open-planned kitchen. It was all one room with a high pitched ceiling and throw rugs. As he walked, Cooper looked out of the sliding doors to see a well-lit pool and patio area. “Let me guess. Two and a half mill.” “One mill.” Blair grinned wickedly. “I fucking stole it.” “I was giving it a low ball. Are you shitting me?” “Nope. Fucker’s got fifty-four acres of property and a stable. I think I was high on the LA smog when I bought it.” He unpacked the food bag, setting the white cartons on the island counter. “Did you have to finance it?” Cooper leaned his elbows on the counter near the food. “Nope. Sold my penthouse in the city and bought this cash.” “Shut the fuck up!” Cooper laughed. “You did not!” “Fucking did. That’s why I went crazy.” He removed plates from a cupboard. “Too bad it’s dark outside. I have a view.” He placed everything they needed to eat with on the counter, then opened a bottle of wine. “It’s a shame it’s cold out. You have a nice pool.” Cooper smiled, opening one of the white cartons and scooping some food onto a plate. “It’s heated.” “No!” Cooper laughed. “Yes!” Blair answered with the same inflection, pouring the wine into two stemmed glasses. “Wow. I miss my place. My townhouse has a community pool, you know.” Cooper took a large helping of Kung Pao chicken and white rice, passing it to Blair. Blair stuck his fork into a snow pea and ate it. “Sorry, Coop. I hope you don’t think I’m rubbing it in.” “No, I don’t. Why should you feel badly? If I was single, you’d be admiring my place.” “I would.” Blair nodded to the table. “Should we sit and eat like civilized men or keep scarfing it down at the counter?” “Sit.” Cooper brought his plate and wine glass to the table, then helped Blair take the rest of the food cartons there as well. Once they were organized they ate quietly. “Tell me about your meeting with Kent.” Blair gulped the red wine. “He knows he can find something. I got the feeling between her cell phone records, and Jack and Sonja seeing Lucinda in the act, it’s a nobrainer.” Blair nodded as he chewed. “I agree. So? If you could have it your way, what should we do?” “Five hundred thousand cash, that’s it. Nothing else. No retirement funds, no house, nothing.” “I agree, only I think you’re being too generous.” “Even if I sell the townhouse for a loss, I can get that cash for her.” “Is she privy to your bank accounts?” “No. She never inquired. I think as long as she got what she needed, there wasn’t a reason.” Cooper hoped the topic of Lucinda was brief. He was sick of talking about it, thinking about it… They devoured the meal quickly, emptying the white cartons. “That’s a good thing. But I know the courts will subpoena all your assets.” “Blair.” “Yeah?” “Change the subject.” Blair nodded, sucking a noodle into his mouth. “Okay. What else is new? I don’t know anything about you.” Cooper took another bite of his food and stared at Blair as he ate. His face unshaven, his casual yet classy attire—beige slacks and a designer button down shirt—most likely Dolce & Gabbana or Versace. So New York A-List. But didn’t all rich gay men look fabulous. Or ‘bi men’ in this case?
 
 “What?” Blair stopped eating. “Huh?” “You’re looking at me funny. Is there something on my face?” Blair used a napkin. “No. Sorry. Just lost in my head.” Cooper kept eating until the food was gone. “Lost where?” He set the fork on the plate and slouched in his chair. “How many guys have you been with? Just Ted Mack?” A sly smile washed over Blair’s lips as he kept eating the rest of the food on his plate. “You don’t have to tell me.” “Why do you want to know?” Cooper shrugged. “A few. Not a lot.” “More men than women?” “No. More women than men. It’s easier to be socially acceptable at times when you do the straight thing.” Blair nudged his empty plate aside and picked up his wine glass. They were sitting opposite each other. “Which do you prefer?” “Men. The sex is hotter.” Cooper felt warm suddenly. “Why?” “Why?” Blair laughed, not answering. Lost in his head, Cooper woke up when Blair tossed a wrapped fortune cookie across the table near him. He tugged open the plastic wrapper, breaking the cookie. “What’s yours say?” Blair asked. “‘You will gain fortune and fame’.” Cooper ate one half. “Mine says, ‘Beware of man’s curiosity’.” “That’s weird. Let me see it.” Blair tossed him the tiny strip of paper. “It says, ‘Your luck is strong’.” Cooper met Blair’s dark eyes and felt his intelligence reading him like he was one of these corny fortunes. ~
 
 Which do you prefer…why is man on man sex hotter. Really? Blair had known enough men to figure out when one becomes ‘curious’—usually on the tail end of a bad straight relationship or the failure to form any straight relationships at all. The perception was that gay men had it easy. Maybe for sex, but the complex politics and head games were no different. But he would accept curious if it got him into Cooper’s pants. Would it? Blair didn’t know. But he did know this straight man, who still clung to his gold wedding band, would bolt if he made a move. “Did you have enough to eat?” “Too much.” Cooper patted his belly. Blair took the empty plates and rinsed them, placing them into the dishwasher. “You want to see what teams are playing? I know the Raiders are.” He didn’t get an answer. Blair looked behind him and found Cooper staring at the pool through the sliding glass window. He felt badly that Cooper may lose his home. “I have leftover cheesecake.” Blair finished clearing up the empty cartons and wiping the table. “Not yet. I’m stuffed.” “Do you want to sit by the pool?” “It’s cold. I’d rather sit in it.” “We can.” “I didn’t bring a suit.” Blair smiled and dried his hands on a dish towel. “You don’t need one.” Cooper spun around to stare at Blair. “I don’t feel comfortable getting naked with you.” Blair’s smile dropped. The insult again cut deep. “I resent that.” “Sorry. You want me to go?” “What makes you think I’m interested in you sexually?” Blair crossed his arms over his chest. “You act like you are.” “I’m not.” “Okay.” Cooper didn’t look convinced. “Not every bi or gay man wants every straight man, Cooper. So get over yourself.” Blair walked to the living room and sat on his sectional sofa. “I didn’t mean to offend you.” “You did. You offended me now and when you said touching another guys’ cock is gross.” Blair didn’t know why he was becoming defensive. He should be able to separate his feelings. He’d done it enough in the courtroom. It’s just that…just that… He wanted Cooper. Sexually. So he was lying to both of them. Cooper stared at him. Blair fussed with a throw pillow, propping it behind his back. “Do you want me to check the TV listings for the game?” Cooper faced the sliding door and unlocked it with a click. He opened it, and the screen, stepping out onto the pool deck. Blair knew Cooper’s head was too messed up to think clearly. He had been there very recently, and his relationship with Ted Mack wasn’t nearly as hard to recover from as what Cooper was in the process of doing right now. Getting up off the couch, Blair turned on the outdoor lights and felt the gusty breeze as he stepped outside. Cooper was standing at one end of the water, staring out at the spotlights glow. The pool butted up against a fenced-in slice of grassy property—at one end was the guest house, at the other, the stable. Steam rose from the warm water. If this had been one of his friend’s back in New York, Blair would have pushed Cooper into the water as a joke. But he didn’t think Cooper was feeling magnanimous with his humorous side at the moment. And Blair didn’t blame him. “I had all this.” “You will again. I will get you your house back. Just let Kent Jones do his work.” Blair stood beside Cooper. It was very windy and he guessed
 
 around fifty degrees, maybe cooler. Cooper knelt down to touch the water. “Geez.” “I know, right? Bath water.” Blair stood behind Cooper as he surveyed the area. He touched his hair gently, retracting his arm in case Cooper grew angry. He didn’t, but Cooper didn’t react at all. What did Blair expect? That he’d get swept up in some romantic moment? “We’re about the same height and weight. Do you want to swim? I have several suits.” “I’m tempted.” Cooper swished his hand into the deep end. “Do you have a hot tub?” “No. Wish I did.” “I do at the house. On nights like tonight it’s amazing.” “Let me find swimsuits.” Again, Cooper didn’t answer. Blair had been where he was. Spent, burned out. Tired. Before he entered the house, Blair glanced back at Cooper once and then tried to figure out where he put his bathing suits. ~ Cooper stared at the ring on his finger. He tugged at it but didn’t really want to pull it off. It felt tight at the moment. He noticed stacked chairs by the guest house side of the pool. Cooper took a look at them in the dim spotlights to see if they were in decent shape. They were dirty but not broken. Most likely left by the previous owners. Cooper decided not to sit on one. Instead he sat on the concrete beside the pool, staring at the water, holding one knee for balance. Thinking about swimming with Blair made him nervous. What if he got hard? What if something happened between them? No. I can’t. He stood up, exhausted and needing to get home to rest. He met Blair inside the sliding doors. “I have this one. It’s pretty new.” Blair held up a black bathing suit. “I think I’ll head home. I’m so fucking tired.” Though Blair appeared disappointed, he nodded. “Okay, Coop. I understand. It’s one of the hardest things to go through.” “Thanks for having dinner with me. It beat sitting alone.” “Thanks for bringing the food. My turn next time.” Blair walked Cooper to the door. “Deal.” Cooper gave him a smile but it felt forced. He headed to his car, looking back to see Blair watching him go, waiting for him to leave. Cooper sat behind the wheel and waved as he drove off, wishing he knew what he wanted, and knowing he didn’t.
 
 Chapter 6 Monday morning Blair put his valise down on his desk and opened it up to retrieve the paperwork he had done over the weekend. “Don’t you look luscious?” Blair smiled and peeked over his shoulder. “Hello, Mr. Gore.” “Meeting with Pepper Snuff, chop, chop!” Andy clapped his hands. “Nearly there. I did some prep work at home.” He fanned through his papers to separate the different clients. “I need a latte something fierce.” “We’ll stop at ‘bucks on the way. I would kill for a caramel mocha frap.” “Who’s driving?” “Oh, honey. You! I don’t drive, I get driven.” Blair turned around to shake his head at Andy. “What am I going to do with you?” “I’ll give you step by step instructions.” Andy moved closer, staring at Blair’s crotch. “Blair?” Brenda tapped on the door frame. “Yes?” Blair closed his valise and stood straight. “You have afternoon court at LA County. Just a reminder.” Andy shot Brenda a jealous glare and said, “I’ll wait by the lobby, Blair.” “Okay, sweetie.” Blair checked his watch. “How was your weekend, Mr. Woodbury?” Brenda straightened Blair’s tie. “Fine. Yours?” He smiled into her pretty face. She was very tempting. “Boring. Why didn’t you call? You know we should go out. How many times have I said it?” She brushed his lapels. “Many.” He liked her perfume. It wasn’t sweet, more musky like men’s cologne. “I can imagine us in bed. You’d leave scratch marks down my back, wouldn’t you?” “Grrr.” She inched nearer. “Oh, honey. Stop tempting me. I have a weak spot for voluptuous brunettes.” He walked towards his office door. “Good.” She winked at him. As he hurried to meet Andy, he knew his pursuit of Cooper was a waste of time. And since he’d been in LA he’d yet to get laid. Brenda was gorgeous. “I’m holding the elevator!” Andy hollered as he approached. “I’m here!” Blair slipped on as the doors tried to close. He felt a pinch on his bottom in the crowded elevator. “Was that you?” he asked Andy. “Shh.” Andy winked. ~ Cooper stood in the LA County courthouse. First thing on a Monday morning the building was overflowing and a zoo. He looked over the shoulders of his colleagues and defense attorneys trying to read the docket for today’s scheduled cases. He scribbled notes onto his folder and backed up to allow other lawyers in to have a look. He checked his watch. It was nearing nine and the judge would soon enter and begin assigning courtrooms. Cooper had slept poorly and hoped he was up to a trial if his client showed up. He spotted a big brawny blond in the mob and made his way towards him. When he could get his attention, Cooper said, “Jack!” Jack Larsen looked in his direction, smiling. “Cooper. How’s it going?” Cooper maneuvered around several people to get closer to him. “Hey, has a PI named Kent Jones contacted you yet?” “Yes. I was going to call you.” “Got a second?” Jack nodded and spoke to another man who was standing near him. “Be back in a second, Colt.” “Okay, Jack.” Cooper briefly caught the other man’s stare and looked away. As he and Jack made a move to the hall for some privacy, Cooper glanced at the gold wedding band around Jackght=s finger. It was no secret Jack Larsen was out, and married to a Hollywood agent named Adam Lewis. Once Jack and Cooper were standing in the hall, still surrounded by noise and people, Jack leaned against a wall and drew Cooper near so they didn’t have to shout and could talk quietly. “I told him where and when I spotted Lucinda. I take it the divorce isn’t going well. I thought you filed months ago.” “She’s got my balls in a vise. My attorney, Blair Woodbury thought if we could get solid proof of her infidelity the judge would let up on me.” “Blair Woodbury? Who’s he? Does he work for your firm?” “Yes. He’s a new associate from New York.” “Is he any good? I can let you have anyone from my staff. Pete Harrison is excellent in divorce law.” “Blair is capable. I have no worries.” Cooper noticed Jack smile and wave at a handsome man as he passed, then Jack gave Cooper back his attention. “Hang in there. I have to get going. Call me if I can do anything.” Jack patted Cooper’s shoulder. “Thanks, Jack.” As Jack walked down the hall, Cooper stared at him, his broad back in his sleek suit, his blond hair and imposing size. He’s masculine, big and brawny. No one blinks an eye about the fact that he’s married to a man. Jack was outspoken, an advocate for the gay community, and it didn’t seem his reputation had suffered in the least. Cooper twisted his wedding band around his finger, tugging it, wishing a divorce was simply a matter of getting the ring pulled off his finger. He gave it a tug, but it wouldn’t budge. He hadn’t removed it in two years. Licking his finger, he continued to twist it, getting it to the knuckle. “Fuck. I’m going to have to cut this thing off. How appropriate.” He shook his head and reentered the room, seeing the judge had begun assigning courtrooms. He spotted his client in the crowd and nodded to him. ~ Blair let Andy do most of the talking. Andy was a natural with celebrities. His comfort with and adoration of their breed made them feel important. Blair couldn’t give a shit about them. The Hollywood elite didn’t impress him, quite the contrary. Bestselling authors? Maybe. Scientists? Humanitarians? Yes. Those were the men and women he looked up to as amazing. Minds. Great minds. Not over-paid reality show snobs. Like
 
 Pepper Snuff—aka, the Screamer. Blair realized why she was nicknamed that. She was loud! The bickering between Pepper and her soon to be ex, Renaldo, was giving him a migraine. He had finished his coffee and craved a few hundred cups to keep alert.
 
 Is this it? Is this where straight relationships end up? Screaming like these morons? Or breaking hearts like Lucinda was doing to Cooper? You love her, Coop. You wouldn’t be this upset if you didn’t. “Pepper…” Andy tried to get her to lower her voice. “Let me get a word in, okay? I’m your lawyer. Am I your lawyer?” Blair smiled. He loved Andy’s no-nonsense attitude. He wasn’t intimidated by anything. If Blair had tried to interrupt Pepper, she would have most likely been insulted. “Look,” Andy rested his elbow on the table and adjusted his heavy, black-rimmed glasses, looking like RuPaul. “Our list is very simple. Renaldo, we all know you want to get back to Spain and kick a round, white ball up and down a field.” Renaldo rattled off something in Spanish under his breath. Andy wagged his finger at him and Renaldo’s lawyer shook his head in admonishment at his client. “The sooner you sign on the dotted line,” Andy pointed to the document on the table in front of them, “The sooner you’re on that plane…with your green card, I may add. My client at least did that for you.” “Yeah!” Pepper gave him the finger. Blair covered his mouth to stop from laughing. “It’s a fair deal and you know it,” Andy said to opposing counsel. “Let me have a minute with my client.” “Have a minute. Have an hour.” Andy folded his paperwork and put it into his valise. “What are we doing?” Pepper asked, snapping her gum. “Leaving them alone for a minute, sweets.” Andy stood and opened the conference room door for her. Pepper left the room and Blair smiled at Andy when Andy held open the door for him as well. As he passed, Blair got a grope to his ass and jumped. Andy said, “Let’s just wait in the lounge,” pretending he didn’t just assault Blair’s bottom. “I have to pee.” Pepper looked unruffled in her low cut black blouse and miniskirt. Her hair weaves made it poof out of her head like a high wig. “That way.” Blair pointed to the restroom. She walked off in her spiked heels as Blair got a view of her backside. Andy whacked his arm in jealousy. “Ow.” Blair rubbed it. “She has a nice caboose. Don’t hit me.” “Are you gay or are you straight?” “Yes.” Blair laughed. “You are kicking ass in there, by the way. Maybe Cooper should have hired you.” “Oh, yes, our stuffy Mr. Cooper.” Andy rolled his eyes and walked into a lounge complete with tables, chairs, and a coffeemaker. He poured a cup and sniffed it. “Stuffy?” Blair hadn’t enquired as to Cooper’s standing with the staff on a personal level. “Him and that beauty-queen bimbo?” Andy added sugar to the coffee and stirred it. “Took him two years to get sick to death of her? Pah-leeze.” “Some guys like young women. They do it for the fuck, not the intelligent conversation.” Blair asked, “How’s the coffee?” “Swill mixed with tar.” “Then why are you drinking it?” “To show you I can swallow anything.” Andy pursed his lips. “Like I had any doubt?” “Why won’t you let me play with you? Once you’ve had black…” “I’ve had black.” Blair leaned against the counter, crossing his arms and legs. “Do tell! I’m hoping it was a man.” Andy mimicked Blair’s posture, connecting their one side. “Yes. A man.” Blair grinned. “And? Did he break your heart?” “It was a one-time deal.” “Want another lick of chocolate?” “You crack me up.” Blair kept smiling. “I would rather get you up.” “Between you and Brenda, my head is spinning. Do you do this to all the newbies?” “Just the ones who are hot. You know there’s no such thing as bi. You’re just on your way to gay.” “Am I?” Pepper poked her head in. “That guy told us to come back.” She bit on the tip of one of her long designer fingernails. “That guy?” Andy dumped the coffee. “You mean your soon-to-be ex’s lawyer?” “Him.” Pepper widened her eyes as if she were an innocent child. Blair gestured for her to go first. “How old are you?” she asked him. “Thirty-five.” Blair followed her and Andy back to the conference room. “You look so like twenty-something. I could so do you.” Andy coughed. “Join the club, sistah.” “Thank you, Ms. Snuff. I appreciate the compliment.” “Want your cock sucked?” she asked. “Not at the moment.” Blair smiled and gestured for her to enter the room. “I got dibs!” Andy looked upset. “Can we get on with this?” Blair followed them into the room and they sat in their chairs again. “My client has agreed to your terms.” “That was painless.” Andy spun the paperwork around to see the signature. “Here. Your turn.” He handed a pen to Pepper. Blair had no idea why some couples reached agreement quickly and why others became the War of the Roses. Unfortunately for Cooper, his
 
 wife had no intention of giving up without a fight. ~ Cooper loosened his tie as he sat behind his desk. He checked his messages by hitting the ‘play’ button and reclined in the swivel chair, staring out at the blue sky to listen. ‘Cooper, this is Kent Jones…I have good news. One of those clubs keeps video surveillance of the parking lot. I spoke to Ms. Knight and she
 
 was very good about narrowing down a day and time. Once I look at the videos, I can see if we have anything recorded. Also, I have a court order to release the phone records from Lucinda’s cell phone. I should be back to you in a couple days.’ Cooper closed his eyes and sighed. Did he want proof that his wife was cheating on him? No. “Hey.” Cooper deleted the message and looked up. Blair was standing with two cups of Starbucks coffee in his hand, holding one out. “Beats the afternoon nap-fest.” “Thanks.” Cooper reached for it. He opened the lid and took a sip. Blair sat down on a chair in front of Cooper’s desk. “What do you think about Andy as an attorney?” “Why? How did your meeting go?” “He fucking nailed it. He got the soccer pro to sign an enormous settlement. Am I the right man for your divorce, Coop?” Blair sipped his coffee. “Andy only has that effect on the celebs. Believe me, Lucinda won’t be intimidated by him. She knows him.” “Oh. Just a thought.” “Why? You don’t want to represent me anymore?” “No.” Blair shook his head and made a face of absurdity. “Come on. I’m not deserting you. I’m in it for the duration. I just want what’s best for you.” “I know every lawyer on this staff. I chose you.” “I’m flattered.” “I should introduce you to Jack Larsen.” “Who?” “He’s one of the lawyers in the firm upstairs from us.” “Why do I need to know him?” “He’s gay. Maybe he knows a single guy for you.” Blair’s jovial expression soured. “Don’t match-make with me.” “Why not? You’re new in town, need a good companion.” Blair’s dirty glare intensified. “Did I hit a chord? Why are you shooting daggers at me?” Blair stood up and started heading to the door. “Blair.” “What?” He looked exasperated. “Kent called. He said one of the clubs has surveillance in the parking lot. He may have video of Lucinda and another man.” “Don’t get your hopes up. Those videos notoriously suck. You’ll be lucky to see anything more than blurry shapes.” Cooper actually felt relieved. He didn’t want to see Lucinda fucking anyone else. “I’m surprised any club would keep a file that long.” Blair tipped the cup back to drink it. “Me too. But with all the homicides in LA maybe they do now.” Cooper rubbed his face. “Do you want Jack’s phone number?” “No.” Blair left. Cooper shouted after him, “Why not?” He didn’t get an answer. In irritation he spun the gold ring around his finger, angry now that he couldn’t get it off if he wanted to. ~
 
 Do you believe the man I have a terminal crush on is trying to find me a date? Blair threw the cup in the trash and slammed his office door shut, staring out of the window to the surrounding hills. It was already reaching twilight from the December night and the streetlights were lit.
 
 Give up! He ran his hands up his face to his hair. “Blair?” He looked behind him to see Brenda’s concerned glance. “You okay? The door shook the whole office when it slammed.” “Sorry.” He stuffed his hands into his trouser pockets. “Andy said you got a signed agreement. I’m forwarding the docket to the court.” She closed the door quietly and approached him. “Yes. He was amazing.” Brenda stood in front of him in her high heels and smart skirt and blazer. “Christ, you’re beautiful,” he said sighing. She ran her fingers down his tie sensually, parting her lips for a kiss. “Damn. Brenda. My fucking willpower is going out the window.” She pecked his lips and checked his eyes for the result. His cock began to throb eagerly. “Don’t make this so easy.” “It is easy.” “No. It’s not. It’s anything but easy.” He watched her lick her ruby lips. “Why won’t you go out with me? Can you give me a really good reason? Don’t say it’s because we work together.” “Do you want a man who is bi?” “Bi?” She smiled like it was a joke and then asked, “You’re bisexual?” “Yes.” That was usually a deal-breaker. “Are you sure?” “Yes.” “Have you dated men?” “I have.”
 
 She looked towards the closed door and asked, “Have you been with Andy?” “No.” He caressed her hair gently, pushing it back from her beautiful face. “Wow. Blair. That’s quite a bombshell.” “I know, Brenda. But honesty is the best policy.” He inhaled her perfume and thought about fucking her. “Can I think about it?” “Absolutely.” “Does everyone in the office know?” “Not everyone, but it’s not a secret. I don’t mind if they do.” “Okay.” She smiled but looked put out. He watched her leave his office and then sat on his chair, staring out of the window. ~ “Hey, Mom?” Cooper said into his cell phone. “Hi, Cooper. How are you?” “Pretty shot. What are you and Dad doing for dinner?” Cooper checked the time as he entered the parking garage after work, headed to his car. “I have a roast in the oven. Come over.” “Oh. I was hoping you guys could meet me halfway at a restaurant. I don’t really feel like driving all the way to San Diego.” “I wish we would have known in advance.” “Sorry, Mom. My head is all screwed up.” Cooper disarmed his BMW and leaned against the door. “Is she still resisting giving you your house?” “Yes.” “Your father and I told you not to move out. You should have made her move.” “I couldn’t make her do anything.” He noticed several people coming within hearing distance as they left for the day so he got into his car for privacy. “And I couldn’t continue to live with her.” “What’s the latest development?” “Blair referred me to a private investigator to prove she was cheating.” “That will give you leverage.” “Mom.” “What, dear?” “Do I want to know for sure?” He felt sick to his stomach. “You do. You want to know and put this behind you.” “I should have listened to you two. You warned me. You told me she was too young. Too sheltered.” “Cooper, don’t beat yourself up.” “I lost all my friends. How could I not take the blame for my fuck up?” “You fell in love.” A choking sob tried to make his way out of his throat. “I did love her.” “I know you did.” “This is killing me.” “I know.” “What did I do, Mom? How could I have kept her?” “You couldn’t, sweetheart. She wasn’t the one.” “I waited ‘til I was thirty to ask someone to marry me. I thought I had dated enough women to know.” “You were smitten by the beauty crown. Your father and I knew.” “Mom?” “What, dear?” “What’s your opinion on gay men?” “Why?” “I’m not gay, just asking.” Cooper glanced out of his car window. “Your father and I think gay marriage should pass in California. We are very strong supporters of it.” “What if you had a gay kid?” “Are you sure you’re not trying to tell me something?” “I’m sure. I found out Blair, my lawyer, is bi. I just wondered what his family thought.” “Why don’t you ask him?” “I’m not very comfortable asking him that.” “Well, if you or any of our children decided on an alternate lifestyle your father and I would support you. I mean, ‘them’.” “Really? Dad would?” “Of course! Cooper, you know your father and I are very liberal minded. We detest the current climate of right wing bullying.” “I knew you vote Democrat. I just never thought to ask you where you stand on this particular issue.” “We would vote to legalize pot too. Your father and I were the Haight-Ashbury Generation, Cooper.” He chuckled. “You know you’re sad when your Mom is cooler than you.” “Do you have feelings for a man?” “No.” He bit his lip. “Your lawyer, perhaps?” “I can’t imagine a man being bi. I would not only have to worry about him cheating with another man, but with a woman too? No. Been there, done that.” He rubbed his face. “But?” “But what?” “But you’re thinking of him that way?”
 
 Was he? Yes. What should he say?
 
 “Look, Mom. I’m lonely and he’s made little flirty remarks. I can’t imagine touching another guy.” “I think each of us is bisexual to some degree.” “Mom…” Cooper rolled his eyes in disgust. “No. We’re not.” “Then why would you ask me how your father and I would react?” “Because of Blair!” He became angry. “I just asked because I wanted to know what it was like for him.” It was silent on the other end. “Hello? Did you hang up on me?” “No. I’m here.” “I’m not gay.” “Okay, Cooper.” He exhaled in exhaustion and slouched in the seat, his feet under the pedals. “Mom?” “What, dear?” “How do you know if you are?” ~ Blair stood at the sliding doors, a drink in his hand, looking at his pool. Yes, it was nice to have a big expensive home to relax in—he’d earned it with years of working long hours and weekends. But… Though Cooper was unattainable, Blair could not stop thinking about him. His cell phone rang. Blair took one last sip of his cosmo and looked for it. He picked it up and answered. “Blair, this is Kent Jones.” “Kent, what can I do for you?” “I have good news. The Arena club has a video which shows Lucinda McDermott inside the bar with a young man, and then the two of them leaving together.” “Okay. And you can tell it’s her? The video is clear?” “Yes. Inside the club you can clearly see her face, and by using her clothing as a match to the outside camera, it’s obviously Mrs. McDermott leaving with a young man. The bouncer of the club recognized the young man and gave me a name. If I can get a statement, that’s good proof.” “It’s a start but his testimony still can be questioned by a judge. What else can you get?” “Her phone records will be the nail in the coffin.” “Well, I’m not going to threaten her or her attorney until you have something concrete. Cooper is fried.” “I understand. I’ll get you more in a few days. I just wanted to update you.” “Thank, Kent. I appreciate all your work.” “Talk soon.” Blair hung up and gulped the rest of his cosmo. A tiny ray of hope shined on him. When he got Cooper the divorce he needed, maybe…just maybe…Blair could open up the opportunity for a deeper relationship. Maybe Cooper couldn’t touch his cock, but they could still become best friends.
 
 Chapter 7 Blair didn’t see much of Cooper during the week. With the busy clamor to the upcoming holidays, Blair knew most of the associates were in court or conferences, trying to keep their slates clean between Christmas and New Year’s. He was told the firm tried to take a hiatus from most of the work, but some cases inevitably had to be handled between holidays. A Christmas tree was standing in the open office area where many secretaries and assistants had their desks. It was an enormously tall noble fir, nearly ten feet in height, crammed with baubles and balls, lights and garland, all decorated by a professional designer. The entire office glittered and smelled of pine. Friday evening, once again the building began to empty and Blair lingered simply because he had nowhere to go. “Goodnight!” one of the secretaries said as she left. Blair woke out of his daydream and smiled, waving. He sat on a desk and stared at the twinkling lights on the tree. Brenda hadn’t resumed her flirting since he’d revealed his sexuality. He wasn’t surprised and was in some ways relieved. Even Andy had let up on the hard-core pushing and flirting, to just his friendly banter. As lawyers, they knew the thin line between flirty fun and sexual harassment. They had tried, and no one had conquered him. So he had successfully acclimated into the group, avoided awkward office affairs and now was completely on his own socially. “Blair?” Blair jerked his head towards the sound of Cooper’s voice. “Hey.” He smiled, but felt empty inside. “Go home!” Cooper laughed, setting his valise on a desk and opening it. “Yeah. Eventually. Nothing waiting for me there.” Cooper placed a stack of files on a desk and then joined Blair to stare at the tree, sitting on the edge of the desk beside him, then he let go a loud sigh. “Have you heard from Kent lately? My last update was on Monday when he got some video from a club and he had a name of the kid Lucinda went with.” “He called me yesterday. That kid did give him a statement.” Blair turned to look at Cooper. “And?” “The kid fucked her. He knew details about her body only a lover would know.” Cooper’s face soured. “I’m sorry, Coop.” Blair glanced down noticing Cooper spinning the ring around his finger nervously. “It has to suck having proof.” “Fucking does. I guess I just kept hoping she hung out with friends her age, but didn’t…” Blair gazed back at the tree. “I’ll phone her attorney first thing Monday and set up a meeting. I’ll work on a new draft of the agreement this weekend. With luck this will be done before Christmas.” Blair felt Cooper stand up so he did as well, facing him. The urge to take Cooper into his arms to comfort him was great. “Hang in there.” Cooper rubbed his face, looking worse for wear than he had last week. “I’d take you out for another drink but we know how well that worked last time.” To Blair’s surprise, Cooper hugged him. Blair widened his stance and held up his hands in shock. It felt like a man-hug, nothing more. “Thanks, Blair.” Cooper backed up, releasing contact. “You’re the one who’s getting me through this.” “I just wish there was more I could do.” Blair reached out to touch Cooper’s arm but didn’t, lowing his hand to his side. The last thing he wanted to do was make Cooper uncomfortable. And he loved the embrace. “Night, Blair.” “Night, Coop.” Blair watched him leave, sitting back on the desk and staring at the tree. ~ Cooper finished packing up his office for the evening and stood by the elevators to head to the parking garage. The scent of Blair’s cologne lingered in his nose. They were three years apart in age, shared the same career, both were on their own without a partner…
 
 Am I thinking about him because I’m alone? The elevator door opened and Cooper entered it, hitting the ‘P’ for the parking garage. He was alone in the elevator at the moment. He thought about his conversation with his mother about ‘how do you know?’ The bottom line was, did he think Blair was attractive as a sexual partner? Did Cooper see Blair in that way? The doors slid open soundlessly and Cooper removed his car keys from his pocket. He felt like a zombie and knew any decision he would make at the moment was not going to be the right one. He sat in his car and stared at the cement wall in front of his bumper. Had he ever thought about touching a man? That was a question his mother had asked him. He’d said no. But that was a lie. He had ‘thought’ about it. Was he curious? If Cooper had a magazine of naked men in front of him would he be aroused? He didn’t know the answer simply because he had never asked himself the question. Cooper closed his eyes for a moment and tried to stop his internal battle. Like Blair, he had nothing to go home to on a Friday night other than more work, the TV, and the internet. A tap on his driver’s side window scared the hell out of him. He jolted and noticed Blair staring at him with a questioning tilt to his head. Cooper hit the power window switch then realized the car was not on. He turned the key in the ignition and lowered the window. “You okay?” Blair asked, leaning down. Cooper didn’t reply. “Why don’t we grab a bite? We’re both alone at the worst time of year to be alone.” “I’ll be shitty company.” Cooper looked into Blair’s brown eyes. He asked himself, Could I touch him? “So am I. We’re two peas in a pod. What are you in the mood for?” Blair rested against the car that was parked beside Cooper’s. Cooper glanced at Blair’s crotch, trying to answer questions both he and his mother had posed in his mind. Blair wasn’t some stranger in a picture. He was a living breathing man who Cooper had come to respect and like. “Coop? Man, you are a mess.” Blair crouched down so they were eye to eye. “What’s your favorite restaurant in LA?” Cooper smiled at the sweet thought, but the moment he thought of a spot, he remembered Lucinda dining with him. Blair must have suspected the connection. He said, “I’ve been dying to go to Bottega Louie.” “Where is it?”
 
 “Then you haven’t been there.” “No.” “South Grand.” “Okay.” “My treat.” “You don’t have to do that.” “I do.” Blair rapped Cooper’s car twice with his knuckles and walked off. Cooper watched his ass in the side mirror. Am I attracted to you physically? Or do I just like you? ~ Blair didn’t want to be on his own any more than Cooper did. They were friends. Did they seriously have to avoid each other because he had shown some attraction to Cooper? “No.” But, in the back of Blair’s mind he wondered if he could wear down Cooper’s resistance. He sat in his Mercedes and started it up. By the time he backed out of his parking spot, Cooper’s car was waiting behind him. Blair kept moving his eyes to the rear view mirror as he drove, wondering if pursuing this straight man was going to be even more of a frustrating ordeal than dating Ted Mack and being left for a younger man. Blair exhaled loudly and rubbed his jaw. He made bad choices in relationships. He didn’t argue that. Laws of attraction were limited and he was picky. In his twenties he would fuck for the sake of a fuck. At thirty-five he was done with casual sex. He wanted a partner. And if he placed the decision on the scale, yes, he wanted a male partner, preferably. He would never rule out a straight relationship if the right woman came along. But so far, neither Miss nor Mr. Right had stumbled across his path. Blair parked in front of the stately restaurant and left his keys in the ignition for the valet. His door was opened for him and he climbed out, buttoning his suit jacket as Cooper’s BMW pulled up behind him. He was handed a ticket for his car and Blair waited for Cooper in front of the lit up white façade with the word ‘Louie’ in bold letters on the cornice. The door was opened for them, and instantly Blair was hit with intense noise and the aroma of gourmet food. The kitchen was visible on entry, with men in white coats and chef’s hats making the meals for the hungry patrons. A hostess immediately showed them to a table in a dim but very loud room. A row of seats were opposite a long padded bench against one wall. Cooper relaxed on the bench while Blair sat opposite him in their table for two. They were handed menus. “Can I get you anything to drink?” she asked. “Déjà vu.” Blair smiled, meeting Cooper’s blue eyes. “Oh no. No vodka shooters.” Cooper laughed. “Do you need a minute?” the woman asked. “Yes.” Blair nodded and she left. He focused on Cooper, not the menu or wine list. “Thanks for coming here. It’s one of those spots I wanted to hit for dinner but didn’t like the idea of coming alone.” “I told you to talk to Jack Larsen about a date.” Cooper opened the menu and began perusing. “I don’t want a date. I am happy to come here with you.” Cooper looked up quickly. “It’s easier to be myself with a friend than to go on some stupid set up or blind date.” “Oh.” “Coop.” Blair shook his head. “I respect your boundaries. I’m not going to hit on you.” “Oh.” Cooper looked disappointed. Blair was confused. A waiter approached them and introduced himself. “Can I get you started with a drink?” “I’d like wine,” Cooper said, the list in his hand, staring at Blair for his approval. “Go ahead. I like it all.” Cooper addressed the waiter, “The Pinot Noir Failla.” “Good choice. Still or sparkling water?” “Still, please.” Cooper looked so serious and refined. Blair was in love. “Very good. I’ll be back shortly.” “I admire your class.” Blair gave him a smile. “The New Yorkers tried to tell me I would hate it here because LA is the land of the phony. In reality?” Cooper looked over his menu at him. “Love it. Everything about it.” “What’s not to love about California?” “Well. I should qualify that answer. New York passed the gay marriage bill. It stunned me that we beat you guys.” Cooper appeared amused. “I never thought about it. I guess someone like you would.” Blair’s grin dropped. He wondered if he was overly sensitive because this attraction was not mutual, or if Cooper’s words were tinged with something sharp and condescending. “Someone like me.” Cooper’s smile vanished too. “Yeah. You may want to marry a guy one day, right?” A wine steward brought over the bottle to show Cooper. While Cooper inspected label, Blair tried to decide if his attitude about Cooper’s comments was his New York defensiveness. A second server placed wine glasses and a bottle of still water on the table as the first wine steward decanted the red wine.
 
 Why’d you have to be so damn cute? Blair studied Cooper’s mannerisms, his warmth. This wasn’t the first time Blair had been smitten by a handsome, successful stud. It wouldn’t be the last. Seeing Cooper interacting with the staff with kindness and respect, Blair envisioned bending Cooper over at the waist and fucking him. Hard. Two glasses were poured as the steward recommended they let the wine breathe. Their water glasses were filled and the men vanished. The noise level was high and Blair was lost on the shape of Cooper’s nose, the way his lips parted as he brought the glass to his mouth to taste the wine, his rich, chocolate-brown hair and high cheekbones. The attraction wasn’t something Blair could control, but he had to. “It’s nice. Try it.”
 
 Blair snapped back into focus and sipped it. “Very good.” “I’m going for the rib-eye with pasta.” Cooper set aside the menu and focused on his wine. “Yes. Sounds good.” Blair didn’t even look at the choices. He was horny and envisioning what he would do to a man like Cooper. Just the idea of being between Cooper’s legs was driving him insane. “What are your plans over the Christmas holidays?” Cooper held his wine glass aloft. Blair was drawn over the table to hear in the noise. He leaned his elbow on it and said, “I have none. I’m an orphan here.” “Not going back east to hang with family?” “No.” “Want me to swing you an invitation at Mom’s?” Blair smiled. “Yes. I would love that. What’s your family like?” Cooper looked shy suddenly or embarrassed. “You don’t have to mention I’m bi if you think your family will be weird. I’ll be on my best behavior. Promise.” “You don’t have to worry. My parents are totally cool. Too cool. Like groovy, if you know what I mean.” Seeing Cooper roll his eyes and make a silly face made Blair laugh. “I love it.” “Yeah, well. I guess I’m lucky. They don’t give me any hassle.” “Did they like Lucinda?” “They didn’t dislike her.” Cooper shrugged. A waiter approached and offered to top up their wine glasses. “Are you gentlemen ready to order?” “We’ll both take the rib eye pasta,” Cooper said. “Any starter?” the waiter asked. “No. We’re leaving room for dessert.” When Cooper gave Blair a seductive leer, he actually glanced behind him to see if it was intended for someone else. “Okay. Very good, sir.” The waiter took the menus and left. Cooper asked, “You did catch the pastries when we came in, right?” “I didn’t. But if you did, that works for me.” Blair drank from his water glass. “So? What’s Christmas like in the McDermott household?” “As loud as this place.” Cooper tilted his head, indicating the bad acoustics. “No.” “Not really.” Cooper winked. Blair tried to pretend he was flirting and that this was a date. Why do I have it so bad for you? “All my sisters and brothers are married with kids. So when everyone is there, including aunts, uncles…” “Wow.” “You sure you still want an invitation?” “Yes!” Blair laughed. “I love big families.” “Do you want kids one day?” Blair’s smile dropped again. “No. Not really.” “Then you better marry a man. It’s hard to find a young woman who doesn’t want them. I have the same problem. I have no interest in the little rugrats.” Blair tried to decide if the mixed signals were inside his head and he was driving himself insane. ~ With Blair’s smile coming and going with every line Cooper uttered, he struggled to get a read on him. It seemed as if nothing he said was right. Blair began the dinner with a big smile and enthusiasm but soon that had vanished. “Blair?” “Hm?” Blair looked distracted as he stared into the depths of the room. “Last time we had a drink together, I said something to offend you. Am I doing it again?” “No!” Blair laughed it off with a wave. “I don’t have any gay or bi friends. I have no idea if I’m putting my foot in my mouth. I hope you know me well enough to tell me.” “Sure. No problem.” Blair smiled but Cooper wasn’t convinced. The waiter brought out their meals. Cooper sat back as his plate was placed in front of him. “Anything else I can do for you?” the waiter asked. “I’m good.” Cooper checked with Blair. Blair nodded and began eating. Cooper knew he had already insulted Blair, he just couldn’t figure out how or when. After a long silence where they were just eating and not talking, Cooper couldn’t deal with the strained atmosphere. “Tell me what I said to get you quiet.” “Huh? Nothing. I’m just tired. Like you, it’s been a long week. And this Christmas shit is getting on my nerves.” “Yeah. Like I said about the carols.” “Yes.” Blair rolled his eyes. “So…nothing else? Like maybe something about gay marriage?” Blair ate a bite of food and sipped wine after. He met Cooper’s eyes and said, “I guess I’ve hung out in the gay community in New York for many years. My comfort zone around different types of people may be different than yours.” “What’s that supposed to mean?” Cooper couldn’t help but take insult. “I know the fact that I’ve been with men makes you queasy.” Cooper opened his mouth to argue that fact, but nothing came out when he did. “Ew? Gross?” Blair apparently was still stuck on last week’s faux pas. “It doesn’t make me queasy.” “Sure. Anyway…” Blair ate another bite of food. “The guys I socialized with in the city were very open-minded. No one gave a shit.” “I don’t care if you’re bi or gay.” Cooper felt as if he had set himself a trap by that careless remark. Even if he considered touching Blair, Blair most likely was completely turned off by his ignorant comment. “Change the subject.” Blair appeared furious. Cooper couldn’t let it go. The last thing he wanted was for Blair to think was that he was repulsive. He set his fork down and leaned closer so
 
 Blair could hear in the noise. “Blair.” Blair stopped eating and paid attention. “I apologize for that callous remark. I can see how if two men were very close and became intimate, it would not be distasteful for them to touch.” Again the expression on Blair’s face was unreadable to Cooper. He wasn’t exactly versed in anything to do with male bonding on any sort of deep level. “Do you forgive me?” “Cooper,” Blair shook his head as if the comment were absurd. “You don’t need that from me. I certainly didn’t want you to think it would affect our work relationship.” Cooper sat back and tried to think. Work relationship. Why am I disappointed in that? “It doesn’t. Nothing would affect that.” “Then we’re good.” Blair smiled and continued eating. Cooper felt anything but good. ~ Blair drove home with a heavy heart. Sometimes you can’t always get what you want in life. He had a habit of thinking of everything he did not have, instead of the accomplishments in his life. Dinner ended up being a non-starter. The noise level in the restaurant made casual chatting difficult, and the topics that seemed safe between them were limited. Cooper didn’t want to dwell on his divorce, and Blair became nervous of upsetting Cooper with any talk which may indicate he was interested in Cooper sexually. So, all in all, disappointing and stressful. Blair parked in his garage and though he was tired he knew he had to work on another divorce proposal for Cooper with very limited benefits for Lucinda. She was finished. Proof of her infidelity would give them the leverage they needed to get Cooper back his house and life, cut the ties and allow him to move on. Entering his home, Blair turned on lights and thought just for a moment about how nice it would be to have a Christmas tree to sit in front of and zone out. But there was no way he would do it. In the past his girlfriends had done that for him. And he loved them for their amazing talent in bringing cheer to a drab home. Women were good about that. They made that extra effort to create warmth and holiday cheer. As Blair loosened his tie and headed to his bedroom to undress, he thought back on his choices. None of which made him happy.
 
 Chapter 8 Saturday, Cooper held shopping bags in his hand as he walked the courtyard at the Hollywood and Highland Shopping Center. Since he had time and the holiday was fast approaching, Cooper picked up gifts for his large family. Lunchtime approached and he grabbed a bite at Sun Taco, sitting down in the busy complex to eat it and think of who he may have missed. When he spotted Lucinda with a group of her gal-pals, all Cooper could think about was her infidelity and the proof. She appeared to be having the time of her life. Her face shone with laughter. She was dressed in her usual stylish flair with high black boots with stiletto heels and a large black purse slung over her shoulder. Her blonde hair blew in the breeze and his heart sunk at how he could have lost her. He stopped eating, nudging the plate aside and watched her as she and her friends drew near. In the bustle he could hear her laughter and wondered if she would even notice him sitting there. Her friend Jeanine did, elbowing Lucinda to look. Her smile dropped but it didn’t turn into a scowl. The sadness he felt was reflected in her blue eyes. She did the civil thing and approached him. He knew she had no idea she was in for a battle first thing Monday when Blair rewrote the divorce agreement in his favor. “Hey,” she said, pouting. “Hi.” Cooper noticed the other two young women give them space, tapping into their phones as they chatted at the same time. “Are you okay, Lucinda?” he asked. She shrugged, adjusting the bag on her shoulder. “Are you shopping for gifts for your mom and dad?” “Yes. I’m going there for dinner Christmas Eve and Day.” She nodded, pouting her bottom lip. “I’m sorry I couldn’t keep you happy, baby.” He felt his eyes burn. “You were okay.” She glanced over her shoulder at her friends but they weren’t acting impatient. “Okay didn’t cut it, did it?” “I just think I’m too young to be with a guy for…like, ever.” “Yes. Maybe you were.” He reached out his hand. She touched his fingertips. “I miss you. I do.” “Aw. That’s sweet.” She took back her hand. “I thought you’d badger me about the house if I came over.” “I’m tired of fighting.” “So? I can keep the house?” Her eyes lit up. He knew what made her happy. Things. Not him. Material things. “I don’t know.” “Come on, Coop. You don’t need it. You can buy another.” She rocked on her high heels, looking around the busy courtyard. Her friends were sharing something over one of their phones, leaning together and giggling, not interested in his and Lucinda’s problems. “I can’t. This divorce is really hurting me financially.” “Mom said that’s bullshit.” “I know what your mom thinks, but it is.” He shifted in the chair and moved the purchases he made closer to his feet. “Well. Guess I better go back with my friends.” “We’ll probably see each other again soon.” Cooper knew he would see her Monday. “I don’t want to get back together, Coop. Sorry. I think you’re too old.” He flinched and felt the biting sarcasm behind his teeth. “I wish you thought that when I asked you to marry me.” “Oh well.” She shrugged, waved, and walked away. He watched her rejoin her girlfriends and they left the courtyard. Seeing her in context with her twenty-year-old friends, she was so much a child. He had no idea why he’d thought marrying her, or even dating her, was a good idea. If she were in her late twenties, the twelve year age gap may not have mattered. But meeting her when she was just eighteen? He knew better but he’d done it anyway. Slightly sick to his stomach, he stood, tossed out the remnants of his food and carried his purchases to his car. ~ Blair swam laps in his pool. How insane was it to be able to swim outdoors in December? The air was slightly cool, especially when he was wet, but with the water temperature at seventy-five he was very comfortable. To keep from being too bored, Blair had a set fitness routine. When he wasn’t working, he was working out. It kept him sane and his body appealing to the picky gay men and pretty women. Vain, yes. But necessary. He surfaced at one end of the pool and caught his breath. He leaned his back against the wall and rested his head on the ledge. Blue sky. Perfect. Not a cloud.
 
 Coop… Why do I always think of you? Last night he finished the new proposal and emailed it in an attachment to Lucinda’s lawyer, Paul Southland. It was very simple. If Lucinda didn’t accept the terms and they brought this issue before the court system, the offer would drop to nearly zero. Blair couldn’t predict what a California judge would rule, but once Kent Jones put together his findings and the number of extramarital affairs Lucinda had, hopefully the judge would see it was all money-motivated on her end and not reward her for her cruelty. That was the idea. The way things worked in theory weren’t necessarily reality. Blair faced the wall of the pool and rested his head on his arms. When he closed his eyes he imagined Cooper in his bed, naked. ~ Once Cooper got home, he booted up his computer to do some work. He noticed he was copied in an email from Blair and opened the attachment to read the new divorce settlement offer. It was exactly what Cooper had offered the first time he and Lucinda’s lawyer had met for a conference. Nothing had changed on his end. If Lucinda did not agree, they would go to court and have a judge decide.
 
 Cooper felt slightly guilty. He had led an eighteen-year-old girl into a relationship. Was he to blame? He printed the file and stared at Blair’s name on the sender’s line as he waited for it to emerge from the printer. He typed back to Blair, ‘received’. An email response from Blair was immediate. He wrote back, ‘How you holding up?’ Seeing Blair was home and on line, Cooper didn’t hesitate to pick up the phone beside his computer and dial his number. “Hi!” Blair sounded enthusiastic. “Hey.” Cooper couldn’t argue he liked hearing his voice. “I’m okay. I did some Christmas shopping over at the Hollywood and Highland Shopping Center and ran into Lucinda.” “Shit. What happened?” “Blair, she’s just a kid. I feel like I’m to blame for this mess.” “Bullshit! She walked into that marriage for your bank account. Don’t you dare feel guilty. Your settlement is generous and she has plenty of time to latch on to another fat wallet.” Cooper rubbed his face, torn. “Maybe I can give her a monthly alimony. I just want my house back. I’d even trade this place.” It was silent on the other end. “Blair?” “She cheated on you. More than once.” “What were you like at eighteen? I was immature and I doubt I could maintain a relationship.” “You didn’t walk down an aisle and exchange vows.” “Cut her some slack.” Cooper slouched in the chair, his legs in a wide straddle. “You still love her?” A lump formed in Cooper’s throat. “No.” “If you want me to write up an alternate proposal with you giving her the townhouse in exchange for your home, I can.” “Write it up.” “Fine.” “Why do you sound angry with me?” “Because you’re giving in and you were not at fault.” “That’s a matter of opinion.” Blair sighed into the phone and said, “If I had you? Are you kidding me? I’d never let you go.” Cooper blinked and stared at the words on his computer screen. “Wow. That’s a really nice thing to say. My ego has taken a bashing recently.” “I mean it.” He heard Blair moving or shifting the phone. “Coop, you’re the complete package.” Cooper felt his face heat up. Lately when he looked into the mirror, he saw an old man who had been dumped by a beauty queen. Nothing more. “I’ve never been called that. Is that what gay men call each other?” “I’m not going to be offended this time. I think you have no idea what the hell you’re saying.” Cooper laughed. It felt good to laugh. “You’re right. I don’t. And now? With this divorce shit? I’m surprised I can function at work at all. I’m dying to take time off but sitting and stewing on vacation would suck.” “Where would you go?” “Hell, I don’t know. Vegas? Tahoe?” “Nice. I’d come. Separate rooms, of course.” “You…you’d come?” “Sure. What the hell. Boys’ weekend in Vegas. Get some action on the gaming tables as well as in bed? Do us both good.” “Huh.” Cooper tried to remember the last time he had a boys’ weekend. It was back in college, pre-law. “You get me signed on the dotted line, and I’m ready to go.” “Don’t tempt me. I’ll hand carry this new proposal to Lucinda this weekend and beg her.” Cooper felt his face heat up and his palms get clammy. This was a weekend with a buddy. No need to freak out. Separate rooms. And they could both meet women. Blair’s not gay, he’s bi, so they could meet women and have a good time. “Coop?” “Huh?” Cooper woke out of his thoughts. “I know you’re just shooting the shit. But in the event you really want to go away for a long weekend, I promise you, you’re safe.” Cooper wasn’t so sure he wanted to be ‘safe’. “Okay.” “Babe…you sound so fucking out of it. I swear, I will do my best to intimidate her lawyer enough to make Lucinda fear she will get nothing. I’ll bring Andy. You okay with that?” “Sure.” “Anything I can do?” Cooper didn’t know how to answer that question. “Like what?” “I don’t know. You tell me.” “Like do how?” Cooper rubbed his inner thigh as he sat slouched in his chair. He moved his hand near his cock but didn’t touch it. “I don’t know…a movie? More shopping? Something to get you out of the house and your mind off things.” “Why would you do all that?” “Why? Please don’t tell me you think the only reason is so I can get into your pants.” Cooper looked down at his crotch. It tingled at the thought. He touched himself through his clothing. “Coop? Am I cutting out? Can you hear me?” “I hear you. I lost all my friends when I married Lucinda, and all of hers when we filed for divorce. I can’t tell you how hard this has been. My selfesteem has taken a beating.” Blair made a sympathetic sound but didn’t comment. Cooper moved his hand away from his semi-erect cock. “I don’t remember feeling this raw.” “I’m sorry, Coop. I am here for you. For anything. Seriously.” “I thought New Yorkers didn’t give a shit.” Cooper laughed.
 
 “Yeah. That’s the perception we perpetuate. So if you tell anyone I’m a nice guy, I’ll have to kill you.” Cooper laughed again. It felt so good to smile and chuckle. “I’d tell you to spend time over here and hang out, but I feel like a charity case.” “I’m on my way.” Cooper panicked and glanced between his legs. It was getting more difficult to hide a growing attraction he felt for Blair. “No. It’s okay. I’m going to do some work on a few cases and catch up. I’ll be okay.” “Up to you. I know how shitty you feel. I just got over a crappy relationship as well, remember?” With a man. “Yes. I do.” “Okay, Coop. I’ll let you go. Call me if you need anything.” “I’ll be fine. See you Monday.” “See ya.” Cooper hung up and stared into space. He couldn’t be thinking about Blair sexually. He was just insecure. Yeah, keep telling yourself that.
 
 Chapter 9 Monday morning Blair made sure he looked sharp, wanting to get Cooper’s divorce signed and sealed. When he arrived at work, he headed straight to Andy’s office. Andy was at his desk, in front of his computer. Blair tapped his knuckles on the door frame to get his attention. “Well!” Andy smiled at him. “Don’t you look stunning.” “Thanks, babe. Back at ya. Look, I want you to come with me to meet with Cooper’s soon-to-be ex and attorney. You seem to have the knack for getting results. I need you.” Andy’s brown eyes shined as he smiled. “Hm. You ‘need’ me. Can we strike a deal?” “If it has to do with whoring myself out to you, no.” Blair smiled. “Oh well, doesn’t hurt to ask.” “So, what’s your morning like?” Andy checked his day planner. “I have an appointment at eleven. What time is the meeting?” “I’m shooting for nine. Great. Be right back.” Blair jogged to his office and noticed Cooper arriving. Blair picked up his phone and called Kent Jones. He was going to arrange a meeting with all his big guns. A show of force was what he needed. Four against two. ~ Cooper booted up his computer and unbuttoned the jacket of his suit. He checked his voicemail messages as he viewed his emails. While he scanned them, Blair entered his office. “Good morning.” “’Morning, Blair.” Cooper glanced at him quickly, then did a double-take. Blair looked amazing in his sleek, dark gray chic suit and gold tie. It appeared he was going for the designer stubble look as well. Cooper liked it. “I’ve arranged a meeting in a half hour with you, me, Andy, Kent, and Lucinda and her lawyer.” “Where?” “Here. The conference room. I told her attorney this is it, last try and then we’re done playing nice guy.” “Did you tell him what we know?” “No. I want Kent to do that.” Blair’s smile became wicked. “Okay.” Cooper felt a nervous flutter. A divorce. He was going to be one of those now. Not single, not married—divorced. He twisted the ring on his finger nervously. “Want to grab a coffee?” Blair pointed over his shoulder. Cooper knew he had work to do but said, “Sure.” He closed his computer down and walked out of the office with Blair. As he left he told his secretary, “I’ll be back in five. Then I have a meeting in the conference room with Lucinda and her attorney.” “Okay, Coop.” She smiled. Cooper noticed her gaze stray to Blair. Since everyone in the office knew Blair was bi, Cooper wondered if they would immediately think the two of them were having sex if they appeared to get along on a personal level. They stood at the elevator together, and Cooper grew nervous at that thought. What would he do if the people he worked with thought he was gay?
 
 They would think that’s why Lucinda divorced me. Because I was gay and couldn’t perform in the bedroom. What will they think? Blair entered the elevator once people exited and pushed the button for the lobby. Cooper stood beside him, their backs to the wall and rode down to the ground level. Once they arrived and the doors opened, Cooper spotted Jack Larsen waiting to ride up to his office. They exchanged smiles. Without a thought, Cooper introduced Jack to Blair. “Jack Larsen, this is Blair Woodbury. He’s the transplant from the Big Apple I mentioned to you and working for our firm.” Jack extended his hand. “Nice to meet you, Blair.” “You too, Jack.” Blair looked at Cooper, as if remembering why Cooper wanted him to meet Jack. As he stared at the handsome blond, Cooper had a change of heart. He didn’t want Jack to fix Blair up with a man. Instead of exchanging small talk, Cooper pushed Blair to continue to the building exit and said, “We were just getting coffee before an early meeting.” “See ya.” Jack smiled as he waved, entering the elevator. Blair was nudged outside and kept looking back at Cooper like he was crazy. Once they were walking to the coffee shop, Blair asked, “What was that all about?” “Nothing. What?” Cooper tried to shrug it off. “I thought you were going to embarrass me and ask that guy to set me up.” There was a coffee shop that was only open weekday mornings, two doors down from their office building. They got in line and the noise of milk steamers and conversations echoed in the bad acoustics. “Thank you for not doing that.” Blair stood in front of Cooper and stared up at the menu on the wall. Cooper’s heart was pounding in his throat and he had no idea what had come over him. But suddenly he felt jealous. He didn’t want Blair to meet anyone. They filed down the line slowly. When Blair took his phone out of his pocket, Cooper realized he must have felt it vibrate. “Yeah?” Blair plugged his opposite ear to hear. “Hang on!” He said to Cooper, “Tall latte. I have to take this outside.” When Blair went for his wallet, Cooper batted his hand down. He watched Blair leave the noisy interior and sighed. ~ Blair stood outside the coffee shop on his phone. “Talk to me, Kent.” “I think we have enough. I have two statements from two different men who had sex with Mrs. McDermott during the marriage, plus her cell phone records, plus a DVD with her in the club and leaving it and…getting into the back seat of a car…” “We got her.” Blair smiled. “Can you make a nine o’clock meeting at my office?” “I can.” “You are a very efficient man, Mr. Jones. I will be sure to use you again and recommend you.” “I appreciate that.” “See you soon.” Blair hung up and called Lucinda’s lawyer to make sure he got the details he was emailed.
 
 “Paul Southland’s office, may I help you?” “Yes, this is Blair Woodbury. I want to make sure Mr. Southland is going to be in my office at nine a.m.” Blair checked his watch quickly, “for a meeting regarding the divorce settlement between Mrs. Lucinda McDermott and her husband Cooper.” “One moment.” He looked up when Cooper exited the coffee shop, holding out his coffee. Blair took it and they walked back to their building. “Mr. Woodbury?” the woman on the phone said. “Yes?” “He said he may be a few minutes late but he will be there.” “Thank you.” Blair pocketed his phone as Cooper held open the door for him. “You’re almost there. This meeting is the end of the line for Lucinda.” Cooper appeared pinched and said nothing. Blair knew Cooper had mixed feelings about losing Lucinda, but when it’s not right, it’s not right. They rode the elevator up to their office and Blair began to set up the conference room sipping his coffee as it cooled. Andy was still busy with other work when Blair poked his head in to give him a reminder. With his Bluetooth in his ear, Andy held up his finger for Blair to wait. Blair drank his coffee, staring at Andy as he worked. The man was just out of law school and already making a name for himself. Andy Gore was going to be the next big LA attorney who fought anything from family law, to civil rights, to criminal cases. Andy tapped the button on his ear and asked, “Are we ready?” “Southland will be a few minutes late.” “I hate that man. He stinks of too much cologne and hates gays.” “You got that from the grapevine?” Blair raised his eyebrows. “Hell yeah. He’s the reason Colt St. John left his law firm and is now working with Jack Larsen.” Andy removed his earpiece and stood. “What’s the tactic?” “Our PI found proof of her infidelity.” “Well,” Andy rolled his eyes, “Cooper could have gotten it himself if he opened his eyes.” Andy buttoned his suit jacket and walked around the desk. “He loved her, Andy.” “Love,” Andy scoffed and shook his head. “How do you love an adolescent beauty queen?” “What’s so bad about queens?” Blair smiled as Andy drew closer. Andy poked him in the chest. “You cock tease you get cock.” “Not cock teasing. Just teasing.” Blair winked. “Show me the money!” Andy brushed past Blair on his way to the conference room. ~ Cooper’s stomach was in knots. He finished his chai tea and tossed the paper cup. Since it was already nine, Cooper figured he’d stop at the men’s room quickly and be ready for the meeting. He left the office to walk the men’s lounge down the hall and stood at the urinal. The door opened behind him so he glanced back to see who it was. When he caught Blair’s seductive smile, Cooper looked away and tried to hurry up. “Coffee, huh? Goes right through me too.” Blair stood beside Cooper and unzipped his pants. Cooper wanted to peek. He didn’t know why, he just did. Biting his lip, staring at the wall, anywhere but at Blair’s cock, Cooper finished and shook off the drops. When he glanced over at Blair, Blair had been looking at him, quickly turning away. Cooper’s cock throbbed in his hand. He tucked it into his pants and flushed the urinal. Blair said, “Hopefully Southland won’t be too late. Andy’s got an eleven o’clock meeting.” Cooper faced Blair, and when he looked down, Blair was holding his dick, tugging on it to squeeze out the drops before he stuck it back into his pants. The sight of Blair’s cock shocked and scared Cooper. He walked to the sink and washed his hands, trying to decide why seeing Blair’s dick was something he wanted to do, even though it made him a nervous wreck. Blair stood beside him, washing up. They didn’t meet eyes even in the mirror. Someone came in and used the stall. Both men finished up and left together, headed back to the office. When Andy spotted them coming in together, he cocked a curious eyebrow. Cooper’s cheeks heated up. Never before had he been suspected of doing anything sexual to a man. “What’s the hold up?” Andy tapped his Cartier. “Southland is always late.” Blair entered the conference room. “Hang in there, Coop. This is it. Lucinda’s gravy train ends here,” Andy said, touching Cooper’s arm. “When I see it, I’ll believe it.” Blair met Cooper’s eye as he straightened paperwork, then he looked behind Cooper. “Kent.” Cooper spun around and spotted his private eye. “I’m sorry I’m late. Traffic was a bear.” Kent set a briefcase on the table. “Kent Jones, this is Andy Gore. He’s going to assist us.” Blair introduced them. “I know Andy.” Kent smiled and reached out his hand. “How are you, son?” “Good, Kent. How’s life after San Diego PD treating you?” A secretary poked her head in. “Mr. Southland and Mrs. McDermott are here.” Blair asked Kent, “You need a moment?” “No. I’m good. You just tell me when you want me to produce the files.” Kent pointed to a monitor. “I assume I can put the surveillance video into that.” Cooper felt sick. He pulled out a chair and dropped down, letting everyone else get organized. Ideally, he would never have chosen a woman who was so young, not ready to settle down in the first place. But unfortunately life had other plans.
 
 Andy said, “Show them in, Peggy.” The more this played out, the more ill Cooper became. A hand rested on his shoulder from behind. He looked up and found Blair staring at the room entrance, holding onto him to show his support. Cooper reached back and rested his hand on top of Blair’s. He felt Blair’s squeeze in response. When Andy looked up, spying it, Cooper jerked his hand away quickly and Blair backed up. Andy appeared shocked at what he assumed and there was no way Cooper was going to open that can of worms. When Paul Southland and Lucinda were shown into the room, Cooper stood up as Blair made the introductions. Husky old, Paul Southland sat down with a huff, placing his briefcase in front of him. “You felt you needed an army to fight me, Mr. Woodbury. I’m flattered.” Lucinda asked Cooper, “What’s going on?” As they took their seats, Blair said, “It seems our private investigator has proof of Lucinda’s infidelity during her marriage to Cooper. We have one final offer to make before we allow the judge to see the results of Mr. Jones’ investigation.” Blair slid paperwork over the table for Paul. Paul removed his reading glasses from his pocket, stuck them on his nose, and read the paperwork. Cooper said nothing, seeing Lucinda fidget. “I knew I should have brought my mother.” She scowled at Cooper. “You didn’t say this was going to happen when I saw you at the shopping center Saturday.” Cooper stayed silent. Kent said, “We have a video from the Arena club. It shows Mrs. McDermott dancing and flirting with a young man, then going into the back seat of his car in the parking lot. There’s a time and date stamp on the video itself.” Kent pointed to a piece of paper on the table. “That’s the young boy’s statement, and details of what he and Mrs. McDermott did that night.” “You suck!” Lucinda yelled at Cooper. Paul quieted her with a raised hand as he continued to read. Andy asked, “Shall we play it? I love a good sex video.” Cooper’s eyes burned. He did not want to see it. A hand squeezed his knee and then moved away. He glanced at Blair’s sad expression. The welling up in Cooper’s chest was hard to battle. Andy leaned his palms on the table, standing beside Cooper. “You’re done, Mrs. McDermott. Time to sign on the dotted line. Or perhaps your attorney would like you to risk a ruling.” “Can I have a moment?” Paul asked. The men began to leave. Before they did, Blair handed Paul the remote control. “Have a look.” Cooper left the room first, walking to his office to find privacy and pull himself together. ~ Blair kept moving past Kent and Andy, who were talking quietly. He had no idea who knew whom, being so new to the area and firm. It was a comfort to know Andy and Kent did know one another, since he respected them both. Not to mention their connection strengthened Blair’s confidence in Kent’s findings. He stood outside Cooper’s door and listened. “Coop?” When he didn’t answer, Blair opened the door a crack. “Babe?” “Don’t call me that here. Okay?” Cooper’s eyes were red. “I mean, it’s okay outside work…” “Sorry.” Blair closed himself into the office, leaning on the door. “Talk to me.” “This is it.” He threw up his hands. “I’m going to be divorced.” “You want me to cancel the offer? Try counseling?” “No. She wants out. I do too. I just…” Cooper faced the window and Blair could see his broad shoulders expand with his deep breath. He began twisting at the gold ring as if trying to pry it off. Blair walked closer and stood beside him. “No one goes into marriage hoping it will fail. You did your best, Coop. Maybe fate has something else in mind.” Cooper faced him. “What does fate have in mind, Blair?” The amount Blair wanted him at that moment was painful. Seeing the agony in Cooper, knowing in his heart Cooper was a good man and had made bad decisions. Who didn’t? “Coop…” Blair stepped closer, able to inhale Cooper’s cologne, feel his heat. A tear tried to run down Cooper’s high cheekbone but he swiped at it and gained a look of resolve, like a soldier about to do battle. “I’m okay.” Blair began to lean in for an embrace. He’d gotten one hug from this guy. Was it that strange? Cooper didn’t appear terrified or like he was going to push Blair away. “Come ‘ere,” Blair said under his breath, almost to himself. To his delight, Cooper fell into that embrace. The power of the touch was making Blair swoon. His cock went instantly erect and he clung tighter. A tiny sound came from Cooper. A whimper or a sigh or something soft. When Blair felt movement from Cooper’s cock against his, he nearly pumped his arms over his head in excitement. “Knock, knock!” Andy’s voice and the noise of the door opening scared Blair to death, and he couldn’t imagine the heart attack it gave Cooper. They nearly pushed each other over, they parted so quickly, gathering their composure and pretending they weren’t just in a compromising position. “Uh. Am I interrupting something?” Andy’s senses obviously picked up their tension. The young man was extremely bright. “Coop’s just having a rough time.” Blair approached Andy. “Please tell me she’s ready to sign.” “Looks good. But of course Southland hates to say he’s lost, so we need to find out what he wants added. He does that to save face.” Blair looked back at Cooper. “You ready?” “Yes. Let’s get this shit done.” They regrouped back in the conference room. ~ Cooper’s thoughts were still about being in his office and holding Blair in his arms. Now he wanted a divorce. He wanted to put this chapter of his life behind him and write a new one. He didn’t know if the next phase of his life was going to be gay, but he did know it was time to stop mourning and get on with his life. This divorce had drained his energy and his bank account, and it was time to let go. He wrenched at the ring but could not
 
 slide it off. When he entered the room he could see Lucinda had been crying. She dabbed her eyes with a tissue. The four men sat down and waited for some comment from Mr. Southland. “Yes, well, it’s unfortunate Mrs. McDermott married so young. This poor woman was only eighteen years old—” Andy said, “Cut the crap and let’s go. I have a meeting to get to.” Cooper noticed Blair appear amused. “We accept the revised agreement, but Lucinda would like to be able to stay in the house until December fifteenth instead of having to vacate immediately.” “Coop?” Andy asked. “Why?” Cooper looked at Lucinda. “Mom was going to have a family dinner there next weekend.” Lucinda wiped her nose. Blair said, “No souvenirs. You got that? You take anything that doesn’t belong to you, and you will be in criminal court.” “What’s mine?” Lucinda asked, her tears renewing. Andy folded his arms and said, “Did you read the agreement? What’s with you beauty queens? Is all your reading glamour magazines? “Mr. Gore…” Cooper warned. “Lucinda,” Andy softened his tone, “In one of the addendums you will find a list of items that you may have. The rest of the contents of that home in Malibu belong to the man who paid for it.” Paul turned to the page and showed her. She held up the list. “That’s it? My clothing, my toiletries, and my photo albums?” Blair asked, “What else did you come into the marriage with?” “I can’t keep my car? Coop?” Cooper opened his mouth to allow her the car, but Andy stopped him with an, “Uh! No. No more dealing. He’s giving you a settlement, buy a Prius with that.” He stood. “This meeting is over. Sign the agreement or off to court.” Lucinda looked at Paul. Paul nodded to her. She picked up a pen and signed it. Cooper watched Andy tap his fingers on the table. It was tactic. He’d seen Andy in action and his style worked. “Here.” She moved the paperwork. “So I have to get out when?” “The end of the week, honey.” Andy pushed the contract towards Cooper to sign. Cooper didn’t care if she stayed ‘til the first of the year, but he knew with Lucinda, you gave an inch she took a mile. They had done that to death for the last few months. Andy knew hard line worked. And it had. They were each given copies. Paul stood up and gestured for Lucinda to leave. Before she did she said again, “You suck!” Andy retorted, “Probably because you didn’t!” Blair laughed and Cooper shook his head at Andy. “My job here is done.” Andy stacked the paperwork. “You see, Blair? Just learn from the expert.” “I did. You’re amazing.” “Then you owe me.” Andy grabbed his own crotch in a tease. Cooper bristled with jealousy. He never thought of Andy and Blair being attracted to each other. Kent stood and began gathering his paperwork, removing the DVD from the monitor. “I’ll keep this on file. I suspect you don’t want a copy, Cooper.” “No, thank you. And thank you for everything.” Cooper shook Kent’s hand. Andy left, followed by Kent. Blair gathered all the contracts and said, “I’ll get this filed with the court ASAP.” “Good.” Once Blair had the paperwork organized he asked, “You okay?” “Yes.” Cooper asked, “Did you and Andy…?” “No.” Blair didn’t smile or joke. “He flirts, that’s it.” Cooper nodded. “Well. I can’t believe it’s finally done.” “Time to plan our boys’ weekend to Vegas.” Cooper’s stomach tingled. “Yes. It is.” Blair’s eyes lit up. “Please don’t tease a man about something so amazing.” “Separate rooms, right?” “Darn. Yes.” Blair winked. “Let me get this done. Sooner you are stamped and sealed the better.” Cooper watched Blair leave the room. He sank back to sit on a chair to recuperate. His house back, his life back, and a new beginning.
 
 What happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas? Cooper wondered what exactly would happen. But the idea suddenly did not repulse him. ~ Blair finished filing the divorce paperwork and checked his watch. It was nearing one and he stopped for a bite to eat at a sandwich shop. Once he ordered his food and found a seat near the window, Blair texted Cooper, ‘ ur filed’. He hit send and grinned to himself. That hug. That was not a ‘man-hug’. That was a growl-I-wanna-grind-on-you hug. Or at least that’s what it was to him. He had no idea of Cooper’s schedule so he set the phone on the table and began eating his turkey and avocado sandwich. You-me-Vegas?
 
 Oh, God yes! Separate rooms? Sure, Coop. What a waste of money that will be. You read bi-curious all over suddenly! Blair shifted in the chair as the thought about it.
 
 Jealous of me and Andy? Really? “Ha.” Blair chewed and swallowed, knowing he had a whole afternoon of work to do. He remembered his own curiosity. Initially he didn’t date many men because women were giving him what he needed. But after a onetime experiment of kissing a man, Blair figured, what the hell, life’s too short. From then on, he found men sexually stimulating. Well, if he was honest, he always had. Being straight was just easier. His phone buzzed. Blair looked down at it. Cooper had texted, ‘im glad’.
 
 Blair set his sandwich down and brushed off his hands. He wrote back, ‘in a café eating alone. how sad am i?’ He grinned as he sent it, wondering if he could tempt Cooper into some flirty texting banter. A second later Cooper wrote back, ‘2 tix to vegas next weeknd u up 4 it?’ “What?” Blair lowered his voice and picked up the phone, dialing. “Hey.” “Are you shitting me?” Blair laughed loudly. “Nope. Just book them.” “Holy shit!” “Caesar’s Palace.” “No! Really? Are you just punking me?” Blair ate the last bite of his sandwich and cleaned up his table, headed for the door. “You said let’s go. So?” “Uh, two rooms?” “Yeah well…” Damn. “Okay. No problem.” Blair tried not to feel let down. “I just thought it would look better.” Blair stopped mid-stride on his way back to the office and blinked. “Look better?” “Never mind. So? This Friday night, two tickets first class, and I also got us a limo to the airport and to the hotel.” “Jesus, Coop! You’re the man!” Look better…look better…look better… “I’m glad you’re so happy. Have you ever been there?” “No. Been to Atlantic City. I figure it’s the same deal.” “Probably.” “I’m on my way back to the office. Where are you?” “On my way to county court.” “Okay. Well…congratulations on the divorce. I’m going to make sure we celebrate in style.” “I feel better about it now that it’s done.” “I’m glad, Coop. I am.” “Catch ya later.” “Bye.” Blair put the phone into his pocket and pumped his fist into the air. Look better! Because? Because you want to be with me? Yes! Yes! Blair knew he had a crush. Oh yes. He had it bad.
 
 Chapter 10 By Friday evening, Cooper ended the work week filled with stress. His caseload of clients increased with the termination of his marriage. Since the senior partners had been kind enough to lighten the load during the divorce, Cooper was now expected to be back in the groove. But added to that stress was the fact that he had been getting harassing messages from Lucinda’s mother. On top of that anxiety was the thought of a weekend in Vegas with Blair. He was terrified. Standing next to his bed, tossing clothing into a suitcase, Cooper’s phone rang. He leaned over to read the caller ID. Frieda Mumford was not only breaking the court order, she was flagrantly abusing his good nature. Cooper assumed she figured he wouldn’t report her and get her arrested. He didn’t pick up the phone. Frieda’s screeching voice began being recorded, which would help him when he did indeed report her to the police. “Cooper! How could you! Lucinda loves that house! You bully! Getting three men to force her to sign an agreement she did not want? That’s blackmail, that’s coercion, you should be arrested!” That was an ironic statement. He wasn’t the one breaking the law with the contact. He headed to the bathroom to pack his toiletries. Frieda continued to ramble on, “This isn’t the last of it! I will get that Paul Southland to fight this! You forced her to do something she did not
 
 want to do. I knew I should have come there for the meeting Monday. Why won’t you pick up the phone? Are you afraid to fight someone your own age?” Cooper cringed. He was thirty-two, not fifty-two. “Fine! Be this way. But we’re not leaving Lucinda’s house without a fight!” The line disconnected. He tucked his razor into the small black leather carrying case with his shampoo and aftershave. While he had his ex-mother-in-law’s threats in his head, his mobile phone rang. He moaned and walked to where he had set it on his dresser. Seeing it was Blair, he picked it up. “Hey.” “Hi.” Cooper’s stomach was filled with butterflies. He had no idea why he had planned a weekend with Blair. His life was a mess and he knew this may make it worse. “You sound like shit.” “I’m sorry.” “What? You’re not going. You think I’m going to molest you, right?” “No…” Cooper shook his head and sat on the bed. “I’m going. Just that Lucinda’s mother has been leaving messages on my phone all week.” “That’s a violation of the court order. Did you phone the police to take a report?” “No.” “Why not?” “I don’t fucking know.” Cooper rubbed his face. “How many has she left?” Cooper leaned over to read the machine. “Uh…twenty-one.” “What?” Blair choked. “Call the fucking cops!” “I’m in the middle of packing.” “Fuck that. I’m done packing. I’m coming over now.” “Blair…I just—” “Shut up. I’ll be there soon.” The line disconnected. Cooper looked at his phone, then the open suitcase on his bed. He placed the cell phone aside and flopped back on the bed with a bounce to stare at the ceiling. If he thought his life was complicated with an eighteen-year-old wife, life with a thirty-five year old man would be murder. He twisted at the gold band on his finger, but could not budge it at all. It was stuck on him. ~ Blair tossed his carry-on bag into the trunk of his car and drove to Santa Monica. Friday night, the traffic was a miserable snarl, jammed up at every traffic signal. He listened to music as he drove, but soon shut it off so he could think. This crush—this stupid fantasy of seducing Cooper— was destined to end in disaster.
 
 Twenty-one phone calls violating a court order and Cooper did nothing. He still loves that woman. Why else would he not call the cops and report it? Blair shook his head as he drove. Was he being sensible? Or was he rebounding from Ted Mack? Rebounding? Cooper was straight. “Why am I going to Vegas with him? Do I really want to see him hook up with a woman?” Blair thought seriously about turning back. Not only was this a bad idea, but the traffic was nightmarish. In New York he’d either take a cab or walk wherever he needed to go. LA was the land of the car. He got trapped on the edge of an intersection and nearly touched the bumper of the car in front of him to avoid blocking it. I’m thinking with my dick and not my head. How many times have I done that? “Too many.” Blair drummed his fingers on the steering wheel. ~ Cooper placed his suitcase near the front door and checked the time. The limo service wasn’t going to pick them up for a couple of hours, and their flight was scheduled for ten p.m. The plan in Cooper’s mind, ideally, was to pick Blair up on the way to LAX. Cooper paced and straightened up the room, wondering why he thought this boys’ weekend with a bisexual was a good idea. He opened up a cabinet and removed a bottle of vodka. Uncapping it, he poured it into a small juice glass and mixed it with ice and pomegranate juice. As he swirled it around to stir he heard a car door. Cooper downed the booze to the ice and stared into space. His doorbell chime sounded. He set the glass on the counter and ran his hand over his hair nervously. When he opened the door and met Blair’s sexy brown eyes, Cooper grew even more anxious. “Let me listen to the messages.” Blair was all business at the moment. As he entered, he set his suitcase beside Cooper’s near the door, including a shoulder bag with his laptop. “Where’s the answering machine?” “My bedroom.” Cooper swallowed a nervous lump in his throat and backed up, pointing. Blair made a direct line for it. Cooper glanced at the bottle of vodka and juice. Before he joined Blair, he mixed another glass for himself.
 
 ~ Blair looked around the bedroom. It contained a queen-sized bed, high-boy and dresser. No frills. Temporary housing? Yes. Luckily, now it was. He spotted the answering machine on Cooper’s nightstand. Sure enough the message number was twenty-one. He turned around when he heard Cooper. Cooper was sipping a drink. “Want one?” Cooper said, as if suddenly realizing he was a lousy host. “What is it?” “Pom and vodka.” “Hell yeah.” Blair laughed. Dutch courage? “Should I hit play?” “Knock yourself out.” Cooper left his glass on the dresser and walked down the hall. Blair hit play. The time and date was announced first, then a woman’s voice sounded, filling the room with anger. Cooper returned, handing Blair a glass. Blair took it, sipping it, nodding ‘thank you’ as he did. After three similar threatening messages, Blair stopped the recording. “I’m calling the cops to take a report.” Cooper shrugged, sitting on his bed. Blair picked up the cordless phone, asking, “Right? We’re in agreement she needs to stop violating the court order?” “What are the cops going to do? Arrest Lucinda’s mother?” “That’s the idea.” He waited. Not getting a solid answer from Cooper, Blair put the phone back into the cradle and sat next to him. They both drank the booze quietly. After Blair’s drink was down to ice, he sighed. “Why don’t you want to follow through?” “It’s more headache. Do I want to go to court? Come on. When the date of occupation passes, I’ll get them evicted.” Blair swirled the ice in the glass. “Okay. I get it.” “It’s the path of least resistance. If I keep these calls on record, when the time comes to kick them out of my home, I’ll have the ammo. Right now?” Cooper shrugged and tipped his glass to his lips, chewing on an ice cube. “Do I want the hassle?” “Pre-Vegas?” Blair grinned. “Exactly.” Blair glanced between Cooper’s legs. Cooper was in his work slacks and a cotton shirt. “I would love another one of these vodka-poms.” Cooper stood, taking Blair’s glass with him. “How many am I behind?” “Just one,” Cooper said as he left. Blair licked his lips at the sight of Cooper’s ass. How was he supposed to behave? He already imagined forcing Cooper to submit to his fantasy, but he knew waiting until they were in Vegas was smarter. No escape and a sense of abandon. Blair stood and met Cooper in the kitchen where he mixed more drinks. “Should we eat?” “Not if we want to get drunk.” Cooper handed Blair his glass, tapping it with his own. “You, uh…going to change into jeans or something casual?” Cooper glanced down at his pants. “I should. That’s how out of it I am. I can’t think straight.” “Did you pack a bathing suit?” “Yes. I think I managed to pack what I needed for the weekend.” Cooper carried his drink back to his bedroom, setting it down. “Do you like to gamble?” “Yes and no.” Blair leaned against the doorframe to watch Cooper, gulping the booze and placing the glass beside Cooper’s. “I like blackjack but I’m no high-stakes kind of guy.” Cooper tossed a pair of jeans on his bed and opened his belt, stopping short. He looked over his shoulder at Blair. “Huh. Not drunk enough to take those off in front of me?” Blair tried not to sulk. Cooper appeared completely baffled about what to do. Blair wasn’t sure he wanted to let him off the hook so easily. Yes, he could have walked away, but he didn’t. He folded his arms over his chest and acted as if it were a dare. Cooper touched his zipper, appearing totally undecided. “Really?” Blair laughed in a cough. “Are you commando under them?” “No.” Blair threw up his hands in frustration. This attraction was going to get him nowhere. Cooper drew his zipper down slowly, staring at Blair. Blair didn’t leave, feeling his heart pounding. He licked his lips as Cooper tucked his thumbs into the waistband and began tugging the material down. At the first sight of Cooper’s black boxer briefs covering his tight ass, Blair felt his cock thicken. “Right. This isn’t going to work.” He turned around, facing his back to Cooper. “Do I turn you on? Really?” Blair rubbed his forehead, having no idea how to answer that question without scaring Cooper. He heard rustling and would sell his soul to get a look. “Blair? Do I?” Blair headed down the hall to the living room, sitting on the sofa. A weekend of this. This torment. This cock-tease. Was he out of his mind? ~ Cooper tugged his jeans up his legs and fastened them. He straightened his dress slacks and hung them up. He changed his shirt as well, putting on a clean polo shirt and tucking it in.
 
 I turn Blair on. I fucking turn him on! Cooper was thrilled and terrified at the same time. He composed himself, taking the empty glasses with him to find Blair sitting on the sofa, staring straight at him as he emerged. “I’m sorry,” Blair said. “Don’t be. It’s kind of flattering.” Cooper refilled their glasses again. “What?” Cooper shrugged, not looking at Blair. “You’re flattered I think you’re hot?”
 
 Using a spoon, Cooper mixed the juice with the vodka and brought Blair his glass, sitting beside him on the sofa. “Coop?” Blair seemed as if he needed an answer. Cooper didn’t know what to say. “I’m not offended.” He drank a gulp of his drink, starting to slowly feel the effects of the alcohol. Blair took the second glass. “Thanks. Look, if I make you uncomfortable, tell me. The last thing I want to do is overstep your boundaries.” “Okay.” Cooper wondered where that line would be. The more he hung out with Blair, the less he cared about blurring the lines of sexuality. And Cooper didn’t know why. Blair’s respirations seemed to accelerate. He sucked the booze down quickly. “We’re not even in Vegas yet.” Cooper chuckled. “Shit. This is such a bad idea.” Blair stood to place the glass in the sink. “No. Come on, Blair.” Cooper didn’t want him to change his mind. “Are you saying you’re so attracted to me, you may not be able to control yourself?” Blair rested his palms on the counter, inhaling deeply. Cooper blinked. “Seriously?” The excitement stirred in Cooper. What would it feel like to touch Blair sexually? Am I bi? Or am I worn down from
 
 a lousy divorce? A man does not turn to men simply because he’s been burned by a woman. That’s absurd. If anything, he turns to another woman. Blair rubbed his forehead and looked at Cooper. “Of course I can control myself.” “Okay.” Cooper was slightly disappointed. “Then stop stressing.” “That booze went right to my head. Maybe we should eat something before we go.” “I can order a pizza.” “Okay.” “How much time do we have?” Cooper stood, taking his empty glass to the sink and checking his watch. “Oh. Less than two hours.” “That should be okay. Most of these pizza places deliver in a half hour.” “True.” Cooper reached to the top of the refrigerator for a phone book. Blair was close and didn’t step back to give Cooper room. They were nearly in contact. When Cooper glanced at him, the intensity in Blair’s gaze was making him dizzy. “Are you undressing me with your eyes?” Cooper said as a joke, since he was now drunk. The red blush that hit Blair’s cheeks was instant. “No!” Blair backed up. “It’s okay, buddy.” Cooper touched Blair’s cheek. Blair let out a whimper and didn’t react. Cooper flapped the phone book on the counter and asked, “What do you like on your pizza?” “Anything.” “Good.” ~ Blair had said he could control himself, but if Cooper started flirting, all bets were off. And they hadn’t even hit Vegas yet. While Cooper spoke on the phone to the pizza shop, Blair got a good look at his crotch in his tight jeans.
 
 What the hell is wrong with Lucinda? She had that? HAD that? God, give me strength. “…yeah, how about the white pizza, ricotta, mozzarella cheese, spinach and garlic…” Blair was drunk, lost on Cooper’s body. Cooper leaned against the counter as he spoke on the phone, his broad pectoral muscles showing through the fabric of his polo shirt, his shoulders and biceps looking solid and powerful. Blair chewed his bottom lip in longing. So what if he was visualizing Cooper nude? Blair would pay good money to see this man naked. “Blair?” “Huh?” Blair blinked, not realizing Cooper was through with his phone call. “Are you as buzzed as I am?” “Yes.” Blair swallowed down a dry throat, wondering how crazy his behavior was getting. He had to stop ogling Cooper, but he’d only seen him in a suit and tie. Seeing Cooper in tight blue jeans and a white polo shirt was making him crazy. “I ordered a specialty pizza. You said you were good with anything.” “Yes.” Blair stared at Cooper’s lips, his blue eyes, his dark brown hair and high cheek bones. His excitement was turning to agony. This crush was going to be the end of their friendship, Blair was certain. He shook off his trance on Cooper’s appealing looks and sat back down on the sofa to get under control. ~ Cooper mixed the last of the pomegranate juice with two more shots of vodka. He brought Blair over his drink and again, sat beside him. Blair took the glass and stared at it as he held it between his knees. “Blair.” “Huh?” Blair met his eyes. “Don’t worry.” “Don’t worry.” Blair tilted his head. “About?” “Anything.” Cooper put his hand on Blair’s leg. Blair flinched and backed up against the sofa cushions. Cooper studied Blair’s reaction to his touch. Blair’s response was obvious. He was literally panting and his leg muscles tightened under Cooper’s hand. For the first time in his life, Cooper looked at a man as a sexual being. It wasn’t some gay awakening, no life altering decision to change sides and bat for the same team. It was just a thought. Blair Woodbury was a very sexually attractive man. He was at least six-foot-one, weighed near two hundred pounds of fit trim physique, with his dark brown hair and matching chocolate brown eyes. His angular clean-shaven jaw and hollow cheeks, all made Blair a very attractive ‘package’ indeed. It was no wonder the man could choose from men or women. The charismatic air of intelligence plus kindness was like a magnet. They didn’t speak, just sipped the strong drinks. Cooper began to remove his hand but Blair slapped his on top of it to keep it there. The movement startled Cooper but he didn’t jerk back. He
 
 met Blair’s eyes. Finally Blair said, “Don’t tease me.” “Am I doing that?” “Your hand is on my leg.” “Is that a gay sign to do something more?” Blair gave him a look of disbelief. “If you touched a woman’s thigh, what would you be telling her?” Cooper drew his hand back, releasing contact. He drank the last of the vodka-pom now that the ice had melted. “Coop…I think going on a trip with you is a mistake.” Cooper wondered the same thing. Thinking about touching Blair and actually touching him may not be the same thing. The doorbell rang and they both jumped out of their skin. Cooper stood and placed his glass on the coffee table as he retrieved his wallet from his pocket. He opened the door to a pizza delivery boy. The young boy had long blond hair and a pierced eyebrow. “Hey. You order the white pizza with spinach?” “I did.” Cooper read the amount on the bill and gave the young man a twenty. Blair took the box from him as Cooper said, “Keep the change.” “Thanks, man.” Cooper closed the door, the aroma of garlic and cheese filled the air. He walked to the kitchen cupboard and removed two plates, gathered utensils and bringing them to the table. Blair set a slice on each plate and relaxed on one of the dark wooden chairs at the dining table. “Looks good. I’m starving.” Cooper placed two bottles of water on the table and a roll of paper towels. He sat across from Blair and took a bite of the pizza. “Look, Blair…” “Yes, Mr. McDermott.” Blair gave him a cheeky glance at the seriousness of Cooper’s tone. “I want to go with you this weekend. I need this. You have no idea how badly.” “I know, babe.” Blair covered his mouth comically. “I can say ‘babe’ right? We’re not at work?” “How drunk are you?” Cooper laughed. “Got a good head buzz.” “Babe…” Cooper said, smiling, “I’m not afraid.” Blair broke up with laughter. “Be afraid! Be very afraid!” “What will you do to me? Huh? Attack me when I’m in the shower?” Blair choked and set the pizza on the plate, shifting in his chair. “You want me to? Are you having gay fantasies?” Cooper felt his cock swell slightly. “I really don’t think I can fulfill your fantasies. I mean, I have never had any sort of sexual feelings for a man.” “I get that.” Blair nodded, resuming his eating. “I’m teasing, babe. I won’t touch you. I’ll find someone in Vegas to screw.” Cooper felt a twinge of jealousy. He said nothing and kept eating, trying to sober up for their long night ahead.
 
 Chapter 11 Blair felt wired, not tired. The plane ride was short and Cooper spent it tapping his laptop keyboard, working. Blair could have as well but instead he just stared out into the dark sky and pretended this was a boys’ weekend in Vegas and not two days of torture. By the time they were shown to their rooms at Caesar’s Palace it was nearing one a.m. Two side-by-side suites had to suffice because Blair knew this attraction he had for Cooper was going nowhere. A bellboy opened his door for Blair and gestured for him to go inside. Before he did, Blair said to Cooper, “You going to bed?” “We can explore.” Blair nodded and entered the posh suite. The room was beautiful with gold wall coverings and dark wood furniture. The extravagant interior reflected the absurd opulence of the lobby and amenities, which including spouting fountains, Roman statues, spas, restaurants, and of course, gambling. Blair tipped the bellboy and stood for a moment to gather his thoughts as the man left. He knew how these casinos worked. From the time you arrive until the time you leave, you have no concept as to day or night, or even life on the exterior of the hotel. If you didn’t wear a watch, you could pretend the day never ended. He unzipped his luggage and hung up his dress shirts and slacks. A knock came at his door. He opened it to see Cooper and invited him in. “Love this place.” Cooper looked around the hotel room. “Look at the size of that bed.” Blair nodded to it. “Seems a shame to rent two rooms.” Cooper cracked up with laughter. “Oh, Blair, I needed this weekend. Thanks.” Blair smiled and hung up a shirt. “So? What do you have in mind? After the drive and flight, I’m sober and not hungry.” “Ditto. And not tired. I should be but I’m not. You know?” Cooper sat on the large richly dressed bed and spread out on it, his feet on the floor, reaching his arms to the sides. Blair stared at him. “I thought you said you wouldn’t tease me.” “I’m just relaxing while you hang up your clothing.” “You’re in my bed!” “I’m not in it, I’m on it.” Cooper put his hands behind his head. Blair shook his head and finished his task. He placed his toiletries into the bathroom, taking a look at the marble shower stall and imagining him and Cooper soaping up in it. He returned to see Cooper still lying on his bed, staring at the ceiling. “How about we just do a little exploring? This place is fucking huge.” “True.” Cooper sat up. “If I lay here any longer I’ll nod off.” “Nod off. We can get some rest and start exploring tomorrow.” Blair sat beside Cooper. This time he put his hand on Cooper’s thigh. Cooper immediately took note. He stared at Blair’s hand and Blair felt his leg twitch under it. “See?” Blair smiled. “Sexy, isn’t it?” Cooper opened his mouth to say something but nothing came out. “I’ll let you off the hook.” Blair removed his hand. “Night, Coop.” ~ The urge to kiss Blair was right there. Cooper felt his adrenaline pump, his cock thicken and his heart race. How thrilling would it be to push Blair back on this amazing fluffy bed and kiss him?
 
 I must be tired. What am I thinking? Kiss Blair? But Cooper couldn’t deny the urge was present. He could do nothing about it, or he could dive on Blair and see what the hell happened if he did. Terror and the impending sense of remorse that would follow the act were very strong in him as well. If he made that crazy leap over the sexual divide, what was he? Bi like Blair? “Coop?” “Huh?” Cooper blinked and met Blair’s dark eyes. “What are you thinking? This tension between us is making me insane. Are you curious?” When Blair touched Cooper’s arm, Cooper stared at his fingers. The light caress sent a tingle through his body and into his crotch.
 
 What happens in Vegas stays in Vegas? Where did that slogan come from anyway? Was this the place to experiment and do things you would never do in your real life? Is that why people come here? Or do they just want to play blackjack and drink? “Coop!” Blair sounded exasperated. Cooper stood off the bed so quickly he reached for the wall to steady himself. “I think I should get some sleep.” Blair followed him to the door. “What time do you want to get breakfast?” Cooper checked his watch—it was closing in on two a.m. “Nine?” “Fine.” Cooper opened the door and Blair held it for him. He met Blair’s eyes once more before he retired to his room, and knew he wouldn’t sleep a wink. ~ Blair shook his head in frustration. The mixed vibes were annoying. If Cooper wants to play, then let’s play! What the fuck? I’m not waiting
 
 around to have sex while I’m here, Coop. So either say yes, or say no. Don’t play this game. He latched the door and stripped for the shower. Tossing his clothing over a chair, Blair started the water in the stall and held his hand under it, staring at the floor as he did. He stepped into the stall and wet down, unwrapping a bar of soap. When he began washing his genitals, he closed his eyes and thought of Cooper. It wouldn’t be the first time he’d jacked off thinking of him. He only wished he had a true mental picture of Cooper naked. He wondered if it would seem odd if he suggested a sauna and Jacuzzi right after breakfast. Blair worked his cock, fisting it quickly as he imagined pinning Cooper to the wall of the shower and taking his anal cherry.
 
 What I would do to you! Blair arched his back and cupped his own balls, wanting a dildo up his ass and wishing he had brought one. Blair would share the pleasures of man on man loving—rimming, tea-bagging, prostate rubs, cock sucking…
 
 “Fuck!” Blair came, shooting spunk in a white arcing stream which quickly dissipated in the pelting shower. He milked his cock slowly and groaned. “I’m buying a dildo tomorrow. Screw it.” ~ Cooper brushed his teeth over the sink while naked. The bathroom was large and had both a tub and a shower stall. White fluffy towels filled the shelves. He spat out the toothpaste, rinsed his mouth, and stared at his reflection.
 
 I want Blair. Why do I want Blair is the question. He looked at his cock. Determined to decide if he could actually do anything with a man this weekend, Cooper imagined Blair kissing him. He closed his eyes and thought about man-sex. Blair, that’s it, touch my cock. Cooper ran his fingers over his soft length.
 
 You want to suck it? Go ahead, Blair, suck it. Cooper gripped his cock tight and felt it throb as he masturbated.
 
 You want me to fuck you? Yeah? I’ll fuck you! Cooper fisted himself, imagining what it would feel like to dominate a man as handsome and masculine as Blair Woodbury. A man half the law office was in heat over, was propositioning, who had screwed the brilliant Ted Mack… “Fuck!” Cooper aimed at the sink as he came, shooting cum all over the fixtures and basin. He blinked in shock. He had never jerked off thinking about a man.
 
 Oh my God. I must be crazy! He caught his breath and kept hold of his dick as he viewed the spatter. He knew it. He was curious. And touching a man like Blair simply did not turn him off. It turned him on.
 
 Chapter 12 Blair couldn’t sleep. He not only wanted to find a dildo to play with, he needed sleeping pills. By seven in the morning he dragged himself out of bed and sat with his laptop, catching up on emails from work and friends he’d left behind in New York. Between emails, he washed up, dressed, and got ready for breakfast with Cooper. Sitting back down with his computer, he couldn’t help himself. He put ‘Ted Mack’ into the search engine to see what the fucker was up to. As he read of that man’s newest exploits in the world of technology wizardry, a knock came to his door. Blair set the computer aside and jogged to answer it. Cooper looked unreasonably hot in his black slacks and short sleeved black v-neck top. Blair had never seen him look so handsome. He should at least say good morning, but instead he opened the door and headed back to shut off his computer. “Slept like crap,” Cooper said as he closed the door. “Me too. We should have stayed up all night gambling and drinking.” Blair took a last look at the picture of Ted on his computer, his black rimmed glasses and Louis Theroux charming good looks. “No kidding.” Cooper stood near Blair as if to see what he had been doing on the laptop. Blair was certain he’d shut it down before Cooper got a look. A scent of cologne waft up Blair’s nose. When he looked at Cooper he stared directly at his crotch, which was eye-level. Slowly, Blair looked up his body meeting his eyes. Cooper was giving him a very wicked smirk. “Do not…I repeat…do not tempt me!” Blair tried to make it a joke. “Tempt you?” Cooper gave him an innocent expression. “Tempt you to go to breakfast?” “Shut up.” Blair closed the lid of his laptop and stood. “You know my weakness and you’re exploiting it.” “What weakness?” Cooper stepped closer. Blair’s breath caught in his throat. “I’m warning you, Cooper. Don’t start something you may regret.” Cooper seemed to chicken out and stepped backwards, giving them space. “What’s Ted Mack up to?” Blair flinched and ignored him, making sure he had his wallet and room key. “I’m starving. And I’m dying for coffee.” He shut the lights as he went, holding the door open for Cooper. He paused as Cooper closed the door behind them, then they walked to the elevator together. “Do you know where the buffet is?” “Sort of. We’ll find it.” As they walked down the hall, Blair wanted to brush against him, touch his hand. The craving for Cooper was getting worse, not better. They stood at the elevator. Since there were other people also waiting, Blair didn’t do or say anything. If he humiliated Cooper, then he would certainly make an enemy of him. They rode down to the lobby with a crowd of chatty people. Blair caught Cooper’s eye a couple of times but had no idea what he was thinking. Once they were released from the claustrophobic elevator into the grandeur of the Roman décor, high ceilings, and painted details in gold leaf and mosaic flooring, Cooper led them to an enormous dining area with a buffet that stretched out the length of the room. They were shown seats and offered coffee. Blair was so distracted by Cooper’s elegant demeanor and soft-spoken charm he played mute while Cooper told the waiter his room number for the tab. When the waiter filled their coffee cups and left, Cooper said, “Ready to hit the buffet?” “Yes.” Blair wondered if Cooper knew just how tormented he was becoming. Was the man blind? They headed to the end of the line, holding plates. Cooper was in front of Blair, filling his dish to the max as Blair stared at the way Cooper’s ass cheeks filled his tight black slacks. “Fuck!” He was dying to bury his face between them. “What?” Cooper looked startled by Blair’s exclamation. “Nothing.” He used tongs to put bacon on his plate. “How about going for a swim after this, then later on we can gamble.” “I want to hit the streets to find a pharmacy. I need sleeping pills.” “Okay. We can ask at the front desk where one is.” “Also, I need to hit a sex toy shop.” “What?” Cooper laughed nervously. “Why?” “Just shut up and keep moving.” Blair nudged him down the line. “A blow up doll?” Cooper smiled as he scooped up hash browns. “No, a big vibrating dildo.” Cooper laughed at the joke, then blinked. “Really?” “I said shut up.” He leaned against Cooper to reach the French toast. Cooper asked out of the corner of his mouth, “You’re really going to buy a dildo?” “Yes. Is that sausage?” “And stick it up your ass?” “Yes. Move!” Blair pushed him to keep walking, looking at the old woman behind him, wondering if she was listening. “Wow. Uh, why?” “Jesus, Coop. Because it feels good. I wasn’t about to bring one on the plane and have my luggage searched.” “A dildo feels good up your ass?” Blair whimpered in agony and scooped two fried eggs onto his plate. “Yes. Wanna try it? Hmm?” Cooper blushed beet red and got quiet. They returned to their table and sat down. Cooper began eating, avoiding Blair’s eyes. “I’m sorry, Coop. I’m being an ass.” “You put dildos up your hole? And it feels good?” Blair tried to keep calm as he spoke. “Yes. It feels fucking amazing.” “Huh.” “So, none of the women you dated every poked you in the butt?” “No.” “And you never did it to yourself?”
 
 “No.” Cooper’s cheeks stayed red as he ate. The amount Blair wanted to beg Cooper to allow him to experiment on him was absurd. Instead of pleading, he ate his food in big bites and looked around the huge, noisy room. A table of women giggled as they stared their way. Blair avoided their gaze. He didn’t want a woman at the moment. He had a one track mind. He wanted Cooper. ~ Cooper couldn’t deny he was wondering what it would feel like. Of course he knew how gay men made love, but the chances of getting a straight woman to explore anal were pretty dismal. It wasn’t something Cooper had ever thought about. Was he missing something? “I think they have private hot tubs here.” Blair jerked his head up, his cheeks full of food. Cooper clarified, “I just thought it would be nicer without a crowd.” “I’m going to ask you again, Coop. And I want a straight answer.” Cooper felt nervous but nodded. “Are. You. Curious.” “Yes.” Cooper’s cock twitched in his slacks. He was becoming obsessed imagining Blair doing things to him. He couldn’t think of anything else. The divorce was done, the house would soon be his, and work had resumed to its normal pace. What was left for Cooper to do but fantasize about his handsome co-worker? Everyone else in the law office was. “Oh, fuck…Coop!” Blair closed his eyes and Cooper watched his hand vanish under the table. Touching his cock? “You like the idea of experimenting with me?” Cooper whispered, looking around them, but it was too noisy for anyone to overhear. Blair put his fork down and closed his eyes, looking like he may come…or scream. “Really?” Cooper felt hot tingles up and down his skin. “Blair, talk to me. You’re really into that idea?” “Coop, this isn’t just to make me insane, right?” “Okay, now I’m terrified.” Cooper put his fork down as well, wiping his sweaty hands on his cloth napkin. “No. No, Coop, I won’t do anything you don’t want me to do.” “I don’t know what I want you to do.” Cooper laughed but felt his stomach pinch. “Will you let me touch you?” The intense fire in Blair’s eyes made Cooper’s skin prickle. “Touch my…” Blair nodded. “In a hot tub, under water. You won’t even know it’s me.” “So, you want me to pretend it’s a woman?” Cooper laughed despite his nerves. “No. But you do what you have to do to get off.” Cooper wondered if having Blair touch his dick was exactly enough to get him off. “What happens in Vegas stays in Vegas?” Blair crossed his heart. “I mean it, Blair. You can’t breathe a word of this to anyone.” Cooper’s nerves were shot imagining the people he worked with knowing, of Lucinda and Frieda finding out, of Frieda thinking that was why he and Lucinda parted ways. “I know. Believe me. You will never be outted by me. Ever.” “Outted? Like in outted for being gay?” Blair resumed eating and shook his head. “You know what, Coop? Think more about it. Yeah, we’re here to do what we want, but I don’t need this coming back to haunt me. You know?” Cooper wasn’t sure he did know. But he did think more about it. And as he watched Blair eat—his lips, his eyes, his hands, his hair—he began to crave him. ~ Blair wasn’t running down the hall, well, maybe a little. The idea of getting Cooper into a private sauna and hot tub to experiment with? Yeah, he was running. Cooper kept catching up to him, looking behind him down the corridor as if they were already doing something immoral or illegal. They arrived at their side by side rooms and Blair slid his card key into the slot and said, “Be right back.” “Okay.” He ripped his clothing off and tore up his suitcase looking for his bathing suit. Once he found it, he hopped on one leg to get it on, racing to the bathroom to dig up a condom and lube, then snatched a white robe from the closet to wear. He stuck the condoms and lubrication into the pocket of the robe with his card key. He put a pair of flip-flops on his feet, checked his reflection in the mirror, and raced to the door. He ran back, brushed his teeth then flew out of his room to knock on Cooper’s door, frantic that if Cooper thought about it he would change his mind. Cooper opened the door with an astonished gape on his face. “How on earth did you get done so quickly?” “Come on. Let’s go.” Blair looked down the hall and shifted his weight. “Give me another second.” Blair nodded, biting his lip as Cooper closed him outside his room. “I can’t even watch you undress?” he shouted through the door, spotted someone walking past and felt his cheeks grow hot. “Coop!” Blair banged on his door impatiently. “How long does it take to put on a damn suit?” ~ Cooper checked himself out in the mirror as he put on his bathing suit. When Lucinda had rejected him, seeking younger men to make love to, his self-esteem plummeted. Did he look old? Was he too hairy? Swallowing down his anxiety, Cooper put on the robe that hung in his closet, and a pair of sandals. He ran his hand through his hair and made sure he had his key. When he opened the door, Blair appeared to be going a little mad. “Jesus, Blair. Just what are you planning on doing to me?” “Anything you’ll let me get away with.” Blair nudged Cooper to walk faster. “Where’s the spa?” They stood at the elevator, and Cooper could feel Blair’s urgency like vapor. He had never dealt with a pent-up male before and had no clue what he was in for. ~ Blair pointed to a direction with a sign that said ‘Spa’. They made their way and Blair stopped at a desk in the spa area with a clerk behind it. “Yes, hi. Uh, do you have private spa rooms?” She glanced up at them. “For couples?”
 
 Blair didn’t even want to see the fear on Cooper’s face. “Yes.” “Sure. What room are you two in?” She tapped computer keys. “Four-twenty-five.” Blair cleared his throat. “Mr. Woodbury?” “Yes.” He showed her the card key from his pocket. “Right this way.” She escorted them to a private room, opening it. “Enjoy. There are extra towels if you need them.” “Thank you.” Blair entered the room, which was dimly lit and tinted blue. A swirling Jacuzzi was at one end, and a shower at the other. When the door closed he turned to look at Cooper. Cooper appeared mortified. “What did you want me to say, Coop?” Blair took off the robe and headed towards the whirlpool. “You wanted a private room, right?” He sank slowly into the heat and leaned against the side of the tub, staring at Cooper, who had not moved further into the room. “It’s nice…” Blair sang teasingly. “Come here and join me.” Cooper took off his robe, hanging it on a chrome hook on the wall. Blair got his first look at Cooper’s body. It was better than he could have imagined. Tanned, tightly packed, an inverted triangle of hair on his sternum, and to Blair’s complete surprise, Cooper had a tribal tattoo on his left pectoral muscle. Cooper seemed self-conscious as he made his way over. Blair licked his lips, tasting the salty sweat that was forming from the hot swirling bath. His gaze ran up Cooper’s long muscular legs to his crotch. The bulge in Cooper’s bathing suit was not enormous, but Blair didn’t care if the man wasn’t huge. He preferred to get fucked by someone average. Slowly Cooper lowered himself into the whirlpool, across from Blair. Too far away to make contact. When Cooper cupped his balls as he lowered down, Blair smiled in amusement. Once Cooper was settled, Blair made his way like a tiger around the perimeter of the small pool to sit beside him. The jets made a loud echoing noise which would make talking from afar difficult. Cooper kept his eye on Blair as if he expected an assault. Blair wasn’t so sure he wasn’t going to assault him. He seemed to have permission. Blair knelt on the tile bottom in front of Cooper’s knees. Cooper’s blue eyes never wavered from his intense stare. “How you doing, Coop?” Blair inched closer, about to come in contact with Cooper under the water. “Good.” Blair placed a hand on each of Cooper’s knees, waiting. Cooper did nothing. With slow pressure, Blair parted Cooper’s legs, moving to kneel between them. Cooper stiffened up but didn’t stop him. Once Blair was kneeling between Cooper’s legs he smiled in satisfaction. “You’re not screaming and running for the door.” Cooper laughed shyly. Blair ran his hands from Cooper’s knees to his hips, watching his expression. “You are unbelievable.” “I am?” Cooper appeared genuinely stunned. “When did you get the tat?” “Lucinda wanted me to get it. She said it was hot.” “Holy shit, it’s hot on you, babe.” Blair inched closer. When he met Cooper’s crotch with his body, Blair again waited. Cooper was in a wide straddle, completely exposed, his arms were resting on the sides of the whirlpool. Blair leaned forward and took a lick of the tattoo. He felt Cooper’s breathing accelerate. “If you don’t stop me, I’m going to keep going.” Cooper’s Adam’s apple moved with his swallow. He didn’t reply. Blair held his narrow waist and ran his tongue over Cooper’s nipple. The amount he had wanted Cooper since the first time he had met him in the law office, had given Blair the worst crush he’d had in years. Seeing Cooper as an unattainable straight married man had morphed into having him as a bi-curious divorced man. Blair had no idea how he could have ‘groomed’ Cooper over the months they had been friends, but he was glad he had. ~ Cooper was so lost on Blair’s sensuality, the division between male and female became blurred. Confusion in Cooper began to change into a sense that every individual was simply just a sexual being. No right. No wrong. Just what felt comfortable. Watching Blair lick his nipple and tattoo felt nice. More than nice. He was stiff in his bathing suit. Thoughts flashed in Cooper’s mind about his many nights with women in his arms. He had been the one to charm and woo them, kiss them tenderly and make them submit. Never had one of his conquests seduced him. With Lucinda he had been the one to do all the advancing. It made sense to him. He was the older man seeking the young woman, so he had to pursue. Not be pursued. Blair obviously found him worthy of affection. Cooper needed this ego boost after the blow of the divorce. He thought he would reject the touch of a man, be repulsed. So far he was not. When he planned this trip, he’d made the decision to be open. He doubted he’d become ‘gay’ but he didn’t want to limit himself any longer. Blair was someone special. And thinking of Blair as an individual he liked, and not as just some guy who wanted to get off on him, made this contact seem very reasonable. Blair’s dark eyes kept peeking up at him as he lapped at his skin. The blue tinted room, the romance of the hotel, was not lost on Cooper. He’d do the same as Blair if he was trying to coax someone into bed. It was the perfect spot for getting someone to go all the way. Blair knelt upright, smiling. “So far so good?” Cooper cleared his throat. “Yes.” When Blair climbed up Cooper’s body to be face to face, Blair asked, “Can I kiss you?” Kissing never crossed Cooper’s mind. He imagined Blair jacking him off or sucking his cock, but he didn’t even think of them kissing. “Um.” “Just a peck?” Blair bit his lower lip giving Cooper the impression he really wanted a kiss. “Okay.” Cooper liked the way Blair looked, not to mention how patient he was being. He licked his own lips and wondered what the hell this would feel like. As Blair drew closer, Cooper closed his eyes. Their lips pressed together and as they did, Blair’s crotch made contact with his under the water. Cooper’s cock throbbed whether he wanted it to or not. The act of having Blair’s cock against his was much more intense than the kiss. Blair didn’t just peck and lean back, he pressed his mouth against Cooper’s, parting his lips. Cooper didn’t open his eyes, but he did open his mouth. The moment Blair felt him submit, he held the back of Cooper’s head and climbed on him, forcing Cooper to lie down on the tiled floor. Before Cooper knew what was happening, Blair was lying on top of him, elbows propped on either side of Cooper’s head, using the tip of his
 
 tongue to explore inside Cooper’s mouth. The slow grinding of their crotches and the feel of a man as big as Blair against him gave Cooper a sense of disorientation. He didn’t hate it. He didn’t know if this is where he wanted to go from now on, but he convinced himself he would not stop until he either was repulsed or uncomfortable. At the moment he was neither. ~ Blair was in heaven. Cooper McDermott was kissing him! Fantasies of turning straight men had always haunted Blair. He had seen many men he would love to have enjoyed, through college, law school, and in the various law offices he worked in. Most were not interested, and he respected that. If someone had told him Cooper would be the slightest bit intrigued in experimenting, he would have laughed. But here he was, trying to coax Cooper’s tongue into his mouth. Keeping up the kissing, Blair slid slightly to the side and ran his hand down Cooper’s chest to the top of his bathing suit. He could feel Cooper tense up and his chest begin to heave. But, Cooper didn’t stop him. Blair cupped his cock over the top of his wet suit. It was completely erect, which made Blair smile. He squeezed it, running his palm up and down its length until Cooper raised his hips in return. Blair immediately dug under the suit for his skin. As he made contact with Cooper’s cock, Cooper gasped and parted their lips. The look of shock or anxiety on Cooper’s face was making Blair want to fuck him, and fuck him hard. Eye to eye, staring at each other like two rutting bulls, Blair released Cooper’s cock from his bathing suit and gripped it tight. He wanted to look at it. He wanted to suck it. And Christ did he want to fuck it. Instead, he tugged on it, keeping his eye on Cooper’s expression. Cooper had yet to raise his hand to touch him. Both Cooper’s arms were lying on the wet tile beside him, and his legs were in a wide straddle under him. Blair watched Cooper closely as he ran his fingers up and down his length, feeling at least seven inches of long hard cock and a circumcised head. He dug deeper into his suit for his balls. His sack was long and soft in the heat. Blair began to go mad for him. He whimpered but doubted it was heard in the noise. Cooper’s look of surprise had lessened…as if he were getting used to it. Blair lunged for another kiss and this time wasn’t timid. He sucked on Cooper’s mouth, squirming all over him, pulling on his cock and fondling his balls. Cooper finally poked his tongue into his mouth. Blair sucked on it, swirling his tongue around it, wanting to show Cooper what he would do to his cock. And as if Cooper knew, his dick throbbed in Blair’s hand. Blair released his cock and embraced Cooper, pulling their bodies close. He rocked him, whimpering loud enough to show Cooper just how much he desired him. Still Cooper did not reach for him, touch him. It was maddening. Blair broke the intense kiss and didn’t hesitate to move them to the next level. He pecked kisses down Cooper’s body—his sternum, belly button, and treasure trail. Then he got his look. A beautifully formed mushroom shaped head, a slight arc to the length of his narrow cock, and balls which hung low in their sack. Cooper’s pubic bush was trimmed, cropped closely, leaving delightful bristles. “Cooper…Cooper…” Blair moaned, but had no idea if Cooper could hear. He held the waistband of Cooper’s bathing suit and tugged it lower down his hips. The minute his pelvis was exposed, Blair went for his cock, sucking it deeply into his mouth. ~ Cooper stared at the ceiling but wasn’t seeing it. Blair Woodbury was sucking his cock! And sucking it deep and hard! He was afraid to move, to blink, to react. His hands were splayed out on the wet flooring and his bathing suit was being pulled off by a very strong man. Cooper had always played the aggressor with his women. It was the way he imagined they wanted it. But having a man become aggressive with him? Cooper didn’t know what to think. Did he have to close his eyes and imagine a woman doing this? He peeked at Blair. No. The handling was so much rougher than he ever had. As his wet suit was dragged down to his ankles and off, Cooper gasped for breath and looked up at the domed ceiling again. A measure of disbelief was washing over him, not to mention the urge to come. Over the churning water he could hear Blair’s moans, his vocalizations of how much he was enjoying the act. Cooper envied him. Blair seemed so at ease with a cock in his mouth. When he felt Blair push against his rim Cooper nearly jumped out of his skin. “Augh! What are you doing?” Blair didn’t answer and didn’t continue probing, getting back to sucking. Cooper shut his eyes. Don’t think about this as gay. Don’t imagine this is going to become the new you. Just get off and come. The sucking was unbelievable. Hard, deep, with Blair fondling his balls and base of his cock like Cooper had never imagined before. He had no idea what Blair would do when he came, so he warned him. “I’m coming, Blair.” Blair moaned loudly, speeding up his fisting and sucking. The swirling sensation of the orgasm was so strong, Cooper visualized levitating off the wet tile floor. He arched his back and came, howling into the echoing chamber. ~ Blair nearly climaxed in his bathing suit from the excitement. He got his first mouthful of Cooper’s spunk and whimpered in ecstasy. He swallowed it down and craved more, milking his cock for every drop. “God! Blair! Jesus Christ!” Blair didn’t want to stop. But he did. He knelt up, seeing Cooper with his arms spread out to the sides, gripping at the slippery floor. That fucking gold band still around his finger. Blair flipped his cock out of his suit and jacked off, staring at the most amazing sight he could remember in ages. Cooper McDermott, naked, wet, and satisfied. Instead of spurting his cum all over the object of his desire, Blair cupped his hand in front of his cock and caught it, grimacing at the pleasure and wanting so much more of this man.
 
 What would it be? One BJ and done? Blair tried to think how he became bisexual and if Cooper would let him do that again this weekend. He wanted to do it again. And again. As they both caught their breaths, Blair looked at Cooper’s expression. He appeared completely stunned, his chest heaving. “Well?” Blair glanced at the sperm in his palm, then back at Cooper. “Oh my God.” Cooper didn’t blink. “Good or horrible and you’re grossed out?” “I’m not grossed out.” Cooper shook his head in exaggeration. “I’m in shock.” Blair didn’t like the sound of that. He stood and turned on the shower, which ran in a circle over a drain. He washed his hand and rinsed off the chlorine. “I need to get drunk.” When he turned to look, Cooper was still lying naked, not moving, his left hand over his heart, his cock soft and leaning to the right. Blair shut the water and dried off with one of the large white towels. He gazed at Cooper’s perfect-ten body and began to feel upset. What was the use of falling hard for a guy you can never have? Yeah, this Vegas deal…this experimenting… It may hit some curiosity Cooper had, but a man who is straight would not suddenly decide to be with a man…permanently. It just didn’t stand to reason. It was an urban myth. Then Blair thought of himself. He had been straight. He was bi. Now? Leaning towards one hundred percent gay. Was he one of the men the urban legends were about? ~ Cooper didn’t know what to think. He had recuperated and his breathing had calmed down. He stared at Blair who was staring at his body. Blair had the same look in his eyes, Cooper assumed, he’d had when he first undressed Lucinda. Lust. Did he find Blair’s body a turn on? Yes? No? Cooper inspected him as he dried off with a fluffy white towel. His abs were so ripped Cooper imagined he could strum them like strings on a harp. Blair’s chest was hairless, but Cooper didn’t know enough about gay…or bi…men to know if they waxed, shaved…what? He hadn’t done more than peek at Blair’s cock as he jacked off. Was he afraid to look? Cooper didn’t know any of the answers to his own questions. He lowered his hand down and touched his soft cock. He had just been blown by a guy. By a co-worker. “Coop. Come on. Why are you looking at me like that?” “I’m digesting this act. I have no idea what to think about it.” “Then stop thinking. Okay? We did it once. You’re off the hook.” Cooper wasn’t sure he wanted to only do it once. It felt so damn good. “I need booze. Do you want to lie on the floor for a while?” “No. I’ll come with you.” He rolled to his side and stood, walking to the shower ring. As he rinsed off, he felt Blair staring. He looked at him. “Do I have a good body?” “Are you fucking kidding me?” Blair put on his robe. “I don’t have those abs.” He pointed to Blair’s. “Mr. McDermott, you are fucking gorgeous. And that set of cock and nuts? Holy shit. Nice.” Cooper scooped up his testicles for a rinse. “No one ever said that I had nice nuts before.” “Then they’re blind.” Blair picked Cooper’s bathing suit up off the floor. Cooper shut the water and wrapped a towel around him. He stood in front of Blair and they stared at each other.
 
 Could I touch him like he touches me? “Jeez, Coop. Were you this bad at verbal communication in all your past relationships or just with me?” “All of them.” Cooper put his robe on, taking his wet suit from Blair, wringing the water out of it, and tossing off the towel. “I can’t handle that. I have to know what’s going on.” Blair pointed to Cooper. “You’re not putting your suit on?” “Aren’t we just headed back to the room to change?” “Are you kidding me?” Cooper didn’t know why Blair was so surprised. “I won’t flash anyone.” He tightened the belt of his robe. “What?” Blair dove at Cooper and pinned him to the blue tiled wall. “That is so fucking hot.” Cooper blinked in awe. “It is?” “Oh, Coop. You have no idea.” Blair dug under the robe and cupped his hand over Cooper’s soft genitals. Cooper held his breath. He had no idea once he had unleashed Blair’s craving for him, where it would go. Blair ate at Cooper’s neck, sending chills over his skin. “Blair. Wow. I’m not used to this.” Blair backed up, his eyes half-lidded. “I’m sorry. I’ve had the worst crush on you since I met you.” That statement floored Cooper. “What?” He parted his feet to keep steady under Blair’s advance. His hand was still massaging his balls. “Yes. Okay?” Blair blushed. “I’m crazy about you.” “Like…like…” Cooper tried to think. Since they met? That was months ago. Cooper felt as if he had been underwater for ages, since the divorce and separation from Lucinda. He had no idea how Blair really felt. Until now. “Please stop looking so terrified.” Blair released his grip on Cooper’s crotch and stepped back. “Do I have to find another law firm to work for?” “No!” Cooper caught his breath. “No. Of course not, Blair.” He needed time to think. It was one thing for Blair to be lusting after his body. But for Blair to have a crush on him? A real full-blown crush? That was a completely different animal. “Booze.” Blair closed Cooper’s robe to cover him. “Hide that or I’ll keep molesting you.” Blair headed to the door. Cooper made sure he was properly covered and followed him out. ~ Blair felt the rubber and lube in his robe pocket. Odds were he’d never use them. But in a betting town like Vegas? Maybe he’d play the long shot. He had a taste. What more did he expect? That Cooper would fall madly in love with him? The air conditioning felt cold on his wet hair and bathing suit. He and Cooper rode the elevator up to their floor while the noise of the crowds around them increased with the later hours of the day.
 
 They exited the elevator and headed to their rooms. Cooper said, “I’ll meet you at your room.” “Okay.” Blair nodded, feeling let down. He entered his room, took off the robe and wet suit and headed to the shower once more to rinse off all the chlorine. No. Cooper was not going to fall head over heels in love with him… “Like I am doing with him.” Blair frowned despite himself. ~ Cooper showered again with soap and felt preoccupied as he did. He had no idea what to expect from Blair this weekend other than a good companion to drink with, and maybe some acts of sex between them. Hearing Blair had a crush on him? That stunned him. Cooper dried off and picked out a pair of black slacks and a black, crew neck short-sleeved top. He combed his hair in the mirror and dabbed on cologne, more out of habit than to seduce. Again he tried to remove the wedding band, even using soap, but it would not budge and his finger began to get sore. When he was ready, he pocketed his wallet and key, looking at his mobile phone. Messages were left from Frieda, but no one else. He shut it off and left it behind. Before he walked down the hall to Blair’s door, he paused to think. What now? Was he going to allow Blair to engage in more sexual acts with him?
 
 Do I want to? Yes. Will I? Cooper didn’t know what to think or do. The sense of being raw from the divorce, the blow to his ego from Lucinda’s cheating, all may be leading him down a path he wasn’t prepared for. Gay? I’m not gay. Cooper was still strongly attracted to women. He didn’t think that would change. This experience was just for Blair’s sake, wasn’t it? Allowing Blair to fulfill his sexual craving for him? “Yeah. Keep telling yourself that.” Cooper shook his head. Nothing made sense to him and trying to figure out his own feelings at this moment in time would not work. I’m straight. I want a woman. He felt disoriented and headed for the door. The idea of being inebriated for the rest of the weekend sounded perfect. He had no regrets from allowing Blair to suck his cock. None. Closing the door behind him, Cooper walked the few steps to the door and knocked. Blair opened it, tucking in his shirt. Cooper followed him in. Blair was in tight black jeans and a cotton, button-down beige shirt, open low on his chest. He appeared rugged and masculine. No way would anyone think they were partners. “Ready.” Blair nodded, touching his wallet, which was in his rear pocket. Before Blair made it to the door, Cooper backed him up against the wall and stared at his eyes before he kissed him. Blair choked in shock and his eyes went wide. Cooper had to decide what this was all about. Did he like it? When he parted from Blair’s mouth, Blair panted and looked stunned. Cooper continued to the door. “Coop! Jesus Christ!” Cooper smiled to himself as he walked to the hall.
 
 Chapter 13 The mixed signals were driving Blair insane. He had to remember what Cooper had just been through. Cooper was not bi. He did not have a resume of playing with cock. On the contrary. Blair was astonished he’d gotten as far as he did. Cooper did not touch him during the act. But…what the fuck? Where did that kiss and smirk come from? You can’t turn someone gay. You either have the desire to touch a man or you don’t. Which made Blair think. Hmmm. Cooper McDermott in the closet for thirty-two years? Possible? Yes. Probable. No. As they walked through the immense lobby, surrounded by happy people coming and going to the restaurants and gambling tables, Blair gave Cooper a good once over. Shaves his pubes, wears tight crew neck shirts…what have we got here…really? Blair had only himself to compare it to. And he was straight for most of his adult life. “What?” Cooper asked when he noticed the look he was receiving. “Nothing. Let’s get really wasted.” “I thought that was the idea.” Cooper opened the glass door for the casino and the noise of slot machines ringing and electronic gizmos clanging was overwhelming. The room was a cavern of rows of one-armed bandits of every kind—small spenders right up to the high stakes chip slots. Cooper approached a bar and asked Blair, “Name your poison.” “Tequila shooters work fastest for me.” As Cooper leaned over the counter to give their order, Blair ogled his long legs and tight butt. He didn’t want to gamble. He wanted to fuck. Cooper handed him a shot glass with a lime wedged onto its rim. They faced each other, tapped glasses and shot it down, chewing the lime after. Blair shivered and coughed at the burn. Cooper asked for another round. When he was given a new glass, Blair said, “I hate gambling.” Cooper’s eyes lit up and he roared with laughter. Blair smiled at the attention Cooper was getting at his loud hilarity. It obviously tickled something inside Cooper because he couldn’t stop, wiping his eyes and choking as he laughed. Blair couldn’t adore him any more than he did at that moment. With a fresh shot in their hands, they did the same routine of tapping it, shooting it back and chewing the tart fruit. Cooper kept cracking up, even after the second shot. Blair nudged him. “What?” Cooper shook his head, holding his stomach as he doubled over with his chuckles. “Coop!” Blair pushed him harder. He came up gasping and said, “So do I!” “Then what the hell are we doing here?” Blair laughed with him. Cooper took the empty shot glass from Blair and set it down, then tapped his arm and gestured they leave the casino. Once they were outside in the sunshine, Blair breathed a sigh of relief. “Real air.” He inhaled loudly. “You wanted to go to a drugstore for sleeping pills.” “I did.” Blair looked around. “Let’s take a walk. This area is loaded with stores. And there’s even an adult shop.” “Oh, you remembered I wanted a toy.” Blair’s eyes lit up. “Any of your women ever use a dildo?” They walked together on the sidewalk until groups of pedestrians made them part and regroup. “Not in front of me. I wouldn’t know if they used it in private.” “Lucinda didn’t have one?” “No. I don’t think so.” Cooper stuck his hands into his pockets. “Maybe she did.” He shrugged. “I was stupid enough to think my dick was all she needed.” “Sorry, Coop.” Cooper shrugged again, looking down the strip. “You…uh you actually stick it up your ass?” “Yeah.” Blair paused at an intersection. “Wanna watch me?” Cooper glanced at him quickly. “No? Yes? Do you ever talk? I feel like the woman in this relationship.” Blair stopped as Cooper went into another laughing fit, doubling over and holding his stomach. Blair grinned. “At least I have some affect on you.” “Fuck. I haven’t laughed this hard in so fucking long.” Cooper dabbed at his eyes, resuming their walk. “And yes.” “Yes.” Blair stared at his profile while they walked. “You are the woman.” “Oh. Does that mean you’ll top me?” Cooper guided Blair around someone because he wasn’t paying attention. “I think I will. What is it? You mean…” Suddenly Cooper’s eyes widened and he wasn’t smiling. “Does that mean…” “Yeah, honey.” Blair made a face of bliss and pumped his hips. “Holy shit.” Cooper kept walking. “Need more tequila to do that to me?” Blair elbowed him. “Yes!” “I’ll buy a bottle for us to take to our room.” Blair pointed to a store. “Adult Superstore that way! Here we go.” He dragged Cooper by the arm. ~ Cooper felt his nerves kick in. He’d never been adventurous about sex. His women pretty much played the game all the same. Missionary style, some foreplay, mostly his, and sex meant to make you come. No one wore fishnets, tied anyone to the bed, or did anything noteworthy. He never even performed sixty-nine. When Blair pulled him through the doors of a mega sex toy store, Cooper nearly dug in his heels and backed out.
 
 “Dildos…dildos…” Blair hunted the aisles. “Here.” He waved Cooper closer. “These are for women. We need the ones for men.” “There’s a difference?” Cooper felt his cheeks go hot. “Yeah. See? These stimulate the clit. I need one for the prostate and perineum.” “The what?” Blair dragged Cooper down the aisle where he stopped. “Here they are.” Cooper looked around in paranoia. “They’ll think we’re a gay couple.” Blair narrowed his eyes at Cooper. “I’ll just browse around.” Cooper backed up, and didn’t look at Blair as he escaped. He made his way to anything with tits or bras. His manhood wasn’t ready to take a beating. He wasn’t gay. He wasn’t bi. He was…curious. That’s all. Cooper stopped at a display of greeting cards with naked women on them. He picked up a few to read the captions and inserts. He liked women. He didn’t know if he could ever swear off of them. He felt someone behind him. Blair was looking over his shoulder, holding a box by his side. “Tits and ass. Yes, indeed. I’m a slave to them as well.” “That’s fucking nice.” Cooper held up a photo of a naked woman. “It is. Very nice. That’s why I swing both ways.” Blair looked around, then said, “You want to buy it and jerk off to it while I watch?” Cooper chuckled. “You serious?” “Solo acts? Love ‘em.” “What language are you talking? Is this all gay slang?” “Pretty much.” Blair picked up a card and held it up. “Look at the size of those tits. Mother fucker.” “Too much of a good thing.” “You like to eat pussy?” Blair put the card back. “Yes.” “Hmm.” “You don’t?” “I do if the woman really wants me to.” “You’re so gay.” Cooper nudged him. “I don’t know what I am.” When Blair seemed unhappy, Cooper stopped teasing him. “Let’s go.” “I need batteries. They don’t come included.” “They never do.” Blair stood alone at the checkout line, paid for it, and carried the boxed dildo in a plastic bag. They stopped at a drugstore for over the counter sleeping pills and Cooper stood by as Blair bought his item. He glanced at the condoms and lubrication, wondering if…
 
 Play the woman for me? You mean I fuck you in the ass? Can I do that? When Blair finished up with his transaction, he met Cooper near the door. Cooper cleared his throat and said, “You uh…want to buy condoms?” Blair blinked and asked, “For?” “For?” Cooper tilted his head. “For us?” Blair gasped. Cooper whacked him on the arm to shut up and looked around. “I brought condoms and lube.” Blair kept his voice low. “You…you brought them? To use?” “No, to blow up and make party balloons.” Blair held Cooper’s elbow and left the store with him. He stuffed the smaller pill bag into the larger dildo bag and they walked back in the direction of the hotel. “It’s so warm here. I should be in shorts.” Blair tugged at his collar. “It’s not that warm.” “You do realize this is December.” “Miss the snow?” “No.” Blair smiled at Cooper. Cooper loved that smile. ~ The final stop was a liquor store. Once Blair had two bottles of booze—tequila and vodka—he figured he’d be able to get Cooper pliable enough to do anything. They walked through the lobby to the elevators. Blair caught Cooper admiring a pretty woman as she walked by. Blair knew in reality, this was useless. He could not make Cooper gay, or love him, or want to spend the rest of his life with him. Even if Blair managed to get more sexual acts out of Cooper, Cooper would inevitably hunt for his next female wife. He didn’t want children—that at least was a plus for Blair. It was nearing noon, and yet the inside the casino it could have been midnight. Patrons were drinking, laughing, gambling and acting like fools. Weekends in Vegas were for bachelor parties, men who cheated on their wives while on business, drunks, gamblers, prostitutes and addicts. Why else come here? Blair grabbed Cooper by his shirt as he entered the elevator. Cooper’s attention had been on the woman in high heels. Blair tried not to get jealous. It was ridiculous. He still was. He manhandled Cooper as the elevator doors opened, pushing him down the hall to their rooms. “What?” Cooper threw up his hands. “Nothing. Open my door.” He handed Cooper the card key because his arms were full of bags. Cooper opened it, pushing the door back. Blair used his body to nudge Cooper inside his room and the door slammed by itself once he did. He set the bags on the sofa in the suite part of the room and looked at Cooper’s frustrated glare. “Can you pour a drink? Or is that too much to ask?”
 
 “What’s your problem?” Cooper opened the bag with the booze in it and took out the tequila. “You are my problem!” Blair clenched his fists. “What the hell did I do?” He poured the booze into two tumblers and capped it, setting it on a low cabinet. Blair clenched his fists and tried to calm down. He picked up the drink and shot it down his throat. “Blair, do you want me to leave you alone?” “Why? So you can go fuck that brunette?” “Huh?” Cooper recoiled. “Fuck who?” Blair poured more tequila into his cup and wondered why he did this to himself. Ted Mack dumping him wasn’t enough? He had to fall in love with a straight guy? Cooper stood behind him, reaching for his glass. Blair didn’t turn around, but he watched Cooper’s arm moving. He tossed the shot into his mouth and set the glass down, feeling the burn in his throat. “Blair, I didn’t look at anyone.” “Sure, Coop.” He sighed. “I don’t want to jump into another relationship. I’m not even recorded at the courthouse for the first marriage. I need a fucking break from women.” Blair nodded, still not turning around. “Babe.” When Blair felt Cooper’s hand on his upper arm, he closed his eyes to restrain his impulses. The booze was firing him up. “I’m not looking to have a one night stand while I’m here. It’s our weekend.” Blair felt a lump form in his throat. “How I wish that were true.” “It is true.” Unable to stop himself, Blair spun on his heels and met Cooper’s eyes. He snarled as the sexual desire rose in him. Cooper appeared surprised. Blair grabbed Cooper’s face and kissed him, walking Cooper backwards to the bed, making him reach out to prevent falling. He shoved Cooper onto the bed, causing him to bounce and appear uneasy. Blair began taking off his own clothing, dropping it to the ground. Once he was naked, he started on Cooper’s. “Blair. Hang on. What…what are you going to do?” Blair ignored him and tugged off Cooper’s slacks and socks, tossing them behind him. When Cooper was down to his briefs, Blair retrieved the bag from the store and took the dildo out of the package while a nervous Cooper watched, backing up to the headboard. The lubrication, a condom, and the dildo came with Blair onto the enormous bed. He sat down in front of Cooper and said, “If you won’t fuck me, fuck me with this.” He heard Cooper’s gulp. After installing the batteries, Blair put lubrication on the dildo and spread his own legs. “Here!” Cooper scrambled to his knees and took the dildo at the base, holding it upright. It was a fleshy cock replica, with lifelike details. Blair rolled to his back, held his knees and spread his legs. Cooper’s hands shook. “Coop? Can’t you even stick that thing in me?” “In you? Like…?” “In my ass.” “You’re not even hard.” “I will be if you fuck me with that thing.” Cooper crawled closer. “Do what?” “Cooper. You’re a lawyer with a degree from Stanford. Really? I really need to tell you how to poke my ass with a fake cock?” Cooper scooted even closer, aiming the dildo. Blair closed his eyes and tried to imagine Cooper was about to fuck him. He held his own soft cock. “Go ahead.” The cool tip of the dildo touched Blair’s ass. “Don’t be timid. I’ve done this to myself a lot.” He heard Cooper’s breathing quicken and the pressure increased. “Just pretend you’re fucking a woman. Okay?” Blair rested his head on the bed and began fisting himself. ~ Cooper had no idea what he was doing. He had never used anything artificial to make love to a woman. He had never even touched a dildo. He wondered how on earth he got himself into this crazy predicament. As gently as he could, he worked the spongy cock into Blair’s bottom. Blair moaned sensually and rocked against Cooper’s rhythm. Cooper watched Blair’s hand bring his cock to a fully erect state and his own cock tingled as he did. He placed one hand on Blair’s leg for balance and screwed him with the dildo. “Yeah. Yeah…” Blair’s eyebrows knotted together. “Turn on the vibration and go faster and deeper.” A rush of chills washed over Cooper as he obeyed. He had no idea what it would feel like to be fucked, not do the fucking, but if Blair’s reaction was any indication, it must be amazing. “Coop! Yes…fuck me!” Cooper’s cock throbbed and thickened. He leaned over Blair to get a better angle and was close enough to Blair’s cock to taste it, but didn’t. He watched Blair fisting himself, seeing his technique. “Faster, my love.” Blair never opened his eyes. Cooper quickened his pace and was able to see Blair’s balls tighten. “Coop! Yes, that’s it! Holy fuck!” Blair bucked against the dildo and came, sending creamy ropes of cum all over his chest. Cooper’s cock went rock hard at the sight. He continued to fuck Blair gently and didn’t know when to pull out the dildo. As Blair milked his cock, sending more drops out, he looked as if the climax was damn good. “Okay.” Blair finally opened his eyes. Cooper removed the dildo, held it upright and turned it off. “Toss it into the sink.” He hopped off the bed, placed it in the sink and when he returned, he found Blair staring at his crotch.
 
 “Coop.” Blair held up a rubber. “I’m lubed and ready.” Cooper opened his lips to protest. “Your dick is fucking hard! Fuck me!” Blair dove on him, stripping the material of Cooper’s briefs down and engulfing his cock with his mouth. Falling on the bed, Cooper cried out and shivered in pleasure. He lay splayed out on the mattress as Blair sucked him hard, just as hard as the first time. Blair tore his briefs off, sheathed his cock and sat on it before Cooper could blink. “Shut your eyes, okay? I’m the woman from the greeting card.” Cooper shut his eyes, but pretending he was with a woman was absurd. Blair rode his cock—tight, slippery hot heat surrounded Cooper’s dick. Cooper parted his lips for a breath and gripped the bedding under him. “Blair! Oh my God!” He thrust his hips off the bed, pumping deeper and faster. He opened his eyes. The look on Blair’s face could not be missed. Blair was on fire. Cooper reached out and gripped Blair’s hips, rolling them both over so he was on top. Blair held on and bent his knees, widening his straddle. “Fuck me you fantastic man!” Cooper hammered into Blair. He didn’t think I’m fucking a man…he didn’t think, I’m making love to Blair…he just felt hot friction on his dick and he could come. Blair pinched Cooper’s nipples and met his thrusts with his own. Cooper felt the climax rising up inside his groin and began to cum. “You there? Coop? You there? Tell me!” Cooper nodded, biting his bottom lip and letting go into Blair. He shook as he came and closed his eyes, bracing himself on Blair’s body. “Baby! Baby!” Blair laughed in a cry. “You are so fantastic!” Cooper pulled out and looked at the full reserve of the condom. Once again he was too stunned to speak. Blair leapt off the bed and returned with tissues to remove the condom. He disposed of it and drew Cooper down to the bed, holding him in his arms. Cooper felt slightly sick and panicked. Blair held him tight, caressing his hair. “Okay, baby. You’re okay.” Cooper closed his eyes and rested his cheek on Blair’s chest. He had no idea what he was doing. No idea whatsoever.
 
 Chapter 14 Cooper opened his eyes. The sleep had been so deep, it took a moment to figure out where he was. A digital clock beside the bed read two-fifteen pm. He turned his head on the pillow and Blair was dozing beside him. They were in bed together. Cooper stared at the ceiling. He was naked. In bed. With Blair. He had fucked Blair. Cooper freaked out. He tried to get out of the bed without waking Blair up. Two shots of tequila weren’t enough to give him the excuse he needed. He couldn’t say he didn’t remember, that he was wasted and had no idea what he was doing. No. He couldn’t claim anything but stupidity. He reached for his briefs and put them on. “Coop?” Cooper felt horrible inside. “I…I should go.” “Go?” Blair sat up in bed. “Go home? Go?” “I didn’t mean for this to happen. I can’t believe what I did.” Blair exhaled loudly, his arms wrapped around his knees, which were covered by the downy quilt. “Coop, don’t panic.” “Don’t panic?” Cooper was panicking. He trembled as he tried to get dressed. “Blame me. Okay? I took advantage.” “I’m not blaming anyone. I just feel fucking weird.” He tugged his pants up. “I get it.” “I’m too fucked up for this. I can’t be with you.” Blair reacted in pain but tried to hide it. “I’m sorry. Really, Blair. If I’d have known how strongly you felt for me, I would never have suggested this weekend.” “Great!” Blair threw up his hands. He tossed the blanket off his body and got dressed. Cooper tried not to stare at him. “What’s with me?” Blair asked as he tugged his briefs on. “Why do I pick the most fucked up men on the planet? I suck at this shit!” “Calm down.” Cooper pulled his shirt over his head. “It’s not you, it’s me.” “Not me? You have any idea what my track record has been like? I can’t figure out which I want, men or women, and I can’t seem to keep either.” “Blair, take a deep breath. Okay?” Cooper tucked his shirt in and ran his hand through his hair. “No! You know what? I knew you’d reject me. I knew it. But I went along with this shit. I must love the punishment.” “I’m not rejecting you. I still want to be friends.” “Friends?” Blair shouted in disbelief. “I am crazy about you!” Cooper felt his skin prickle. Blair’s chest was tensing in his anger, his nipples were dark and small on the domed muscles. Cooper tried to look elsewhere, and when he did his gaze rested on the dildo box with the picture of a naked man holding his big erection. He spun on his heels to splash his face and came upon the dildo in the sink. He closed the door behind him and leaned against the wall, covering his face. ~
 
 What the fuck was I thinking? Blair threw up his hands and finished getting dressed. Turn the straight guy? You can’t turn anyone! He pocketed his wallet and key, slipped on his shoes and left the room, slamming the door. He was furious. This would go down in history as the worst idea he had ever had. He poked at the elevator call button and his impatience was surrounding him like steam. Once it arrived and took him to the main floor, Blair set himself up at a blackjack table and made sure the server knew he wanted a steady supply of whiskey. ~ Cooper heard the door slam. He urinated and washed up, avoiding the dildo. The hotel room felt like a hollow shell without Blair in it. The bed was disheveled, a condom wrapper was on the floor, lubrication left on the nightstand… Cooper made sure he had his wallet and key and left, standing at the elevator. He was hungry and didn’t know what to do under the strange circumstances. He rode down to the ground level and headed to one of the many restaurants. He hoped Blair was already eating there but with such a huge assortment of places to choose from and the size of the casino, Cooper knew he’d never find him. “Table for one?” the hostess asked. “Yes.” “This way.” Cooper followed her, wondering how to make this up to Blair. ~ Blair chewed on an unlit cigar while a busty blonde standing behind him made sure he had enough whiskey to stay numb. He tapped the table for a card. The dealer flipped over a three of spades. Twenty-one. Blair smiled and pumped his fist into the air as the dealer pushed a pile of chips in front of him. “You’re my good luck charm.” Blair hooked his arm around the woman’s waist and kissed her side. “You’re my good luck charm, baby.” She kissed his cheek. Blair set the soggy cigar into an ashtray and finishing his drink. He held up his empty glass to the woman. She had told him her name, but he didn’t remember it. “Keep ‘em comin’, babe.” “My pleasure, handsome.” Blair waited for his two cards, giving the four other men at the table a glance. He raised up the corner of his hidden card. He had a two of hearts showing and a five of clubs hidden. He tapped his finger on the cards. A jack of hearts was revealed from the dealer. He waved his hand to hold. The blonde set another drink next to him, bending down to whisper into his ear and give him a good look at her cleavage. “How long you going to play?” she said, licking his earlobe. “I would love for you to play with me.” Blair glanced up at the dealer to see who was getting which cards on the table. He noticed Cooper standing in the background and had no idea how long he’d been watching him.
 
 Another player had a queen showing and held, not asking for a card. Blair wondered what the odds were of getting a four or less. Pretty slim. He went for it, tapping his cards. The dealer gave him a six of diamonds. Blair turned his cards over and said, “I’m out.” He stood, put his chips into a plastic cup and shot his drink down. The woman giggled and embraced him. “Where we going?” she asked, pursing her lips. Knowing Cooper was watching, Blair licked her cleavage, smiling at her. “Nowhere. But you taste great.” He glanced at Cooper who was still there, expressionless. “Nowhere?” She kissed Blair’s jaw. Jealous, Coop? I would be. He met Cooper’s gaze, glaring at him. Cooper’s expression didn’t change. ~ Cooper tried not to let it get to him. The intent was so obvious, it was painful. But this was his doing. Cooper rejected Blair’s overture so he knew this was payback. Cooper’s problem was that he was sick of being left for something ‘better’. But Blair and he were not a couple. So his jealousy was out of line. Cooper could have—should have—found a slut to fuck. How easy is it in Vegas with the mixture of drunken single women, and whores? Too easy. When Blair licked that woman’s cleavage, Cooper nearly stormed away. He just didn’t want to give him the satisfaction. He waited as Blair brought his bimbo over to him. “Hello, Coop. Having a nice time? I am.” Blair grinned. “Cash these in for me, baby, will you?” He gave her his winnings. “Sure, Blair. Be back.” She pecked his cheek. Blair glared at Cooper. The hostility was so intense Cooper wondered if he had given Lucinda a look like that when he learned she had cheated. “What do you want?” Blair asked. “I thought we could hang out.” “Hang out?” Blair made a sound in this throat. “Blair, look…I’m sorry.” Blair held his hand up. “Don’t want to hear it. I have things to do. Women to fuck.” “You’re going to fuck her?” “Why not?” Cooper watched her returning with Blair’s winnings. She wasn’t his type and couldn’t imagine her being Blair’s. “Here, handsome.” She gave Blair the cash. He took a hundred out and wedged it between her large breasts. “For you.” “Mm.” She hooked her arms around Blair’s shoulders and rubbed her chest against his. Cooper flinched and wanted to separate them. “See ya.” Blair waved at Cooper. “Hang on.” Cooper grabbed Blair’s arm. Blair jerked it back roughly. “Coop! Tell me what you want!” The volume startled the blonde. She backed up. “Uh. Okay. Maybe later, Blair.” Blair reached out as if to stop her but didn’t. He showed his teeth to Cooper in a snarl. “Do not fuck with me.” “Just because I’m a little raw from the divorce doesn’t mean…” Cooper didn’t know what he wanted to say. “Mean?” Blair put his money into his wallet. “Mean I don’t want to spend the rest of the weekend with you.” “I want to have fun while I’m here, Coop. I want to have sex.” Cooper shifted his weight from leg to leg and looked around the room. Hundreds of tables were set up for blackjack and poker. “Goodbye, Coop.” “Wait!” Cooper grabbed Blair’s arm again. “Don’t push me. Hang on. Can we go someplace to talk?” “To talk?” Blair tilted his head comically. “I get it. You’re not gay, you’re not bi, you never will be. I understand. Okay? But to let you jerk my feelings around? No way. I have been through this with Ted Mack, and you think you’re raw?” “I do want to.” Cooper had done nothing but think about Blair while he was away from him. Three hours of wandering around looking for him, reliving the strange session with the dildo and having sex. Blair put both hands on Cooper’s upper arms and shook him. “Want to what?” he yelled. “How drunk are you?” Cooper could smell strong alcohol. Blair threw up his hands and stormed out of the card room. Cooper followed, trying to grab at him to stop him. Blair kept jerking away. Blair appeared furious as he waited for the elevator. Cooper stood by, not making a move towards him while so many other people were around. They entered the elevator and rode to the fourth floor. Blair exited, heading to his room. Cooper followed him, making sure no one witnessed their spat. When Blair was standing in front of his room with the card key in the slot he said, “Cooper, go away!” “No.” The moment Blair’s door opened, Cooper pushed him in roughly. “At least hear me out!” Blair reacted to Cooper’s volume. He nodded, tossing the card key on the side table. “Sit.” Blair took a seat in the living room area of the suite, kicking off his shoes and propping his feet up on the coffee table. Cooper paced in front of him. “I’m trying to think about this logically.” “Good luck.” “I am. I have to.” Cooper stopped pacing and stared at Blair. He had a flash of his body naked, legs spread, and fucking him. “Do you think it’s reasonable for a straight guy to just turn gay?” “No. It’s wishful thinking.” Cooper sighed. “Thank you. Okay. So, I’m not suddenly going to be only interested in men. I’m still attracted to women.” “As am I.” Cooper tried not to lose his train of thought. “But…uh. I do like you.”
 
 “I like you.” Cooper nodded, sitting on the arm of a chair, facing Blair. “Both of us are coming out of a shitty relationship. Even if you were a woman, I don’t know how smart it would be for me to get involved so quickly. I’m still so fucking messed up.” “I know.” When Blair touched his own cock through his pants, Cooper got distracted. “Right. So, you can’t expect me to suddenly be your boyfriend.” “I can’t expect it. But I want it.” Cooper was caught off guard. “You want me to be your boyfriend?” “Yes. Can I add, hell yes?” “Like…” Cooper shrugged in confusion. “Like how boyfriends and girlfriends are?” “In an ideal world? I want to have you for sex. I want you to only have sex with me and I’d love it if we could hang out when we have free time.” “You don’t want to see anyone but me?” Cooper pointed to his own chest. “Ideally.” “Why?” “Why?” Blair shook his head and appeared exasperated. “I’m crazy about you! Coop! You are my dream man.” “Shut up. I can’t be.” Cooper’s cheeks grew warm. “You are.” Blair opened his hands, palms up, in for gesture of understanding. Cooper didn’t know how to react to that kind of flattery. It’d been too long since anyone wanted him and only him. “I don’t know where I’m at with this gay sex.” “I know.” Blair tucked his hand into his pants. Cooper wondered if he was getting stimulated. “Uh. So, I don’t think it’s fair for me to lead you on. What if inevitably I decide I can’t do the cock thing and want a woman?” “That’s a chance I have to take.” “But in the meantime…this…this learning curve, for lack of a better word…” Cooper began to feel hot as Blair rooted around in his slacks. It appeared as if he had his hand wrapped around his cock. “I had intentions of breaking you in slowly. But with only two days to do it, well, I got overexcited.” “I just don’t know if I can suck your dick or anything. And that’s not fair.” “Hey, I’ll decide what’s fair. You let me suck yours, and you were able to fuck me.” “But I don’t know if I can love you like that.” “Maybe I’ll grow on you.” Blair smiled. Cooper swallowed his sadness. In some ways, he wanted to love Blair. Blair was powerful, smart, independent, and had a lot to offer him. The day to day task of doing everything himself all the time would be taken off his shoulders. It was just the gay sex part Cooper worried about. Would he ever want it enough to do everything to Blair that Blair could do to him? “Coop…” Blair took his hand out of his pants, rose off the couch, and his expression softened. He stood beside Cooper, leaning on his legs, and embraced him. Cooper closed his eyes and rested his head against Blair’s chest. Blair caressed his hair, his neck, and his back, while Cooper kept his hands on his own lap. The touch became sensual as Blair kissed Cooper’s hair and cheek. He turned Cooper’s face towards his and met his lips. Cooper still felt strange kissing him, but he didn’t pull away. Blair’s passion began to rise and his kisses grew more intense. With both Blair’s hands holding his cheeks, Cooper made a move to touch Blair but didn’t, his hands hovering in the air. Blair ran his tongue over Cooper’s lips and teeth sending tingles between Cooper’s legs. Blair moaned into Cooper’s mouth and smoothed his palms down Cooper’s chest to his waistband. When Cooper felt Blair rubbing hot friction on his cock, he gave in. He’d already fucked Blair with his cock and a dildo. As if Blair had been waiting for a signal or permission, he began opening Cooper’s slacks. Cooper parted from the kiss to watch. Blair exposed Cooper’s cock from his pants and nudged him to collapse back on the chair he was sitting on. Cooper ended up lying crosswise over the arm chair as Blair took off his shoes and pants, getting him naked from the waist down. Cooper> Blair stood between Cooper’s knees and crouched down, taking Cooper’s cock into his mouth. Cooper groaned and closed his eyes in reflex. Blair gave great head. There was no way Cooper was going to refuse it. Blair spread Cooper’s legs wide, wider than he was comfortable with. He moved from sucking Cooper’s cock to his balls. Cooper gripped the cushions of the chair and shut his eyes tightly as Blair had his way with him. No one had ever done the things Blair was doing to him. He tried to relax against the cushions, resting his head on the opposing arm. Blair gave his balls a tongue bath and Cooper moaned despite himself. Again Blair made a play for Cooper’s ass. His arm about to rise up to stop Blair, Cooper waited to see what he would do. When Blair’s tongue ran in circles over his rim and licked it, Cooper’s eyes sprang open. “Are you kidding me?” Blair let out a one syllable laugh and burrowed deeper, lapping over Cooper’s rim. Cooper held his breath and his heart, feeling it beat under his palm. What the fuck? He glanced down and all he could see was the top of Blair’s dark hair and his hands holding his thighs. His tongue dragged from his ass to his balls in long wide licks. Cooper was stunned. His cock was thick and wagging between his legs. “Who the hell taught you this gay shit?” Blair chuckled, running his hand up Cooper’s cock to squeeze it. The one thing Cooper thought he would never let Blair do was go near his ass. But he never expected him to lick it. The stimulation was amazing. Cooper relaxed again and closed his eyes. Blair gently jacked Cooper’s cock and licked between his legs. “Very nice.” Cooper was oddly calm and excited at the same time. Blair used his tongue to run over and around Cooper’s rim and then the tip of Blair’s tongue pushed inside it. Since it was very light, Cooper didn’t react. But with his eyes closed he envisioned the act and it excited him. His cock throbbed in Blair’s palm. Something beside a tongue was massaging his rim now. Blair’s thumb? Cooper again was about to call it off, not wanting anything near his ass, but he hesitated. Opening his eyes, staring at nothing, Cooper felt Blair making tiny circles around his rim. “Blair?” He was about to ask him where he was going with it.
 
 He was ignored and Blair used his saliva to moisten the area. When the pressure slightly increased inside his ass, Cooper blinked and his body jerked from the touch. Blair didn’t relent, moving inside Cooper’s back passage. Everything in Cooper’s mind was telling him to get Blair away from his ass, but the pleasure was making his head spin. He tensed his thighs and spread wider, in complete contradiction to what he intended on doing, which was to cross his legs and push Blair away. The more pressure Blair put inside him the more intense the pleasure became. “Blair!” Before he could stop it, Cooper shot cum all over his stomach and chest, reaching for his own cock as if it was going somewhere on its own. Blair continued to lick Cooper as he recovered. When he came up for air he smiled wickedly. “First prostate rub. I remember it well.” Cooper held his cock tightly, stretching it as he did, blinking his eyes at Blair. “Is that what that dildo feels like in you?” “Better.” Cooper didn’t know what to think. “You see why men are so appealing?” “Can’t you get a woman to do that?” “Maybe.” Blair wiped his mouth on his forearm. “Uh, can you stick the dildo up me again?” Blair took off his clothing. “Huh? Oh. Sure.” Cooper looked down at the spatter on his stomach and shirt. ~ Blair scrubbed the dildo in the sink, bringing it to the bed. He set it beside him, next to the lubrication, and stripped naked. Cooper was slow moving, as if he was still trying to accept the fact that a man was giving him pleasure. Blair didn’t know if Cooper would ever get over that hurdle, but they had the weekend in Las Vegas to remember if this fell apart Monday morning. He propped up the pillows against the headboard and spread his legs. As Cooper stood at the foot of the bed and wiped at the cum stain on his shirt, Blair stared at Cooper’s flaccid cock and balls. Do you always want what you can’t have? Is that just life on earth? A pathetic search? Cooper reached for his briefs. “No! Coop. No.” Blair shook his head. He nodded, seemingly apprehensive, but obeyed. Not only did he not put his briefs on, he removed his shirt then vanished into the bathroom. Blair heard him trying to get the cum stain out in the sink. It made him smile. When Cooper returned, he was nude, and not looking very comfortable. He sat on the bed and met Blair’s eyes. Blair couldn’t get his own cock hard with all the intruding thoughts. “You don’t have to do this. I can see you’re not into it.” “What else do I have to do while I’m here?” “Coop, come on,” Blair whined. “This is beginning to truly suck.” “I’m trying. Okay?” Cooper picked up the dildo by the base. “Slap the goo on it.” “Wow, that is so sexy,” Blair said, rolling his eyes. “Were you this bad with your ex? Jesus, Coop.” Blair took the dildo and rubbed lubrication all over it. “Maybe. I don’t know. Obviously I suck at sex and romance.” “If your heart isn’t in it, you will.” Blair handed him back the dildo, using the residual lubrication to jack off with, pumping his cock with his slick hand. He bent his knees and spread his legs. Cooper scooted lower on the bed and leaned on one side. He placed the head of the dildo on Blair’s ass and said, “Just push it in?” “Yes, please.” Blair stared at Cooper’s soft cock as it hung between his legs. Cooper pushed the phallus inside Blair. He hissed a breath through his teeth and squeezed his cock. Cooper worked it inside Blair’s ass. “Turn it on.” Blair was growing hard, but not as stiff as he wished if Cooper was a more willing partner. The dildo vibrated and hummed. “Can you fuck me with it? Like with some interest?” Blair allowed his legs to fall open so he could see Cooper between his thighs. Cooper got up on one elbow, placed his hand on Blair’s inner thigh and began thrusting the dildo in and out with more determination. Blair’s gaze was drawn to Cooper’s cock as it grew semi-erect. His cock immediately thickened. With his focus on Cooper’s dick, Blair worked his cock to fully erect. He made a noise of pleasure and Cooper’s cock reacted, wagging between his legs. Blair made more sensual sounds and the more vocal he became, the harder Cooper’s dick got. Blair glanced at Cooper’s face quickly. Cooper’s attention was on his job, pushing the vibrating dildo in and out of Blair’s ass, so Blair brought his attention back to Cooper’s cock. “Yes! Oh, yes!” Blair played it up, seeing Cooper’s cock go rigid and blush deep red. Aha! Blair just figured out another dirty secret of Cooper’s. He liked smutty talk. “That’s it, Coop! Fuck me! Fuck me, you gorgeous stud!” Cooper’s cock darkened to nearly purple and thick roping veins protruded from it. Blair was lit on fire staring at it. Cooper ignored his own body, as if he was not getting off on this session. “God! Oh, God! Yes, Coop! Yes!” Blair hadn’t performed this kind of acting job in his life, but if it got Cooper horny, he’d become the drama king. Cooper bent his top leg, exposing his balls as his cock wagged like a dog’s tail. The fucking from the dildo amped up and he could see a bead of sweat rolling down Cooper’s face. “Make me come! Cooper! That’s it! So good, oh, baby! You are so fucking good!” Blair became so distracted by Cooper’s cock and having to shout out like a slut he didn’t know if he could come. The sight of Cooper’s large pulsating dick was driving him insane. “Fuck me! Fuck me! Yeah! Yeah!” Blair hammed it up, betting—just betting—that Cooper watched porn…maybe a lot of it. When Cooper grunted in pleasure, Blair went crazy. He leapt over Cooper, pushing his hips flat against the bed. Blair engulfed Cooper’s cock nearly to the base. With his knees on either side of Cooper’s body, the dildo still inserted in his ass, Blair pulled back to say quickly, “Don’t stop fucking me!” Cooper whimpered and Blair felt the dildo pushing in and out of his ass. He gripped Cooper’s thick cock at the base and devoured him, moaning and sucking hard. In between slurps he cried, “Yes! Oh, yes! Fuck me!” One more good, deep suck and Cooper came in his mouth. It got Blair off so much, he shot cum all over Cooper. He moaned and kept sucking, drawing hard and milking Cooper’s cock until he couldn’t get anymore cum out of it. Under him Cooper was whimpering and gasping for breath. They were both bathed in sweat and sliding on each other’s skin. Blair reached
 
 between his legs and removed the dildo, tossing it on the floor. He dropped down on top of Cooper to catch his breath. “Oh my God…” Cooper moaned. “Sex with you is so fucking good, Coop. Holy shit.” Blair was now on his knees, his face against Cooper’s softening cock. He drew Cooper’s length into his mouth to hold there for a few moments, swirling his tongue around it. Cooper caressed Blair’s bottom, patting it. It made Blair smile. He leaned up on his hands and looked behind him. “Hi.” “Hi.” Blair raised his leg over Cooper and spun around so they were both facing the same direction on the bed, their heads at the foot. He leaned on his side and propped up his head in his hand, running his index finger over Cooper’s dark tattoo. “That was amazing.” “Yeah.” Cooper touched his own chest, feeling how sticky he was. “You have man sperm on you.” “I know.” Cooper rubbed it between his index finger and thumb. “Are you totally grossed out?” “I’m still deciding.” Blair pretended he didn’t care about the comment and scooted closer, attaching their sides as if this was post-coital affection. He laid his knee over Cooper’s soft genitals and caressed his chest muscle over the gorgeous tattoo. Cooper let go a sigh to de-stress and Blair felt his body relax under his. He nestled against Cooper’s neck and pressed his lips to it. “You are an amazing man.” The corner of Cooper’s mouth curled into an ironic smile. “If you were mine, I’d put you up on a pedestal.” “You’re full of crap.” Blair liked the grin on Cooper’s face. “Try me. Or better yet, we’re in Vegas. Bet me.” ~ Cooper smiled. It’d been a long time since he was pursued. If he ever had been. He’d done all the hunting in his romantic life. Spied beautiful women and set out to date them or marry them. He couldn’t recall any of his conquests coming after him with any zeal. Blair’s touch wasn’t too terrible at the moment. He was covered in Blair’s semen. He first thought was that he’d be so disgusted he’d head for the shower and scald his skin to get it off. As it dried on him, he stopped thinking about it. He rested his hand on top of Blair’s as it tickled his chest. Blair drew Cooper’s hand to his mouth and kissed it. Cooper raised his head off the bed to look at him. It was very tender. “Are you in love with me?” Blair smiled, his dimples showing. “Why?” Cooper rested his head on the bed again, staring at the ceiling. “Maybe.” Blair kissed Cooper’s cheek, nestling in again. “Thinking about making a run for it?” Cooper didn’t know what to think. But being loved felt nice. He slid his arm down around Blair’s shoulder and held him. Blair let out a blast of exhaled air and curled his body more snugly around Cooper’s. “I’m crazy about you, Coop. Is that the same thing as love?” Blair traced the outline of Cooper’s tattoo. “I don’t know. I thought I knew what love was. I’m not sure anymore.” “Me neither. And telling you I love you scares the crap out of me.” Cooper felt the heat from Blair’s leg on his cock. It was resting directly over his balls. He didn’t remember anyone else doing that to him. Doubts surfaced in Cooper if he had ever had the love of the women in his life. His past became a blur of emotions. Was he always thinking of work when he was with them? Did he not give them what they needed? Affection? Attention?
 
 Is what Blair is giving me what I never showed anyone else? Cooper had no answers to his questions. He assumed he had done a good job in his relationships—had been attentive, had loved. But it had never felt like this. Perhaps he just never was attuned to it like he was now. His terror of being gay and his love of the female body were battling with the attraction he was feeling for a man. Was this okay to do? To be? Cooper recalled the way his father had treated him and his mother. He wasn’t mean or abusive. Just cold. He didn’t hug, kiss, or cuddle. He never went out of his way to praise. But his dad didn’t say negative things, either. Cooper would get a pat on the head if he was a good boy. His mother and father were still married—nearly forty years. But Cooper didn’t see his parents’ love for each other as burning, wild passion. More just the average couple who were used to being together. There were no roses, no special embraces or tender words. Just life a day at a time. Is that what he had become? His father? Giving the bare minimum but feeling no real passion? He looked at Blair. Blair raised his head and looked back. “What? Tell me if you’re freaking out.” “It’s hard to admit I’m freaking out anymore. I’ve come so many times with you.” Cooper exhaled and wished he could think with clarity. He didn’t need to envision tits and ass to come with Blair. What did that say about his sexuality? Blair bit his lip as he stared. He looked upset or worried. Cooper wasn’t sure he could blame the man. Blair had been burned by Ted Mack. Blair was nearly as raw as he was at the moment. When Blair began to lean towards him for a kiss, Cooper knew this was already feeling normal, because he could have turned his face away if it wasn’t. He closed his eyes, allowing Blair to press their lips together.
 
 Chapter 15 Blair wanted to take advantage of this weekend. He wasn’t stupid. He knew once they returned to work and reality, there was no way Cooper was going to continue their affair, and certainly no way he was going to be his ‘boyfriend’. The conflict regarding his choices between men and women were difficult ones. And Blair knew his past life in Manhattan was very liberal and open. Judging by Cooper’s taste in a wife, he doubted Cooper would jump off the straight way of life and embrace his gayness. It just wasn’t going to happen. Blair inched his way over Cooper until he was on top of him. They weren’t lying correctly on the big bed, so both their legs were hanging off one side. All the aggression in the kissing was Blair’s. He was dying to feel Cooper get hot and horny, and play top dog. Come on, Coop. You can’t deny
 
 there’s a sexual chemistry here. Blair softened his kisses, staring at Cooper as he did. Had Blair been with a lot of men? No. But he had been with enough ‘people’ to know real hot connections were few. He would never admit how many times he had ‘faked’ liking someone simply to get laid. Men and women. He wasn’t faking his attraction and crush on Cooper. He had it bad for this man the minute they met, and was certain he should be mentally preparing himself for the fall. Blair leaned on up his hands to stare at Cooper. “Do you hate kissing me?” “I don’t hate it.” “But you’d prefer not to?” Blair pecked his lips quickly before Cooper announced his decision. “I don’t mind.” Blair watched Cooper’s expression. “I realize I don’t know you very well, but…were you this lukewarm with all your relationships?” “Huh? Lukewarm?” Cooper narrowed his eyes. “Your words are right but the heat isn’t here. I know that’s because I’m a man, right?” “Blair…” Cooper shook his head as if he wasn’t sure how to answer. “I don’t mind kissing you.” Blair tucked his cock under himself and cupped his pectoral muscles to make cleavage. “Here. Any better? Want me to shave again?” “Now you’re just fucking with me. Stop it.” Blair threw up his hands and sat at the head of the bed against the headboard. “I feel like I’m losing my mind. You’re giving me some signs of attraction but I know deep in your heart you can’t do this.” “Blair, deep in my heart I can’t do anything.” Blair took it like a physical blow. He made a move to roll off the bed to get washed up. Cooper stopped him, tackling him down roughly. It made Blair’s breath catch in his throat. Cooper pinned him to the mattress, causing some pain to Blair’s arms. “Will you slow the fuck down?” Cooper asked. “I feel like I’m trying to stop a freight train.” Blair lay limp, staring at Cooper, liking his weight on top of him. “You and I are completely damaged goods at the moment.” Cooper lessened his grip but Blair bucked and made him tighten it. “Blair? Are you listening?” “No. I’m so fucking excited you attacked me, I’m in hell.” A curl began at the corner of Cooper’s mouth as he smiled. Then he shook his head. “I don’t know what the fuck I was thinking coming here with you.” “Boys’ weekend?” Blair slid his hands along Cooper’s arms to his shoulders. “I could spend the rest of our time here in bed.” “Do you have to have everything now?” “Yes! Are you kidding me? If I let you wander the world single, some woman will snatch you up before I can say ‘suck my cock, Coop’!” Cooper went to release Blair, but Blair gripped Cooper’s arms harder and showed his teeth. “Don’t go anywhere.” With slight exasperation, Cooper dropped his body down on top of Blair’s and leaned on his elbows so he could talk to him. “If this is how men are, I’m not sure I’m cut out for it.” “Yeah? You think the women in your life were easy?” Blair’s cock hardened up under Cooper’s weight and he wanted to wriggle against him but didn’t. “I think women can be easy. I just make bad choices. I’m shallow and go for looks.” “Do you think I’m good-looking?” Blair batted his lashes teasingly. Cooper blushed and didn’t answer, not looking into his eyes. “Coop? Do you think I’m easy on the eyes?” “You know you are. Everyone in the office is asking you out, talking about you…” Blair was surprised Cooper knew that. Cooper had been so reclusive and quiet during the divorce proceedings. Blair always thought Cooper hardly knew he existed other than as his client and co-worker. “So…you think I’m cute, and you can get hard looking at me.” Cooper didn’t answer but he didn’t move from their intimate position on the bed, either. Blair decided to appeal to the attorney in his man, and make his argument. “We don’t hate each other. We can manage to have some kind of sexual relationship at the moment that we both enjoy.” He waited for a response and wasn’t even getting eye contact. “Coop?” “Where are you going with this?” “I’m making the case for us to at least have fun with each other in the short term.” If I can get you to date me and play, I can at least have a
 
 chance. “I’m listening.” Cooper made a move to slide off Blair’s body, but Blair held him tight, parting his legs so Cooper fell between them. “Okay. We’re both on the heels of a bad break-up. Neither of us wants to get involved seriously at the moment.” Sure I don’t. “And I want sex and a buddy to go out with when I have the free time.” He ran his hand over the side of Cooper’s cheek into his hair. “Still with me, gorgeous?” “So…uh. If we meet someone while we’re doing this?” Blair’s smile fell and his arm dropped beside him on the bed. “Then you’ll go on your merry way.” Cooper shook his head. “You know this isn’t going to work. If we see each other, you’ll only get hurt when I find a woman.” “Get the fuck off me.” Blair pushed Cooper hard and stood beside the bed. “You’re right. It won’t work.” He stormed to the shower and turned on
 
 the water, boiling mad. ~ Cooper knelt on the bed, listening to the water run in the shower stall. He rubbed his hand over his sticky skin and sighed. Guilt surfaced. Blair had done so much for him during and through this divorce. He headed to the bathroom and opened the door to speak, but seeing Blair in the shower behind the clear double doors shut him up. He paused and watched him, having a feeling Blair was unaware he was being observed. Cooper leaned back against the wall near the door and studied Blair’s body, his sleek lines and muscular build. Blair scrubbed his hair, rinsing it, then worked on washing his chest and arms. Cooper’s cock thickened. He glanced down at himself and shook his head sadly. There was no mistaking the fact that Blair Woodbury turned him on. Cooper touched himself as he watched Blair go through his routine, something he must do every day in private, on his own. It was so personal to see Blair this way. Everyone wanted Blair. Brenda, Andy, and a host of other secretaries and interns in the law office. When Blair was hired, the gossip by the ‘water cooler’ was about how hot he was, the fact that he was single, and his sexual ambiguity. Office pools began. Who would get into Blair’s pants? Me. And I wasn’t even considered in the pool. Blair jumped with a start when Cooper opened the glass door and entered the stall. He grabbed Blair by his shoulders and backed him against the wall roughly. Blair’s breathing went into hyper-drive, panting and accepting whatever Cooper was giving. Cooper spun Blair around and pinned him to the marble wall. Blair spread his arms and legs out to the sides, the perfect submissive lover. Cooper held his own stiff cock, looking at the ass he’d already fucked. As if sensing Cooper’s hesitation, Blair said, “I’m clean…negative! And I can’t get fucking pregnant!” Blair huffed on his words, as if he were going insane. Cooper rested the head of his cock on Blair’s rim. Blair jerked his hips backwards in an effort to get penetration. Wanting this, Cooper gripped Blair tighter. Blair soaped up his hands and reached between his legs, making it easier for them to fuck. “Take me! Fucking take me, Coop!” Blair sounded desperate. Cooper knew what he had with Blair, and knew what he wanted right now. He slammed his cock into Blair’s ass and fucked him. Blair did what Cooper loved best during sex—he vocalized his pleasure. “Yes! Baby! Fuck me! Oh, God, fuck me!” Cooper’s cock throbbed and the urge to climax became strong. He arched backwards and hammered into Blair harder than he ever would with a female. And he fucking loved it. “Yes! Coop! You are amazing! Fuck me! Fuck me!” Cooper closed his eyes and pushed Blair hard into the wall, feeling his cock throb in his ass as the climax made his knees weak. “Coop! Oh, God, Coop.” Blair’s words were laden with sadness, nearly sobs. Cooper pulled out, spun Blair around and embraced him. His eyes burned as he thought of what life would be like with Blair as his partner. Wonderful and treacherous, simultaneously. “Coop.” Blair cried, squeezing him tight, hiding his face over Cooper’s shoulder as he fought for control. “Give us a week. Okay? One week?” Cooper kissed his wet neck as the shower pelted them both. His eyes overflowed as he thought about giving Blair that precious week, and how much worse it would be loving him for seven days and then leaving him for a woman. He leaned back and could see the pain and redness in Blair’s eyes. When they kissed Cooper felt a lump of agony in his throat. Why Lucinda couldn’t love him this deeply was beyond him. But he had to be fair to Blair. If he couldn’t love Blair the way Blair deserved to be loved, then this relationship simply should not begin. ~ Blair hated becoming emotional. In front of Cooper? How fucking humiliating. He moved back from their embrace and made sure the soap was rinsed off. Cooper touched his cheek tenderly. Blair met his gaze. It was then he could see the slight redness in Cooper’s eyes. “Why does this have to be so fucking hard?” “It just is.” Cooper washed his cock and gave himself a rinse. “You done?” Blair frowned. “Seems I am.” “Don’t.” Cooper shut the water and shook his head. “Don’t make this a downer.” “But it is a downer. This…” Blair waved his hand around to indicate their coupling. “This is just my wet dream, right? I mean, you’re going to revert back to your straight ways once this Vegas trip is done, and make me vow to never speak about it to a soul.” Blair waited for a denial and didn’t get one. He pushed open the glass door and stepped out, taking a towel off the rack. He wiped his face and felt Cooper snaking his arm around him from behind. When Cooper’s crotch made contact with his ass, Blair lowered his head and sighed loudly. “The more you touch me, the harder this is to admit it’s just nothing but a weekend in Vegas.” Cooper squeezed him closer, pressing his lips against the back of Blair’s neck. Blair dropped the towel and reached backwards to touch him. “God! Coop, just try this with me. Please!” “Aren’t I doing that already?” Blair shut up on his pleading and rested his body weight on Cooper, hating himself for giving up control of his emotions and once again depending on a man for his security and happiness. ~ Cooper swayed side to side, holding Blair. He closed his eyes and rested his head on the back of his wet hair. His heart ached for him. Cooper didn’t think he could manage this lifestyle. But Blair did feel nice now. Cooper felt loved by him, knew he was sexually appealing to Blair, and the affection from Blair could get downright habit forming. He felt Blair trying to turn around, to face him. Cooper allowed him to move. They embraced front to front. Cooper had to admit he felt secure in Blair’s arms. The man was very strong and independent. And both those traits appealed to him at the moment. He opened his eyes and caught their reflection in the mirror over the bathroom sink. In the misty haze Cooper saw himself hugging a man. He jerked back and pushed Blair away.
 
 “What?” Blair’s eyes widened at the abrupt act. Cooper left the bathroom to find his clothing, stepping over the dildo, which was lying on the floor. “Coop? Come on! What the hell just happened?” Blair stood in the threshold of the bathroom doorway. Cooper hopped into his briefs and searched for his shirt. He realized he’d left it in the bathroom when he tried to wash the cum stain off. “Motherfucker!” Blair yelled. “Talk to me before I go insane!” Cooper dropped down to sit on the foot of the bed and felt as if he were hyperventilating. Blair crouched in front of him. “Are you suddenly realizing you may have sexual feelings for a guy? Is that it? Is it some awakening I’ve begun in you?” “No.” Cooper tried to calm down. “I…I just saw what we look like.” He pointed to the bathroom. “Together.” “And?” “I can’t do this.” He spotted his slacks on the floor. Blair stood and backed up. “Wow. This is so fucked up. I can’t handle this either, Coop. This seesawing of emotions. One minute you’re embracing me, the next, grossed out.” “Sorry.” Cooper went for his slacks. He avoided looking at Blair as he put them on. “Are you going to avoid me for the rest of the day?” “Uh no. We can eat together.” Cooper stood and crossed his arms over his bare chest. “I’ll just get my shirt.” He gestured to the bathroom. Blair appeared devastated. Cooper snuck past him and picked it up off the sink, avoiding looking at himself in the mirror. He slunk past Blair again, making sure he had his wallet and room key. “I’ll…I’ll be in my room. Whenever you want to get a bite, let me know.” Blair glared at him. Cooper left his room, heading to the one next door. He opened the door, tossed his shirt over the shower stall to let it dry, and stood in the middle of the room, shaking. ~ Blair tried to understand. He got it. He’d been there. But his homosexual side was much more willing to come out and be seen. He had not been nearly as petrified of people being aware he liked both men and women. In reality, Blair didn’t care what people thought. He got dressed—hungry, yes, but unsure if Cooper’s company would be more of a curse than a pleasure. Be patient. He’s just freaking out. There are feelings between us. Cooper does want me on a certain level. Blair finished getting dressed, scrubbed off the dildo and left it near the sink, then he straightened up the room. He opened a bottle of vodka and chugged it. Once he drank some down, he looked at his reflection in the mirror on the wall in the living area of the suite. He put the bottle down, fussed with his wet hair, tousling it, but not too concerned with how it looked. It was short and dried the way he liked it. His face had grown dark designer stubble from two days without shaving. He glared at his reflection from his internal frustration and was about to go knock on Cooper’s door to ask him if he wanted to eat dinner. Blair had lost track of time and assumed it was late in the afternoon. He had left his watch on the nightstand and didn’t go get it. When he spotted his mobile phone, he turned it on and waited for it to load. Then he texted Cooper. ‘Eat with me?’ “Notice I said, with me, and not eat me.” Blair didn’t smile at his own wit. He hit send and waited. ‘sure’ returned. He gave the room a glance and picked up his room key and wallet. “What a pathetic fucking game.” ~ He set the phone down on the coffee table. Cooper checked himself in the bathroom mirror, tucking in his clean shirt. His nerves were shot and he was ready for this crazy weekend to end. What did he think would happen here with Blair? He obviously wanted to experiment with him sexually. And they had. Now what? Go back to life as usual? Cooper studied his eyes in the reflection. He looked miserable. A look he was getting used to seeing in himself. It made him angry. He balled up his fists and scowled. A knock came through his door. Cooper wished he had a crystal ball and could predict where he would be in a year. In a dream relationship? Or in another failed attempt at making it work with a woman? Not wanting children was a huge issue for young women. He knew that. And he had no interest in dating a woman who already had children from another man. But did that rule out women completely? The knock grew louder. Cooper left the bathroom, shutting the light, and opened the door. His expression of frustration and anger was being reflected by Blair. “Where do you want to eat?” Blair asked, not coming in. “I don’t care.” Cooper walked out in the hall with him. “Let’s just see what’s on offer.” Blair nodded, avoiding brushing against Cooper and not meeting his eyes. “Blair, hang on.” “What?” Blair appeared completely exasperated. “I swear, Coop! Decide!” “Now?” Cooper narrowed his eyes. “Decide what? Decide if I want to be gay? Be a male couple? Walk around holding hands? What?” “Fuck you.” Blair continued down the hall to the elevator. Cooper grabbed after him to stop him. Blair wheeled around and raised his arm to strike. Cooper reacted in defense and slammed Blair’s back against the wall, arm across his neck to contain him. “Calm the fuck down.” Blair gripped Cooper’s arm to wrench it away, but Cooper nailed him harder to the wall, the bigger of the two of them. “I can’t take it.” Blair’s eyes filled. “What’s wrong with me? Huh? Why can’t you see in me what I see in you?” Cooper felt his throat close at witnessing the devastation on Blair’s face. “Am I horrible? Huh? Am I? I don’t get it? What is it about me that I can’t find someone to want me?” “You’re not horrible.” Cooper relaxed his hold on Blair. “Not by a long shot.”
 
 “Yeah? Ask Ted Mack. Ask him why I wasn’t good enough.” “And you can ask Lucinda. You want to compare notes on rejection?” Cooper stepped back, releasing Blair. “I’m not rejecting you. You’re rejecting me.” Blair brushed off his shirt to straighten it. “I’m not rejecting you personally. Just the gay thing.” Cooper glanced left and right down the empty hall. “And I’m not supposed to take it personally?” Blair laughed at the joke and kept walking to the elevator. “I don’t even know if I can eat. My stomach is in knots. Who thought this weekend was a good idea?” He poked the elevator call button. “We both did.” The elevator door opened and Blair entered, joining a few people already in it. Cooper quietly stepped on, waiting for the doors to close. The last thing he wanted was for this weekend to turn into a living hell.
 
 But it has. He exhaled loud enough for Blair to give him a look. Those dark brown eyes went right through Cooper now. Yeah, Blair’s gorgeous, but now
 
 that I know how much he wants me? What the fuck do I do? The ride to the lobby was eternal. Cooper was dying inside. Who could he get advice from? Is there a one eight-hundred number to ask, ‘Am I
 
 gay? Or am I insane?’ Finally the door opened and the small group crowded inside the elevator was freed. Both he and Blair began to head in the direction of the restaurant they had the breakfast buffet in the day before. A small line had formed for the dinner hour. Since Blair didn’t object, Cooper assumed he was agreeable. Cooper glanced at his watch. Keeping track of the hour was not something he was interested in. Half of him wanted to beg Blair to stay for the week and the other half was yearning to get away from him to feel like a normal man again. Normal man. Was sharing physical sex with Blair not normal? Cooper rubbed his face in frustration. Blair noticed and stared at him. “Table for two?” the hostess asked. Blair nodded, following the woman to a booth. She laid the menus down and said, “There’s a buffet as well. Just let your server know which you will have.” “Thanks.dth="0"> Blair sat down and scooted onto the bench seat. Cooper sat across from him, staring at him. “Stop looking at me.” Blair held up the menu as a wall. “Why? Why can’t I look at you?” Blair didn’t answer. A waiter approached with two glasses of water. “Are you two gentlemen going to enjoy the buffet or select something from the menu?” “Buffet.” Blair handed the man his menu. “And I’d like a martini.” “Certainly. You, sir?” “Same.” Cooper gave his menu to the young man. “Help yourself to the buffet. I’ll have your drinks when you return.” He left. Blair stood, not looking at Cooper, and headed to the line of people getting food. Cooper began to feel anxiety at the transformation in Blair. Now working with him was going to be a strange grudge match of avoiding each other and cold stares. Cooper preferred it when Blair simply had a crush on him. He wasn’t sure he could handle the sneers. Time was not in their favor. They were running out of it. They had one more day to decide what to do. Judging from Blair’s demeanor, Cooper assumed he’d be spending it alone. Not to mention, Cooper was out of excuses for playing the ‘What happens in Vegas’ game. Once they left here, all bets were off.
 
 Chapter 16 Blair had lain in bed all Saturday night wishing Cooper was with him. They had finished their meal without anything said about Sunday and what, if anything, they would do together. When he awoke Sunday morning, Blair sat with his laptop, working, ordering room service and not hearing from Cooper at all. It felt like a total waste of time to him. If all he was going to do was work, he may as well be home, not in a hotel in Las Vegas. By evening Sunday night, Blair thought their stalemate was getting absurd. He texted Cooper about dinner but didn’t hear back. That didn’t mean he was being ignored, it meant Cooper wasn’t near his phone. Since the harassing calls from his ex-mother-in-law were frequent, Blair knew Cooper was loath to check his missed messages. Blair rubbed his face and looked around the suite in frustration. He shut down his computer and checked his appearance in the mirror before goin g next door to knock. He stood in front of Cooper’s door and hit it with his knuckles. He waited. “Coop?” He didn’t hear anything so he gave up and headed down to the buffet to eat alone.
 
 This sucks! A few hours later, the meal consumed, Blair was now back at his room. He hadn’t felt this betrayed since… Since he left New York and fled from Ted Mack’s painful breakup. How could two people who have made love treat each other like strangers? Avoid each other? Really? Is this how it’s going to be? Now they had a limousine ride and plane trip to ignore each other on. What fun. Blair packed, feeling drained and doubting everything about himself. Most of all, his choices. But he had no one but himself to blame this time. He had fallen for a straight man. He was lucky to have gotten anything from him at all. He eyed the dildo. No way was he going to pack it, subject to a search of his carryon. Tossing it into the trash, Blair felt defeated. Life goes on. And on. And on. When a knock came to his door, he wondered if it was Cooper, wanting a last hot kiss. It wasn’t. The hotel employee was there. “Do you need help with your bag, sir? Your limo is here.” “Oh. Sure.” He allowed the young man in. “That’s it.” He pointed to his small carryon. The man nodded, wheeling it out. Blair gave the room a last look for items left behind then followed the man out. They stopped at Cooper’s room. Cooper opened the door with a look Blair interpreted as apprehension, which changed to a poker face when he spotted the bellboy. The same question was asked of Cooper. “Do you need help with your bag, sir?” He nodded, allowing the man to retrieve his case. Both he and Cooper held their computer bags on their shoulders. Blair and Cooper locked gazes for a moment, nothing was said, and Blair couldn’t read anything from this stoic man. Both their bags were loaded onto a trolley. Cooper let the door close him inside the room as Blair and the bellboy waited. Blair assumed he was doing a last check for missed belongings as well. He exited the room soon after and the three of them stood silently at the elevator. Blair felt like crap at this strange coldness. But in reality, Cooper had exceeded his expectations as a lover. The man fucked him. That had to mean something. At least it did to him. Trying to take solace in that fact, instead of wearing a scowl, he smiled at Cooper. When Cooper appeared surprised, Blair mouthed silently, “Thank you.” Cooper mouthed back, “For what?” Blair winked. It made Cooper smile finally. Once they settled their tabs at the front desk, they sat in the back of the limousine as their luggage was loaded into the trunk. Blair sighed and said, “Back to reality.” “Yeah. Sucks.” At the odd comment, Blair glanced at him. “Why?” Cooper shrugged. “I wish you’d learn to voice your thoughts.” “Yeah. So would everyone I’ve fucked up in this life.” “Am I now on the list of people you’ve fucked up?” “Aren’t you?” The driver entered the car and they shut up. Blair couldn’t help himself. He slid his hand closer to Cooper’s and touched it. Cooper shifted nervously, but opened his fingers. They clasped hands and rode in silence to the airport. ~ By the time he and Blair were dropped off at his townhouse, Cooper was exhausted. The chauffeur unloaded their bags and left, driving away into the night. Cooper stared at Blair as he searched his pockets for his car keys. “You want to come in?” “It’s fucking late.” Blair aimed his key fob at his Mercedes, opening the locks. “It’s not even midnight.” Cooper checked his watch. Blair asked, “Why do you want me to come in? To prolong my agony over this separation?” Cooper was getting a little separation anxiety as well. “You don’t even need a pit stop?” “You want me to come in?” Cooper did. He shrugged. Blair tossed his suitcase and computer into the trunk of his car and shut it. “Man, this must be some ego boost for you, eh, Coop?” He followed Cooper to his front door. Cooper opened it up, entering his house and setting his luggage on the floor by the sofa. He turned around as Blair closed the door, shutting them into a private domain. Cooper tossed his keys on the coffee table and lunged at Blair.
 
 Blair caught himself from falling by holding onto Cooper’s arms. Cooper made for Blair’s lips, hoping Blair would allow him this last hurrah. Not only did Blair allow it, he opened his mouth for a deeper kiss and moaned so sensually, Cooper grew stiff in his pants. He picked Blair up off the floor and Blair wrapped his legs around Cooper’s hips. Cooper held Blair tightly as he walked him to the bedroom. Blair’s tongue was doing amazing things inside his mouth. There was no longer a strangeness to Blair’s touch. It was pure turn on. Inside Cooper’s darkened bedroom, the only light was from the blinking message machine. Cooper held Blair aloft, opening his mouth for deep tongue kisses, more willing than he had been in the hotel in Vegas. He would miss this contact. Miss it a whole lot. Blair slid down Cooper’s body, undressing Cooper as he kept kissing him. Cooper’s shirt was removed then his pants were opened and yanked down his hips. Cooper kicked off his shoes and parted from their kissing to strip. As he did, Blair did the same, getting naked quickly. The minute they were both nude, Cooper again played the aggressor, tackling Blair to his bed, spreading Blair’s knees with his own and reconnecting to his mouth. Under him Blair was going wild, touching Cooper everywhere at once, whimpering and humping his crotch with his own. Their two erections rubbed together sending sparks of pleasure all over Cooper’s skin. As the foreplay began to get heated, Cooper parted from Blair’s lips to gain air. Blair’s dark eyes were smoldering as he panted to catch his breath. Blair slowly raised his hands over his head in a purely submissive posture that made Cooper’s cock throb. He ran kisses up and down Blair’s throat and shoulders. “Coop, I’m yours. You know I’m yours.” Hot chills rushed up Cooper’s spine at the admission. When they didn’t even eat a meal together all day, Cooper thought he had lost Blair. “You own me. You fucking own me!” Blair spread his legs as wide as he could, bending his knees. “Fuck me! Coop, fuck me one last time…” Cooper leaned on his arms to look at Blair, his yearning flashing across his handsome face, his chest heaving, and his erection standing upright between his legs. For a single moment, Cooper imagined kissing his way down Blair’s body to taste it. Instead, Cooper reached into his nightstand for a condom. “You got lube?” Blair asked. Cooper shook his head, putting on the condom with trembling hands. “The condom is lubricated.” He heard Blair swallow loudly. Cooper pushed the head of his cock against Blair’s rim under his balls. He brushed his hand against the tight sack as he did and stared at Blair’s cock. As he inched inside Blair, using the lubrication on the condom to make his way in, Cooper touched Blair’s cock lightly. “Oh! Holy fuck! Cooper! Touch me, you gorgeous fucker!” The rush of pleasure to Cooper’s groin at Blair’s words was nearly enough to push him into a climax. How many times did he ask Lucinda to talk like this during sex? She never did. While Cooper knelt between Blair’s legs, with two fingers he ran up the length of Blair’s dick, feeling it grow rock hard and pulsate. “I fucking love you, you beautiful motherfucker!” Blair thrust his hips upwards, deepening their union. Cooper glanced at Blair’s expression. It was pure bliss, his hands still over his head in a classic submissive pose. It was sublime. Cooper was in awe of this kind of sex. It was raw, hot, and kinky. “Fuck me! Fuck me, Coop! Hard! Come on, baby. You know you want to!” Oh yes. I do. Cooper braced himself on Blair’s legs and worked his hole. As he did, he stared at Blair’s cock. It was circumcised like his and if he was honest with himself, their size and shape was very similar…so how bad can it be? He reached to touch it again, challenging himself to do something for Blair who was obviously doing everything for him at the moment. “God! Yes!” Blair pumped his hips and not only increased Cooper’s penetration, he made his cock move through Cooper’s hand. Cooper tightened his grip on that stiff length. Blair braced his arms on the bed beside him and went wild like a bucking bronco, obviously trying to get enough friction inside and out to come. Cooper was already on the edge watching this amazing man go wild on the sex they were having. “Coop! I’m there! Motherfuckingsweetjesus! I’m there!” Seeing Blair climax pushed Cooper into one. As creamy ropes of cum shot out of Blair’s cock, Cooper ejaculated into his ass. He choked on the intensity and ran his hand up and down Blair’s cock, feeling the silky skin coated now with hot sperm. The cum was slick and ran between Cooper’s fingers. It dripped over the gold wedding band. Cooper gave the ring another twist using Blair’s sperm to wrench it off. When it finally pulled off his finger, Cooper was relieved and shocked at the same time. Though he’d tried everything before, it had taken Blair’s semen to free himself of the ring. Before Cooper had a chance to react, Blair reached for him, bringing him down against his body and writhed all over him. Kisses rushed up and down Cooper’s neck to his ear, his cheek, his eyelids—the outpouring of affection was like nothing Cooper could recall in all his straight relationships. He pulled out of Blair’s body and held onto him as Blair whimpered and moaned while he rocked against him. In his ear Blair whispered, “Baby, don’t let this end.” Cooper closed his eyes and held onto Blair tightly, his ring cupped in his palm. He had no idea what to do.
 
 Chapter 17 Monday morning Blair stopped at the coffee shop for two lattes. He and Cooper parted on very sweet terms last night, but no words were spoken about how this new relationship would proceed, or even if it was a relationship. He had slept well, considering his edginess over his attraction for a straight man, and decided whatever Cooper wanted was going to be okay. He had a wonderful weekend in Vegas, and the friendship bond between he and Cooper was closer than ever. It wasn’t up to him. Blair had to let go. He headed to Cooper’s office and spotted him on the phone and his computer simultaneously. When Cooper noticed him bringing coffee, the smile on Cooper’s face sent goose bumps rising on Blair’s arms. He set the coffee down for him and gave him a sexy wink, leaving him to his work. Andy met Blair as he returned to his own office. “Bringing Cooper coffee again? Oh, really?” Andy narrowed his gaze. “Yeah. Why? Should I include you in our coffee run?” Blair sipped his latte. Andy looked from Cooper’s office to Blair’s eyes. “What’s going on between you two?” “Between us? Absolutely nothing. You’re kidding, right?” Blair hoped his smile wasn’t betraying his real thoughts. “So? Did you file his paperwork?” Andy’s expression lost the suspicion. “Yes. The county should get it signed and sealed any day now. Just have to wait to see if Lucinda vacates per the agreement or he has to file eviction notices.” “There is that.” When Andy looked behind Blair’s back, Blair turned around. Cooper approached and the smile he was giving Blair was a dead giveaway to their feelings for each other. With a man as astute as Andy watching? Blair had a feeling Andy would quickly see something was going on. “Thank you, Blair.” Cooper sipped his latte, sidling closer until they brushed shoulders. “Uh.” Andy blinked but seemed at a loss. “You’re welcome?” Blair said, laughing at Cooper’s star-struck expression. He shook his head trying to relay to Cooper he wasn’t using much of a poker face at the moment. “You two do anything…uh…exciting this weekend?” Andy asked, appearing to already know something was up. “What happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas,” Cooper said, but his eyes revealed more. Blair choked on his coffee and Andy appeared shocked. “You two went to Vegas together? Are you kidding me?” Andy looked around the busy office to see who was listening. Many were. “Coop?” Blair tilted his head. “Uh, do you know what you’re saying, or did you take happy pills or something with your cereal this morning?” Cooper winked and walked back to his office. Andy gave Blair a questioning look. “Huh? You and stuffy Cooper McDermott?” “Stuffy?” Blair made a silly face. “Man, how wrong can you be?” Blair kept walking to his own office, stunned by Cooper’s actions and his obviously letting something out that maybe, just maybe, he wasn’t so terrified of any longer. “I want details!” Andy said as Blair sat behind his desk, setting his coffee down. “You heard the man. What happens in Vegas…” “Seriously?” Andy looked back at Cooper’s office. “I am so jealous! Please don’t tell me he got to play with you all weekend…in bed?” Blair locked his lips and threw away the imaginary key. “Unfair!” Andy cried dramatically as he walked away. Blair shook his head and smiled. “Huh. Mr. McDermott, aren’t you full of surprises?” ~ Cooper rocked in his chair, sipping his coffee. He had no idea what Monday in the office would bring, but he never expected Blair to buy him a latte. That showed Cooper this wasn’t just a weekend fling, but indeed—if he wanted—it could be something real. All night he thought about the sex he and Blair had. All night. All morning. And now he would think about it all day.
 
 What if…? The two words that he had said to himself the most this weekend. What if he gave this ‘fling’ a week? One week. By the end of the seven days he would know. There wasn’t a way to test it in Vegas, in an artificial environment. But how did it feel letting Andy know he had Blair? Seeing the jealousy on Andy’s face? Priceless. Cooper set the coffee down on his desk and scooted closer to the computer. As he worked he thought about the way Andy and most of the other lawyers and co-workers had treated him in the past. They were tolerant, said hi when he did, but no one took an interest in him. He didn’t even invite any of them to the wedding. Cooper rubbed the spot on his finger where the heavy gold wedding band had been. Blair’s cum had freed him of it. Ironic? Incredibly. The interest from the staff regarding Cooper’s personal life, his judgment on women, and anything else he had on his mind, just didn’t seem to be anyone’s concern. In a nutshell, he wasn’t highly regarded. Cooper knew he wasn’t the best lawyer in LA, but not the worst either. And his marriage to an eighteen-year-old pageant queen turned everyone off him. At the time he didn’t care and kept his personal life private. As his divorce became common knowledge, no one commiserated with him, nor patted his back in consolation. He was always on his own. Dating a man as handsome and charismatic as Blair would be good for not only his ego, but his standing in the law firm. Already the look on Andy’s face was worth the risk. But that wasn’t why Cooper was thinking about giving this man a week to convince him. It was because he had grown very fond of Blair. He liked him. A lot. Being loved, being sought after, and being the object of a man’s desire gave Cooper validation as a person. He was worth something. Not just a wallet to a young woman, or someone to keep in the background while you cheated. Cooper held that coffee in his hand as he read the computer screen. In his mind, it was symbolic. Blair cared. ~ Blair scribbled notes as he thought about his closing speech for a case he was handling. It was nearing four in the afternoon and he’d been in
 
 and out of the office most of the day. He had a busy caseload already, even though he was a newcomer to the firm. A light rap on his door frame caused Blair to look up. Seeing Cooper looking sensual in his silky gray suit made him smile. He set his pen down and rocked in his leather chair. “You got a minute?” “For you? I’ve got a lifetime.” Blair noticed Brenda walk by behind Cooper, probably overhearing. He didn’t care what she thought. Cooper closed the door, also catching sight of Brenda glancing suspiciously their way. Blair figured Andy had most likely already spread gossip that he and Cooper had shacked up for the weekend in Vegas. “What can I do for you, Mr. McDermott?” Blair gestured to the chair in front of his desk. Cooper took it, opening the button of his suit jacket. “I’m willing to give you one week.” “Oh?” Blair smiled, feeling sensual heat burst inside him. “Yes. Is the deal still on offer?” “It is.” Blair stood, walking around his desk to sit on the corner near Cooper. “Why the sudden willingness to try and be gay with me?” “I like you.” Cooper smiled, looking shy. “I’m flattered. You do realize with the comments you made earlier that the rumor mill has begun to spin. Andy already figured out we had a fling over the weekend. Did you intend on him knowing that?” Cooper rested his hand on Blair’s knee. “None of them gave me a second glance until this weekend. And I’m not sure I care what they think.” “They can’t think any worse of you than they did when you married an eighteen-year-old.” Blair rested his hand on top of Cooper’s. “I’m beginning to figure that out. I think being with you may be seen as a step up.” Blair laughed, wondering the same thing. “Okay. One week.” Cooper picked up Blair’s hand and kissed the palm. The look of adoration was slightly unexpected. Blair was eating it up. “So, in honor of our agreement, would you like to spend the night?” “Yes.” Cooper massaged Blair’s hand. Blair couldn’t resist. He sat across Cooper’s lap. They stared at each other, then Blair kissed him. Cooper kissed back, with enthusiasm. When they parted to stare at each other, Blair said, “I have the worst crush on you.” Cooper smiled shyly. “I think it’s my turn. I can’t stop thinking about you.” Blair checked his watch. “Let me finish up and we’ll decide what to do for dinner.” Cooper held his waist, keeping him on his lap for a moment longer. Blair felt Cooper’s cock throb under his legs. In all seriousness, Blair said, “I want you to think long and hard this week. No pun intended,” Blair said, raising an eyebrow. “This isn’t an easy decision for any man. And I think for a man like you, it will be a huge challenge.” “I know.” Cooper ran his hand down the length of Blair’s thigh. “I know all the pitfalls. I’ve been making a pros and cons list.” Blair thought that was amusing. “Which side is winning?” “Pro.” “I need to see that list. I may have some things to add.” “You probably do.” “Now I don’t want to get up.” Blair pressed down harder on Cooper’s erection. Cooper held Blair’s head and began urging him to his mouth. Blair was slightly stunned by this turn of events, especially since Cooper had been so terrified of being seen as gay or bi. He met his lips and kissed him, hearing Cooper moan against his mouth. Blair knew the kissing could get crazy so he pecked Cooper’s lips a few times and said, “One more hour and I’ll have my closing arguments done for tomorrow’s case.” “Okay.” Blair stood off of Cooper’s lap, staring at the bulge under his slacks. “If that door had a lock I’d suck you right now.” Cooper’s eyes widened. “You would?” “Fuck yeah.” Cooper shoved the back of the chair under the door handle as a dare. Blair couldn’t believe the change in Cooper’s demeanor. Maybe they didn’t need another week. Maybe the crazy sex in Vegas was already winning Cooper to his side. Blair slid across the carpet on his knees as he went in for the kill. He unbuckled Cooper’s belt and pants, rooting out his cock. When it was exposed and in his hand, Blair drew it as deeply into his mouth as he could. ~ Cooper wasn’t in love with ‘men’, but he was crazy about Blair. Blair Woodbury! “No one has ever done this to me before.” Cooper tried to keep his balance as he watched Blair’s pleasure in doing the deed. Blair moaned as he drew Cooper’s cock outward to his lips and then sucked him in deeply. The risqué element was most certainly adding to the thrill. Cooper craved this kind of fun. All the porn videos he owned had women sucking cock and fucking in all sorts of high risk places. But Cooper was never lucky enough to get a partner whose inhibitions allowed them to play like this. Did he have a partner to do this now? Blair gripped the base of Cooper’s cock tightly, jacking it in time with his sucking. Seeing his thick cock in Blair’s mouth was becoming normal, yet no less thrilling. “I’m gonna come.” Cooper held onto Blair’s shoulders. “I’m going to come in your mouth.” When he spoke dirty, Blair whimpered and shifted on his knees, as if he was excited. “Swallow it…swallow my cum, cocksucker!” Blair’s eyes sprang open and he looked at Cooper like he was surprised. Cooper shut up and stopped riding the edge, climaxing and closing his eyes. Blair made a noise of pleasure and milked Cooper’s cock. He released it from his mouth and tried to dry it off with his hands. “Coop! You called me a cocksucker?” Blair laughed. “Like for fun, or…?” “Sorry.” Cooper grew embarrassed and closed his pants. “No. It’s okay. I get the feeling you want to let go more and say things. Nasty things.” Blair stood, wiping his mouth. “I didn’t mean it like it came out.” Cooper blushed. “I’m sorry.” “Coop.” Blair held his waist and rested his forehead on Cooper’s. “It’s okay. You can be anything you want in bed with me. You know that, right?” “Anything?” Cooper had no idea what he’d be like without limits. He felt so repressed all the time.
 
 “Anything.” Blair met his eyes. “Now let me finish so we can play. Okay?” “Absolutely. Thanks for…for…” “You’re welcome.” Blair kissed him. Cooper caught the scent of his own body on Blair’s lips. It was strange and exciting at the same time. As he moved the chair from the door, he looked back at Blair, seeing his reassuring smile. Cooper wondered if he had ever been free to do as he liked in bed before. No one had made the offer, and he was apprehensive about scaring Lucinda or turning her off. He had even hid his pornography from her. He opened the door to Blair’s office and when he looked up, a group of people, including Andy, Brenda, and Peggy stopped talking to stare. Andy smiled too knowingly, looking down at Cooper’s crotch. Brenda appeared startled, as if the idea that he and Blair doing something sexual together was scary. Cooper didn’t know what to say, and suddenly had a feeling their racy talk had not stayed inside the office walls. Right before Cooper made it to his office, Andy asked, “So? Everyone’s dying to know. Did Blair swallow your cum?” Cooper died inside and didn’t react. He entered his office and closed the door. The sting was powerful. He did this to himself. Cooper sat down, shaking like a leaf. ~ Blair resumed his closing argument draft, excited about having a week more to convince Cooper they could have a good time together. No, maybe it won’t be forever, but while they were both single, and not having sex with anyone else, why the hell not? “Knock, knock!” Andy sang outside his door. “I’m busy, Mr. Gore.” Andy poked his head in, smirking. “I just thought you may want a breath mint…” He held up a box of mints. “You know, to get the taste of Cooper’s spunk out of your mouth.” “What?” Blair felt sick. “Did he say something?” Andy made a face of disbelief then said, “Swallow it… swallow my cum, cocksucker!” and moaned. Blair lurched up from his chair and made for the door, pushing Andy out of his way. He stood at Cooper’s office and found it empty. Andy said in Blair’s ear, “He left, handsome.” “Fuck!” Blair spun around to see the staff staring at him. “Please don’t tell me you humiliated Cooper.” No one admitted a thing. “Really?” Blair threw up his hands. “This is what you guys are like? Are you kidding me? Do you know what that man’s been through?” No one made a peep. Blair hurried to his office, shut down his computer, took his phone and keys, and closed the door with a slam. He glared at the few who even bothered to look at him as he left. ~ Cooper parked out front of his Malibu beachfront home. A moving van was in the driveway. He climbed out and had a look inside the back of the truck. Boxes. No furniture. As he made his way inside, he could see three men packing Lucinda’s clothing, stuffed animals, knickknacks and a handful of her electronics. A man asked Cooper, “Can I help you?” “I own this house. Is Lucinda here? Or her mother?” The man pointed to a younger man in the kitchen who was speaking on his cell phone. “He hired us.” Cooper did not know the young man. He heard him say on the phone, “Babe, he’s got so much we can take. Why not?” The young man met Cooper’s eyes and grew pale. “He’s here, Lucinda. Let me go.” He hung up and Cooper could see the young man’s Adam’s apple move in his swallow. “She gets only what she came with.” Cooper pointed to him in warning. He held up his hands. “I wasn’t taking nothing.” “Who are you?” “I’m a friend of Lucinda’s.” Cooper figured all of five minutes would pass before Lucinda tempted a young man her age to do her bidding. “Is she expected here?” “No, man. She said she couldn’t deal with it. She’s with her mom.” Cooper noticed he had tattoos all over neck and arms. A real ‘tough boy’ for Lucinda to boss around. “The agreement allowed her to remove only her clothing and personal items.” He held his hands up. “That’s it. You can open boxes, dude. Go check.” Cooper walked to his and Lucinda’s shared bedroom. Their wedding picture was still on the wall. He opened a few drawers and found them empty of Lucinda’s clothing. The bathroom had been gone through, and very few items, only his, remained. Cooper did a walkthrough of the house. Surprisingly, Lucinda had been true to her word. But maybe they were both sick to death of court paperwork and police threats. Cooper took a phone book from the cupboard in the kitchen and looked up a locksmith’s information. He dialed the number. “Triple A locks, can I help you?” “Yeah, hey. I would like to get my locks rekeyed. Can you come out now to Malibu?” “Uh. Sure. Be about an hour.” “Okay.” Cooper looked around the kitchen. A few pictures of he and Lucinda were on the refrigerator under magnets. “Let me give you the address.” ~ Blair parked in front of Cooper’s townhouse. It appeared unoccupied and dark. He knocked anyway. No one answered and no lights were on inside. He took his mobile phone out of his pocket and dialed. “Hello?” “Coop?” Blair didn’t think he would answer.
 
 “Yes.” “I’m worried about you. Where are you?” Blair looked around the neighborhood at the Christmas lights and displays on many of the houses. “I drove to my place in Malibu and found a moving van here taking out Lucinda’s things.” “Is she there?” “No. Some kid is doing it for her.” “Are things civil?” “Surprisingly.” Blair walked back to his car. “I just was checking on you. It seemed like you may have been through some shit at the office earlier.” “You get a guy to suck your cock, you get teased.” “Come on, Coop.” Blair sat behind the wheel. “They were out of line. You shouldn’t have to put up with anything like that.” “Blair. We did it in your office. We were out of line, not them.” “All right. Fair enough.” Blair started the car and shut off the radio. “I still want to see you.” “Come here.” “Should I bring food?” “No. I’ll order something. I just would like you here.” Blair brightened up. “You got it. Text me the address.” “Okay.” Blair hung up and waited for the text message. He smiled to himself. Maybe Cooper was made of tougher stuff than he gave him credit for. ~ Cooper watched the last of Lucinda’s clothing and personal belongings get loaded on the truck. The young man left with it, driving an older Honda as the truck followed him. A moment later the locksmith van pulled up. As the man approached, Cooper said, “This door,” indicating his front door, “and the back door.” “Okay. Just rekeyed?” “Yes.” The locksmith nodded and walked back to his van. A black Mercedes pulled into Cooper’s driveway. Cooper smiled despite himself. It felt as if the cavalry had arrived. Blair’s grin was broad as he approached. He gestured to the house and said, “This is more like it.” “No kidding. Come in.” Blair glanced in the direction of the burley locksmith and didn’t give Cooper any show of affection. He entered the house and looked around. “Smells like perfume.” “Yeah. That’ll fade. Like her presence here.” Cooper left the locksmith to do his work and followed Blair inside the kitchen. “How many bedrooms?” “Four bed, four bath…three thousand square feet. The beach is right through the sliding glass doors. That’s where the hot tub is too.” “Nice! Now I’m jealous of you.” Blair looked around. “Explore. Go ahead.” Blair pointed to a decorated Christmas tree in the corner of the living room. “Is she taking that?” “I assume not. The truck is gone, and there’s really nothing left of hers here.” “But her smell.” Blair winked as he said it. Cooper stood behind him as Blair inspected the master suite. The photo of he and Lucinda on the wall seemed out of place now. Even without a comment from Blair, Cooper took it off its hook, turning it to hide the picture, leaning it against the wall. “I can’t believe you didn’t have a fight getting her out.” Blair inspected the master bathroom with its double basin sink and marble shower stall. “I can. I think Lucinda is ready to move on. The battle was really with her mother.” Blair spun around on his heels and seemed worried. “Look, about what happened at work.” Cooper shrugged. He heard the locksmith say, “Where’s the other door?” “Hang on.” Cooper held up his finger and left the room. ~ While Cooper was gone, Blair picked up the framed wedding photo to inspect. They were a handsome couple. Lucinda definitely lost that war. Cooper was an amazing man, but she was just too young and immature to appreciate it. He placed it where Cooper had left it and looked at the large king sized bed. The perfume smell was annoying. He had always preferred cologne. Blair gave the rest of the large home a quick inspection, wondering how much Cooper had paid for it, and how much was still on mortgage. The doorbell rang. Cooper called to Blair, “I ordered Chinese food. That must be it.” Blair brightened up and headed to the front door while Cooper stood with the locksmith at the back door. He opened it, removed his wallet, handing the young man cash before he took the large bag of fragrant food. Blair gave the man a tip as well, watched him leave, then carried the bag to the kitchen to set on the counter top and wait for the locksmith to be done. Cooper removed two plates from the cabinet, obviously still familiar with where everything was. Lucinda most likely slept there with him, but Blair couldn’t imagine her being domestic and cooking or cleaning. His stomach grumbled, making Cooper laugh. “Eat.” “I’ll wait. wit The locksmith said, “I’m just about done.” He left the room, saying, “Be right back. Blair and Cooper locked gazes. “I was worried about you.” “Were you?” Cooper smiled. “Yes. I thought the staff knowing what we did in my office would…” Blair shrugged. “What am I not getting here? Are you okay with this?” A noise of the front door opening stopped their conversation. The man tried a new key in the lock. He held it up to Cooper. “This works in both the front and back door. How many do you want?” “Three.” Cooper stared at Blair when he said it. “Take me just a second.” The man left.
 
 “Coop? I’m confused.” Blair sat on a high stool which surrounded a breakfast counter. “I said I’d give you a week. I’m a man of my word.” “So, you’re not freaked out about the people we work with knowing I gave you head?” “It did freak me out. I admit that.” Cooper began taking the white cartons out of the brown bag on the counter, opening them. “He’s just about done. Eat.” “But? Freaked out and what? You left.” “I was done for the day and I wanted to make sure Lucinda was keeping her end of the agreement. She needed to be out by tonight. I had my doubts.” The locksmith returned holding three keys in one hand and an invoice in the other. Cooper took the keys and tried all three in the back door lock, then headed to the front door. Blair heard him testing the keys. Cooper and the locksmith talked about the bill, then the front door closed and Cooper returned. He placed one key in front of Blair. “Here’s yours.” Blair laughed in a cough. “Really.” He removed his own key ring and secured the new key onto it. “One week.” Cooper smiled slyly, scooping out food onto his plate. “So? Like a bet or dare? I have one week to convince you to be my gay boyfriend?” Blair washed his hands at the sink. “Yup.” Cooper finished loading his plate, then hunted in the fridge for something. He closed it, empty handed and left the room. When he returned he said, “She cleaned out my liquor supply.” “Well, she was bound to do something. That’s not too bad.” Blair removed his suit jacket and tie, rolling up his cuffs, then picked up a spring roll and broke it in half, blowing the steam off it. “No. I expected a lot worse. I haven’t done inventory, but it looks like she just took what was hers.” “Are you going to sell the townhouse?” “I may rent it. The market still sucks.” Blair nodded as he chewed. “So? Am I invited to live here for the week?” “Yes.” Blair choked on his food and blinked. “Really?” “A deal’s a deal.” “You fucking like me.” Blair laughed as he pointed to Cooper. “Admit it.” “I like the way you suck cock.” Blair nearly choked on his food and roared with laughter. He shook his head and spotted Cooper’s mischievous grin. “There is that.” Blair dabbed at his eyes. “You think you can suck mine?” Cooper gave him an apprehensive look and exaggerated a shiver. “I still have to get over my fear of touching it.” Blair was amused. He had to be. “You will suck it by the end of the week.” “Oh, Christ, I’m losing my appetite.” Cooper winked. “I remember how weird it was. I do.” Blair dumped brown rice onto his plate and topped it with the Kung Pao chicken. “Did you gag?” “No, but I barely stuck the thing into my mouth.” “Who was it?” Cooper asked. “Who was who?” “The first guy you sucked.” Blair gave Cooper a sly smile. “You want me to tell you about the men I’ve been with? In detail?” The blush to Cooper’s cheeks was instant. He diverted his gaze to his food and kept eating. “How much porn do you own, Coop?” Blair smiled wickedly. “A lot.” “Thought so. What did Lucinda think?” He shrugged, eating a piece of spring roll and talking with his cheeks full. “She pretended I didn’t have cartons of DVDs in storage.” “Uh huh.” Blair used chopsticks to pop a piece of chicken in his mouth. “You like those big stiff pricks fucking those women?” “Shut up.” Cooper smiled like a guilty little boy. “I watch both gay porn and straight.” “Yeah?” “Yeah.” Blair wanted him. Wanted him now. “I’ve got the hardest cock at the moment. Thinking of you naked…your cock in my mouth…Coop, you are my dream man.” “You say corny shit, you know that?” “You love it.” “I love it?” Cooper tilted his head at him. “You do realize you are going to turn my world on its head.” “Yup.” Blair ate another morsel of food. “People will think Lucinda left me because I was gay.” “Maybe.” “Everyone I know will assume I was a failure with women because I liked men.” “Possibly.” “My brothers and sisters will freak out.” “Most likely.” Blair laughed. “All for? Liking you sucking my dick?” “Imagine that.” Blair leaned across the counter. He wanted a kiss very badly. He stretched as far as he could. Cooper kissed him, giving him a scolding glance. “My whole life is going to go bonkers all because of you.” “True. So? Are you gay? Bi? What are you, Cooper?” “I’m out of my fucking mind.” “I wish you’d let me get anal with you. You have no idea what you’re missing.”
 
 “That good?” “You’ve seen me with a dildo in my ass. And you’re still asking me? Did you really get a degree in law?” “I sometimes wonder what the hell I am. I feel like I’ve been living in a cave.” “A cave with an eighteen-year-old pageant queen. Yeck.” “All right, don’t make this personal or I’ll go after the Geeky Ted Mack.” “Okay. Truce on past insanity.” They tapped chopsticks in agreement. “So, the lawyer from Manhattan wants to poke me in the butthole.” “Yup. One week to convince you we’re right for each other. Can I have carte blanche?” “Uh oh. You want that too? I can’t just get blow jobs from you and fuck you for seven days.” “You can. But you’ll be missing out on the whole experience. And seven days isn’t that much time for me to convert you to the dark ways of gay life.” Cooper started laughing. “I wish I could say I’m not already a convert.” “Oh?” Blair’s cock was thick in his slacks. “Well? Have I rejected you and gone back out to the straight dating scene?” “Huh. Then the urban myth is true? You can convert a straight guy?” Cooper stopped eating and stared at Blair for a moment. “Urban myth?” “Yes. Our fantasy. Convert all straight men into bi or gay men. Didn’t you hear that myth?” “You are so fucking hilarious.” “And? You’re hooked on gay blowjobs.” “True. But I’ll always be tempted by tits and pussy.” “Check. Me too. But,” Blair pointed his chopsticks at Cooper while he spoke, “I am a loyal man. And I won’t cheat on you with either.” “Thank you. Ditto.” “If we crave pussy, we’ll pop in one of your raunchy videos.” “Okay.” “Do you really know what you’ve signed on for, Coop?” Blair figured he had no clue. “Yeah. A life of ridicule, homophobia, being hated by some of my family, beaten up in bars…” “Huh. Maybe you do know.” Blair held up a chunk of chicken for Cooper to eat off his chopsticks. “And you’re still game to try?” “You have one week to convince me this is right for me.” Cooper ate the food off Blair’s chopsticks and chewed. “And I have carte blanche.” “Yes. All right? So? You’re going to stick your cock up my asshole?” Blair grabbed his own crotch and moaned. “The teasing has already started! Coop! Christ.” “It’s going to hurt. I have no idea why you think it’s so fucking wonderful.” Cooper dumped more food on his plate. “You can be the exclusive top. I’m okay with that.” “And that means?” “You can only fuck me. I won’t fuck you.” “And I never have to suck your cock either?” “Come on, Coop. Be fair.” Cooper made a face in disgust and it made Blair laugh. “Before this weekend, that kind of expression would have gotten a knuckle sandwich.” “I know. You were so fucking sensitive. Christ, I insulted you constantly and never meant to.” “Hey, you try being gay or bi. It ain’t easy.” “Looks like I am trying it.” Cooper ate another bite of his food, grinning wickedly. “You are in so much trouble.” Blair wagged his chopsticks at him. “You will never want a woman after being with me for a week.” “We’ll see.” “Bet?” Blair held out his pinky. “Bet.” Cooper took it.
 
 Chapter 18 They cleaned up the kitchen after their meal. Blair kept touching him. Cooper was growing used to it, liking the signs of affection that had been lacking in both his family life and his married life. Blair asked, “I take it you have no condoms or lube.” Cooper stopped to think. “I haven’t lived here in months. Let me check.” Cooper headed to the bedroom, opening the top drawer of his nightstand where he used to keep the condoms. “Gone. She used them all.” “Sorry, Coop.” Blair leaned back on the door frame of the bedroom. “I can head out to a drugstore. I should stop home and get a change of clothing for work.” “I have a better idea. Let’s stay at your place tonight. I don’t have my shit here either anymore.” Cooper shut the light as they left the room. “Okay. So, meet me at my place.” Blair picked up his jacket from the kitchen chair where he had left it. “No chickening out.” Cooper smiled. “No. I’ll be there. I’ll just stop at the townhouse for a few things.” “Okay, baby.” Blair caressed the back of Cooper’s head and kissed him. Cooper felt a flutter in his stomach at the casualness Blair had with their contact. He wasn’t quite used to a man handling him, but he was getting there. The kiss was sweet and gave Cooper an inkling of their night to come. “See you at my place in an hour.” Blair left, waving as he went. Cooper felt heat wash up his neck and chest. He was looking forward to trying out a new partner for a week. If nothing else, he would learn more about himself in the process, and how choices made all the difference in the world. In a little over an hour Cooper pulled into the driveway of Blair’s gorgeous home in Glendale. It was only eight o’clock and with both of them having the same work schedule and office location, commuting together would be another nice perk. He left his car, carried a small overnight bag and his suit over his shoulder, and spotted Blair at the open door of his home, waiting to greet him. “Hello, gorgeous.” Blair stepped back, opening the door. He pecked Cooper on the lips as he entered. Blair took the suit and overnight bag from Cooper. “Go get a drink. I made a pitcher of martinis.” Cooper gave Blair’s body a good once over as Blair walked to the bedroom wearing only a bathing suit. Cooper noticed candles burning and the lights low, creating a romantic atmosphere. He poured a martini for himself and stuck an olive in it. Sipping it, he noticed the sliding doors were open to the pool. It drew him closer. Steam rose off the heated water in the cool night air. White fairy lights were spiraled around the small trunks of trees that were in pots around the deck. As he raised his drink to his lips, arms wrapped around him from behind, rocking him. He felt Blair’s cock rub against his ass. “Mm.” Blair sighed, hugging him. “Take off your clothing. Let’s skinny dip.” “Will you take advantage of me?” “Count on it.” Cooper drank the martini, chewing on the olive. He handed the glass to Blair who entered the kitchen with it. Cooper tugged off his shoes and socks, raising his shirt over his head, next dropping his trousers. In just his briefs, he turned around to find Blair holding two full glasses. Cooper took one, and they tapped them together. “To a week of bliss.” Blair drank his down. “A week of bliss.” Cooper joined him. They finished the martinis and Blair stripped off his bathing suit, diving into the water. Cooper set his glass aside and yanked down his briefs, his semi-erect cock protruding from his body. He dropped them on the pile of clothing and jumped into the water, making his way to Blair. Once they were face to face, Cooper embraced him, going for his mouth. Blair wrapped his legs around Cooper’s hips, locking his ankles behind him. As they explored each other’s mouths, Cooper walked them around the water slowly, loving the heat of the pool and the wickedness of having a man in his life. Cooper had been nothing if not conventional as a youth. He did nothing extreme, never gave his parents cause for worry. His marrying a young woman raised eyebrows but no one commented on his choices, as if they didn’t care. Apathy had pervaded Cooper’s life for a very long time. One of six kids, not the oldest nor the youngest, Cooper managed to vanish in plain sight. He never graduated with top honors, but he did manage to pass the bar on the first try. He was fortunate to be hired before the recession hit and did his work well enough to maintain his career. But all his life Cooper had felt mediocre. Nothing he did mattered to anyone. And that included himself. When Lucinda cheated, he had to admit he’d expected it. He thought marrying a young woman would gain him the upper hand, give him control of his life. He was wrong. Cooper leaned back on the side of the pool, resting against it as Blair ran his tongue over his teeth and swirled it around his mouth. The wet skin of his shoulders and neck was ice cold from the wind, but under the water was luxuriously warm. Blair parted from Cooper’s mouth and stared into his eyes. “You are so fucking fantastic, Mr. McDermott.” It made Cooper smile. He was glad someone thought so. Blair peeked between them. “Guess what’s right there?” Cooper glanced down. Blair’s cock was erect and the head was poking out of the water. Blair leaned back, swishing his arms enough to keep him afloat as his legs continued to hold onto Cooper’s waist. Cooper stared at Blair’s cock. He freed his right hand from holding Blair’s leg and touched the tip. Blair said nothing, but watched every move. Cooper ran his fingers down the length under water. Blair wasn’t stupid. Doing this in the pool was easier than in a bed. Probably the perfect way to break Cooper in, if he still needed to be broken. The sensation of touching Blair’s cock seemed surreal under the blue tinted, steamy water. But there was no doubt he was touching another guy’s cock, again. His own was stiff, poking upwards against Blair’s bottom. It had been hard since they connected in the pool. Blair continued to keep afloat, his cock surfacing and dipping with his arms movements.
 
 Cooper held Blair from under the water, raising his hips up. Blair unhooked his ankles and his crotch was raised to the surface, his dick standing like a pole. Cooper brought Blair’s crotch closer to his face, keeping him on the surface of the water. He stared at the mushroom shaped head and ridge right under it. An eerie supernatural glow from the illumination reflected off Blair’s skin. Cooper drew closer to his cock as Blair spread his legs. Cooper used his power to lift Blair’s lower half out of the water, forcing Blair’s legs to rest on the outside of the pool. Now Cooper was between Blair’s thighs, at eye level with Blair’s balls and stiff cock. He grabbed Blair’s hips and drew him closer still, until his lips touched Blair’s testicles. He heard Blair gasp and felt the water churn as Blair kept his torso above water. Cooper closed his eyes and rubbed his face against Blair’s nuts, feeling them harden up from the cool air above and the stimulation. The touch of Blair’s sack on his mouth had Cooper charged with excitement. He rose up to stand full height, taking Blair’s lower half with him. He heard Blair splashing to keep from sinking under the water. “Coop! You’re going to drown me!” Cooper released Blair’s legs, swam towards him and picked him up by the waist. He sat Blair on the ledge of the pool and stood between his knees. Again Cooper moved closer to Blair’s genitals, staring at them. Blair braced himself on the edge, spreading wide, his panting breaths loud in the quiet night. Cooper smoothed his hands down the inside of Blair’s thighs to meet around his balls and cock. He stared at that set of nuts as he touched them. Very slowly he lowered the tip of Blair’s cock downwards, pointing it at his mouth. “Babe…” Cooper blinked and looked up at Blair. “I’m fucking freezing. Can we try this inside?” Nodding, Cooper backed up, wondering how hard it would be to do it once they were in a bed. It felt easier here. As if sensing it, Blair said, “At least take it in your mouth for me.” Cooper swooshed his arms in the pool, his head just above the warm water in the cold air. He approached Blair again and Blair aimed his dick low, towards Cooper’s mouth. Cooper held Blair’s legs and pressed his closed lips against the spongy head. He backed up to look at the slit and could see Blair beginning to shiver from being wet. He took a lick. “Coop…oh, my God.” Blair jumped back into the water and embraced him, warming up under the water. “You can go slowly. We’ll drink more.” “Okay.” Cooper didn’t think it was so bad so far. But he wasn’t interested in getting a mouthful of cum either. Blair hung onto him around his neck, holding him tight. Cooper danced with Blair under the water, feeling a bond with him like he had with no other. Blair made Cooper feel loved and special. Cooper didn’t know he was missing that love until he found it.
 
 Chapter 19 Blair coaxed Cooper out of the water, carrying Cooper’s clothing inside for him as Cooper took the two empty martini glasses. They closed the chilly air out with the sliding door, and Blair sprinted to the bedroom intending on a hot shower. He set all of Cooper’s clothing down on a chair in his bedroom and turned on the water in the shower stall. When he heard Cooper enter the room, he could see Cooper had two more martinis in his hands. Blair took his, sucked it down, set the empty glass on the sink and then raced into the shower to warm up. “Augh, Coop. This feels great.” He had a head buzz from the booze and was hoping so did Cooper. He knew it would make him less tense when it came time for sex. Cooper downed his drink as quickly and joined Blair under the water. They began kissing and Blair felt more passion from Cooper and less apprehension. He remembered to be vocal for Cooper. He had to keep that in mind, because Blair was certain that was one of the keys to making this week a success, and gaining Cooper’s affections. “Yes. Coop! Oh, yes. I can’t wait to make you come. I want to fuck you.” Cooper whimpered and his hard cock knocked into Blair’s. “We’re done here.” Blair shut off the water and grabbed two towels. “Need more booze?” “One more?” Blair wrapped the towel around his hips and dashed out. He brought the pitcher of martinis back with him and refilled their glasses with the last of it. He set the pitcher down on the dresser and tapped Cooper’s glass. “Down the hatch.” Blair was passing buzzed and working his way to toasted. He dried off with the towel quickly, tossed it over the shower door and made sure they had what they needed for sex. He set out his personal dildo and a large tube of lubrication, along with a box of rubbers. Yes, they had sex unprotected once in Vegas, but Blair wanted to give Cooper the option. After he was through preparing, Blair looked for Cooper. He found him standing in the threshold between the bathroom and bedroom, looking shy and edible. Blair melted inside at the sight of him still so nervous, so intimidated. But baby steps were working. Cooper licked his cock in the pool. Blair had doubted that day would ever come but it had. “Baby.” Blair craned his finger at him. “Come claim what’s yours.” “Wow.” Cooper rubbed his arms. “That gave me fucking goose bumps.” “Purr.” Blair backed up to the bed, laying on it with his legs spread. “Shut the light in the bathroom.” Cooper did, then walked closer to the bed. Blair picked the bottle of lubrication up from the nightstand and poured a dab into his hand. He relaxed on the pile of pillows at the head and raised his balls to coat his ass. Cooper knelt down on the bed to watch, his cock thickening between his legs. “Now you can have either my mouth or my body, or both.” Blair wiped his hand on his leg and opened his arms wide in invitation. Cooper dabbed at the corner of his eye. “Baby,” Blair whispered, “I will never cheat on you. Never.” “Christ, Blair.” Cooper kept wiping at his eyes. Blair sat up and embraced Cooper, holding him close. He kissed his neck and shoulder, trying to coax him to lay on top of him. Cooper shifted his position on the bed, kneeling between Blair’s legs. Blair lay back again, holding his knees and opening his body for taking. They met gazes. Blair tilted his head to the condoms on the nightstand. “I hate those things.” Cooper tugged on his own cock. “Don’t use them.” “You said you were negative.” “I did. I assume you are as well.” “Yes.” Blair shrugged. “Bareback is fine. I trust you completely. You trust me?” “Completely.” “Then fuck your man, Coop.” Cooper visibly shivered. He crawled even closer. With one hand Cooper held Blair’s wrists crossed and over his head, and with the other he aimed his cock. Blair began to huff for air as Cooper asserted his powerful dominance over him. He’d always been a sucker for strong macho men. Ted Mack was a geek, and compared to Cooper’s six-foot-plus height and tattooed Greek god body, seemed like a ninety-pound weakling. Pressure from Cooper’s cock began to form on Blair’s ass. He moaned and said, “That’s it, Coop. Fuck me. Fuck me hard! I’m your slut!” “God!” Cooper cried as he thrust in through the slick gel. Blair felt Cooper’s hold on his wrists clench. Through his teeth, Cooper said, “Fight me.” Blair blinked. “Huh?” “Nothing.” Cooper hid his face as if humiliated. Blair got it in a flash. “No! You can’t have it!” He began to thrash on the bed. Cooper choked in amazement and grabbed Blair’s shoulders, holding him down. “Stop!” Blair expressed the opposite by opening his mouth for a heated gasp. “Oh! No! I won’t let you do this to me!” “Ohmygod…” Cooper whimpered and Blair felt his cock throbbing in quick pulsating spasms in his ass. Blair stopped moving. “Really? You came?” Cooper coughed on his gasp and went limp on top of Blair. Blair thought about how fast the little ‘rape’ scene made Cooper come. “You are a complex man, Coop. I swear I can’t second guess anything about you.” “No one’s done that for me. I was terrified to ask.” Cooper’s cock was still rock hard. “I told you, I’m up for anything you can dish out. Babe, you want a play rape? You got it.” Cooper leaned up on his arms. “I would never hurt you.” “I know!” Blair smiled. “It’s just kinky fun.”
 
 Since he was still stiff as a rod, Cooper pushed in and out a couple times. “I sometime fantasize this kind of shit and I know if I tell anyone, they’d think I was demented.” “I get play-acting, Coop. It’s all fun and games.” Cooper leaned on one arm and wiped the sweat from his face, his cock slowly retracting out of Blair’s body. “You don’t think I’m sick?” “Do you really want to rape someone?” “Fuck no!” Blair shrugged. “So? What harm is there?” Cooper hid his face in the pillow next to Blair’s head. “I’m so ashamed of myself for wanting that.” Blair hugged him, rocking him. “Your secret is safe with me.” Cooper gripped Blair’s jaw and made him face him, staring at him at very close range. “I think I’m beginning to get that crush on you.” “Yeah?” Blair flipped them over on the bed so he was on top. He spread his legs over Cooper’s thighs and propped himself up on both his hands so he could see his face, and his tattooed chest. He gave the tat a long wet lick and sucked on Cooper’s nipple. “Can you jerk me off?” Blair rubbed his cock against Cooper’s groomed pubic hair. “Yes. I can do that much.” Cooper reached for the bottle of lube. Blair watched him as he took a dab and rubbed his hands together. Cooper reached downwards and grabbed Blair’s dick like he was shifting gears in a Chevy. “Shit! You are a rough boy,” Blair said. “Sorry. I like to jack myself pretty hard.” Cooper reached for another pillow and propped up his head so he could watch. “Are you going to get your cum all over me again?” “I got your cum running down my inner thigh at the moment. Shall we compare notes?” “No. Okay. Here we go.” Blair was able to stare at Cooper’s entire body as Cooper held onto his cock. Cooper didn’t grope his balls or reach between his legs to his rim, but at least he was getting a hand job. Hallelujah. “Okay?” Cooper asked, fisting Blair. “Yes.” Blair’s toes curled as he watched. “I don’t know what I’m doing. Say harder or softer, if you want me to do something different.” “Okay.” Blair just wanted Cooper to touch his cock. He was going to prolong this as long as possible. “Okay harder or softer?” “Just like that.” Blair licked his lips and glanced up at Cooper. Cooper’s attention was on his task, but he met Blair’s eyes quickly. Blair smiled wickedly. Cooper opened his mouth to ask why and then started laughing. “Don’t! I won’t be able to do this.” “You’re jacking a guy…” Blair sang teasingly, “You’re jacking a guy!” “God! Come on!” Cooper cracked up and stopped fisting Blair. Blair rolled to lay on his back. He took Cooper’s hand and returned it to his cock then with his own hands, he played with his balls and Cooper’s. Cooper repositioned so he was on his side for better access. He rested his soft cock and balls on Blair’s hip, and took a deep breath. “Okay. Where was I?” “Giving a hand job to a man.” “Shut up!” Cooper kept cracking up. “I’ll never get you to shoot your load if you keep making me laugh.” “My oh my. Cooper McDermott laughing at being teased for being gay. I never thought I’d see the day.” Blair fondled Cooper’s cock, tugging on its soft length, feeling the slick gel still on it. “I dipped that in your ass.” “You did.” Blair didn’t care, he still tugged on it. “If I know you, you’ll still suck it.” “I won’t go that far.” “I finally found something you won’t do?” Cooper squeezed Blair’s cock. “There are one or two things.” Blair turned serious. “I won’t share you.” “Oh?” Cooper cupped Blair’s balls, feeling their weight. Blair didn’t say anything because he didn’t want him to stop. “Yes. No way. If we do this, we do this one on one.” “Yes. I agree. I’m not seeing anyone else either. Not for now.” Blair flinched but let it go. Not for now was better than Cooper hunting for another partner. “So, you can’t come?” Cooper gave Blair’s soft cock a pull. “Get my dildo.” Cooper spun around and reached to the nightstand. He held up a large cock-shaped one. “No, not that one. The prostate stimulator.” “You’re kidding right?” Cooper tossed the other vibrator into the drawer and inched away. “Cooper, Cooper, Cooper, what am I going to do about you?” Blair climbed off the bed and searched his drawer. He held up a small U-shaped device. “Every time I think I’m insane, I just have to see you in action. What the hell is that thing?” “You know what? Go wash your dick, I want to suck it more.” Cooper hopped off the bed and went into the bathroom. Blair investigated the smaller prostate massager and checked the time. They weren’t in Vegas and they had to get up for work the next morning. Before he forgot, Blair set the alarm. He wedged the pillows behind his back in bed and waited for Cooper. ~ Cooper washed up his cock and dried it quickly. He returned to the bedroom to see Blair holding something small and purple. “Okay. What’s this now?” “It massages both your prostate and your perineum.” “My what?” “The base of your dick.”
 
 “There’s really a lot of stuff for gay guys to get off on.” “Not just gay men. All men. Just some men are so paranoid of being labeled gay, they’re missing out on all the fun.” Blair put gel on the tiny device. Cooper watched intently as Blair fitted it up his bottom, making sure it was snug against the base of his cock. Cooper’s own ass shivered as he witnessed it. What would that feel like? “Okay. Time to rev up my engine.” Blair turned the tiny device on. “Oh yeah.” Blair closed his eyes and went limp on the bed. “Do something to me. Anything.” Cooper tried to look away from the humming purple gizmo, but before he even touched Blair, Blair’s cock was growing thick and dark in color. “Oh, fuck…” Blair straddled on the bed and appeared to be going into a pleasure high. He touched his own cock and flapped it up and down. “You going to do it or should I?” Cooper sat up and held the base of Blair’s cock. “Is that thing really making you hot?” “Coop, you have no idea.” Blair parted his lips and moaned. Cooper squeezed the base of Blair’s dick, feeling it already pulsating and getting as hard as glass. Blair began writhing on the bed and clenching his fists. He bit his lip and nearly howled in pleasure. Cooper was stunned. He jerked Blair’s cock a few times and it began oozing cum in a steady stream down the side. “Are you coming?” “Ohh, God…yes. Ohhh, God…” Cooper had barely begun to play with Blair and was in awe the little vibrator was doing such a good job. He gave Blair’s cock another tug, but it seemed useless now that it was coated in sperm and he had already climaxed. After a few more moments, Blair reached between his legs to shut it off. He panted and recuperated. “Can I try that?” Blair’s eyes sprang open. “Of course!” He removed it, jumped off the bed and headed to the bathroom. Cooper was dying of curiosity. He lay on the spot Blair had occupied and spread his legs, tugging at his soft cock a few times. “Wash it good!” “Ha. Ha.” Cooper smiled. What the hell is this going to feel like? When Blair returned, the wicked smile on his face made Cooper laugh. “Come on, don’t make a show of it. Just put it in.” “Don’t say that or I’ll play rape your butt.” Blair wiped lubrication on the toy. Cooper’s cock reacted to the comment, wagging between his legs. Blair raised his eyebrow expressively. “Really?” “Just do it to me.” “Hmm. I think by the end of the week, you’re going to be begging for my big prick up your ass.” I may be! “Go slow.” Cooper raised his hips to assist. As Blair worked the tiny vibrator in his bottom, Cooper could already feel something nice getting touched. “Who taught you how to do all this?” “My first gay man. Just like what I’m doing with you.” Blair finished pushing it in. “You okay?” “Yes. It’s not very big. Not like a dick.” “I’m turning it on. Get ready to rock and roll.” Cooper gripped the bedding. Blair turned on the vibration. Not only did it hum, it squirmed. “Augh! Holy shit!” “You okay?” Cooper stopped Blair from doing anything, like removing it. The tingling sensation up his ass became intense pleasure. His cock responded and grew stiff and blushed deep red. Blair immediately got to his knees and took Cooper’s cock into his mouth, rubbing Cooper’s balls as he did. Cooper was in shock. He stared at the ceiling with all his focus on the inside of his body. When Blair began sucking hard and drawing his cock deeply in and out, Cooper came—he couldn’t even ride the edge, it was so good. He opened his mouth to gasp, to scream, but only air came out as his muscles began to spasm and churn out his cum. “Mm!” Blair grew excited as he got a mouthful. He massaged the length of Cooper’s cock, but it was all extra as far as Cooper was concerned. The real pleasure was coming from his ass. He closed his eyes and enjoyed the sense of fullness inside his body which prolonged the climax. Never in his life had an orgasm felt like this. Blair milked his cock, licking the head as more beads of cum came out. “Nice?” “Ohhh…” When Blair went to remove it, Cooper stopped him. “A little more.” Blair laughed, curling up beside him and staring at him. Cooper felt giddy like a child and moaned. As his ass tightened with the pleasure, Blair kissed him. Cooper held him close, kissing back, feeling like he had been lost and finally someone found him.
 
 Chapter 20 The Saturday before Christmas the dance hall glittered with gold. A Christmas tree nearly twenty feet tall was decorated with silver and blue. Music played in a wonderful holiday medley that sounded like pure silk. Women wore evening gowns which shimmered and shined, men in black tuxedos with starched white collars spoke in muted tones. The aroma of food and baked sweets floated in between bodies, making Cooper hungry. He took a fluted champagne glass from a server, then he removed one more. He sipped from his and held the other for someone else. Someone very special. There was an individual in this crowded ballroom—one person that made Cooper’s insides shiver and tingle like he had never had before. He spotted that person making his way across the room to him, a grin on their face. The smile was full of love and adoration. Something Cooper hadn’t received in a very long time, if ever.
 
 My beloved. My one and only. He held up the champagne glass and it was taken from his hand. Cooper hooked his lover’s elbow and they drank together from their glasses. “I have the worst fucking crush on you.” Blair blushed and smiled. “And I am madly in love with you.” They kissed. A smattering of clapping surrounded them. There was nothing to be ashamed of after all. Cooper stood side by side with his man. He smiled at the men and women who worked with them in the law office, acknowledging their acceptance of them as a gay couple. Did his family know yet? No. But he would cross the small hurdles along with the big ones. One day at a time. Andy had an adorable date, shy to everyone’s eye. He approached Blair and Cooper, a big smile on his face. “Cooper McDermott and Blair Woodbury, out.” “Once you’ve had a prostate massage, you never go back.” Blair winked at Cooper. “Sorry I got him first, Andy. Did you lose the office pool?” Cooper asked, finishing his champagne and placing the empty on a passing tray. “Brenda was the favorite. Oh well, lost a buck. I can handle it.” “Brenda never had a chance.” Blair held Cooper around the waist and Cooper reciprocated. “I spotted this hunk and I had it bad.” “He had a crush on me.” Cooper laughed. “You two make a handsome couple,” Andy’s partner said. “We do.” Blair bumped Cooper with his hip. “Time to mingle. See ya when we sit.” Andy threw them a kiss. Blair held Cooper’s hand and began leading him somewhere. Cooper had no idea where, but he didn’t argue. Anything Blair wanted, he got. No arguments. Seeing the coatroom as their destination, Cooper started laughing. “Shh.” Blair glanced around and pushed him into the back behind all the wool coats and furs. He spun around in the dim room, muffled by all the material around them. “You can’t have me! I’ll cry rape!” Cooper cracked up laughing. “Don’t you even get me going in here.” He wagged his finger in warning. Blair tugged his pants open and flashed his ass at Cooper. “I’ll call 9-1-1!” Cooper hugged him from behind, cupping his hand over his ass and his cock simultaneously. “I love you, you fucking nut.” Blair wriggled his ass into Cooper’s hand. “I know. At least suck my cock. I promise to act like its gross.” “Get the fuck over here.” Cooper spun Blair around in his arms and pressed him into the coats so they nearly vanished between them. He kissed him, sucking on his tongue and digging his hand under Blair’s balls. Blair’s slacks fell to his ankles and Cooper kept pressing Blair until they hit a wall at the back of the coatroom. With both hands Cooper massaged Blair’s balls and cock, going wild sucking his tongue. “Suck it! Suck it you cocksucker!” Blair sneered. Cooper moaned in agony and dropped to his knees. He gripped Blair’s cock and sucked it deep into his mouth. “Swallow you bastard!” Blair gripped his hair, orally fucking him. Cooper whimpered and grabbed Blair by the hips sucking him deeply. Blair grew quiet and then his cock erupted in Cooper’s mouth. Cooper moaned and pulled hard suction, holding Blair’s cum on his tongue. Blair pulled out of Cooper’s mouth, spun around and presented his ass for the taking. Cooper used the mixture of cum and spit in his mouth and greased Blair’s ass up. He bent Blair nearly in two and fucked him, watching his cock push in and out of Blair’s ass. “No! Stop! No! Get the hell away from me!” Cooper shivered and came, holding Blair’s hips as he did. “Thanks, baby.” “Knew you’d come fast if I played it up.” Cooper pulled out and used a pocket of tissues to wipe his cock. They made themselves presentable and slipped out of the cloak room, laughing as they hit the men’s room to wash up. ~ Blair couldn’t remember having this much fun. Cooper wasn’t stuffy. He was wonderful. And gay! he sang in his head. No, you can’t turn a man, but you sure can love him. Blair met Cooper’s eyes in the mirror over the sink. They exchanged devilish smirks and returned to the gala dinner thrown for the attorneys and staff at their office. Holding hands, Blair couldn’t be more proud. Not only did he win the bet, the week of love, and the grand prize—Cooper—but he finally knew he had a place in the world. In Cooper’s arms. Cooper goosed Blair’s ass hard as they re-entered the ballroom, making Blair jump and everyone turn to look. “You dog!” Blair teased. “Woof!” Cooper laughed. Blair shook his head and hooked arms with his man. The End
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 Down and Dirty UCLA art history professor Jean DuLac enjoyed his life. He was happy with his career and traveling the world searching for masterpieces to photograph first hand for his students. When Jean decides to use one of his own art designs for a tattoo, he meets tattoo shop owner, Harry Callahan. Jean finds out the shop is called, Down and Dirty Harry’s Tattoos for a reason. Harry Callahan loves his work. His reputation for being the best tattoo artist in LA is well earned. Harry and his older brother ‘Clyde’ have a lot in common. Clyde is an erotic dancer by night, firefighter by day, but he and Clyde share the same taste in men…as well as the men themselves. The night Jean decides to get his skin inked, he meets Harry and can’t help but be smitten with a man as big, brawny, and handsome as ‘Dirty’ Harry. Jean has no idea the dark delights he is in for Friday night after class. What Jean discovers is how intense being the object of two men’s desires can be and how pleasure with the Callahan brothers, means getting Down and Dirty.
 
 Born to Please Twenty-nine year old charismatic, Cary ‘Colt’ St. John, felt almost too confident in himself even before he graduated law school and began working for an LA law firm. Acting out his sexual fantasies as a powerful dom in nightclubs was near perfection. Until he grew bored with that as well. He yearned ‘fresh meat’, someone he could train. The repetitive ‘acting subs’ in the same scenarios he played each night no longer excited him. Straight, masculine, twenty-four year old Ashton Lake, had been through much in his troubled teens. But he was trying to hold down a steady job, stay off drugs and stick to his support meetings. When Colt lingers one night at his office, he discovers the shy janitor, already submissive to his assertive gaze. Colt knew he had found the perfect slave. He only had to groom him. What neither Colt nor Ashton could have predicted was the connection that bonded them. Soon Colt had to wonder, who was serving whom? The scorching heat that was created between them convinced both men, they were born to please- each other.
 
 Capital Games Let the games begin… Former Los Angeles Police officer Steve Miller has gone from walking a beat in the City of Angels to joining the rat race as an advertising executive. He knows how cut-throat the industry can be, so when his boss tells him that he’s in direct competition with a newcomer from across the pond for a coveted account he’s not surprised…then he meets Mark Richfield. Born with a silver spoon in his mouth and fashion-model good looks, Mark is used to getting what he wants. About to be married, Mark has just nailed the job of his dreams. If the determined Brit could just steal the firm’s biggest account right out from under Steve Miller, his life would be perfect. When their boss sends them together to the Arizona desert for a team-building retreat the tension between the two dynamic men escalates until in the heat of the moment their uncontrollable passion leads them to a sexual experience that neither can forget. Will Mark deny his feelings and follow through with marriage to a women he no longer wants, or will he realize in time that in the game of love, sometimes you have to let go and lose yourself in order to really win.
 
 Secrets and Misdemeanors When having to hide your love is a crime… After losing his wife to his best friend and former law partner, David Thornton couldn’t imagine finding love again. With his divorce behind him, he wanted only to focus on his job and two children. But then something happened, making David realize that despite believing he had everything he needed, there was someone he desperately wanted—Lyle Wilson. Young and determined, Lyle arrived in Los Angeles without a penny in his pocket. Before long, however, the sexy construction worker nailed a job remodeling the old office building that held the prestigious Thornton Law Firm. Little did Lyle realize when he gazed upon the handsome and successful David Thornton for the first time that a door would be opened that neither man could close. Will the two men succumb to the tangled web of societal pressures placed before them, hiding who they are and whom they love? Or will they reveal the truth and set themselves free?
 
 Naked Dragon
 
 Police Officer Dave Harris has just been assigned to one of the worst serial murder cases in Seattle history: The Dragon is hunting young Asian men. In order to solve the crime it’s going to take a bit more than good old-fashioned police work. It’s going to take handsome FBI Agent Robbie Taylor. Robbie is an experienced Federal Agent with psychic abilities that allow him to enter the minds of others. You can’t hide your secrets and desires from someone that knows your every thought. Some think what Robbie has is a gift, others a skill, but when the mind you have to enter is that of a madman it can also be a curse. As the corpses pile up and the tension mounts, so does the sexual attraction between the two men. Then a moment of passion leads to a secret affair. Will their love be the distraction that costs them the case and possibly even their lives? Or will the bond forged between them be the key to their survival?
 
 The Kiss Twenty-five year old actor Scott Epstein is no stranger to the modeling industry. He’s done it himself between acting jobs. So when his sister, Claire, casts him in a chewing-gum commercial with the famous British model, Ian Sullivan, he doesn’t ask any questions. He’s a professional. He’ll show up, hit his mark, say his lines, and collect his paycheck. Right? Ian Sullivan is used to making heads turn. Stunningly handsome, he’s accustomed to provocative photo shoots where sex sells everything from perfume to laundry soap. Ian was thrilled when Claire Epstein cast him in the new Minty gum commercial. He has to kiss his co-star on screen? No problem. Until he finds out Scott is the one he has to kiss! Never before has a commercial featured two men, kissing on screen. Claire knows that the advertisement will be ground-breaking, and Scott knows that his sister needs his performance to be perfect. As the filming progresses and the media circus begins around the controversial advertisement, the chemistry between Ian and Scott heats up and the two men quite simply burn up the screen. Is it all an act? Or, have Ian and Scott entered into a clandestine affair that will lead them to love?
 
 For Love and Money Handsome Dr. Jason Philips, the heir to a vast fortune, had followed his heart and pursued his dream of becoming a physician. Ewan P. Gallagher had a different dream. Acting in local theater, the talented twenty-year-old was determined to be a famous success. As fate would have it, Jason happened to be working in casualty one night when Ewan was admitted as a patient. Jason was more than flattered and surprisingly aroused by the younger man’s obvious attraction to him. The two men entered into a steamy affair finding love, until their ambitions pulled them apart. Now, one year later and stuck in a sham of a marriage that he entered into only to preserve his inheritance, Jason is filled with regret. Caught between obligation and freedom, duty and desire, Jason finds that he can no longer deny his passion. He plans to win Ewan, Hollywood’s newest rising star, back!
 
 The Vampire and the Man-eater Love at first bite! Stock broker Brock Hart’s idea of fun was playing at the local gay nightclub every weekend with someone new. He imagined the Rules of Relationships didn’t apply to him, and his best friend thought his nonchalant attitude towards sex was crazy. Until one night his playboy image was put to the test. Spying Brock in a crowded club, Vampire Daniel Wolf sets his sights on the handsome ‘man-eater’ businessman. Sparks literally fly, between the two, and with one bite from the sexy vamp Brock is hooked. Never did Brock ever imagine falling for anyone, especially not a man from Sixteenth Century England! The only problem is, he’s a vampire. Can love conquer all? It will be a challenge, but one Brock is up for, in so many ways.
 
 Murphy’s Hero Sometimes…being a hero isn’t about putting on a cape. Alexander Parker has always been painfully shy and his job at the British Museum keeps him busy. Dedicated and serious, no one is more surprised than Alexander when the replica of a Greek warrior’s helmet he impulsively places on his head suddenly transforms him from mild-mannered clerk into something else entirely. Adrian Mackenzie, the editor of a famous erotic gay magazine, is about to get the scoop of the decade. The crime ridden city seems to have a savior, a mysterious man who is righting wrongs, protecting innocents, and as luck would have it… is extremely hot. When Adrian happens to stumble upon the Good Samaritan in action he falls hard and fast discovering love and Alexander’s true identity. Now, if he can only get Alexander to come out of the closet. But is the world ready for a gay superhero? Let bestselling author G.A. Hauser take you on an unforgettable fun-filled adventure and discover the story that inspired Ewan Gallagher’s famous movie roll in G.A.’s For Love and Money.
 
 Exposure Exposure…the truth will set you free In politics for twenty years, Senator Kipp Kensington knows that even a whisper of suspicion about his sexuality could jeopardize his aspirations for the Presidency. Kipp thought he could be content living a lie in a marriage of convenience. Then he met Robin Grant. Leather-clad, motorcycle riding Robin isn’t accustomed to hiding what he is or denying himself who he wants. The instant he meets Kipp, the sparks begin to fly and what started as a chance encounter soon turns into a full-blown affair of sizzling proportions. When the contract Kipp has had for nine years with his now alcoholic, bitter wife begins to crumble and he’s threatened with blackmail, the senator needs to make a decision. Should he hide who he really is in order to avoid losing his career, or reveal the truth and set himself free?
 
 Mile High Book One in the Men in Motion Series Divorced accountant Owen Braydon spends his weeks working in Los Angeles and his weekends in Denver with his daughter. Straight-laced and mild mannered, he normally looks at the weekly flight to and from Denver as an opportunity to get some extra work done. But then he found himself on the same plane as the luscious Taylor Madison. Texas-born Taylor is from Denver, but for several months he’s been flying back and forth to Los Angeles where he works as a project manager on a major construction job. Charismatic and confident, Taylor is a man who knows what he wants and isn’t afraid to go after it. The second he lays eyes on bi-curious Owen, he knows he wants him. What starts out as a smoldering no-strings-attached initiation into the Mile High Club quickly turns into a weekly ritual that both men look forward to over all else. Soon their desire for one another deepens and both men find themselves wanting and needing more. When a possible change in work assignments threatens to end what they have, both men are faced with a decision. Can the heights they soared together in the air be maintained on the ground? Only if Owen and Taylor are willing to cast aside their doubts, open up their hearts, set aside all inhibitions, and go the extra mile.
 
 Cruising Book Two in the Men in Motion Series Brodie Duncan expected to be taking a week-long Alaskan cruise with his girlfriend. But when she ended their relationship just moments before boarding, he ended up on the ship alone. Determined to make the best of a bad situation, Brodie considers a no-strings-attached fling. What he didn’t bargain for was a man as appealing as Julian Richards. Trapped in his own bad relationship with a selfish woman he was starting to resent, the charismatic Julian is shocked by his reaction to tall, dark, and handsome Brodie. Instantly attracted to each other, the men create enough heat on their trip to the Inside Passage to melt the Glaciers in the bay. In the end, on a vacation full of surprises, Julian and Brodie discover that not only do they have strong feelings for one another, by Cruising they just might have found their soul mates.
 
 Driving Hard Book Three in the Men in Motion Series
 
 They met on the highway. It was the beginning of ride they’d never forget… Texan Jude Rae Clark hit the road in his pride and joy, a jet black International big rig, searching for a new life after his divorce. Unfortunately the long, lonely hauls provided little comfort until just outside Houston on Interstate 10 a blue-eyed stranger asked for a lift. Yale Law School graduate, Logan Bleau, set out to explore America and escape his past by hitching his way across country to San Francisco. When he meets up with a handsome stranger in his eighteen-wheeler, a physical attraction blooms and the two men end up taking a detour. When what began as sexual exploration on the open road turns into something deeper, the pair find themselves reevaluating their lives and Jude is faced with a decision. Give up his career of cruising the highways or pass up on the love of a lifetime.
 
 Leather Boys Book Four in the Men in Motion Series
 
 Start your engines, mount up, and get ready for the ride of a life-time… Sexy gay fiction author Devlin Young donned his helmet, black leather jacket, and jeans. Then he mounted his Kawasaki and set off for what he anticipated would be a wild ride to Sturgis. There were thousands of motorcycles, thousands of men, but only one Sam Rhodes. When web-designer Sam Rhodes joined a local group called The Leather Boys, he wasn’t quite sure what to expect, but he knew what it was he wanted. Amidst the decadence and insanity of the monster event, all Sam could think about was what it would be like to share an erotic experience with the deliciously naughty Dev Young. Never one to apologize for who he is, or who he desires, Devlin doesn’t understand Sam’s reluctance to openly explore their relationship or his wish to keep their liaisons confined to the darkness of their tents while at the rally. Then he crosses swords with a tough-as-nails biker who both taunts and tempts him, unleashing a potentially dangerous craving and pushing Dev to make a choice.
 
 The Boy Next Door Brandon Townsend and Zachary Sherman were best friends and next-door neighbors. Growing up together in a cozy suburban town in New Jersey, they were inseparable and thought nothing could tear them apart. Then one night something happened between them, something that brought them even closer together… They didn’t anticipate that what began as youthful sexual experimentation would lead them into an affair of the heart that would rock them to the core. Nor did they expect the danger of being discovered and separated by their families. At the time, neither Brandon or Zach realized that life would give them another opportunity. Now, ten years later, a chance meeting brings them together again. Let best-selling gay fiction author G.A. Hauser take you on an unforgettable journey. A coming of age story about faith, about courage, and about trust…you’ll never forget The Boy Next Door.
 
 When Adam Met Jack Attorney Jack Larsen may not have everything he wants, but between his successful career and best friend Mark Richfield, he’s content. But when Mark comes out of the closet only to declare his love for ex-LAPD officer Steve Miller, Jack is devastated. Months later and still wounded, he’s not looking to be swept off his feet, but it’s hard to say no to handsome Hollywood hotshot Adam Lewis. Adam Lewis has made a name for himself representing some of today’s brightest stars. But when his business partner is accused of unethical behavior, he finds himself in need of legal advice. When Adam walks into the law office of Jack Larsen, it’s strictly business until he sets eyes on the powerful and sexy hero that’s about to rescue his reputation. When Adam Met Jack is an amazing new novel by Amazon best selling gay fiction author G.A. Hauser featuring characters from Love you Loveday, For Love and Money, and Capital Games. It’s got the glamour of the entertainment industry, the drama of the courtroom, and the amazing passion that you’ve come to expect from every G.A. Hauser book.
 
 Love you, Loveday Angel Loveday thought he had put his life as a gay soft-porn star of the 1980’s behind him. For seventeen years he’s hidden his sexuality and sordid past from his teenage son. But when someone threatens Angel’s secret and Detective Billy Sharpe is assigned to his case, he finds himself having to once again face them both. Since his youth Billy Sharpe has had erotic on-screen images of Angel Loveday emblazoned in his mind. Now Angel is there in the flesh, needing his protection and stirring up the passionate fantasies that Billy thought he’d long ago abandoned. As the harassment continues and the danger grows, Billy and Angel become closer. What began as an instant attraction turns into an undeniable hunger that unlocks Angel’s heart. It’s a race against time as Billy tries to save the man of his dreams from a life without love and the maniacal stalker hell-bent on destroying him.
 
 To Have and to Hostage When he was taken hostage by a strange man Michael never expected he’d lose his heart… Michael Vernon is a rich, spoiled brat with a string of meaningless lovers and an entourage of superficial friends. With no direction in life, he wastes his days spending his father’s money and drowning himself in liquor…until he crashes into a man even more desperate than himself, Jarrod Hunter. Jarrod Hunter grew up on the wrong side of the tracks. Out of work, about to be evicted, and unable to afford his next meal, Jarrod thought he’d reached the end of his rope and was determined to take his life. Then fate intervened delivering him Michael Vernon. Why not take him home, tie him up, and hold him hostage to get the money he needs? Two men from two different worlds…one dangerous game. Trapped together in close quarters, Jarrod and Michael find themselves sharing their deepest thoughts and fighting an undeniable attraction for each other. As the hours tick by, the captor becomes captivated by his victim and the victim begins to bond with his abductor. This wakeup call might prove to be just what Michael needs to set himself free. To Have and to Hostage…sometimes you have to hit bottom before realizing that what you need is standing right in front of you.
 
 Giving Up the Ghost The visit from beyond the grave that changed their lives forever… Artist Ryan Monroe had everything he wanted and then in a blink of an eye, he lost what mattered most of all, his soul-mate, Victor. Tortured by an overwhelming sense of grief and unable to move on, his pain spills out, reflected in the blood red hues of his paintings. Paul Goldman thought he’d found the love of his life in Evan, his beloved pianist. Their mutual passion for music was outweighed only by their passion for one another. They were planning a life-time together, but then one fateful night Evan’s was taken. Drowning in sorrow, unable to find solace, the heartbroken violinist has resigned himself to a life alone. Now it’s two years later and something, someone, is bringing them together. Two men, two loves, two great losses… and one hot ghost. Giving up the Ghost by G.A. Hauser, you won’t be able to put down!
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