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In Chapter 1 of Every Breath You Take, we see the first 
meeting of Zachary Hall and Thomas Scarborough from 
Zachary’s point of view, as he enters a gay bar for the 

very first time. I thought it would be interesting to show the same meeting from 
Thomas’s perspective. 
 
 

 
Alternate Scene – Chapter 1 

 
Thomas Scarborough slid onto his usual bar stool at Mata Hari, the gay bar 

run by his best friend Randy and in which he also held an ownership stake. Randy 
finished serving some customers and then, with nothing more than a questioning 
look to Thomas, poured him a Johnny Walker Platinum, neat. 

“Hey, brother,” Randy said as he slid the glass in front of Thomas. “How 
are things on Capitol Hill?” 

“Ah, the usual,” Thomas murmured. He took a sip of his scotch. “All the 
Dems hate all the Republicans, and vice versa. Nothing much gets accomplished 
because everyone is focused on campaign trail points for the next election cycle.” 

“I remember,” Randy said with a small grin. “That’s why us Secret Service 
types always wore black shades when we stood at the back of a room. So no one 
could see the eye rolls.” 

Thomas chuckled at that. “I wish I could wear sunglasses into my 
committee meetings.” He shifted on his stool while they talked, and was therefore 



in a position to see a newcomer walk nervously up to the bar and wait for Randy 
to acknowledge him. 

The man looked young, maybe not even legal, with a baby face under 
slightly messy, blond hair that curled around his ears and almost down to his 
neck. He was tall, lean and broad-shouldered in a white Oxford shirt that was 
flattering to his complexion. There was an innocence to the newcomer that 
Thomas quite liked. From his tightly controlled stance and stiff shoulders, Thomas 
would guess he was completely out of his element in Mata Hari, but whether it 
was because the place was a bar or because it was a gay bar wasn’t obvious. 

The kid happened to turn his head and meet Thomas’s eye. A lovely red 
flush spread up his neck and suffused his cheeks before he dropped his warm, 
wide-set brown eyes to the counter.  

Yep. Gay. So it was more likely that he was uncomfortable being in a bar at 
all. Thomas’s dick was paying attention, though, even though the kid looked too 
young. Control yourself. 

“Randy, you have a customer,” Thomas said, and his friend moved down 
the counter to serve the kid. He watched Randy look at his ID and heard his deep 
chuckle before he made him a drink. Good sign. He’s at least twenty-one then. 

 Thomas’s friends Joe and Terry joined him at the bar then and the three 
joked for few moments. Joe was a short, white-haired man in his mid-sixties with 
sparkling blue eyes. Terry was many years younger, but he palpably adored his 
husband Joe and kept a hand around his waist as they all chatted.  

When Randy stepped over to serve Joe and Terry, Thomas couldn’t resist. 
“So how old is the kid?” he asked in a low voice. 

Randy rolled his eyes and delivered a wry smirk. “Like I don’t know your 
taste by now. He’s twenty-seven and has a Utah driver’s license.” 

Twenty-seven. Game on. Thomas hadn’t planned to pull anyone to play with 
when he came to Mata Hari that night, but there was something about that 
absurdly young and innocent-looking man that drew his attention and whetted his 
interest. That blush … what would he look like spread on Thomas’s bed? Would 
he flush as Thomas drove into him? 

He rotated on his bar stool to track the young man and found him over 
near the piano. Their eyes met briefly and Thomas felt a surge of desire 
responding to the raw hunger he spotted. The guy broke their glance quickly and 
looked at the floor, clearly embarrassed or overwhelmed. Oh yes. This is going to 
be fun. 



The stranger focused on the piano and Thomas saw his lips move as he 
joined in with the people gathered near the piano who sang along with Miss 
Ethel’s playing. He had a generous mouth, and his lips were a delicate shade of 
pink. Thomas watched those lips moved and imagined how they would feel to 
kiss. 

How to approach him? The guy looked so nervous he might bolt if Thomas 
walked up to him directly. Luckily, he had a secret weapon he wasn’t shy to 
deploy.  

If there was anything Joe hated, it was to see someone looking unhappy or 
ill at ease in a bar. He had an inveterate need to make sure everyone was as 
happy and content as possible, and a young man on his own was Joe’s kryptonite. 
Thomas inclined his head toward his friend. “Do you see that young man standing 
by himself near the piano?” Joe looked around quickly and spotted the man 
Thomas meant. “He looks lonely, don’t you think?”  

That was all it took.  Joe scurried away and across the room to take charge 
of the guy and drag him over to join their group at the bar.  

Terry laughed next to Thomas. “I see what you’re up to, Tommy. Using my 
Joe that way. You’re shameless.” 

Thomas grinned back at him. “What can I say? Joe would never forgive me 
if he realized later this guy was by himself and I didn’t point him out.” 

“A selfless prince, that’s what you are.” 

“What a delightful name,” Joe was saying to the kid as they reached the bar, 
“Now, allow me to introduce my husband, Terry. Terry, this is Zachary, and he 
has just moved to Washington.” Joe had a lilt in his voice that Thomas knew was 
from his excitement at bringing new people together. 

Terry shook hands with the kid Zachary. “Welcome. I see my Joe has 
collected you, but I assure you he’s harmless as a box of kittens.”  

Zachary chuckled. “I was happy to be collected. Thank you for coming 
over, Joe.” 

Joe smiled at him, and his eyes twinkled in the light. “I just hate to see 
anyone standing by themselves. Now, Thomas, this is Zachary,” he said, and as he 
turned to introduce them, Thomas smiled, stood up, and reached out a hand to 
shake. 

“Good to meet you, Zachary. I’m Thomas Scarborough. Do you need a 
fresh drink?” 



 
I hope this scene has you intrigued. You can find out more about this book or any 
other writing at my website. 

 

 


