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For Lorena



 



The adage about being careful
what you wished for was absolutely
true.

From the time I was young, I’d had
a plan. Work hard to get top marks in
high school, get into the college of my
dreams, excel there, and then get into a
top law school. Graduated in the top ten
of my class, find a position at an
excellent law firm, succeed and be made
a partner. And it had happened exactly
like I’d wanted. After graduation, where
my grades placed me fourth, I’d been
courted by several well-known firms.
Taking the job at Tate, Mitchell, and
Logan was a no brainer. The small firm
had an outstanding reputation, and
working as an associate gave me ample



opportunity to learn from the best. And
now, I was poised to buy in as a partner.
The offer had been made and the
cashier’s check sat on my desk. All that
remained was the partner’s meeting this
afternoon, and I’d be there. Except I
hadn’t counted on one major wrench
being thrown into the plans.

Sometime in the past eight years,
I’d fallen in love with my boss.

Ezra Neiman was perfect. Tall,
broad shouldered, blond and beautiful.
He was tenacious in the courtroom and
gentle with his clients. Over the years,
I’d gotten the chance to work with him
on some of the toughest cases. I’d seen
him doggedly determined to do what



was right, and beyond frustrated when
things didn’t go our way. Late nights
when his tie was crooked and his hair
stood up on end from running his fingers
through it. Early mornings when his blue
eyes were barely open until he’d had
that first cup of coffee. There had been
countless meetings, conversations in the
kitchen, and company functions where he
actually relaxed. He was warm and kind,
but he didn’t back down from a fight if it
was warranted.

Everything about him turned me
on, and I wanted him desperately.

I’d kept my feelings to myself,
kept a tight rein on my emotions and
reactions. Not only was he a partner, and



therefore technically one of my bosses,
but I was almost certain he was straight.
He wasn’t married, but there’d been a
time when a woman had accompanied
him to dinners and galas. I couldn’t
remember her name now. I was sure I’d
blocked it out. I’d wanted him for
myself. But it was possible, a
relationship between us, and so I kept
everything inside. Now, though, things
were about to change.

Taking the partnership meant that
we would be equals, and there was no
longer a moral barrier to us dating.
Except for the fact he was straight, of
course.

As I sat there staring at my desk, at



that check that was going to change my
world the moment I handed it over and
signed the contract, I knew I couldn’t do
it. Not without talking to Ezra first.

I sat back in my chair and blew out
a breath. I wasn’t so delusional as to
think that Ezra returned my feelings. The
chances of that were so slim they might
as well be nonexistent. But once I was a
partner too, I was stuck. I couldn’t just
leave for another job if things got to be
too rough. I loved working here, the
people and the job itself, and so I’d
never moved on before. But this was the
thing that would cement me to Tate,
Mitchell, and Logan. The past eight
years had been hard enough, loving him
and not being able to have him. Not



having a way out and continuing my
infatuation would drive me insane.

Determined to tell him my
feelings, I stood and straightened my tie.
He had to know, and so did I. Once I got
this out, maybe I could move on. Buy
into the partnership without it hanging
over my head. Maybe I’d finally be able
to get over him once I knew,
unequivocally, there was no chance for
anything to happen between us. And hell,
if he reacted badly, if things went south,
then I could walk away before I signed. I
wanted to know that too. Ezra had never
exhibited any homophobic tendencies
that I’d seen, and the firm had a zero
tolerance policy when it came to
exclusion for race, creed, or orientation.



Telling him the truth was a chance I was
willing to take. Because once I did, I
could finally, once and for all, put it
behind me.

Ezra’s office was down the hall
from mine, and the door stood open as I
approached. I could hear him on the
phone, and I almost lost my nerve. But I
steeled my resolve, tapped lightly on the
open door, and stuck my head inside. His
smile was blinding and he waved me in.
I hovered as he finished up his call.

“Hey, Adam! Today’s the big day,
huh? You ready?”

I started, and it took me a second
to remember he was talking about the
partner meeting and not what I’d come



here to talk about. I tried for a smile.

“You got a sec?”
His smile dimmed a little as he

caught my serious tone. When he
nodded, I turned and shut the door
behind me. I didn’t need the whole
office overhearing our conversation.
With a deep breath filling my lungs, I
turned back, then crossed the space to sit
in the chair across from his desk. His
smile faltered further, and he clasped his
hands before leaning forward and resting
them on his desk.

“What’s going on?”

He was concerned, and I
appreciated the worry in his voice. I



knew he had to be in favor of me joining
as a partner, or else it would never have
been offered. We were friends, if nothing
else, but a part of me thrilled that he was
worried for me.

“Look,” I began, but then had to
blow out a breath. My stomach churned.
I sat forward, keeping my voice low.
“It’s important that you know…I mean, I
need you to know…. As much as I want
to buy in, I can’t do that without talking
to you first. Because of my feelings.”

Ezra’s brow creased. He cleared
his throat. “Your feelings?”

“For you.” I had to swallow, and
the queasiness in my stomach intensified.
“I care about you.” Not a lie, and easier



to say then what I really felt. “As more
than just a friend. And I needed you to
know that.”

The silence stretched between us
and I fought not to fidget. To say
something. I’d been so sure that this was
the right thing to do, but now I wondered
if keeping quiet would have been better.
Really, what difference did it make if he
knew how I felt? He was straight, for
crap’s sake. I should have left well
enough alone.

“I see.”

That was it. Nothing more. Just
those two little words, non-committal
and devoid of emotion. I chanced a
glance at his face, and saw that



impassivity I’d seen only in the
courtroom. The knot in my stomach
tightened. Shit.

“I’m not going to…It won’t affect
anything. It hasn’t in all these years, and
I won’t let it now either. But if I’m going
to be here, as a partner, I needed you to
know.” I reminded myself that honest
was the best policy.

Ezra just nodded.

“Is this going to be an issue? I
need to know. If it is, I’ll walk away.”

“You can’t!” The denial came fast,
and I jerked my gaze up to his, surprised.
His eyes were wide, but he took a deep
breath and reined in his emotions. “The



firm needs you. We want you here.
You’ll make an excellent addition as a
partner. There won’t be any issues.”

I nodded and forced myself to
stand despite the fact that my knees felt
like rubber. “I’m sorry if I’ve made you
uncomfortable. That wasn’t my intention.
But I appreciate your faith in me, and I’ll
make sure this doesn’t cause a problem.”

Ezra stared, and I saw the
emotions swirling in his gaze as he
studied me. After a long moment, he
nodded. “I know you won’t.”

That was it. The final nail in the
coffin of my last shred of dying hope. I
knew there was no chance, but still, the
romantic in me had hoped anyway. The



silence stretching between us grew
awkward and I tried for a smile.

“Thanks.”
Ezra’s gaze dropped to his clasped

hands. “I’ll see you at the meeting and
the dinner afterward.”

I left without another word. I’d
done what I’d set out to do. I’d told him.
I’d taken the chance. And now, it was
over. There was nothing to be done now.

 

****
 

Everything had gone according to
plan, and now I was sitting with the



other partners at a corner table at
Justin’s Bar and Grill. The wine was
flowing freely, and my smile was
permanently affixed to my face. I didn’t
feel much like celebrating, even though I
had what I’d always wanted.

Well almost.
But I could move on. It would take

time, but eventually I’d get over Ezra.
Be able to look at him without the
sadness in my heart at knowing he didn’t
want me too. Be happy with our
friendship and our working relationship.
Eventually I’d find someone else to
love.

“Adam?”



But not yet. Just hearing my name
on his lips made my heart clench. I
closed my eyes for a brief second, and
then turned to him. The party had started
to break up, and I’d already received
another round of congratulations from
the other partners. Now it was just Ezra
and me left alone at the table.

“Hey.” It was all I could manage.
Ezra leaned almost imperceptibly

closer. “Would you like to come back to
my house? I have a wonderful bottle of
Glenfiddich. We could have a drink,
toast your partnership.”

I gaped at him. I couldn’t believe
the words, and what they implied. Ezra’s
smile turned gentle, and he reached out a



hand to stroke the back of mine.

“I’ve been thinking about what you
said. And the more I think, the more I
feel. And the more I feel—” He stopped
suddenly to blow out a breath, then
raised his gaze to meet mine. “The more
I feel, the more I realize that all this
time, what I’ve thought of as friendship,
has really been a bit more. And I want
that.”

“But you’re straight!” I hissed,
completely shocked.

His chuckle was warm, and a little
self-deprecating. “I’m bi, actually. But
look. I don’t want to talk about it here.
Come home with me. Have a glass of
fifteen year old scotch. And then we can



see what’s what.”

He stood. Held out his hand. And
as I looked up into his eyes, I knew I
couldn’t turn this down. I slid my fingers
into his.

 

****
 

Waking up in Ezra’s bed was my
new favorite thing. His big body was
like a furnace, wrapped around me, skin
to skin, and keeping me warm. I smiled
and stretched, and he moved with me,
giving a decadent groan of his own. He
kissed the back of my head, and I
marveled that I was here.



The night before had been filled
with long conversations about what we
wanted out of life. I admitted why I
hadn’t told him of my feelings before.
He admitted he was bad about reading
signal, and excellent at denying the truth.
He hadn’t wanted to allow hope to take
hold, he’d said, so he’d long ago
convinced himself that all he felt for me
was friendly affection. I took a chance
and kissed him. He’d taken my hand and
dragged me to bed.

“We never did have that scotch,” I
murmured as I turned over so I could see
him. God, I loved his smile.

“We’ll save it for another day.
Something else to celebrate. I have a



feeling we’ll have lots of those things in
the future.”

I kissed him to seal the deal.
Yesterday, I was sure telling him the
truth was a chance worth taking. Now I
knew that I’d been right.


