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I ARRIVED EARLY for our law firm’s celebratory dinner at the Museum of Modern Art, so I had a few minutes to people watch. The crowd entering the building was happy and excited, contemplating a festive night on the town. Decked out for the holidays, the museum was enchanting. The night promised to be memorable.

I wondered if I’d have an opportunity to see some of the museum’s spectacular artwork during the evening. Not that I couldn’t come during normal hours, but when did I have time for that? During my six plus years in New York, I had yet to venture through the museum’s doors.

Regrettably, my approach was the same many people adopt when deadlines are nonexistent and time seems endless. During my parents’ last trip to New York, they made a point of visiting the museum and half a dozen other places in the city on their list of “can’t miss” experiences. It was fortunate they took advantage of their visit. They wouldn’t be coming back. I wondered if they somehow had a premonition of that when they visited.

The young man who greeted me at the door gave me a wide smile and cheerily directed me to the sixth floor. His smile was engaging, his body alluring, and his inviting manner…well, his interest was obvious. Once I would have pursued the whispered hint of a hot hookup. But I was beyond that stage.

Jana, the founder and managing partner of the law firm, had gone all out for the firm’s celebration, pulling strings to secure a spectacular event space at the museum on short notice and cajoling one of the top catering firms in the city into handling the affair. The event promised to be stunning.

I would have enjoyed it more if it wasn’t black tie, forcing me to stuff myself into a tuxedo. But at least the outfit still fit, thanks in part to the last-minute efforts of the Chinese seamstress down the street from my apartment. She’d deftly taken in the pants so they didn’t slide off my waist and then pressed the suit to remove wrinkles that had accumulated from years in the back of my closet. Miraculously, I managed a passable effort on my bow tie after only three attempts.

The event was an extravagant celebration of our law firm’s victory two weeks earlier in a complicated patent lawsuit. Our client was so delighted with the outcome—and the firm’s hard work on the case—that he’d doubled our legal fees, on top of a huge fee contingent on success. The payday meant the firm’s financial performance for the year was well above any previous year; hence the celebratory party at the museum.

As dinner concluded, Jana rose to congratulate the team working on the case. One by one she introduced the staff and lawyers who were instrumental, until only I remained. I anticipated she’d say something flattering about me. She liked my work.

“Last,” Jana said, as the happy crowd quieted in anticipation, “I would like to honor a lawyer who was involved in the case from the beginning. Through brains and hard work, he mastered the facts and the law in stunning fashion. He, more than anyone, was responsible for the outcome, having run the case during the trial. For those of us who admire the talents of great trial lawyers, his performance in court was nothing short of fascinating—even aside from being profoundly important to our victory. His commitment to excellence is unmatched, and his wisdom and maturity far exceed his thirty-one years. Ladies and gentlemen, Zane Anders needs no further introduction.”

The crowd applauded and cheered wildly, and I rose to my feet, smiling and shaking hands with those nearby. My years of hard work on the case had paid off, and the recognition was great, although I felt awkward being in the spotlight.

“Please take your seats; I have one final announcement to make,” Jana said to the crowd.

“As you know, our firm considers associates for partner after eight years, seven in extraordinary circumstances. But the firm committee met this afternoon and unanimously decided to make an exception to the rules. We can do that, you know.” The crowd chuckled and Jana smiled. “We elected Zane as a partner of the firm today. Our action is effective immediately, which means Zane will participate in our year-end partner distributions from the case. We believe it’s only fair. Congratulations, Zane, and well deserved.”

I was in a bit of a fog as the firm’s lawyers congratulated me. I didn’t know exactly what the financial implications would be, but at a minimum, I was about to make more money, at an improbably young age, than I’d ever anticipated.

The moment was bittersweet. My parents hadn’t lived to see me reach this level of success. My mother had been endlessly proud of my academic accomplishments in college and my law school diploma, to say nothing of my position at the firm. She and my father were the first in their families to go to college, so she considered having a son with an Ivy League law diploma as the ultimate accomplishment. She would have been thrilled to know I was a partner in the law firm.

As the festivities concluded and the guests made their way into the night, Jana pulled me aside. “Now, don’t let all the flattery go to your head, hot stuff. You’ve merely set my expectations for your work unreasonably high, which means you’ll have to work twice as hard to avoid disappointing me. But I meant every word I said up there.

“Having said that, for the next few weeks, I don’t want to see you in the office. You’ve worked nonstop on this case for more than six years. I know that means you’ve not had a life outside the office for those years. Take some time and enjoy it. Decompress and catch up on your life. Trust me, you need to do that after what you’ve been through. Go to Vegas. Go sit on the beach at St. Barts. Go skiing at Aspen. My sources tell me the early snow there is fabulous; that’s where I’ll be. But under no circumstances are you to set foot in the office. Consider this mandatory R and R. And you’re limited to checking email and voicemail messages once a day. I mean it. I don’t intend to have you burn out at the ripe old age of thirty-one. I want you around this firm for a long, long time.”

“Thanks, Jana,” I replied, still stunned by the night’s developments. “What can I say? Thanks for everything. Somehow merely saying thanks doesn’t seem adequate.”

“No, I’m the one who should be thanking you. Along with every one of your new law partners. Would you like to know a little secret? Right this very minute they are thinking ‘Damn, I never thought I’d feel this way, but I’m glad I’m not the best lawyer at my firm.’ You’ve outshone them all in a few short years. I have no doubt the best of your legal career is in front of you. You’ll have your pick of cases and clients after word gets out about this case. But that’s tomorrow’s problem, not today’s. I do mean it’s a problem. A high-class problem for sure.

“Now, when I say that you are persona non grata in the firm’s offices for the next two weeks, that’s the rule. Things slow down anyway at the end of the year, so there’s nothing going on that can’t wait until after New Year’s Day. Enjoy yourself and have some fun. Make up for lost time.”

I thanked Jana and slowly made my way out of the museum, pausing long enough to see a couple of the spectacular paintings. Maybe I’d return for a longer visit during my forced vacation.

The young man who greeted me when I arrived was still at the front door, looking…well, cute, available, and interested. Very cute, very available, and very interested. I could casually propose that we meet after he got off. It had been a while since I’d had a hot hookup.

But he looked like he was still in college or just out of it. He might be twenty-one or twenty-two years old, maybe twenty-three. Too young for my taste. Instead, I collected my overcoat and made my way into the night.

I was barely fifteen or twenty steps down the street when the kid caught up with me and grabbed my arm. He’d run after me without putting on a coat. His face was flushed and his blue eyes sparkled with excitement.

“So, um, I realize we don’t know each other,” he panted, “but I think you’re really handsome. I love guys with wavy brown hair like yours and sky-blue eyes. And, um, fuck. You’re amazingly hot. And you’re alone… Anyway, I get off in ten minutes, so I was wondering if maybe we could grab a drink someplace.”

His voice trailed off and frankly, with his cheeks flushed red from the cold, he looked adorable. Up close, I could tell he had a tight little body beneath his thin white shirt and red bow tie. He clearly worked out. Or maybe he was a dancer and kept in shape that way.

Yeah, we could get a drink, but what the dude really wanted was a hookup. He was hungry for me. If I was willing to dispense with the charade of a drink, I could be running my hands through the boy’s thick blond hair in less than an hour while he sucked me, staring up at me with his sparkling blue eyes. In short order, he’d be begging me to fuck his alluring bubble butt. He’d be good for as many rounds as I wanted. I could take him repeatedly, all night long, and drain my balls inside his hot ass and thick lips. I’d get a taste of him, too, as much fresh ball juice as I could want. Tomorrow morning he’d stay naked to show off his body. He’d be bubbly, hungry to schedule another hookup and eager to brag to his friends about his wild night.

It had been a long time since I got laid, and yeah, I’d certainly enjoy rolling around in bed with the young man. But I let the kid down gently, telling him I was headed out of town. He insisted that I take his number, telling me to text him anytime. I walked away, alone.

The episode was flattering, and at one time I would have eagerly accepted the kid’s overtures. But not now.

The weather wasn’t cold—at least by the standards of New York in December—so I walked back to my apartment. Holiday parties were in full swing and seemingly every restaurant I passed was stuffed with elegantly attired couples celebrating the season. At one well-known eatery, I watched with surprise and pleasure as two young men in tuxes embraced and kissed while the crowd applauded. They looked…well, in love. Happy to be with one another.

That’s what I’ve given up over the last six years, I thought. Really, the last nine years, counting law school, which hadn’t exactly been conducive to romantic relationships. I was woefully single with no romantic prospects. Indeed, I had zero social life to speak of, absent an occasional drink with my law colleagues. I’d been one of the few lawyers at the party—maybe the only one—who wasn’t accompanied by a spouse, a significant other or at least a date. Sure I’d just had a cute boy make a pass at me, but that was all about sex, not romance and a relationship.

My lack of a social life wasn’t caused by my looks. I wasn’t out of shape or overweight or bad-looking. Indeed, I never had problems finding men who considered my face attractive, even hot, and raved about my body before and after my clothes were off. The dude from the museum wasn’t an isolated example. Getting laid wasn’t a hurdle I struggled with. Indeed, I spent too much of my four years of college between the sheets, having sex with hot boys, handsome men, and hunky twentysomethings. It was surprising my college grades had been good enough to get into a top law school.
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