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AN INSTRUMENT OF JUSTICE


Jay Halliday


Michael Marcus had something of a reputation for getting people off. It was what he was known for citywide – the guy who took on the most hopeless cases and led them out of the courtroom triumphant, wrists unshackled, heads held high. Undoubtedly, he was kind of a devil’s advocate, but whatever it was he did, it seemed to work, all that rhetoric and charm twisting juries effortlessly around his long fingers.


Shit, his fingers. Other lawyers might have remembered Michael by his turns of phrase and cutting closing arguments, but for Jason the name had other associations. Michael was hot. No two ways about it, the dude was movie-star spectacular, fine-featured and broad-shouldered, with lips that looked like they were fashioned to be fucked. Dressed well, too, immaculate tailoring enhancing all the long clean lines of his body, the taper of shoulder to waist, the way his thighs bowed outwards a little to the knee. Jason wanted to know how they got that way, except that, like this, not knowing, he could pretend it was due to years of hard riding, first horses, then boys. Michael was really something, slick and smooth, and Jason would probably have fared better against him if he weren’t always so criminally distracted.


Five times they’d faced each other in court; once, Jason had won. This was not reflective of his general pattern. Today was the fifth time, and Michael walked it; threw Jason long looks before his every cross and stared at him, smirking, throughout the entirety of his closing. Michael was all too aware of the effect he could have, and Jason would’ve been more ashamed of letting it get to him if he’d thought he had a snowball’s chance in hell of developing an immunity to it. As it was, he was only flesh and blood, and the moment Michael’s eyes found his, Jason was effectively done for.


Defeat normally left Jason disconsolate, but losing to Michael wasn’t quite the same. By the time he’d fought his way through the crowd of journalists and into the bathroom, he was weak-kneed and unsettled, but not with irritation. Any rivalry between himself and Michael never had a chance of getting off the ground with the way things had gone between them, and while Jason tried his hardest in every case, the fact remained that what he was left with was nothing but lust when he lost – lust, too, the time he had won, pounding in his blood, hot between his legs. Nobody could be the long focus of that green-eyed stare and not wind up this way, forehead pressed to the cool bathroom mirror, breathing hard and tight and wanting. Christ.


He ran the tap, splashed cold water on his face. He was still half hard, but the further Michael got from the courthouse, the further that would fade, the rawness of it stored up in his mind to be referred to later, when he got some time to himself. He’d jerked off to thoughts of Michael more times than he could count – it would have been embarrassing, if he hadn’t sworn off embarrassment where Michael was concerned.


He was just leaning in to rearrange his hair when a voice demanded, “What the hell are you doing, Langley?” and he almost hit his head on the mirror in shock. Michael. His heart slammed into overdrive in his chest, pulse racing in his throat as he turned.


“I didn’t hear you come in,” he stammered. He felt stupid, but then, he often felt stupid around Michael.


Michael laughed and rolled his eyes. “No, because you were too busy admiring your fine self in the mirror.” He sauntered over, nonchalant, and elbowed Jason a little sideways, as if there weren’t a second perfectly good sink available not two feet away.


The place where his elbow made contact throbbed like a burn.


Jason swallowed. “Don’t you have somewhere to be?”


“Don’t you?” Michael shot back easily as he turned his hands under the water, working up the crappy institutional soap into a lather between long fingers.


“I had to pee,” Jason protested, lamely.


Michael snorted. “Yeah, and calm down.”


Jason blinked. His shoulders had tensed up of their own accord, the nape of his neck prickling, but Michael was still idly rubbing his hands, working the palms together in circles. “What?” Jason demanded.


“Aw, come on, Langley.” Michael’s voice was light as he turned off the water, reached for a paper towel. “We both know how it gets you, facing me across a courtroom.” He glanced up, green eyes flashing. “Worked up.” He formed the words very precisely. “Turned on.”


The rush in Jason’s stomach at that was half-want, halfterror, breath punching out of him without a by your leave. “You’re a fucking narcissist,” he said, in the least convincing voice he’d ever heard. No jury would have let it stand longer than a second, and Michael was evidently unimpressed, the corners of his mouth turning up in a smirk. He stepped closer, closing the distance, and then his hand was on Jason’s arm and Jason hadn’t moved – was pretty sure he actually couldn’t.

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
‘JAMES i





OEBPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

   
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/pub.jpg





