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The rain didn’t fall so much as assault the city, a relentless, horizontal barrage that smeared the lights of the skyscrapers into watery ghosts outside the window. In the sanctuary of his office, the only sound was the soft hiss of the radiator and the rhythmic tap of Julian Thorne’s pen against a legal brief. The pool of light from his desk lamp left the rest of the room in deep shadow, a landscape of towering bookshelves and haphazard stacks of files.

“He’s going to say no, right?” Marcus Reynolds whispered, as if the man waiting in the reception area could hear him through the solid oak door. Mac fidgeted with the cuff of his shirt. “I mean, the news... it’s pretty bad.”

Jules didn’t look up. “The news is always bad. It’s our job to make it better. Or worse, depending on the client’s bank balance.” He finally set the pen down, his grey eyes flicking toward the door. “Send him in.”

Mac opened the door and a man stumbled through it as if pushed by the storm itself. Nathaniel Graves was drowning in a sodden overcoat, his face a pale, slick mask of rain and panic. His hands trembled, clutching a worn leather bag to his chest like a life preserver.

“Mr. Thorne,” he breathed, his voice ragged. “They... the police. They think I killed my wife.”

The words hung in the air, thick and heavy. Jules leaned back in his worn leather chair, the creak of it the only immediate response. He steepled his fingers, his gaze cool and appraising. Mac hovered by the door, looking like he wanted to be anywhere else.

“Sit down, Mr. Graves,” Jules said, his voice a low, calm counterpoint to the man’s distress. “You’re dripping on my Persian rug. It’s older than you are.”

Nathaniel collapsed into the client chair, his body folding in on itself. He set the bag on the floor with a soft thud. “It’s a lie. All of it. I loved her. I came home from a late shift at the clinic, and she was... she was just there. On the floor.” He squeezed his eyes shut. “There was so much blood.”

“The police tend to notice that sort of thing,” Jules remarked, his tone dry. “What did you tell them?”

“Everything! I told them I found her, I called 911, I tried to... I tried to help.” He opened his eyes, and the raw pleading in them was almost painful to see. “They didn’t believe me. They asked the same questions over and over. Where was I? Did we argue? Who would want to hurt her? They said I could call a lawyer.” He looked at Jules, a desperate hope dawning in his eyes. “Your name was the only one I remembered. Someone at the hospital... they said you’re the best.”

“They’re not wrong.” Jules picked up a heavy, obsidian letter opener, turning it over in his hands. “But I’m also the most expensive. And I have a particular requirement for clients.”

“Anything. I’ll pay anything.”

“It’s not about money.” Jules leaned forward, the desk lamp casting sharp shadows across his face, making his features look carved from stone. The sardonic smirk was gone, replaced by a chilling neutrality. “It’s about truth. My truth. You will tell me everything. Every ugly, inconvenient, shameful detail. You will not lie to me. You will not omit so much as what you had for breakfast. Is that clear?”

Nathaniel nodded, a frantic, jerky motion.

“Good.” Jules’s voice dropped, becoming almost intimate, yet laced with steel. “Because here is my offer. I will take your case. I will tear the prosecution’s evidence apart, piece by piece. I will find the holes in their theory and I will drive a truck through them. I will make the witnesses question their own memories and the detectives look like incompetent fools. I will get you out of this.”

He paused, letting the promise hang in the air for a beat. Then his eyes narrowed.

“But,” he said, the single word as sharp and final as a guillotine blade. “If I discover, at any point, that you are lying to me... if I find out you held back one single, solitary fact that hurts my ability to defend you...” He placed the letter opener down with a quiet, definitive click. “I will personally bury you deeper than they ever could. I will not just withdraw. I will hand the prosecution a case wrapped in a bow and testify as a character witness for the state. Do you understand the difference?”

The room was silent except for the drumming rain. Mac stared at his boss, a mixture of horror and awe on his face. This was the part they never taught in law school.

Nathaniel Graves seemed to shrink even further. He looked from Jules’s unblinking grey eyes to the sharp point of the letter opener. He swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing.

“I understand,” he whispered.

“Excellent.” Jules’s demeanour shifted instantly, the threatening aura vanishing as he became all business. He reached for a fresh legal pad. “Mac, coffee. Black. Mr. Graves, start from the beginning.

“Tell me about your wife.”

Nathaniel Graves drew a shaky breath; his eyes fixed on the dark grain of the desk as if it were a lifeline. “Elara,” he began, the name a whisper of pain. “She was... light. She made everything quieter. I’m a cardiologist, the practice, it consumes you. The emergencies, the admin, the never-ending climb. I was never home. I’d leave before she woke, come back after she’d gone to bed. I told myself it was for us, for our future.”

He ran a hand through his damp hair. “I started noticing little things. Her phone face-down. A new perfume. A distance in her eyes when I did manage to look at her. I knew.” His jaw tightened. “I hired someone. It didn’t take long. It was one of my clients. A woman named Anya Sharma. We were negotiating a partnership for a private clinic. Elara was... she was seeing her.”

Mac, who had been silently pouring coffee, nearly sloshed it over the rim of the mug. He set it carefully in front of Nathaniel, his expression a mixture of pity and shock.

Jules didn’t react. He merely picked up his pen. “Go on.”

“I confronted Elara. It was ugly. She said... she said I’d made her feel invisible. That I’d chosen my ambition over her, and Anya made her feel seen.” The words seemed to cost him. “And part of me understood. I had neglected her. But the other part, the furious, humiliated part... I called Anya. I threatened her. I said I’d ruin her professionally, make sure she never worked in this city again. I pulled out of the deal; told my partners she was unstable. It cost me a fortune.”

“And your wife?” Jules’s voice was flat, devoid of judgment.

“We tried. Or, I thought we were trying. I started coming home earlier. We went to couples counselling for a few weeks. But the trust was gone. I was paranoid. I checked her phone, her emails.” He looked up, his eyes hollow. “And I found out she was still seeing someone. Not Anya. Someone else. I just... I couldn’t prove it. She denied it, of course. Said I was being obsessive. The night she died, we’d had another fight about it. I told her I was going to find out who it was. I left for the hospital around eight. When I came back at midnight, she was...”

His voice broke, dissolving into a choked silence that was filled by the relentless tattoo of the rain.

Jules made a note on his pad. The scratch of the pen was unnaturally loud. “So, the police have a husband with a motive. A recent, volatile argument. A history of threats toward a previous lover. And you alone, at the scene.” He looked up. “It’s tidy. They love tidy.”

“But I didn’t do it!” Nathaniel’s fist came down on the arm of the chair, a soft, impotent thud.

“Your alibi for the window of death?”

“I was at the hospital. My desk is in a shared office. People saw me come in, but I was working on charts alone for most of the night. No one can definitively say I never left.”

Jules leaned back, tapping the pen against his lips. “The other man. The one you couldn’t prove. Any ideas?”

“No. Nothing. A ghost.”

“Ghosts don’t leave bodies, Mr. Graves. People do.” Jules stood up, a sudden, fluid motion that made both Nathaniel and Mac flinch. He walked to the window, looking out at the water-blurred city. “The prosecution will paint you as a controlling, jealous husband who snapped. We’ll have to give them a different monster.”

He turned, his silhouette dark against the glowing window.

“Mac, get Nathaniel a dry coat from the closet. Then take him out the back service elevator. Use the garage exit. I don’t want a single camera catching his tear-stained face leaving this building tonight.”

“Right. Of course,” Mac said, jumping into action.

Jules’s gaze returned to Nathaniel, who was shivering again, though the room was warm. “Go home. Get some sleep. Don’t speak to anyone. Not a neighbour, not a colleague, and especially not the police without me present. I’ll be in touch tomorrow. We have a lot of work to do.”

As Mac ushered a shell-shocked Nathaniel Graves from the room, Jules remained at the window. He watched their reflection in the glass until the door clicked shut, leaving him alone in the quiet chaos of his office. The case was a nest of vipers—jealousy, betrayal, and a ghost. He allowed himself a thin, cold smile. It was exactly his kind of case.
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