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What Reviewers Say About Carsen
Taite’s Work

Her Consigliere

“With this sexy lesbian romance take on the mobster
genre, Taite brings savvy, confidence, and glamour to the forefront
without leaning into violence. …Taite’s protagonists ooze
competence and boldness, with strong female secondary characters.
…This is sure to please.”—Publishers
Weekly

“Such a great story! I was literally living for every
moment in this. Both Royal and Siobhan were strong, powerful,
authoritative women who I was absolutely captivated by. Their
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of a little bit of danger along the way, especially when their
emotions and affections for one another started to show. I adored
them both and genuinely couldn’t get enough of them. They were
amazing!”—LESBIreviewed
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intrigue books that are about some aspect of the law. She is one of
the best writers out there when it comes to writing about courts
and lawyers, so when you see a new book of hers in that category,
you know you are in for a treat. And a treat is the perfect way to
describe what reading Taite’s books feel like, like eating a bowl
of your favorite Ben and Jerry’s ice cream.”—Lezreviewbooks

Best Practice

“I had fun reading this story and watching the final
law partner find her true love. If you like a delightful, romantic
age-gap tale involving lawyers, you will like Best
Practice. In fact, I believe you will like all three books
in the Legal Affairs series.”—Rainbow
Reflections

Drawn

“This book held my attention from start to finish.
I’m a huge Taite fan and I love it when she writes lesbian
crime romance books. Because Taite knows so much about the
law, it gives her books an authentic feel that I love. …Ms. Taite
builds the relationship between the main characters with a strong
bond and excellent chemistry. Both characters are opposites in many
ways but their attraction is undeniable and sizzling.”—LezReviewBooks.com

Still Not Over You

“Still Not Over You is a
wonderful second-chance romance anthology that makes you believe in
love again. And you would certainly be missing out if you have not
read My Forever Girl because it truly is
everything.”—SymRoute

Out of Practice

“Taite combines legal and relationship drama to
create this realistic and deeply enjoyable lesbian romance. …The
reliably engaging Taite neatly balances romance and red-hot passion
with a plausible legal story line, well-drawn characters, and
pitch-perfect pacing that culminates in the requisite heartfelt
happily-ever-after.”—Publishers Weekly

“Out of Practice is a perfect
beach read because it’s sexy and breezy. There’s something
effortless about Abby and Roxanne’s relationship, even with its
occasional challenges, and I loved that I never doubted that they
were right for each other.”—Lesbian
Review

Leading the Witness

“…a very enjoyable lesbian crime investigation drama
book with a romance on the side. 4.5 stars.”—LezReviewBooks.com

“…this might be one of Taite’s best books. The
plotting is solid, the pacing is tight. …Leading
the Witness is a thrill ride and it’s well worth picking
up.”—Lesbian Review

Practice Makes Perfect

“Absolutely brilliant! …I was hooked reading this
story. It was intense, thrilling in that way legal matters get to
the nitty gritty and instill tension between parties, fast paced,
and laced with angst. …Very slow burn romance, which not only
excites me but makes me get so lost in the story.”—LESBIreviewed

Pursuit of Happiness

“This was a quick, fun and sexy read. …It was
enjoyable to read about a political landscape filled with
out-and-proud LGBTQIA+ folks winning elections.”—Katie Pierce,
Librarian

“An out presidential candidate (Meredith Mitchell)
who is not afraid to follow her heart during campaigning. That is
truly utopia. A public defender (Stevie Palmer) who is leery about
getting involved with the would-be president. The two women are
very interesting characters. The author does an excellent job of
keeping their jobs in focus while creating a wonderful romance
around the campaign and intense media focus. …Taite has written a
book that draws you in. It had us hooked from the first paragraph
to the last.”—Best Lesfic Reviews

Love’s Verdict

“Carsen Taite excels at writing legal thrillers with
lesbian main characters using her experience as a criminal defense
attorney.”—Lez Review Books

Outside the Law

“[A] fabulous closing to the Lone Star Law Series.
…Tanner and Sydney’s journey back to each other is sweet, sexy and
sure to keep you entertained.”—Romantic Reader
Blog

“This is by far the best book of the series and Ms.
Taite has saved the best for last. Each book features a romance and
the main characters, Tanner Cohen and Sydney Braswell are well
rounded, lovable and their chemistry is sizzling. …The book found
the perfect balance between romance and thriller with a surprising
twist at the end. Very entertaining read. Overall, a very good end
of this series. Recommended for both romance and thriller fans. 4.5
stars.”—Lez Review Books

A More Perfect Union

“[A More Perfect Union] is a
fabulously written tightly woven political/military intrigue with a
large helping of romance. I enjoyed every minute and was on the
edge of my seat the whole time. This one is a great read! Carsen
Taite never disappoints!”—Romantic Reader
Blog

“Readers looking for a mix of intrigue and romance
set against a political backdrop will want to pick up Taite’s
latest novel.”—RT Book Review

Sidebar

“As always a well written novel from Carsen Taite.
The two main characters are well developed, likeable, and have
sizzling chemistry.”—Melina Bickard, Librarian, Waterloo Library
(UK)

“Sidebar is a love story with a refreshing twist.
It’s a mystery and a bit of a thriller, with an ethical dilemma and
some subterfuge thrown in for good measure. The combination gives
us a fast-paced read, which includes courtroom and personal drama,
an appealing love story, and a more than satisfying
ending.”—Lambda Literary Review

Letter of the Law

“If you like romantic suspense novels, stories that
involve the law, or anything to do with ranching, you’re not going
to want to miss this one.”—Lesbian
Review

Without Justice

“This is a great read, fast paced, interesting and
takes a slightly different tack from the normal crime/courtroom
drama. …I really enjoyed immersing myself in this rapid fire
adventure. Suspend your disbelief, take the plunge, it’s definitely
worth the effort.”—Lesbian Reading Room

“Carsen Taite tells a great story. She is consistent
in giving her readers a good if not great legal drama with
characters who are insightful, well thought out and have good
chemistry. You know when you pick up one of her books you are
getting your money’s worth time and time again. Consistency with a
great legal drama is all but guaranteed.”—Romantic
Reader Blog

Above the Law

“…readers who enjoyed the first installment will find
this a worthy second act.”—Publishers
Weekly

Reasonable Doubt

“I liked everything. The story is perfectly paced and
plotted, and the characters had me rooting for them. It has a damn
good first kiss too.”—Lesbian Review

Lay Down the Law

“This book is AMAZING!!! The setting, the scenery,
the people, the plot, wow. …I loved Peyton’s tough-on-the-outside,
crime fighting, intensely protective of those who are hers, badass
self.”—Prism Book Alliance

“I’ve enjoyed all of Carsen Taite’s previous novels
and this one was no different. The main characters were
well-developed and intriguing, the supporting characters came
across as very ‘real’ and the storyline was really gripping. The
twists and turns had me so hooked I finished the book in one
sitting.”—Melina Bickard, Librarian, Waterloo Library (London)

Courtship

“Taite (Switchblade) keeps
the stakes high as two beautiful and brilliant women fueled by
professional ambitions face daunting emotional choices. …As
backroom politics, secrets, betrayals, and threats race to be
resolved without political damage to the president, the
cat-and-mouse relationship game between Addison and Julia has the
reader rooting for them. Taite prolongs the fever-pitch tension to
the final pages. This pleasant read with intelligent heroines,
snappy dialogue, and political suspense will satisfy Taite’s
devoted fans and new readers alike.”—Publishers
Weekly

Switchblade

“I enjoyed the book and it was a fun read—mystery,
action, humour, and a bit of romance. Who could ask for more? If
you’ve read and enjoyed Taite’s legal novels, you’ll like this. If
you’ve read and enjoyed the two other books in this series, this
one will definitely satisfy your Luca fix and I highly recommend
picking it up. Highly recommended.”—C-Spot
Reviews

Battle Axe

“This second book is satisfying, substantial, and
slick. Plus, it has heart and love coupled with Luca’s array of
weapons and a bad-ass verbal repertoire. …I cannot imagine anyone
not having a great time riding shotgun through all of Luca’s
escapades. I recommend hopping on Luca’s band wagon and having a
blast.”—Rainbow Book Reviews

Beyond Innocence

“As you would expect, sparks and legal writs fly.
What I liked about this book were the shades of grey (no, not the
smutty Shades of Grey)—both in the relationship as well as the
cases.”—C-spot Reviews

Nothing but the Truth

“Taite has written an excellent courtroom drama with
two interesting women leading the cast of characters. Taite herself
is a practicing defense attorney, and her courtroom scenes are
clearly based on real knowledge. This should be another winner for
Taite.”—Lambda Literary

It Should be a Crime—Lammy
Finalist

“Taite, a criminal defense attorney herself, has
given her readers a behind the scenes look at what goes on during
the days before a trial. Her descriptions of lawyer/client talks,
investigations, police procedures, etc. are fascinating. Taite
keeps the action moving, her characters clear, and never allows her
story to get bogged down in paperwork. It Should
be a Crime has a fast-moving plot and some extraordinarily
hot sex.”—Just About Write
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Chapter One

“Tell me you’ll be done at that hellhole in time to
meet me for dinner. I made a reservation for seven thirty at that
new place, across from the firm.”

Wren stared at her cell phone. Was it too much to
wish the woman she was dating wouldn’t disparage her new job every
time she opened her mouth? “It’s not a hellhole,” she whispered,
avoiding the glare of the security guard who was barking orders at
the man in line ahead of her. “And yes, seven thirty should work.
I’ll meet you there.”

“Put everything in the bin. Even your phone.” The
guard was barking at her now.

“Diane, I’ve got to go. See you tonight.” She
clicked off the line before Diane could offer up further
commentary, stowed her phone in her purse, and set it and her
briefcase in one of the bins. The bin had barely made it through
the scanner when the guard started issuing orders again.

“Step to the side.”

Wren did as he commanded, but when he started
plowing through the contents of her briefcase like it held a cache
of weapons, she pulled out her bar card and held it out to him. “I
work here. My name’s Wren Bishop. This is my first day.”

“Uh-huh,” he grunted, pointing at her purse. “Are
there any other electronic devices in here?”

He held out his gloved hand and she reluctantly
handed him her purse, making a mental note to consolidate what she
carried into the courthouse in the future, but hoping every day
wouldn’t require a forty-five-minute wait simply to get to her
desk. When he was finally done, she asked him where she could find
Judge Larabee’s courtroom and received another grunt.

The elevator was crammed beyond capacity, and Wren
spoke a silent prayer it wouldn’t plummet to the ground and that
the kid in the stroller next to her wouldn’t get any of his Flamin’
Hot Cheetos or cherry Dr Pepper on her new suit. When she emerged
on the seventh floor, she found the courtroom she was looking for
and eased open the door, dismayed to find the proceedings well
under way.

“Shante Carver deserves justice.”

The woman who spoke stood in the well of the
courtroom and pointed at an easel holding a framed portrait of a
beautiful Black woman dressed in an evening gown, and the content
of her speech signaled she was the prosecutor in this case, Lennox
Roy. Wren had followed the news all week, but nothing she’d read in
the paper or heard on the radio had prepared her for Lennox’s
commanding trial presence. Lennox was tall, and fierce, and
striking, and Wren stood in place, riveted by her presence. She had
no idea how much time had passed when Lennox paused for the
briefest of moments to stare in her direction. Feeling the burn of
her glare, Wren winced slightly, and she carefully shut the door
behind her, as quietly as possible. She settled into a seat in the
last row of the gallery next to her new boss, Ford Rupley, and
turned her focus back to the action.

“Whatever circumstances led her to be sleeping on
the street, huddled in nothing more than a scrap of an old blanket,
she was no different than the rest of us. Seeking warmth, seeking
food, seeking shelter—she was a human being,” Lennox said, while
standing directly in front of the jury box. “A daughter, a sister,
a friend. You’ve heard testimony about the circumstances that led
up to her living on the street that cold January night, and while
you may think you cannot imagine a life where you are not free to
be your authentic self without fear of personal harm, I’m here to
tell you that today it is your duty to do so. Whatever life
experiences you have embraced, endured, or overcome, today you must
put aside any personal bias and focus solely on the facts. Today,
you do not sit in judgment of Shante. Your judgment shall be
focused on the man who took her life.”

She turned and pointed at the defendant, keeping her
arm extended until every eye in the jury box was focused on him.
“Randall Thomas kicked and beat and robbed Shante, a woman with
only one or two possessions of value, not because she had done
anything to him and not because he needed to steal in order to feed
his family, but because he objected to who she was, that she was
different than him. His defense consists of a single feeble excuse.
He was offended to learn Shante’s biology didn’t match his
expectations, and his attorney’s insistence on using her dead name
during the course of this entire trial is offensive and vile.”

“Objection, Your Honor.” The defense attorney, who
Wren recognized as Gloria Leland, sprang to her feet. “The
prosecutor knows better than to smear my client in this
manner.”

Her indignation was jarring, considering her client
was universally viewed as a scumbag, but Wren wasn’t entirely
surprised. Gloria was a partner at Dunley Thornton, the firm she’d
been working for the past four years, and Gloria had a reputation
as an overly zealous advocate whose commanding presence brought in
lots of money for the firm, which was why they kept her around even
though the firm’s focus was primarily civil litigation.

Lennox rolled her eyes in response to Gloria’s
outburst. “Withdrawn. I’m sure the jury is smart enough to sort out
the truth.” Without missing a beat, she picked up a stack of papers
and waved them in the air. “The elements of the crime of murder are
simple. A person commits the offense of murder if he intentionally
or knowingly causes the death of an individual. Intentionally means
he meant to cause the result. Knowingly means he was aware his
actions were reasonably certain to cause death.” She tossed the
papers to the table and jabbed them forcefully with her finger.
“Nothing. Absolutely nothing in the law says you can kill someone
if you don’t like them, if they are different than you, if you
are…” She paused, and her next words were dripping with disdain.
“If you are offended by the very existence of another person.”

She strode back toward the jury box. “If you buy Ms.
Leland’s argument, be prepared for the consequences. Skin too dark?
Woman versus man? From the wrong neighborhood? Nothing is off
limits once you decide lives are only valued in terms of your own
experience, your own perspective. That may be true in other parts
of the world, but this is America, a land full of people with
varied backgrounds and ancestry, and it’s not okay to kill people
because they are different. Send Mr. Thomas and anyone who would
commit a similar atrocity a message—you are not above the law and
your actions have consequences, not just for your victims, but for
you. The State of Texas respectfully asks you to return a verdict
of guilty.”

Lennox strode back to counsel table, and a moment
later, everyone in the courtroom rose when the judge dismissed the
jury to begin their deliberations.

“That guy is toast,” Ford said.

Wren looked over at the defendant huddled with his
attorney. If the chief public defender in the county thought you
were toast, you didn’t have a chance despite having a high-powered
attorney. Gloria commanded big bucks for her services. She usually
represented rich corporations charged with white-collar crimes, and
Wren wondered how much money Thomas’s family had had to come up
with to convince Gloria to get her hands dirty here at the state
criminal courthouse on a murder case. “True. Gloria’s good, but not
that good.”

“Do you think they paid her usual fee or is there
some other connection that convinced her to take on this case?”
Ford asked.

“Publicity. Most of Gloria’s work is behind the
scenes bullshit—deals worked out with the SEC and other agencies
behind closed doors, so she doesn’t get enough credit in the court
of public opinion. Word is she plans to launch a run for senate
next year, and taking this case will boost her name
recognition.”

“Wow. That’s insane.”

“Yes, but also brilliant. You know what they say—all
publicity is good publicity,” Wren replied.

“I guess you’re right,” Ford said. “Whether she wins
or loses, she’ll walk out of here a free woman with her name in the
headlines. A few weeks from now, no one will remember her notoriety
was all about being on the wrong side of a hate crime.”

Wren flinched at the sharp disdain that punctuated
Ford’s words. “Tell me how you really feel.”

Ford laughed. “Look, I get it. The guy deserves a
defense, but this one was pretty vile.”

“Well, Professor, doesn’t everyone deserve a strong
defense? What would you have done if the PD’s office had been
appointed to represent him?”

“I would’ve tried the case if I couldn’t work out a
deal, but I damn sure would’ve tried to work it out first. If
Thomas gets convicted, he’s going away for a long time.”

Wren started to ask him how he could be so sure when
Lennox Roy appeared at her side. In the well of the courthouse,
she’d been a force, but up close, she was even more formidable.
Sharp features, stern countenance—many people might find the first
impression off-putting but Wren saw the fiery passion in her eyes
and knew her rhetoric wasn’t simply a show. Lennox believed in this
case with all her heart, and Wren was instantly drawn to her zeal.
Lennox nodded at Ford in an “I know we work on different sides, but
I have respect for you” kind of way, and then gestured toward her.
“This one belong to you?” she asked, her question directed at
Ford.

“Yes, she does. Lennox Roy, meet Wren Bishop. Wren’s
on loan and she started today. I thought she’d like to see her
potential future competition deliver a closing argument.”

“Nice to meet you.” Wren stuck out her hand, pleased
when Lennox clasped it with a strong grip. Her pleasure was
short-lived.

“Nice to meet you too, but here’s a pro-tip. I don’t
know how they do things across town at the fancy civil courthouse,
but here we don’t burst into a courtroom in the middle of
proceedings, especially not during closing arguments.” She spent a
moment scanning Wren from head to toe. “Think of it like the
theater. You wouldn’t bust into the middle of Hamilton, would you?”

Wren grinned like the dig didn’t bother her, while
she tried to summon a great Hamilton
reference in response, but before she could come up with something,
someone across the room called out Lennox’s name.

“I have to go,” Lennox said. “I’m sure I’ll see you
around.”

Wren watched her stride off, simultaneously
intrigued and annoyed. She was used to getting the last word, but
it was clear besting Lennox Roy was going to be a battle, and she
was looking forward to it.

“She’s not always that abrupt,” Ford said. “But she
is pretty intense.”

“I get it. She’s still deep in trial mode. Believe
it or not, I have a tendency to get a little bitchy when I’m in the
middle of a case too.” She let her gaze linger on Lennox a second
longer before turning back to Ford. “Fierce is a good thing.”

Ford’s curious expression made her wonder about her
own and she quickly fixed her face into what she hoped was a
neutral look. She’d never had a great poker face—it was something
she’d been working on, and suppressing any sign she was fascinated
by Lennox Roy would be a great way to sharpen her skills.

“She’ll be a completely different person when she’s
not in the middle of a case,” Ford said. “Seriously, everyone
around here, no matter what side they’re on, manages to put away
their differences when we’re not in the thick of it. It’s like a
big family—you have your arguments and your differences, but at the
end of the day, we’re all working toward the same goal. Speaking of
the end of the day, Judge Aguilar has a fundraiser tonight at
Sammy’s and you should go. It’ll be a good opportunity for you to
meet a lot of people all at once in a casual environment. We’ll go
straight from here. Five thirty.”

Wren thought about her dinner date with Diane and
considered her options. Knowing Diane, dinner would be an extended
opportunity for Diane to bitch about her new gig while regaling
Wren about what a great day she’d had representing clients who
could afford to pay. She kind of dreaded it, but she was big on
keeping her commitments, no matter how casual. On the other hand,
the fundraiser would be a great opportunity to witness Ford’s
promise about the big courthouse family. “I can come for a little
while, and then I have somewhere I need to be.”

“Great. Now, let’s get you settled in.”

Wren followed Ford up to the ninth floor where the
public defender’s office was located. He led her to the back of the
suite to a tiny office that was crammed with a desk, a filing
cabinet, and several chairs, all in cubicle gray. She was going to
have to seriously reevaluate how she’d planned to decorate the
place as most of the stuff she’d planned to bring from her office
at Dunley Thornton wasn’t going to fit in here, but she’d figure
all that out later. Today, she was excited to get started with this
new chapter of her life, and furnishings were the last thing on her
mind.

“I know it’s smaller than you’re used to,” Ford
said.

“It’s perfect,” she said, not entirely convinced,
but determined to make it so.

He pointed to a stack of files on her desk. “Those
are yours. Your first appearance is in the morning. Nothing too big
for the first day. A couple of pleas already worked out, an
examining trial, and a few brand-new appointments you’ll need to
visit at the jail. I don’t have any trials scheduled this week, so
I’ll be around if you need me, but the best way to get a handle on
this stuff is to plunge right in.” He pointed at his ear. “Call me
if you need me.”

He was gone in a flash, leaving Wren to examine the
scattered surface of her desk and wonder what she’d gotten herself
into. She pulled the stack of files close and hoped that coming
here hadn’t been a huge mistake.

 


* * *

 


“Hey, Lennox, you ready to head to Sammy’s?”

Lennox looked up from the police report to see
Johnny Rigley, her number two, standing in the doorway to her tiny
office, located steps from the courtroom. “I think I’m going to
skip.”

“I thought you and Judge Aguilar are good
friends.”

“We are, which is why she won’t care if I don’t show
up to schmooze with everyone else. I’ll write the campaign a
check—mission accomplished.”

“Don’t you want to celebrate the win today?”

She laughed. “It’s like you don’t even know me.”

“I do know you, and that’s why I know you could come
out and have a drink with the rest of us and still be totally
prepared for the punishment. Hell, you could stay out all night and
still be going strong in the morning. Randall’s going away for a
long time—it’s a slam dunk.”

Lennox grimaced. The jury had come back after lunch
with a guilty verdict—in record time—but the case wasn’t over since
they’d start the punishment phase of the trial in the morning.
She’d prepared her arguments days ago, operating under the
assumption the jury would convict, but trial prep wasn’t the only
reason she didn’t want to go out with courthouse people tonight. “I
don’t celebrate wins, and nothing is a ‘slam dunk.’ It’s okay to be
glad a bad guy is going away, but that doesn’t change the fact a
woman suffered unspeakable cruelty and lost her life.”

“Don’t celebrate that part. Come lift a beer to the
fact that Randall Thomas didn’t get away with murder. That a jury
put aside their own prejudice and listened to the facts. Come on,
Lennox. Have one beer at a fundraiser for your best friend.”

Johnny made a good case. Of course, he was likely
motivated to since he knew if she didn’t go out, he shouldn’t
either since he’d be expected to be right back at her side when
court resumed in the morning. She knew the prosecutors under her
command thought she was a hard-ass, and most of the time she didn’t
mind, but maybe Johnny was right. One beer wouldn’t hurt, plus
she’d be showing support for Nina. She could pop in, grab a drink,
make the rounds, and be home by eight. She tucked the police report
in her briefcase. “One beer. For each of us. I need you to be sharp
in the morning too.”

“Deal.” He jangled a set of keys. “You want a
ride?”

“Thanks, but I’ll meet you there.” The last thing
she wanted to do was get stuck downtown when she had an early
morning in court looming. She waited until he left her office to
finish packing up the rest of the materials she wanted to review in
preparation for sentencing. When she left her office, she found the
courthouse deserted—not unusual for a Thursday afternoon, but she
was grateful to be able to walk down the hall without running into
someone she knew who’d ask her how the case was going or
congratulate her on the guilty verdict.

When she reached Sammy’s, she realized why the
courthouse was empty. Throngs of attorneys and judges milled
around, drinking beer and eating barbecue from the local favorite
spot. A table by the door featured a sign-up list for Judge
Aguilar’s campaign newsletter and a large glass bowl already over
half full of envelopes stuffed with cash or checks, campaign
contributions for the upcoming election. Lennox dropped her check
for a hundred dollars into the mix. It was the same amount she
donated to every judge she supported for reelection; an attempt to
be as fair as possible and not appear as though she was trying to
curry special favors, but when it came to her best friend, Nina
Aguilar, she would always go the extra mile by volunteering her
time and lending an ear when Nina needed to dish about the
campaign.

“You came,” Johnny said as he walked toward her.

“I said I would,” she said, bristling a little at
his surprise.

“I figured you might ditch at the last minute.”

She pointed at the beer in his hand. “I could
definitely use one of those.”

“They’ve got a bunch iced down on the patio. That’s
where Judge Aguilar is hanging out.”

“Cool. I’ll catch up with you later.”

Lennox shouldered her way through the crowd. She
kept her head down, but her attempt to make it to Nina without
being noticed failed, and she reluctantly accepted many
congratulations for the guilty verdict along the way. When she
finally reached the patio, Nina was flanked by attorneys from one
of the top criminal defense firms in town, two of their
friends—Morgan Bradley and her wife, Parker Casey. The three of
them waved her over, and Nina reached down into the iced cooler and
handed her a beer.

“You made it.”

“Why does everyone seem surprised I would turn down
a free beer?”

Nina laughed. “Because it’s not actually free since
you’ve volunteered plenty of hours on the campaign and I’m sure you
put an envelope in the jar.”

Lennox tipped the bottle at her. “Good point.”

“And we figured you’d be deep in prep for sentencing
tomorrow,” Parker said, immediately raising her hands. “Not to
imply you don’t deserve a little celebration for the guilty verdict
today.”

“Johnny shamed me into coming out, and I figured one
beer wouldn’t hurt. Besides, I’ve been prepping for punishment for
a while now, and I didn’t hear anything during the trial that
changed my strategy. The defendant is an asshole, and he needs to
go away for a long time. Period. End of story.”

“Sounds solid,” Morgan said. “Glad I’m not on the
other side.”

“It’s simple and to the point.” Lennox grinned. “But
if you and Parker here were on the other side, I’d probably be home
right now, making triple sure I was ready. I’m hoping the quick
verdict is a sign the jury is fed up with this guy and his jackass
attorney, but I’m not going to take any chances.” She leaned in
close to them. “Thanks for being the only people in this room not
to prematurely congratulate me on the win.”

“You act like we don’t know you,” Nina said. “Your
superstition is warranted. It was a polarizing case, but it’s
probably a good sign the jury came back so quickly. My bet is
you’ll get whatever punishment you ask for, but I promise that’s
the last I’ll say on the subject lest I jinx your mojo. Besides,”
she said, pointing at her chest. “Tonight is all about me.”

“Yet, here you stand, hanging out with your friends
instead of working the room.” Lennox gestured to the crowd around
them.

“I promise I’ve made the rounds twice already.
There’s only so many ways I can ask for money and votes. How many
more months of this do we have to endure?” Nina grabbed her arm.
“Hold up, there’s a potential voter I haven’t met. She’s at ten
o’clock. Be subtle.”

In a distinctly unsubtle display, Lennox, Parker,
and Morgan turned in the direction Nina referenced, and Lennox
spotted the new public defender she’d met after closing arguments
this morning. “Oh, her. She started at the PD’s office today.”

“You say that like it’s a bad thing,” Nina said.
“She’s pretty cute.”

“She looks familiar,” Morgan said. “I’ve seen her
somewhere, but it wasn’t at the courthouse.”

“Not a face you’d soon forget,” Nina added.

Lennox looked back at the new PD, fishing her memory
for the unusual name. Wren, that was it. She was undeniably
beautiful, fresh faced, pretty, and blond. “She looks…green. And
she seems perky. I wonder where she came from. I meant to ask Ford,
but he’s been stuck talking to old Judge Henry since he got here. I
doubt the poor guy even had a chance to grab a beer.”

The trio nodded at her. “He’s the worst,” Parker
said. “When I was a cop, a million years ago, he actually told the
jury to pay close attention to the lady with the badge.” She
shuddered. “He called me ‘Lady’—can you believe that?”

“Yep. He was a prosecutor’s dream,” Lennox said.
“But totally not worth having a guy who smokes in his office and
insists on having only female prosecutors assigned to his court.
Why does he keep getting reelected?”

“Exactly why I need to stay in office,” Nina said.
“To balance out guys like Henry.” She held up her right hand. “I
hereby swear I will never smoke in my office or get handsy with the
prosecutors in my court. Oh, and I’ll be unbiased too. There, that
should do it. Can we go now?”

They all laughed. “If only,” Lennox said. “Go, work
the room. Raise another grand and I’ll buy you one of those free
beers over there. In the meantime, I’m going to grab some barbecue
before it’s all gone. Morgan, Parker, you with me?”

“You’re on your own,” Morgan said. “We’ve got dinner
plans. We’re just here to show our support.”

“More for me.” Lennox strode to the cafeteria style
line and picked up a tray. She rarely ate anything other than a
Power Bar when she was in trial, and she couldn’t remember if she’d
had even that today. The smell of mesquite wood filled her nostrils
and her stomach grumbled in response.

“What’s good here?”

She turned at the sound of the voice, startled to
see the new PD, Wren, standing directly behind her, craning her
neck to see the food. “You must be from out of town.”

“Come again?”

“Well, it appears you haven’t been to Sammy’s before
which either means you’re from out of town or you’re not a real
criminal lawyer.” She smiled after delivering the assessment to
prove she wasn’t a complete asshole.

Wren laughed, seemingly unaffected by the slight.
“Maybe I just don’t eat out much. ”

“Hmm.” Lennox scanned Wren’s well-manicured nails,
her perfectly coiffed hair, and her designer suit, and visualized
her doing business with high-powered clients at a fancy restaurant.
“I’m guessing that’s not true.”

“Really? What else have you deduced simply by
looking at me?”

She hesitated for a moment. She made a living out of
studying people but discerning details and sharing them out loud
were two different things. Then again, Wren had asked. “You’ve been
in private practice for a few years, dabbled in some criminal law
once, and now you’re out to save the world with your newfound
prowess. Am I close?”

“Barely warm. Private practice yes. All the rest is
dubious.”

“That’s vague.”

“It’s only fair since you didn’t answer the
question.”

Lennox squinted at her, trying to remember if
there’d even been a question.

Wren pointed at the food. “I asked what’s good to
eat here?”

Lennox grinned. “Everything. And I mean everything.
The meat, the sides, and if you have room for it, the dessert.
Although if you have room for dessert, you’re doing it wrong. I’m
having the brisket, the squash casserole, and fried okra.”

“Duly noted, and that all sounds amazing.” Wren
peered at the display
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