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  Imprimatur


  by Closer


  Summary


  

    Mike was raised to believe Imprint was a life-chan­ging event for those few lucky enough to ex­per­i­ence it. Harvey was raised to believe it was a form of mental illness. When it ac­tu­ally happened, neither of them noticed.


  


  Notes


  

    Written for the Suits meme: “When Mike walks into that in­ter­view room, he and Harvey imprint on each other. They don’t realise it. Harvey sleeps with people and doesn’t un­der­stand why he can’t get off. When they’re apart, neither of them un­der­stand the pain and unease. It’s not until they kiss, until they fuck, that they realise they can’t be apart.”


  


  




  Chapter 1


  


  

    Im­prim­atur: From the Latin, “Let it be printed”; a mark of ap­proval or au­thor­iz­a­tion.


    Neither of them noticed, because neither of them ex­pec­ted what they got.


    Mike had been raised to believe that if you Im­prin­ted, if you were lucky enough to Imprint, it was an event: angelic chorus, birds swoop­ing around, the earth moving. His parents had Im­prin­ted, and they said it was like that.


    Harvey had been raised to un­der­stand that Im­print­ing was the result of mental in­stabil­ity and stat­ist­ic­ally un­likely — people went to Imprint-events for years trying to find their soul­mate, and never suc­ceeded. And anyway, who’d want to Imprint on a smart­mouthed little asshole like him?


    Harvey’s parents had not Im­prin­ted. Harvey’s parents could barely have been called parents.


    All that was re­quired was a touch. That was why Imprint-events were so popular, even though they were un­san­it­ary and some­times dan­ger­ous. All you had to do was touch, even if you didn’t know them, and you’d know, and then you’d live happily ever after. So people would gather and touch hands, thou­sands lining up to ex­change hand­shakes with thou­sands of others, risking disease at the least, and even so an Imprint was rarely made.


    The truth lay some­where between Mike’s ideals and Harvey’s cyn­icism. Happily ever after wasn’t the result of Im­print­ing, but it happened more than Harvey would have thought. Most people thought it was worth it to try; Im­prin­ted couples had special pro­tec­tion under the law. They could not be sep­ar­ated, denied co­hab­it­a­tion, denied medical vis­it­a­tion and de­cision rights. To Imprint was to become special. And their chil­dren, like Mike, were often un­usu­ally gifted.


    When Mike and Harvey met, Mike was busy freak­ing out about the cops and dis­trac­ted by trying to re­mem­ber his fake name and fig­ur­ing out how he was going to fake his way through this in­ter­view. There was no angelic chorus. Even if there had been, he might not have noticed.


    Harvey felt some­thing, a brief fris­sion of contact, but he assumed it was static elec­tri­city. And then he was dis­trac­ted by the weed pouring out of this kid’s briefcase.


    They acted on in­stinct, in those first few minutes, mo­tiv­ated by a sub­con­scious urge not to let the other out of their sight. Harvey im­puls­ively hired someone with no degree at all, let alone one from Harvard; Mike fought tooth and nail and brain for the chance at the job.


    Dis­trac­ted as they both were, if they had gone their sep­ar­ate ways the Imprint might not have held. But after a week in Boston, study­ing Harvard culture like an an­thro­po­lo­gist, Mike came home to New York and started spend­ing eight, ten, twelve hours a day with Harvey.


    Harvey, nat­ur­ally, thought the in­creased tension, the odd strain of his life, was easily ex­plained. He was Senior Partner now, a high-power and high-stress job, and his new as­so­ci­ate was both a thorn in his side and a dan­ger­ous secret to be kept. Of course he was tired at the end of the day, of course his energy was low.


    Once the dust settled a little, once he got Mike trained to stop screw­ing up, it would get better.


    Mike at­trib­uted his twitchi­ness, his unease when he was alone in his apart­ment, first to giving up pot and then to the stress of working for Pearson Hardman. He loved his job; loved every minute he got to spend fol­low­ing Harvey and learn­ing from him, even when Harvey was a giant dick about it. But he couldn’t deny it was ex­haust­ing. That must be the cause of his rest­less­ness, his lack of in­terest in Jenny’s blatant passes (um, his lack of in­terest in sex in general, but Mike didn’t want to bring that up because he refused to believe his sex drive was already dying or that he had smoked that much weed).


    When he fin­ished his rookie year, it would get better.


    


    Harvey


    Harvey didn’t usually spare a thought over Im­print­ing. There were novels and songs about it, romcoms, even tra­gedies — Romeo and Juliet, that piece of tripe, being the most famous — but it was so rare that he felt hoping for it was ri­dicu­lous. Much better to enjoy what life brought you, and life brought Harvey feast enough.


    So at first he didn’t care that Mike always seemed to tag after him even when it wasn’t ne­ces­sary. Who wouldn’t want to tag after Harvey Specter? And he didn’t notice that he in­dulged his weird new as­so­ci­ate more than he would have another. Mike was tal­en­ted, after all, and useful.


    The first time he couldn’t get it up with a woman, he shrugged that off too. These things happened, he’d been drink­ing, and if his dick wasn’t being agree­able there was nothing at all wrong with his tongue. His date cer­tainly had no com­plaints.


    The next time he got hard enough to con­vince himself it was a fluke, except that she came and didn’t really notice that he didn’t, just pulled out and rolled away and…


    The third time, when he found himself bored in the middle of fore­play, he sealed the deal with his mouth, left her sleep­ing, and made a semi-urgent ap­point­ment with a spe­cial­ist. This was no time for shame. Things weren’t func­tion­ing, things Harvey very much desired to func­tion, and it de­man­ded a repair.


    The doctor did some blood tests, gave him a weird side-eye, and said there was nothing wrong with him phys­ic­ally. Perhaps it was stress. Had he spoken with a ther­ap­ist? Had there been some recent trauma — sexual or oth­er­wise?


    Harvey drew the line at therapy. There was nothing emo­tion­ally wrong with him. He liked sex, lots of sex. There was no reason to consult a mental health pro­fes­sional about his dick. He asked for a pre­scrip­tion for Viagra, filled it, and managed for a few weeks with that before it stopped working too. Besides, it wasn’t good for the blood pres­sure.


    So Harvey gave up on women. He told himself there was going to be an awful lot of extra time to get spare work in, and ignored how empty his condo seemed to always feel, the over­whelm­ing anxiety the sheer space of it some­times caused.


    He re­con­sidered therapy after coming about two inches from punch­ing Louis Litt in his smug, ugly mouth. He knew he was being ir­ra­tional and couldn’t help it. He’d bet Mike away, never in­tend­ing to lose, and it was his own fault. At the same time, a creep­ing ter­rit­orial anger de­man­ded to know how Louis would dare to take Mike away from him, how anyone would be so au­da­cious. Mike was his as­so­ci­ate, and bet or not it was unfair, unjust, cruel to take him away. He barely escaped assault charges by throw­ing Mike at him as quickly as he could, turning away, and men­tally wishing Mike would leave.


    Of course as soon as Mike was gone, Harvey wanted him back in a way that made his fingers twitch. Made him feel like some kind of addict.


    He chalked it up to how very much he hated to lose.


    


    Mike


    The ten days Mike spent as Louis’s per­sonal slave were almost un­bear­able. The work was easy enough, mind-numb­ingly boring, but Mike felt as though he’d been thrown out, ban­ished, and he didn’t even dare slink up to Harvey’s office after Louis left for the day.


    He was afraid, he real­ized — fearful that if he did see Harvey, he’d just be thrown out again. He’d done the best he could to win the bet and instead lost himself. He had nobody else to blame. It hadn’t been Harvey’s fault he lost the bet, but he wanted Harvey’s ap­proval so badly, missed Harvey’s stupid ex­pens­ive suits and flashy swagger.


    He didn’t sleep well. Around six every day, he’d get so anxious he’d be unable to do any more work, but when he went home his apart­ment felt claus­tro­phobic. Even cycling, which usually calmed him down, seemed over­whelm­ing: too much noise, too many things to be aware of, too much energy ex­pen­ded.


    Re­turn­ing to Harvey on the el­ev­enth day was like a cool wash of relief. Mike was sure it was because Harvey ap­par­ently didn’t hate him. The low-level anxiety he felt whenever he wasn’t at work had become so normal, at that point, that he hardly gave it a second thought. Get up, bike to work, find the peace of mind to eat break­fast, work, Harvey, Harvey, Harvey, bike home, not hungry enough for dinner, try to sleep as soon as pos­sible to escape the closed-in feeling, the sen­sa­tion of missing some­thing vital.


    He lost weight. And he worried about that, he did, and so did Donna when she noticed, but hell, he was drink­ing like four Red Bulls a day. Anyone would. It was like the Fresh­man Fifteen in reverse. He’d gain it back.


    “You look like Skel­etor,” Harvey told him one night, and took him out to dinner.


    Mike ate raven­ously, rap­tur­ously — the food just somehow tasted better than normal. Perhaps because it was a sixty-dollar-an-entree res­taur­ant (which for Harvey was nearly slum­ming it). Harvey watched with what looked like in­dul­gent amuse­ment as Mike con­sumed prac­tic­ally his body weight in steak.


    “Don’t skip meals,” Harvey told him. “If you col­lapse in court it looks bad.”


    “You’re all heart,” Mike said, mouth full of the most won­der­ful mashed pota­toes in ex­ist­ence.


    Dinner seemed to last a long time. Harvey just didn’t bother calling for the check for ages. They sat and talked about cases instead, and Mike felt a keen de­pres­sion when he finally caught a cab in one dir­ec­tion and Harvey caught a cab in another.


    He did eat, after that, con­scien­tiously. Harvey had asked (well, told) him to eat. But even the leftover steak, re­heated in his apart­ment, tasted dry and bland in his mouth.


    


    Harvey


    Harvey real­ized, after the third night he spent drink­ing at least three scotches before bed, he might be drink­ing too much.


    Maybe that was the cause of his prob­lems. He ignored the fact that he hadn’t been drink­ing at all on the Viagra, and the prob­lems had started first. He set the glass down still half-full, washed his face in cold water, and went to bed. The next night, he spe­cific­ally avoided alcohol.


    The evening after that, faced with another bored, anxious night where the rooms seemed too big and the city too distant through the glass, he dis­trac­ted himself by taking Mike out and feeding him, because the kid looked like he hadn’t had a square meal in weeks.


    That was fun, sur­pris­ingly so. Watch­ing Mike stuff himself care­lessly on very ex­pens­ive food, talking over cases, even the guilty pleas­ure of delay­ing the check to extend the evening. And while he wasn’t a babysit­ter, he sup­posed he did have some re­spons­ib­il­ity to ensure that his as­so­ci­ate didn’t subsist on Red Bull and ramen.


    Dinner two nights in a row would just look strange, but after another fiasco when he tried bring­ing a woman home on Friday night, and a long rest­less weekend where he couldn’t seem to get any­thing done, he ordered Mike to stop work at six-thirty on Monday and come with him to meet a client for dinner.


    “Keep your mouth shut and your eyes open,” he advised, as they walked into the res­taur­ant. “Listen. Learn.”


    Mike nodded eagerly. Harvey res­isted the urge to steer him phys­ic­ally through the crowd. He didn’t like people touch­ing Mike, even bumping him ac­ci­dent­ally. The pos­sess­ive urge to shove them back made him un­com­fort­able.


    “You’re not drink­ing, Harvey?” his client asked, when Harvey covered his wine glass with a hand to prevent the som­melier pouring.


    “I thought I’d try living the clean life,” Harvey said. “Don’t let me stop you.”


    “Next you know he’ll say he’s sworn off women,” the client said to Mike, who smiled po­litely, with just a hint of some­thing else, some edge Harvey couldn’t identify.


    “Living like a monk, that’s me,” Harvey answered, faking ease. Mike, next to him, was faking it much less con­vin­cingly, but Harvey ignored it and got on with the con­ver­sa­tion.


    


    Mike


    Mike didn’t like Harvey’s client. He didn’t like the way he kind of leered at Harvey, or the fact that they seemed to have known each other for a long time. He re­belled at the teasing Harvey took for not drink­ing, and at the re­peated mention of Harvey’s habit of picking up women all the time. He didn’t like how the man seemed to make Harvey tense, though he couldn’t tell why, exactly, Harvey was so tense.


    Still, he was here to learn. He tried his best to focus on Harvey, study­ing the way he re­spon­ded to the client, the tech­niques he used for bring­ing the con­ver­sa­tion around to the reason they were there.


    He didn’t realize he’d been staring until Harvey cas­u­ally glanced over at him and a spark ran down Mike’s spine. He looked away quickly, not even sure what his re­ac­tion had been. He just knew he was being…in­ap­pro­pri­ate. Un­pro­fes­sional, maybe. They were with a client, after all.


    “You did well tonight,” Harvey said, once they were in the town car on the way back to Pearson Hardman — Harvey to get some pa­per­work from his office, Mike to get his bicycle.


    “I…did?” Mike asked, genu­inely un­cer­tain. Harvey nodded ab­sently, watch­ing Man­hat­tan pass by. A swell of pleas­ure rose in him. “Good.” He hes­it­ated. “Um, I meant to ask…”


    “Oh, God,” Harvey mock-groaned.


    “About the drink­ing thing…”


    “Mike, your feel­ings hurt the empty place where my soul used to be. Don’t ruin a beau­ti­ful evening by caring all over it,” Harvey said, but he was smiling at Mike.


    “Just, I don’t know,” Mike fin­ished.


    “Suc­cinct.” Harvey sat forward. “There’s nothing to worry about. I’m not dying, I promise.”


    “Okay,” Mike said. There was a slight pause. “Wait, does that mean there’s some­thing wrong?”


    “You’re getting better,” Harvey nodded. “You ac­tu­ally noticed I de­flec­ted that time.”


    “And you still are.”


    “Yes. I still am. I told you it’s nothing to worry about.”


    Mike spent the rest of the night wor­ry­ing anyway. At least if he was going to be stuck at home, anxious, he’d have some­thing focused to worry about.


    


    Harvey


    The last thing in the world Harvey was going to discuss with his as­so­ci­ate was his sex life.


    He had no prob­lems on a solo basis. He’d have been calling a lot more spe­cial­ists if taking things in hand wasn’t an option, but when he was alone he got by all right — in the morning, in the shower, some even­ings. It was just when he brought someone home that he couldn’t…


    He felt strangely guilty. There was no reason to feel guilt, he was always clear about what his goals were and he hon­estly found these women at­tract­ive. It wasn’t guilt over how he treated his part­ners, either — Harvey had good manners in this as in everything.


    It was more like he was be­tray­ing someone else, though he couldn’t think who that might be. Scotty was ancient history, his last steady girl­friend had been over a year ago, and this hadn’t started until re­l­at­ively re­cently.


    He re­con­sidered therapy for about two seconds before pic­tur­ing himself telling a stranger about his mas­turb­a­tion habits.


    It had been a nice night oth­er­wise, he thought, stand­ing at his bedroom window and looking out at the city, ig­nor­ing the scotch he could be drink­ing right now. Mike’s caring all over him in the car had been awkward, and the urge to tell him about the problem un­set­tling. It had made Harvey maybe a little abrupt, ending the line of ques­tion­ing before he found himself pouring out his issues to his as­so­ci­ate without even a glass of wine as an excuse.


    But mostly a nice night.


    They should make a habit of it, he thought. Once a week, having dinner to­gether. It gave him time to check in with Mike, gave Mike at least one solid meal a week, and got them both out of the work-and-home ruts they were in. He wouldn’t suggest it to Mike, he’d just —


    Well, his reward for not drink­ing this week would be taking Mike out to dinner next…Tuesday. Tuesday was good.


    The week was un­usu­ally quiet, and strangely tense. There was no reason for it; Mike was keeping his caring to himself and there wasn’t any par­tic­u­lar rift between them. But with an un­usu­ally light work­load and not much dis­tract him, Harvey found himself vaguely, base­lessly wor­ry­ing.


    He woke around six on Sat­urday morning ab­so­lutely frantic.


    He couldn’t shake the feeling there was some­thing wrong, some­thing he hadn’t done, some­where he was sup­posed to be. He did a full in­spec­tion of his condo, but nothing was amiss; he checked his email, phone mes­sages, and texts, but there was nothing there to in­dic­ate any­thing had been left undone over the week. He turned on the news, but no ap­par­ent dis­asters were im­pend­ing. It was a nice day out.


    Some­thing was wrong.


    On the tele­vi­sion, some ad for a new film was running; a woman was giving an im­pas­sioned mono­logue about how Im­print­ing was a mys­tical ex­per­i­ence, special pre­cisely because science couldn’t explain the bond, and he thought — strangely, sar­castic­ally — you aren’t kiddin’, lady, right before his phone rang at 7:45.


    He felt like he’d been ex­pect­ing the call.


    


    Mike


    Mike knew he was freak­ing out. And he knew despite Harvey’s cool ex­ter­ior that when he called him, he was prob­ably going to freak out too, if for no other reason than Mike was waking him up with this phone call at this time on a Sat­urday morning.


    “Hello?” Harvey answered on the second ring.


    “Harvey, it’s Mike. Did I wake you up?” Mike asked.


    “No, I was awake,” Harvey answered, which was a little relief, at least. “Sur­prised you are, though. If your ass is already at work on a Sat­urday, some­thing’s wrong, right?”


    Harvey sounded like he was almost eager to hear what could pos­sibly be wrong. Mike worried about Harvey’s pri­or­it­ies some­times.


    “Okay, I need you not to wig out,” Mike said.


    There was a brief pause. “Am I someone you know to fre­quently wig out?” Harvey asked.


    Mike re­settled himself on the bench next to the hos­pital’s cour­tesy phone. “I’m just letting you know ahead of time that I’m fine and everything’s okay.”


    “And by everything, you mean except…?”


    “I’m kind of in the emer­gency room.”


    “…kind of,” Harvey re­peated.


    “It’s not a big deal,” Mike said. “I got a little bit hit by a car.”


    He could prac­tic­ally see Harvey pinch­ing the bridge of his nose. “Kind of in the emer­gency room from a little bit hit by a car, Mike? Really?”


    “It’s not serious. Nothing’s broken, I’m totally okay,” Mike said. “But they get really uptight about con­cus­sions. They want someone to come pick me up and sign me out.”


    He hadn’t really ex­pec­ted Harvey to do it. It was just that Harvey’s number was first in his mental speed-dial, and he figured Harvey would be able to suggest someone more ap­pro­pri­ate (like, oh, anyone).


    “What hos­pital are you in?” Harvey asked with a sigh.


    


    Harvey


    When Harvey got to the emer­gency room, Mike was on a bed just past the ad­mis­sions desk; he by­passed ad­mis­sions en­tirely, ig­nor­ing the nurse, and went straight to Mike. Mike lit up when he saw him, and Harvey couldn’t help raising his hands, press­ing them to either side of his head to tilt his face up, study his eyes, slide his fingers around to feel for bumps or frac­tures in his skull. Also it hid the fact his hands were shaking. Ad­ren­aline, that was all it was.


    “Pro­gnosis?” Mike asked, grin­ning, and Harvey let his hands drop. “Ser­i­ously, I’m okay. I’ve had worse. My bike’s totalled, though,” he added, and laughed softly.


    “You find this funny?” Harvey asked.


    “I was just think­ing about how I could sue for a new bike but my bil­lable hours would cost more than the bike would,” Mike said.


    “Yes, you sound com­pletely ra­tional right now,” Harvey replied, his voice steady­ing out. “What happened? Why were you on your bike at Hell A.M. on a Sat­urday?”


    “I was trying to clear my head,” Mike replied. “Nobody’s out but health nuts and crazy people, I thought I’d be okay. Nor­mally crazy people aren’t driving cars.”


    “You’ve lived in Man­hat­tan how long? Don’t answer that,” Harvey added. “How do I sign you out of here?”


    “Excuse me, Mr. Specter?” a doctor called.


    “Stay,” Harvey ordered, and walked over. “How is he?”


    “He’s fine — mild con­cus­sion, and he’ll be stiff to­mor­row. No signs of in­ternal bleed­ing,” the doctor said. “Hon­estly, I just wanted to apo­lo­gize. We’d have called you sooner if we’d known.”


    Harvey tilted his head, curious.


    “You must have been out of your mind when he got hit. We have a dir­ect­ive to call Im­prin­ted part­ners as soon as we know, but there’s no doc­u­ment­a­tion in his file. Is this — recent? Are you not doc­u­mented yet?”


    “I’m not Im­prin­ted,” Harvey said. “I’m his boss.”


    “His — oh — ” the doctor looked em­bar­rassed. “I thought — really?”


    “It’s too early on a Sat­urday for this,” Harvey muttered.


    “I’m sorry, I assumed when I saw…” the doctor ges­tured at Mike. “Well. That would explain the lack of doc­u­ment­a­tion. You are here to take him home, though, right?”


    “Quickly. Please,” Harvey said.


    Mike was gra­ciously docile as they loaded Harvey down with prin­touts on con­cus­sions, as Harvey took re­spons­ib­il­ity for him by signing a million forms, and as they walked to the car. It took him until after he was belted in and Harvey was climb­ing into the driver’s seat to say, “Whoa, you drive?”


    “Don’t feel special. The car service is a busi­ness expense,” Harvey said, backing out of the parking spot and heading for the exit of the garage. “This isn’t busi­ness.”


    “Tech­nic­ally it’s pre­ser­va­tion of an asset,” Mike pointed out.


    “You can’t be all that con­cussed.”


    “I’m really not. You can take me home, I’ll be fine.”


    “Not so much hap­pen­ing,” Harvey in­formed him.


    “Are you gonna like…drop me off some­where?” Mike asked.


    “So you can wander the city in a daze? No. You’re staying with me,” Harvey said. He wasn’t really aware that had been the plan (though clearly it had) until he said it.


    “Aw, sweet!” Mike said. “Your place is awesome.”


    Harvey ex­pec­ted to regret the de­cision almost im­me­di­ately, but once he had Mike set up on the couch, with a change of clothes and some hastily-as­sembled break­fast, he real­ized he felt…settled. Relaxed. Perhaps more so than he had in his own home in weeks.


    


    Mike


    Harvey made really good bacon. Mike was im­pressed. He knew from ex­per­i­ence how hard it was to make it just the right kind of crispy.


    The fact that he was zeroed in on the texture of the bacon Harvey had cooked for him was a good re­minder that he was, in fact, con­cussed, and shouldn’t voice these things out loud.


    It was just such a relief to be some­where other than his apart­ment, to find some food that didn’t taste like crap, to know that someone (Harvey!) was looking after him. Mike could feel a tension in his shoulders fade off in a way that had nothing to do with muscle re­lax­ants.


    Harvey was sitting cross­legged on the chair next to the sofa, eating scrambled eggs and watch­ing CNN idly. Mike couldn’t bring himself to focus on the news anchors, but the com­mer­cials were way more en­ter­tain­ing than usual. He felt warm and sat­is­fied, like comfort was coming off Harvey in waves, when really all Harvey had done was make some crispy bacon and not burn the toast.


    Mike found himself eyeing the scrambled eggs on Harvey’s plate. It took Harvey ap­prox­im­ately no time at all to notice, but instead of glaring, he just scooped some onto a slice of toast and handed it over. Mike took it in the spirit of we’re not talking about this in which it was offered, and ate it quietly.


    “What were you clear­ing your head from?” Harvey asked out of nowhere, once Mike had fin­ished eating.


    “Nothing in par­tic­u­lar,” Mike said. “I just felt jumpy. Ob­vi­ously it didn’t work very well.”


    “Nothing going on in the office? Trevor bugging you again?”


    Mike could hear how much Harvey loathed Trevor. The strength of it startled him; he knew Harvey hated the guy but nor­mally he also didn’t let it show to this extent.


    “While I ac­know­ledge I am a mo­nu­mental fuck-up,” he said, “no. I’m not in trouble. Work or home.”


    “Then for a mo­nu­mental fuck-up you’re doing okay,” Harvey said, and ac­tu­ally smiled as he re­turned from putting their plates in the sink. “News is about to cycle around again. TV on or off?”


    “Can I read?” Mike asked. Harvey shook his head. “DVDs?”


    “Pick some­thing without any ex­plo­sions or strobe light­ing,” Harvey said, ges­tur­ing at his DVD shelf. Mike got up slowly, creak­ily, and began scan­ning them.


    “If you have stuff to do today, I’m ser­i­ously fine,” he said, as he squin­ted at the slightly blurry titles.


    “Catch-up work, nothing im­port­ant,” Harvey replied, drop­ping back into the chair. “I was going to sleep in, go to the build­ing gym later.”


    “Your build­ing has a gym?”


    “All the modern con­veni­ences,” he heard Harvey drawl. “Hey, when did you get hit this morning?”


    “I don’t know,” Mike replied. “I wasn’t track­ing the time. Sixish? Maybe six thirty. No, wait…” he held up a hand. He’d left his place at five twenty-three. He ran through the playl­ist he’d listened to in his mind, adding up the times on each. “Six oh four. And thirty seconds, give or take.”


    “Don’t you ever worry your head’s going to fill up?” Harvey asked, after a pause.


    “I don’t think memory works that way,” Mike said. He started to twist around, then thought better of it and turned his whole body.


    “Why not?” Harvey asked, slouched in the chair.


    “Because if I did, then I’d have night­mares,” Mike said, turning back, wincing a little. “Imagine waking up one day and re­mem­ber­ing everything up to a point, and nothing after.”


    “There was a doc­u­ment­ary about memory and brain damage—”


    “Don’t tell me about it,” Mike said, cutting him off.


    “Why?” Harvey asked.


    Mike paused. “Because then I’d have night­mares.” He held up a DVD case. “The Pet­ri­fied Forest?”


    “I’ll allow it,” Harvey agreed, and Mike went to put the DVD into Harvey’s ri­dicu­lously com­plic­ated media center.


    


    Harvey


    Harvey didn’t really know much about Im­prin­teds from a social stand­point. He knew in detail how the law saw them. As an as­so­ci­ate he’d taken a pro bono case where an Im­prin­ted couple claimed a hos­pital hadn’t re­cog­nized their status and provided suit­able ac­com­mod­a­tion. But the rest hadn’t mattered, so he’d focused on the law, and nat­ur­ally he’d won.


    He knew what anyone knew, that Imprint was for life and that ex­ten­ded or distant sep­ar­a­tion could cause serious anxiety, in some cases death. Im­prin­ted part­ners could work apart, even live apart, but not with any real degree of comfort. Most had no desire to.


    Wiki­pe­dia prob­ably wasn’t the best place to start, but it was the one closest to hand. Mike had fallen asleep about three minutes into the movie, and Harvey had seen it before, so he quietly opened his laptop and brought up the page on Im­print­ing. He was curious as to why the doctor had thought he had Im­prin­ted on Mike, of all people.


    While there are valid ques­tions as to the meth­od­o­logy of these tests, ex­per­i­ments have been per­formed where Im­prin­ted part­ners were sep­ar­ated and one was asked to de­scribe various media the other was ex­per­i­en­cing. The ac­cur­acy of their abil­it­ies sug­gests some ex­tra­sens­ory con­nec­tion, though no evid­ence of direct tele­pathy exists. Im­prints claim to be able to sense moods and com­mu­nic­ate word­lessly, and doc­u­mented cases exist in a larger-than-an­ec­dotal number where an Im­prin­ted was aware of their partner’s trauma before being in­formed of it. Two the­or­ies exist about this phe­nomenon: 


    1. That Im­prin­ted part­ners are so similar in per­son­al­ity and thought pattern that they are able to share a two-person “col­lect­ive un­con­scious”
2. That Im­prin­ted part­ners are highly sens­it­ive to un­con­scious cues, in their part­ners but also in those around them.


    The second theory may explain why chil­dren of Im­prin­ted pairs often display unusual abil­it­ies in pattern re­cog­ni­tion, recall, and in­ter­per­sonal skills. Many chil­dren of Im­prin­ted pairs have enjoyed suc­cess­ful careers in ad­vanced math­em­at­ics, physics, medi­cine, and polit­ics.


    That ex­plained a few things.


    Mike wasn’t in the habit of con­fid­ing in Harvey, and that was the way they both liked it, Harvey thought. But Mike had seen Donna reading a romance novel from the “Sen­su­ous Imprint” Har­le­quin series, and he’d men­tioned in an off­han­ded way that his parents had been Im­prints. She’d men­tioned it in a less than off­han­ded way to Harvey, who had mostly ignored it because he couldn’t think of any­thing less rel­ev­ant to any­thing than Mike’s par­ent­age.


    But it ex­plained how Mike had lost both parents at once — even if one had sur­vived whatever killed the other, part­ners some­times died of Imprint shock at the loss. And it ex­plained Mike’s unusual brain, though perhaps not his total in­ab­il­ity to act like a normal person in public.


    
Imprint Aware­ness



    It is ex­tremely unusual for Im­prin­ted part­ners to be unaware of their con­di­tion. Sens­it­iv­ity to mood (and anxiety when sep­ar­ated) usually in­dic­ate Im­print­ing even when what has been de­scribed as the “A-ha!” moment does not occur. Only two known ex­cep­tions exist (see Murray-Robertson Test). 


    Cases of un­con­scious Imprint may not be doc­u­mented if part­ners never become aware of Imprint. Im­prin­ted part­ners who work or live closely to­gether may not realize Imprint has oc­curred. Stat­ist­ical mod­el­ing in this case is dif­fi­cult.


    He glanced over at the train wreck sleep­ing — sprawl­ing — all over his couch. He could believe Mike would Imprint without knowing it, because Mike cared about every­one, in­dis­crim­in­ately, and he’d prob­ably think it was just another person he had to look after.


    Harvey, on the other hand, was ra­tional about these things. He didn’t care about anyone. So if he did care about someone, he’d notice, and he’d damn well do some­thing about it. Prefer­ably in­volving sep­ar­a­tion as soon as pos­sible so that Imprint wouldn’t take.


    Christ, what a thought. Living in someone’s pocket all the time, having to get the state to doc­u­ment that you were hope­lessly and end­lessly in love, dying when they died…


    Who would want that?


    


    Mike


    Mike couldn’t figure out why Harvey had brought him home, and in the first few con­cussed hours didn’t really care. Harvey had a sweet place and a great DVD col­lec­tion. He’d fed him break­fast and lounged around with him like he’d been looking for an excuse to goof off from being Harvey Specter, In­fam­ous Lawyer. His couch was com­fort­able and the sun­light washing over it through the windows warmed him while he slept.


    When he woke, slowly and lan­guidly, Harvey was gone from the chair. Mike pushed himself up with a twinge of stiff pain, then slid his legs around and stood, scan­ning the room. No Harvey. He’d men­tioned some­thing about a gym; he was prob­ably gone for his workout.


    Mike stumbled to the kitchen, where pre­scrip­tion paink­illers sat on the counter like a beacon of joy. He dry-swal­lowed one and wondered what to do now. In­stinct­ively he felt like he should find the gym and go see Harvey, but that was absurd even to his rattled brain.


    No, what he should do was wash, because he felt sticky with sweat from the ride that morning, sleep-sweat from just now, road grit from when he’d fallen (though they’d washed most of that off at the hos­pital). Harvey prob­ably had the coolest bath­room ever.


    When he finally found it, after dis­cov­er­ing Harvey’s coat closet, walk-in private closet — so many suits! — and linen closet, it was even cooler than he’d ima­gined. One wall, like the living room, was floor-to-ceiling glass. There was a shower at one end of the bath­room and a jacuzzi-tub at the other, in front of the glass.


    Ex­per­i­ment­ally, he pushed a button above the tub. Im­me­di­ately the glass fogged over, turning opaque. Mike had to stagger out to the bedroom to see if that part had gone opaque too. It hadn’t, but he saw another button there that would prob­ably do the same thing.


    He ducked back into the bath­room, pushed the button a few times just to amuse himself, then left it opaque and con­sidered his odds of stand­ing upright in the shower. He turned back to the tub and spun the tap on. Im­me­di­ate hot water.


    Fig­ur­ing out the plug mech­an­ism took longer than it prob­ably should have, but once he got the jets off and the plug on the tub started to fill and Mike shed the shirt and pants Harvey had loaned him, sinking into the steam­ing water with a groan. It was almost un­com­fort­ably hot but after a minute or two he got used to it, sliding down further to soak the bruises along his ribcage and arms. He flicked the tap off and let himself go limp, happily, ducking under for a moment to wet his hair.


    He heard a door slam some­where, and then Harvey call out, “Mike!”


    “BATHTUB!” Mike yelled, without opening his eyes. There was another noise, and then Harvey’s voice, way too close.


    “I see you found the modesty button.”


    Mike jolted upright, eyes flying open. Harvey, sweaty in a t-shirt and track pants, bare­foot, was leaning in the doorway.


    “Relax, rookie, you don’t have any­thing I haven’t seen,” Harvey said, cross­ing to the sink (back, thank­fully, to Mike) and splash­ing cold water on his face, rubbing it through his hair. “Hustle it up, I want a shower.”


    “So shower. You don’t have any­thing I haven’t seen,” Mike mirrored back at him. “I want to stay here forever.”


    “Was that a dare?” Harvey asked, looking at him in the mirror. “Because I will strip down right here, but I don’t want to make you feel in­ad­equate.”


    “I’m pretty sure I’d survive,” Mike in­formed him. “My brain’s not my only im­press­ive feature.”


    Harvey laughed over the sink, tossing him the towel he’d left there after steal­ing it from the linen closet. “Okay, kiddo, time to be a grownup and not get the tape meas­ures out. Dry off and find some­thing to wear, I’m not giving you sexual har­ass­ment ma­ter­ial for future law­suits.”


    Mike, with what he hoped was a suf­fi­cient amount of dignity, climbed out of the bathtub and wrapped the towel around his waist. He didn’t even look to see if Harvey was watch­ing in the mirror.


    


    Harvey


    When Mike was gone, poin­tedly turning the glass clear again on his way out, Harvey un­clenched his death grip on the bath­room counter and closed the door. He tossed his shirt on top of Mike’s on the floor, ad­jus­ted himself gingerly before peeling off his track pants, and turned the shower on.


    Cold.


    Clearly he wasn’t getting laid often enough. Well, at all.


    He washed quickly, checked the bedroom to make sure Mike wasn’t lying in wait in a towel or some­thing, then dressed in clean clothes and wandered out into the kitchen. Mike was back on the couch, and he had Harvey’s laptop propped on his legs.


    It oc­curred to Harvey for the first time in months that there was some­thing off about the way the two of them in­ter­ac­ted. A com­puter was a reas­on­ably private thing — one might have book­marks on there one didn’t want other people to see, and emails shouldn’t be read by anyone but their in­ten­ded re­cip­i­ent. Some­time during Mike’s first few weeks on the job, though, they’d taken to swap­ping out, using whichever machine was closest and passing them to each other to make points or share in­form­a­tion. Harvey con­tin­ued to be astoun­ded at Mike’s lack of curi­os­ity in that regard, but he re­turned it re­spect­fully, not reading open browser windows or opening min­im­ized files in the task bar.


    When he brought over a glass of juice for Mike (juice and a splash of vodka, for himself) he saw Mike had min­im­ized his wiki­pe­dia window and was shop­ping for a new bike, mul­tiple windows open while he read forum dis­cus­sions about urban riding and com­pared the merits of a few higher-end road cycles.


    “You should get a mo­tor­cycle, if you’re going for con­tin­ued peril to life and limb,” Harvey said, set­tling down next to him, study­ing the bikes over his shoulder.


    “Defeats the point,” Mike answered. He smelled like Harvey’s shampoo. “It’s all the dis­ad­vant­ages and none of the perks.”


    “What perks?” Harvey asked.


    “It’s green, it’s a good workout, and you don’t get ar­res­ted for riding it on the side­walk,” Mike said ab­sently. “You don’t get any of that with a mo­tor­cycle but you still get the danger in traffic and the high theft po­ten­tial. Not to mention the gas and in­sur­ance.”


    “Speak­ing of in­sur­ance,” Harvey said. “This guy who hit you.”


    Mike shrugged, then winced. “Hit and run. One minute I was riding, the next I was flat on my back. Didn’t see him. The cops’ll put the word around to local body shops, prob­ably won’t find any­thing. Won’t be the first time.”


    Harvey looked at him, ques­tion­ing. Mike smiled.


    “Least this time I have money to buy a new one. I don’t think I’ve ever bought a brand-new bike before,” he added thought­fully.


    “What happened when you didn’t?”


    Mike studied the screen. “That was only once. Trevor found me one. I think he swapped a bong for it.”


    “Classy,” Harvey re­marked, voice drip­ping with sarcasm.


    “I paid him back when I had the cash.”


    “I wasn’t re­fer­ring to you.” Harvey leaned forward before Mike could reply. “That one,” he said, point­ing to a sleek black model, the most ex­pens­ive of the four open on the screen.


    “All sex, no sub­stance,” Mike said, shaking his head gingerly. “That’s not like you, Harvey.”


    “No, I’m sex and sub­stance,” Harvey agreed, and Mike snorted. “Not like me?”


    “Just to jump for the most ex­pens­ive. The point is quality, right?” Mike asked, turning to look at him. “See? I’m getting it.”


    Harvey sat back, because for a moment their heads had been very close to­gether. “Maybe you are,” he allowed.


    


    Mike


    That af­ter­noon it oc­curred to Mike that he should call people.


    He called his grand­mother first, guiltily, and told her he prob­ably wouldn’t be in to visit to­mor­row, down­play­ing the sever­ity of the ac­ci­dent so she wouldn’t worry. She was still fretful and anxious until he told her he wasn’t alone, that Harvey was looking after him, and then she calmed down.


    “Well, if it’s Harvey,” she said finally. “He’s prob­ably very re­spons­ible.”


    “Totally,” he said. “I’ll call you to­mor­row and I’ll come by on Tuesday, okay?”


    “Love you, Michael. Feel better.”


    “Love you too,” he said, and hung up, still feeling faintly guilty that when he’d thought to call anyone from the hos­pital, he’d called Harvey first, un­hes­it­at­ing. He glanced over at Harvey, who was settled on the other end of the sofa, going through pa­per­work for Monday. “I should call Trevor,” he said hes­it­antly.


    Harvey gave him a look that somehow managed to be both totally im­pass­ive and com­pletely dis­ap­prov­ing. He got up, walking into the bedroom. Mike sighed.


    He hadn’t really seen much of Trevor since he’d come back from whatever it was he did in Montana. While he’d been gone, Mike had seen Jenny a few times, and she’d sent some pretty un­mis­tak­able signals, but she was Trevor’s girl­friend, and even if she’d dumped him…well, there was one night he thought it might happen, but he’d backed off. Since then he hadn’t seen either of them very often, except for the few days Trevor had stayed with him and somehow managed to in­crease Mike’s nightly rest­less­ness.


    Still, they should prob­ably know.


    The call went more smoothly than the one with his grand­mother. Trevor had wigged the hell out the first time Mike took a car-induced spill on his bike, back when they were teen­agers, but he and Jenny had both been through the process several times since then, and he was pretty blase about the whole thing.


    “You need me to come over?” he asked. “I got Yankees tickets, but we can scalp them and skip it.”


    “No, I’m not at my place right now anyway,” Mike said, as Harvey drifted back into the living room. “I mean, there’s nothing really to do, I’m just going to hang out and admire my bruises. Go to the ball game, have a good time.”


    “Thanks, man. Jenny says feel better.”


    “Tell her thanks. Catch a foul ball for me. Call you in a couple of days,” Mike said, and hung up. Harvey was sorting through the shelf of records he kept at home, stu­di­ously Not Listen­ing.


    “Well, that’s the sick calls taken care of,” Mike said, tossing the phone down.


    “Are you going to be fit to work on Monday? Oth­er­wise you might want to call Louis, too,” Harvey said, not looking up from his records.


    “I’ll be fine. Stiff, that’s all.”


    “You prob­ably shouldn’t sleep on a sofa tonight,” Harvey said. “I can have the car service take you home if you want.”


    Mike was opening his mouth to reply when Harvey looked up and added, as if on impulse, “But you’re welcome to stay here.”


    The im­plic­a­tion was, Mike thought, that he could stay in Harvey’s bed, that Harvey would let him do that, and that was weird and un­ne­ces­sary. Totally un­ne­ces­sary. But the thought of going home to his claus­tro­phobic apart­ment where the food never tasted good and he was some­times just suf­fused with loneli­ness…


    “Thanks,” Mike said. “If that’s okay.”


    “I’d rather keep an eye on you anyway,” Harvey replied, and took a record out of its sleeve, hand­ling it by the edges as he put it on the turntable nearby.


    Harvey wouldn’t let him help with the work, but he stayed nearby for the rest of the af­ter­noon, first working with the music on and then, after Mike dozed off and woke again, turning the record off to put in another movie.


    Mike took pills when Harvey gave them to him, ate food when it was put in front of him — first popcorn in the af­ter­noon, then some kind of soup much later, when the sky outside was dark­en­ing, though he’d lost the thread of time at that point a little. He re­membered think­ing Harvey hadn’t wanted him to sleep on the sofa, but he was so tired. He had faint, faint memor­ies of pres­sure and dizzi­ness and fabric under his hands, move­ment and then the shock of cold sheets, but only for a moment, and then he was dead to the world again.


    When he woke the next morning, he was con­scious of two things: that he was in Harvey’s bed, and that everything hurt.


    It was a sore­ness he was ac­cus­tomed to after a fall, es­pe­cially the day after, but it was still a shock. Trying to move made him feel old and stiff and miser­able, but he wanted a drink of water, wanted to pee and take a shower and eat some food. Getting out of bed would be dif­fi­cult, but once he was upright he could shuffle at least into the kitchen for water and a pain pill.


    He was sitting on the edge of the bed, trying to stretch out his sore spine, when he real­ized what he’d thought was a pile of clothes on a chair (as if Harvey would ever be that care­less) was ac­tu­ally Harvey, slumped down, head tilted back, sleep­ing.


    He knew he should feel guilt or shame or some­thing at the fact that Harvey had ob­vi­ously walked him to the bed and given the bed itself up in favor of sleep­ing un­com­fort­ably in a chair (well, mostly un­com­fort­ably, the chair looked pretty plush). But all he could summon was a warm sense of right­ness, of fond­ness even, the kind of tol­er­ant af­fec­tion he’d seen in his mother’s face when he was young and his father had done some­thing mo­nu­ment­ally goof­ball — like the time Dad had given Mike a fa­ce­paint Yankees logo on his cheek but used per­man­ent marker instead of fa­ce­paint. (Mike had been the world’s most visible Yankees fan for three weeks.)


    He laughed a little at the memory, and Harvey stirred; yawned and stretched, shoulders shift­ing, and slumped further down in the chair, opening his eyes.


    “Morning,” he said sleepily. “Need any­thing?”


    “I’m good,” Mike said, pushing himself to his feet with the aid of the head­board. Harvey stretched again and stood up.


    “Let me—”


    “No, I got it,” Mike said. “More I move around, better I’ll feel.”


    “Is that medical advice or stoner logic?” Harvey asked, wan­der­ing past him and out into the other room.


    “The voice of ex­per­i­ence,” Mike said, taking a few shuff­ling steps forward. His hips hurt, and his calves felt charley-horsed.


    “I’m or­der­ing break­fast in,” Harvey called. “Pan­cakes okay?”


    “Please,” Mike agreed, taking another hes­it­ant step or two. Harvey re­appeared in the doorway with a pill in one hand and a glass in the other. Mike took them, downed the pill grate­fully and drank, then re­ori­ented himself towards the bath­room.


  


  




  Chapter 2


  

     

  


  

    Harvey


    Harvey had his doubts about Mike on Sunday, but by evening he was moving around enough to go home, and seemed to want to be in to work on Monday, for which he’d need access to his own cloth­ing. So Harvey let him go, with a promise he’d take a cab to work.


    He wouldn’t admit to anyone that he was going easy on Mike, but the kid had re­cently gone face to face, or at least ass to bumper, with a car. He cer­tainly wasn’t going to tell Louis that; instead on Monday he leaned into Louis’s office and said, “Mike’s all yours today and to­mor­row.”


    Louis, as Harvey figured he would, assumed Mike was being pun­ished. Always one to pile misery on misery, he ignored Mike, which suited Harvey fine and let Mike get on with the work Harvey emailed him.


    The week was worse than usual, and they both knew it. Nat­ur­ally, it was hard on Mike; he was re­cu­per­at­ing. For Harvey, it wasn’t even about work. The anxiety he felt when he got home every night seemed in­tens­i­fied, stronger than it had ever been, the space over­whelm­ing him without someone else to fill it — but he knew how that went, and he knew better by now than to try and find someone. So he paced or went to the gym and worked out, slept early but fit­fully, trying to dis­tract himself.


    Mike was still a little stiff and cau­tious but clearly re­cov­er­ing — in early to work, not leaving until Harvey did or after. Tuesday af­ter­noon he got a call from some shop near his place that the bike he’d ordered would be in on Thursday, and he could pick it up that night. He spent all of Thursday like a kid on Christ­mas eve, cas­u­ally working the new bike into con­ver­sa­tion whenever he could. By the time he left, there wasn’t an as­so­ci­ate in the firm who didn’t know Mike was going to get his brand-new top-of-the-line bicycle that night.


    Harvey spent the drive to work on Friday morning feeling rest­less. Not the same intense some­thing-is-missing feeling he’d had earlier, or the nightly anxiety, just…vague, point­less worry. Mike had been riding in New York traffic for years, and he had a new bike that would handle a lot better than any second-hand junker. He’d be fine.


    And he was fine, just locking the new bike se­curely to the rack when Harvey got out of the car, chat­ting with a couple of bike mes­sen­gers who’d crowded around to admire it. Harvey gave the sweaty, smelly mes­sen­gers a narrow look and Mike a sharp gesture; without a pause Mike said goodbye and hurried, only a little gingerly, to catch up.


    The whole day felt like that, like wires slightly crossed, like things were out of sync. Harvey was ex­hausted, and Mike was working at half his usual pace. Louis, who had ap­par­ently figured out Harvey’s gambit from earlier in the week, was riding Mike hard to make up for it — hard enough that when Harvey lurked his way down to the bullpen around six-thirty, an unusual oc­cur­rence, he saw Mike wearily nodding along with some har­angue Louis was giving him, and he snapped. He pulled rank, which he’d been trying for Jessica’s sake not to do, but what was the point of being Senior Partner if you couldn’t give orders once in a while?


    “Louis,” he said sharply, and Louis looked up. “My office.”


    Mike looked re­lieved, but he also looked hope­lessly at the stack of folders sitting on the corner of his cubicle.


    “Mike, you too,” Harvey said. Heads began to pop up from other cu­bicles, which was a major tac­tical error. “You,” Harvey said to a blond boy who looked like he was about twelve. “These are yours now,” he com­manded, picking up the stack and drop­ping it on his desk.


    “Those are for Mike,” Louis said.


    “I’m sorry, I can’t hear you, because you’re not in my office,” Harvey snapped. Mike looked back and forth between the two men, then got up care­fully, shoul­der­ing his bag, and began walking towards the office. He bent briefly to whisper Sorry, Harold, I’ll make it up to you to the cherub-faced boy.


    Louis launched into an ex­ten­ded griev­ance as they walked to Harvey’s office, whining that Mike was doing half the work of the other as­so­ci­ates and not keeping up, that Harvey was being soft on him, that it was for Mike’s own good. Harvey ignored him, winking at Donna as he passed, and walked into his office, turning when he’d reached the center of his little domain, the visible seat of his power. Mike was stand­ing near his desk, looking anxious.


    He should have real­ized some­thing was going to happen when Mike kept totally silent. Nor­mally, when they were arguing about Mike — and they did with reas­on­able reg­u­lar­ity — he’d in­ter­ject com­ments, in­ter­rupt, remind him that he was there, com­plain about them treat­ing him like a be­long­ing. This time, even when the ar­gu­ment grew heated and Donna stood up from her desk to watch, Mike just stayed quiet.


    He was quiet right up until the moment Louis said, “He doesn’t belong to you. You don’t pay his salary. The as­so­ci­ates belong to the firm first, and he’s not pulling his weight. You don’t pay him, you don’t get ex­clus­ive rights on his time and you don’t get—”


    He’d jabbed a finger at Harvey, first on belong to you, then on you don’t pay him, and finally on you don’t get.


    But at that point he broke off, because his arm had been ar­res­ted mid-move­ment. Harvey looked in­cred­u­lously at Mike, who had darted forward and now stood half in front of Harvey, Louis’s wrist in one slim-fingered hand, the skin whiten­ing under his grip, his whole body whip-tense.


    


    Mike


    Mike didn’t know what had happened or how he’d found himself in this situ­ation, and for a moment when Louis fell silent he pan­icked.


    Louis had been shout­ing at Harvey, and granted Harvey had been growl­ing back and Mike knew from ex­per­i­ence he was per­fectly capable of holding his own. Harvey didn’t need pro­tect­ing, but Mike saw that finger jab at his boss, his mentor — the one who was trying to teach him not to get emo­tional — and the control he’d been working to strengthen because of Harvey just shattered.


    He didn’t know how he got from the desk to where he now stood, between the two men. His legs twinged with the distant memory of the ac­ci­dent, and his hand ac­tu­ally hurt, it was grip­ping Louis so hard.


    But it also felt right, felt per­fectly jus­ti­fied, and his panic only lasted a second before he pushed forward a few inches, shoving Louis back by his arm, a growl in his throat.


    “Mike!” Harvey called, and Mike felt fingers on his shoulders pulling him back, then on his hand, squeez­ing to uncurl his fingers from Louis’s wrist. Louis jerked his hand away, holding it down and in front of him, seeth­ing in pain and anger.


    “Get out. Now,” Harvey said to him, and Louis backed away. His wrist was visibly red­den­ing in the shape of Mike’s hand


    “You’re done here,” he snarled at Mike.


    “Go fuck your­self,” Mike said, surging forward, and Harvey caught him around the chest to hold him back. Louis bolted.


    Mike felt his breaths coming in heaves, saw Donna staring wide-eyed and reach­ing for her phone, heard Harvey say No to her and then, “Mike, calm down. Whatever’s going on, you have to calm down first.”


    Mike allowed Harvey to tug him back and push him into a chair, but he kept his eyes on the door in case Louis decided to come back for a second round. Donna came to the doorway, a ques­tion on her face.


    “Should I make sure he doesn’t call se­cur­ity?” she asked.


    “He won’t,” Harvey said, but he was crouch­ing in front of Mike, not looking at her.


    “He’s a lawyer, Harvey, he’s going to doc­u­ment—”


    “He’s not going to let every­one in the build­ing know an as­so­ci­ate as­saul­ted him. He’ll take it up with Jessica. Give me a minute,” Harvey said. “Mike, eyes here.”


    Mike looked down at him, meeting his gaze. He felt protests welling on his lips, ir­ra­tional protests that Louis had been threat­en­ing him (he hadn’t, not really), that nobody got to talk to Harvey like that, that what he’d done was the right thing to do, was jus­ti­fied because it was Harvey.


    But there weren’t ac­tu­ally special rules only for Harvey, and in the sane part of his mind, he knew that.


    “Slow breaths,” Harvey said. Mike con­sciously slowed his breath­ing. “Did you take any­thing today?”


    “Take…?” Mike asked, con­fused.


    “Any pain med­ic­a­tion. Any­thing for your in­jur­ies.”


    “Not since Tuesday,” Mike said. “I didn’t want to have that junk in me when I got on the new bike…”


    “Okay. Well, that’s good and bad. Are you seeing okay? No tunnel vision?” Harvey asked. Mike shook his head. “What did you have for lunch? Did you eat lunch?”


    “Chips and a granola bar from the vending machine, and a pear from that fruit basket Wun­der­son sent you,” Mike recited. An­noy­ance was be­gin­ning to well past con­fu­sion; why shouldn’t he have done what he did? He wasn’t insane. “And before you ask, Barack Obama’s the pres­id­ent and it’s 2011.”


    Harvey exhaled, nodding. “You know what you did.”


    “I as­saul­ted Louis,” Mike said. And there was the panic again. “Oh my God, I told him to go fuck himself.”


    “Do you know why?” Harvey asked.


    Mike took a breath. “I over­re­acted.”


    Harvey nodded. “Yeah. You did.” He twisted to look up at Donna, still watch­ing them. “Call Ray for the car. Then you can go, we’re done here for today.”


    “I’ll bring Louis an ice pack,” Donna said. “See if I can smooth things over.”


    “Good. Thank you.”


    “But if you ask me, he got what was coming to—”


    “Please, Donna,” Harvey said. Donna nodded and left them. Harvey turned back to him. “Can you walk?”


    Mike stood when Harvey did, Harvey’s hands hov­er­ing over his arms but not touch­ing, and tested his weight on his feet. “Yeah. I’m okay.”


    “All right. We’re going to calmly walk around to the el­ev­ator and go home. You feel faint, you feel any­thing strange, stop and tell me.”


    Everything felt strange, but Mike just nodded.


    


    Harvey


    To give Mike credit, he didn’t cling or stagger as they walked to the el­ev­at­ors, rode them down, and walked out across the plaza to where Ray was waiting for them with the car. His back was ramrod straight, every inch the pro­fes­sional young lawyer, and it wasn’t until they were in the car that Mike’s com­pos­ure seemed to break down. He bent forward, hands cradling his head, and breathed deep but slow. Harvey rested a hand on the back of his neck, trying to anchor him for what it was worth.


    “Everything okay?” Ray asked, looking at them in the rear­view as he pulled into traffic.


    “Mike, do you need the hos­pital?” Harvey asked quietly. Mike shook his head. “My place, Ray.”


    “Sure thing,” Ray said, still looking worried.


    “Ohh, I just des­troyed my career,” Mike groaned, fingers flexing in his hair. “I’m so fired, I’m so going to get sued—”


    “Relax. We’ll figure this out. I’m not going to let you go down for telling Louis some­thing every­one knows he needed to hear for a long time,” Harvey said. “If nothing else, you were hit by a car six days ago, that’s a major ex­ten­u­at­ing cir­cum­stance.”


    Which wasn’t really true — Mike’s work that week would bear out the fact that he was in his right mind, but Harvey could spin it. Psy­cho­lo­gical trauma was dif­fer­ent from phys­ical trauma, and plenty of people with serious emo­tional trig­gers func­tioned just fine until you flipped the wrong switch. He wasn’t one of the best lawyers in New York for nothing, and he wasn’t going to let anyone take Mike away from him.


    “I’ll protect you,” he added, when Mike didn’t move. “You trust me?”


    “Yes,” Mike said, sound­ing broken and con­fused.


    “Good. Take a breath, let it go. We’ll get to my place, have some dinner, talk this through.”


    Mike nodded into his hands, slowly leaning back. Harvey re­leased his neck.


    They were silent the rest of the way home.


    Walking into his place felt like a flash­back to the pre­vi­ous Sat­urday. He put Mike on the couch, told him to stay there, and went into the kitchen to get food. There was miso soup still in the fridge; he tossed the con­tainer into the mi­crowave, heated it to steam­ing, and carried two bowls back into the living room. Mike started to eat on auto­pi­lot, careful and neat as usual, while Harvey went to the bar and poured them each a stiff glass of brandy.


    “This is gross,” Mike said, sipping it.


    “Drink it,” Harvey ordered. Mike fin­ished the glass in two gulps, made a face, and went back to eating.


    “I can’t believe I did that,” he muttered. “I’m an idiot.”


    “Okay, stop,” Harvey said. “Let’s go through this. You re­mem­ber the con­ver­sa­tion? You have to, you’re you.”


    “Yeah.”


    “So Louis and I were arguing. He pointed at me—”


    “Three times,” Mike said. “He kept point­ing at you.”


    “Did it look from your angle like he was threat­en­ing me?”


    Mike shook his head. “Ra­tion­ally, no. There was no way I could mistake that for a threat.”


    “You’ve seen us fight before, and you never had any issue with any­thing phys­ical he did. You didn’t think he was going to hurt me.”


    “No. I just…reacted like he was,” Mike said, sound­ing con­fused. Harvey stifled the urge to reach out and ruffle his hair.


    “Was this a re­ac­tion to Louis, not to the situ­ation? Were you angry at him before the ar­gu­ment?”


    “I wasn’t angry. I was just tired.” Mike took another mouth­ful of soup.


    “Tired of Louis?”


    “Just tired. In general.”


    “Are you not sleep­ing?”


    Mike seemed to con­sider this, which made Harvey wonder. “It’s been a while since I really slept well. Since before the ac­ci­dent. But I’ve been tired…er? Tireder than that and just put up with his crap.”


    “Do you feel he’s been har­ass­ing you?”


    Mike made a droll face. “No more than he does every­one. It wasn’t a stress re­ac­tion, Harvey. I just saw him do that and I thought — I didn’t think he was threat­en­ing you, I thought he was a threat. I didn’t like what he was doing. It didn’t have any­thing to do with me. It was what he was doing to you.”


    “That’s not gonna be a great defense,” Harvey pointed out.


    “It’s all the defense I have,” Mike said with a shrug. “It’s not going to look great for you either. You took my side. You’re…doing all this,” he added, in­dic­at­ing the soup, the couch he was sitting on, the empty glass. “I’m the one who jumped Louis. You’re a senior partner. You should have had se­cur­ity escort me out.”


    “Are you of­fer­ing to fall on your sword for me?” Harvey asked, amused.


    “Well, better one of us go down than both of us.”


    “That’s as­sum­ing either of us have to,” Harvey replied. “Look, you might not think he’s been har­ass­ing you, but it wouldn’t be hard to get reas­on­able evid­ence that he fosters a hostile work en­vir­on­ment. Between the ac­ci­dent and Louis’s be­ha­vior, there’s grounds for an ar­gu­ment that you were emo­tion­ally dis­turbed.”


    Mike’s look was perhaps the driest Harvey had ever seen on him. “I don’t think Pearson Hardman is going to look any more kindly on an emo­tion­ally dis­turbed as­so­ci­ate than a vi­ol­ently ag­gress­ive one, Harvey.”


    “It’s not like you broke his nose. You saw two people having a heated ar­gu­ment, and you in­ter­vened to prevent es­cal­a­tion.” Harvey spread his hands. “I’m reas­on­ably con­fid­ent there’s a defense here, Mike, even if Jessica won’t hear it. Wrong­ful ter­min­a­tion—”


    “I’m not a case,” Mike said, looking down at his soup. “I just wanted him to stop. I don’t even think I was wrong.”


    Harvey tensed. “But you get that you were.”


    “But I don’t feel like it. I feel like it was right. Why shouldn’t I?” Mike blurted. “Why shouldn’t I defend you if I see that hap­pen­ing? You’re my — my boss, it’s my right to protect what’s mine—”


    “Whoa, whoa,” Harvey in­ter­rup­ted. “Where’s this coming from?”


    “I don’t know,” Mike replied, bending his head, lacing his fingers across the back of his neck. “I don’t know, I know it’s not ra­tional. You don’t belong to me, nobody would say I have that ob­lig­a­tion, but I had to.” His voice was ag­on­ized. “He was shout­ing at you. I didn’t want him to touch you.”


    Harvey stared at him, si­lently, for a long time.


    


    Mike


    From anyone else — to anyone else, to a casual ob­server — Harvey’s silence might have felt dis­ap­prov­ing, even angry. It might even have been those things, but Mike couldn’t feel any of that. He read sur­prise into it, sur­prise and con­tem­pla­tion, and a loss for any­thing to say. He felt like he might be going crazy, in­stincts at odds with his ra­tional mind. His fingers ached from where they’d held Louis’s wrist, where they’d squeezed so tightly he was still worried he might have broken some of Louis’s bones.


    After a while he heard Harvey move, heard the soft rustle of his suit as he shifted around the coffee table and the creak of leather as he sat next to Mike, hand resting warm and solid on his back.


    “Mike, lift your head,” Harvey said, in the gentlest tone Mike had ever heard him use. He raised it, turning to look at Harvey, who seemed troubled, like Mike’s turmoil was his.


    “I’m going to try some­thing,” Harvey con­tin­ued. “And I want you to know ahead of time that if this doesn’t work, I don’t mean any­thing per­sonal or cruel by it.”


    “What — ” Mike started, and Harvey leaned forward quickly and kissed him.


    Mike’s parents had told him about Im­print­ing. How his mom had gone into a second-hand book­store to kill some time before class, and his dad had rung her up and taken a couple of crumpled dollar bills and offered her change, fingers brush­ing her palm as he put thirty-five cents into it. Their whole world had shifted in an instant with that touch. It was like colors were brighter, like falling in love in fast-forward, and she’d grabbed his hand and held on until the wave passed. Dad had always claimed he’d heard music.


    It wasn’t like that, it wasn’t even close. Mike felt like sparks were crack­ling in his ears and his skin was too hot, like his mind wasn’t his own, like every fading, yel­low­ing bruise on his body sud­denly throbbed with aware­ness.


    He tried to swear, tried to say some­thing, but he couldn’t find words. Everything was shift­ing and click­ing into place — and ju­bil­antly he thought he had been right, that he couldn’t be pun­ished for what he’d done, because Harvey was his Imprint. It was his right to defend what was his.


    Harvey’s hand had slid up from his back to cradle his head, keeping him there, and Mike managed to find his own hands and curl them in the lapels of Harvey’s suit. He didn’t even need skin, just the heat of his body, the solid weight of his chest under Mike’s knuckles.


    He didn’t break the kiss, would for pref­er­ence never have broken it, but Harvey pulled back just enough to press their fore­heads to­gether.


    “What the hell,” he heard Harvey say. “Nobody told me it would be like that.”


    “Did you know?” Mike asked, because why else would Harvey do that? “Did you know we Im­prin­ted? You were reading—”


    “No, I — no, I didn’t know,” Harvey answered, sound­ing as undone as Mike felt. “When you were hit, that morning…the doctor thought…but I thought I’d have known. I wouldn’t even want it. I’ve never wanted it.”


    Mike’s heart plummeted. “But it’s always—”


    ” — mutual, I know, I didn’t mean that, I didn’t know it was like this,” Harvey fin­ished his sen­tence for him, which was so like his parents that Mike laughed. “It’s not funny!”


    “No, I know it’s not, that’s not it,” Mike babbled, pulling at Harvey’s lapels, trying to worm closer but the angle was wrong. “That’s why I grabbed Louis, isn’t it? Why I haven’t slept well?”


    “You are the cause of so many failed dates it’s mind-bog­gling,” Harvey answered. “I can’t believe your skinny ass is the reason I haven’t been getting laid.”


    As if it were some kind of sub­con­scious signal, Mike real­ized they could be having sex right now, could have been having it for months if they’d noticed (some­thing he was going to med­it­ate on in-depth later, how he could pos­sibly have missed this, how Harvey could have missed it). He scrabbled at Harvey’s coat, pushing at it now, trying to shove Harvey back so he could crawl up over him.


    “We need to get the test,” Harvey was saying, even as Mike pushed him back­wards, tugging off his tie. “We have to doc­u­ment it for — Mike—”


    “To­mor­row,” Mike in­sisted, kissing him quiet.


    “Oh, God, we have to re­gister with the state,” Harvey groaned, but his hands were already tugging Mike’s shirt out of his pants, ap­par­ently un­car­ing that Mike still had his jacket on too. “Do you know what an em­bar­rass­ing, time-con­sum­ing chore that is?”


    “Naked now, pa­per­work later,” Mike in­formed him. “Harvey, Harvey,” he added, working his hands up to cradle his face. “We Im­prin­ted. Do you know the odds on that? We Im­prin­ted.”


    “Yes yes, soul­mates for life, never to be parted, pain in my ass holy christ don’t stop doing that,” Harvey said, hips bucking up as Mike got his thigh between his legs. “I haven’t had sex in months.”


    “I’m covered in bruises, we all have our crosses to bear,” Mike in­formed him.


    “These are very ex­pens­ive pants and I don’t want to come in them,” Harvey re­tor­ted, and twisted just enough to push Mike back and off, to get them both off the couch. Mike was barely upright before Harvey surged forward, keeping him off-balance, one arm around his waist to hold him up. They kissed all the way to the bedroom, shed­ding cloth­ing haphaz­ardly.


    “I should have known you’d be a dick even when you Im­prin­ted,” Mike managed, before Harvey un­ce­re­mo­ni­ously dumped him, naked, on the bed.


    “I don’t know why you didn’t expect that, you Im­prin­ted on me,” Harvey answered, strug­gling out of his boxers. Then, sud­denly, a comical ex­pres­sion of dismay crossed his face. “Oh my God…”


    He dropped to the bed, not on top of Mike as Mike had fer­vently been hoping for but rather sitting on the edge, face in his hands. His shoulders shook.


    Mike crawled up to him care­fully — he didn’t seem sad, he felt…Jesus, he could feel him…he felt amused, rueful even.


    He was laugh­ing.


    “We shook hands,” Harvey said, as Mike pressed his face against the nape of his neck. “When we met, we shook hands.”


    “And?” Mike asked softly.


    “I thought it was static elec­tri­city!”


    Mike burst out laugh­ing into his skin. “Yeah, and I was busy wor­ry­ing about all the weed.”


    Harvey turned and shifted and Mike leaned back into the bed, the two of them moving awk­wardly but with purpose, and Mike felt a gen­er­ous lack of jeal­ousy for all the people Harvey had dated before they met, because Harvey could kiss. He was like Olympic-level at it. A ten for en­dur­ance at the least.


    


    Harvey


    “Whatever you’re think­ing,” Harvey said, as Mike twined a leg around his thigh and pulled them closer to­gether, “Whatever you’re think­ing — ah, fuck! — it’s im­ma­ture and fatuous. I can tell.”


    He heard Mike laugh, and it was so strange. With all the walls down now, with Imprint ac­know­ledged between them, it was like he could tell Mike’s moods, gauge his re­ac­tions and thoughts. Not so much a sensing, more…he just knew.


    No wonder they wrote books and made films about this, no wonder people act­ively worked to find their Imprint. It was nothing like he’d ex­pec­ted, nothing like he’d feared. He felt com­fort­able in his own skin for the first time in months, un­guarded in a way he’d never felt before, not even around Jessica.


    “And you’re think­ing too much,” Mike told him, fingers tweak­ing a nipple. Harvey grunted, mostly to cover a gasp, but Mike caught it and tightened his fingers, drawing a low moan out of him. He heard Mike hum in ap­pre­ci­ation.


    “Can’t lie to me,” Mike sing-songed, and Harvey thudded his fore­head against Mike’s shoulder. “It’s okay. Watch this,” he said, and ef­fort­lessly flipped them both, rolling over on top of Harvey and grin­ning down. Harvey gazed up at him, won­der­ing what he should do, if he should —


    That little sadist bent his head and fixed his teeth around his left nipple, and Harvey arched off the bed. God damn Imprint, Mike would find every single sexual button he had and mer­ci­lessly use them.


    Head tipped back, panting for breath, he sud­denly wondered why he assumed this was a bad thing.


    Mike didn’t linger, lifting his head up for kisses again, hips rolling as he rubbed their cocks to­gether. Harvey des­per­ately wanted to fuck him, and he could feel Mike’s body shudder as that des­per­a­tion became ap­par­ent, but Mike mur­mured “Later, we have time, later,” into his skin.


    They did have time, they had their entire lives to­gether, and the thought was both tri­umphant and ter­ri­fy­ing. He dugs his fingers into Mike’s hips, sliding them up to the small of his back, the urge to mark him up only stifled by the memory that Mike was already bruised, that he needed to take care.


    “It’s okay,” Mike groaned, hips thrust­ing harder, whining and moaning. “Yeah, it’s okay—”


    Harvey dug his fin­ger­nails into Mike’s skin, felt Mike’s teeth in his neck, and rode through his orgasm on a knife’s-edge of pain that hit a sharp point and rolled over into pleas­ure.


    Mike col­lapsed on top of him, breath­ing heavy, body going lax as he curled a hand up into Harvey’s hair and tucked his face into Harvey’s throat. Harvey could almost taste his smug sat­is­fac­tion, it was so evident.


    Well, after all, why shouldn’t he be smug? If you were going to Imprint you could do a lot worse than Harvey Specter.


    “All con­sid­er­a­tions of eternal romance aside,” Harvey said, when Mike evid­ently wasn’t plan­ning on moving anytime soon, “This is a little sticky.”


    Mike ac­know­ledged him with a huff, and allowed Harvey to roll him off, mindful of his bruises. Harvey padded to the bath­room, feeling re­mark­ably de­bauched con­sid­er­ing he’d done much kinkier things with much more shame­less people, wet a wash­cloth, cleaned himself, and then came back, swiping down Mike’s skin while Mike stared up at him with un­abashed ad­u­la­tion in his eyes.


    When he came back to the bedroom again, Mike had bur­rowed into the blankets and was making some kind of nest or some­thing, dis­ar­ray­ing the pillows, a visible gap on the right side for Harvey. He tilted an eyebrow, but he slid into the gap and felt Mike curl up next to him, sleepy and content.


    “You don’t find this strange,” Harvey ob­served. Mike shook his head. “Not even a little?”


    “Do you? Hon­estly?” Mike asked.


    Harvey knew he should, he knew this was insane and could only com­plic­ate their lives, but after a while he said, “No.”


    “There you go, then,” Mike said. “Go to sleep, I’m tired.”


    Harvey nodded, but he kept his eyes open, watch­ing Mike as he dozed. There was too much to con­sider, too much to think about for sleep to come easily. This would com­plic­ate things at work, and after Mike’s per­form­ance earlier in the evening there was no way they could keep this from Jessica or Louis, which meant the whole firm would know by lunch­time.


    Though he found himself sur­prised to dis­cover he didn’t want to keep it from anyone. Why should he be ashamed of his Imprint? There was nothing wrong with Mike — he was a genius, good-looking, on his way to being a rich pro­fes­sional, and he was kind to people (kinder than Harvey, cer­tainly). True, he was only an as­so­ci­ate, but when you reached Senior Partner there weren’t a lot more places to go from there, and Harvey had no need to worry about his status taking a hit just because he’d Im­prin­ted on a younger man. Im­prints were pro­tec­ted by law, and more im­port­antly by social con­ven­tion. Nobody would judge him for his Imprint; they’d just envy him that he had one.


    Still, he couldn’t sleep. He was sure he could fake his way through a re­la­tion­ship to a point, but he had no real ex­per­i­ence in them, at least not ones he’d like to rep­lic­ate. Given the misery of the last few months, the con­stant anxiety when Mike wasn’t near, he couldn’t imagine what would happen if he did some­thing…ir­re­voc­able, some­thing that made him un­deserving. He’d come close, he sus­pec­ted, when he’d bet Mike away. Mike hadn’t even come to see him for the full ten days.


    Mike stirred, as if he was picking up on Harvey’s unease, and opened his eyes.


    


    Mike


    Mike knew he hadn’t been asleep long, because waking was easy; he sur­faced out of ob­li­vion to the know­ledge that some­thing was out of sync, some­thing small but im­port­ant was wrong, like a pebble in a shoe, except in his brain.


    Ow, that meta­phor sort of hurt.


    He opened his eyes to find Harvey lying next to him, watch­ing him; he was awake too, tension in his body, eyes dark. Mike didn’t need to be an Imprint to see he was troubled by some­thing.


    “What?” he asked, scoot­ing forward, press­ing his face into the pillow so he could burrow into Harvey’s shoulder. Harvey’s chin came to rest against his temple. They lay si­lently for a while, Mike waiting, Harvey gath­er­ing his thoughts. Mike gave him time, let him sift everything to­gether. It was a shock, he knew, and more of one to someone who didn’t expect to Imprint, hadn’t even wanted it.


    “Your parents Im­prin­ted,” Harvey said finally. “You grew up with this.”


    “Until they died,” Mike agreed. “But yeah. I can’t re­mem­ber a time I didn’t know what Imprint was. My parents were crazy about each other.”


    “Mine weren’t. I don’t think they even liked each other.”


    Mike nodded a little, kissing what skin he could find.


    “My father was a bio­chem­ist,” Harvey con­tin­ued. “He thought Imprint was rare because it was a mental illness, and that was why science couldn’t quantify it but could test for it. When we learned about it in school I asked him what he thought. He said Im­prints were crazy, they were all over­pos­sess­ive maniacs, and he said, besides, who’d Imprint on a smart­mouthed little asshole like you?”


    “Well, that shows him,” Mike said, trying to ease what was ob­vi­ously an old, painful memory.


    “I was eight.”


    Mike shifted back to look at him, raised a hand to his neck to keep a point of contact. “What about your mom?”


    “Ever seen Who’s Afraid Of Vir­ginia Woolfe?” Harvey asked.


    “No wonder you’re such an ex­em­plar for healthy re­la­tion­ships,” Mike said, smiling a little. Harvey rolled onto his back, rubbing his face with one hand.


    “I never told anyone that before. About my dad. Not even Jessica.”


    “Well, now you have me,” Mike said reas­on­ably.


    “Whether I want you or not.”


    “Oh, you want me,” Mike tugged on his arm, pulling him close again. “That’s part of Im­print­ing, you know.”


    “Em­bar­rass­ing per­sonal con­fes­sions? I don’t really do pillow talk, Mike.”


    “Ap­par­ently you do, but that wasn’t what I meant. Part of the deal is getting someone you can’t run off. You can’t fuck this up,” Mike said. Harvey seemed like he was barely breath­ing. “It’s hard to even want to mess it up. That’s why your dates didn’t work out.”


    “Don’t get mys­tical on me. It’s a chem­ical thing. I do believe that.”


    Mike shrugged. “Maybe. Think about this. Would you ever hit me?”


    Harvey gave him a hor­ri­fied look.


    “That’s in­stinct,” Mike pointed out. “You can’t even handle the idea of it. The reason Imprint isn’t the hellish shit your dad taught you about is because some­where, on some level, human beings want to be decent to each other. Imprint or not, I wouldn’t stay if you hurt me. But you never would. You’d suffer too if you did. You know what to do, Harvey, you know how to do this. Oth­er­wise you wouldn’t be an Imprint.” He paused. “You’re my Imprint and I love you, and it’s okay if that feels creepy and too fast for you to say your­self. I don’t have to hear it. I just know.”


    Harvey seemed to relax, fear and tension bleed­ing away. Mike crawled over him and rested his head on his chest, over his heart, and Harvey’s hand held it there firmly.


    “Big day to­mor­row,” Mike said. “We should sleep. Hey, do you want a ce­re­mony?”


    “No,” Harvey’s voice was a rumble under Mike’s ear. “Bad enough we’ll have to tell Jessica in front of Louis on Monday. It’s an unusual case — you can’t be ex­pec­ted to control im­pulses you’re not aware of.” He paused. “It’s not going to make life any easier for you.”


    “Can’t pos­sibly make it harder. At least I’ll be getting regular sex and sleep,” Mike yawned. “Can I move in? Your place is way nicer than mine.”


    Harvey opened his mouth, prob­ably to say No, of course not, are you crazy? but instead, grat­i­fy­ingly, he just said, “I won’t even make you sleep on the couch.”


    Mike curled closer into his skin and fell asleep for a second time while making an elab­or­ate plan for moving into Harvey’s place without ever having to spend another night at his own.


    


    Harvey


    
Proof of Imprint



    Laws re­gard­ing Imprint can be found in most ancient re­li­gious texts, as well as the Code of Ham­mur­abi and secular papyri from the Ramessid period of Ancient Egypt. Texts from the Nara period in Japan ref­er­ence ar­is­to­crats who act­ively searched for their Imprint part­ners, and West African oral history men­tions couples with spe­cific de­scrip­tions that in­dic­ate Imprint.


    Prior to the rise of ad­vanced medical tech­no­logy, proof of Imprint was dif­fi­cult to provide but gen­er­ally deemed un­ne­ces­sary. Pre-in­dus­tri­al­ized Imprint part­ners rarely sep­ar­ated and have usually been con­sidered across cul­tures to be good-luck omens. (For one notable ex­cep­tion, see Puritan Re­li­gion And Im­print­ing.)


    Test A14.2, more com­monly known as the Murray-Robertson test, was de­veloped by Ca­na­dian sci­ent­ists in the 1930s and remains the most ac­cur­ate way to “prove” Imprint. Since its in­cep­tion the process has been refined and is now a quick, mainly pain­less pro­ced­ure. It is ap­proved for use in most de­veloped nations, al­though the state of Kansas has re­cently in­tro­duced le­gis­la­tion to ban it under the Love Equal­ity cam­paign which seeks to end special legal rights for Im­prints.


    Harvey woke on Sat­urday morning to the exact op­pos­ite of the pre­vi­ous week: he had an ab­so­lute cer­tainty that some­thing fant­astic had happened in the night, that there was some­thing to look forward to, like maybe he had a booking at the car club today or he was about to go win a big case or —


    Mike snorted, rolled over, and butted his head into Harvey’s shoulder.


    Oh right. That.


    He gave Mike a fond smile he was going to have to work on sup­press­ing when they were in public, kissed his fore­head, and slid care­fully out of bed, leaving Mike to sleep. They both could use it, but it was almost eight, and he had calls to make.


    There was a dis­creet clinic down­town that spe­cial­ized in legal proof of Imprint; their repu­ta­tion was iron­clad and if the test was pos­it­ive, it was dif­fi­cult to ques­tion its valid­ity. He knew both Jessica and Louis had used the clinic’s results as found­a­tions for Imprint rights suits before. He called and made an ap­point­ment for nine-thirty while he was print­ing out the doc­u­ment­a­tion pa­per­work they’d need to file.


    He couldn’t ac­tu­ally re­mem­ber the date he and Mike had met, which was the first thing the form de­man­ded, but Mike would. Their sworn state­ments would be a little more com­plic­ated than most, and he was already an­ti­cip­at­ing what an an­noy­ance that would be, but there was nothing for it — they had to be doc­u­mented by Monday.


    The filing office was only open until three on Sat­urdays, so they’d have to go straight from the clinic. He op­tim­ist­ic­ally made a one o’clock re­ser­va­tion for lunch, then called the car service and re­ques­ted a driver for the day, with a vehicle with extra cargo space so they could pick up Mike’s bike at some point.


    That was un­usu­ally thought­ful of him. This Imprint thing might work to his ad­vant­age after all. Cer­tainly it meant he could prevent Louis from both­er­ing Mike, if they sur­vived what was sure to be an epic battle in Jessica’s office on Monday.


    He heard Mike moving around in the bedroom, and then the sound of water running; even­tu­ally Mike staggered out, damp, wearing some of Harvey’s clothes, and gave him a be­atific smile. Harvey, on the phone with a pal of his who’d gone into Imprint law (and who was cur­rently laugh­ing his ass off that Harvey had Im­prin­ted) offered him half the orange he was eating.


    “Okay, Paolo, it’s very funny,” Harvey sighed. “Can you please just make sure you email me the pre­ced­ent cita­tions?”


    “Oh man, I am going to dine out on this for weeks,” Paolo said down the line. “Harvey Specter calls me in a flat panic on a Sat­urday morning because he Im­prin­ted and didn’t have the native wit to notice.”


    “I’m not pan­ick­ing. Nobody’s pan­ick­ing,” Harvey said, and Mike’s brow fur­rowed. “My Imprint partner as­saul­ted a col­league, it’s kind of a big deal that I get the cita­tions.”


    “Sure, sure. Hey, we should do dinner some­time, me and Angela and you and — what’s his name?”


    “Mike,” Harvey said through gritted teeth. Mike preened. “Look, I don’t see why—”


    “I know you don’t now, but you will,” Paolo said. “Trust me, Harvey. It’s dif­fer­ent when you’re Im­prin­ted. Other people don’t get it some­times. We’ve been Im­prin­ted for ten years, we can help you out. I’ll look through my cal­en­dar and see when I’m free.”


    “Okay. I want those cita­tions, Paolo.”


    “Calm down, you’ll get them. Later, Harvey.”


    “Thanks,” Harvey said, and hung up. Mike was laugh­ing at him. “What?”


    Mike shook his head. “You dis­cover you’re Im­prin­ted and the first person you call is a lawyer.”


    “Well, the first call I made was a clinic. We have an ap­point­ment for nine-thirty.”


    Mike shoved an entire wedge of orange into his mouth and then smiled, the wedge clenched between his teeth. Harvey rolled his eyes.


    “Make sure you bring your phone with you, we’ll be out most of the day,” he said, walking into the bedroom and going to his closet for some­thing decent to wear. Some­thing that said more than “guy in a t-shirt” but not the full on “lawyer-in-a-suit”, he decided.


    “Hey yeah, can we stop and visit my grandma?” Mike called.


    Oh God, that was right. They had to get family in­volved now. Harvey was going to have to call James and tell him. Thank Christ their parents were dead.


    “I’d like to meet her,” he said, and once again was startled to find it was the truth.


    


    Mike


    Sat­urday was intense. The people at the Imprint test clinic had been nice and kind of ad­or­able, warning both of them whenever they had to touch anyone, amused at Harvey’s narrow-eyed, de­fens­ive re­ac­tion when they drew Mike’s blood. Harvey had ordered a copy sent express to Jessica’s office at the firm and one to the filing office, and then they’d gone there them­selves to re­gister.


    That was ter­rible. Mike had to sit in a room alone for like half an hour, writing a report on The Day I Im­prin­ted (or some­thing to that effect), and then he had to explain first to a coun­selor and then to an ad­min­is­trator AND the coun­selor, again, that he hadn’t noticed Imprint. The time it took to con­vince them that no, he really hadn’t noticed Imprint and yes, Harvey hadn’t noticed either totally killed their lunch re­ser­va­tion, so Harvey bought them hot dogs while Mike un­locked his bike and loaded it into the car.


    Mike’s place was on the way to his grand­mother’s, so they stopped and Mike madly packed up his toi­letries and some of his more pre­cious be­long­ings while Harvey packed his suits into a garment bag, cri­ti­ciz­ing all of them the entire time and at­tempt­ing, twice, to “lose” the skin­nier of Mike’s ties. The car was be­gin­ning to look a little like someone was either living there or moving to college by the time they dis­em­barked in front of the care fa­cil­ity.


    It was worth it, though, for the smile that lit his grand­mother’s face when he told her he’d Im­prin­ted, and for the shy way Harvey lurked outside the door until Mike came and got him so they could meet. Harvey was pretty quiet; Grandma spent most of the time re­min­is­cing about Mike’s parents, the day they’d met and their Imprint ce­re­mony.


    “See, told you he’s re­spons­ible,” Mike said, getting ready to leave — Harvey had already said goodbye and gone to call their driver to bring the car around.


    “I’m so happy for you,” she said, kissing his cheek. “Now don’t mess it up!”


    Mike grinned. “Love you too, Grandma. I’ll be back in a couple of days.”


    “Bring Harvey!” she called as he left.


    And after that finally, finally they could go back to Harvey’s place — to their place, Mike sup­posed. Harvey looked tired.


    “It’s like do­mest­icity with no waiting period,” he said in the car, when he saw Mike’s ex­pres­sion. “Your parents got married four days after Im­print­ing.”


    “I’m moving in,” Mike pointed out, then hes­it­ated. “Unless you don’t—”


    “No. I want,” Harvey said. “It feels…empty when you’re not there. See? Why am I saying crap like that? I mean it’s true, but it’s stupid.”


    “It’s just dif­fer­ent,” Mike soothed, wanting to scoot over next to him, con­stric­ted by his seat­belt. “Dude, you think I’m not a little freaked out?”


    “Don’t—”


    “Call you dude,” Mike said, grin­ning. Harvey glanced at him.


    “I see what you did there,” he said.


    “You were meant to.”


    So they got home, and Harvey put Ann Peebles on the turntable and col­lapsed in a chair, and Mike very wisely got his phone out and ordered de­liv­ery for dinner while Harvey was busy having his twenty minutes of ex­ist­en­tial crisis.


    He hadn’t thought about this part — about being the one to re­as­sure, the one who had ex­per­i­ence. At work, the balance of power was all on Harvey’s side, and rightly so; Harvey was sup­posed to be teach­ing him. Here, outside of it, Harvey had act­ively avoided the very concept of Imprint, as much as anyone could. He hadn’t read novels about it or seen the classic films about it, and as his Wiki­pe­dia page from last week proved, he knew next to nothing about its history, just what he’d learned in school as a kid.


    Well, Mike had Netflix, and could fix that.


    


    Harvey


    They spent most of Sunday in bed.


    Harvey liked the sound of that, but it was really more sleep­ing than any­thing. Sat­urday had drained them both, even the good parts, and Sat­urday night Harvey kept trying to sort out what he was feeling, the au­then­tic re­ac­tions from the so­cial­ized ones. He’d stop, sur­prised when Mike just knew some­thing, like when he’d ordered Chinese food, hot greasy comfort food, and it was perfect — and then he’d realize of course Mike knew. They were Im­prin­ted.


    Mike, ap­par­ently de­term­ined to confuse him further, pulled up half a dozen movies on his laptop, hooked it into the tele­vi­sion with only a minor struggle, and in­und­ated him with Imprint films. Harvey knew vaguely about the clas­sics, because they tended to in­filt­rate pop culture, but he’d never ac­tu­ally seen Cas­ab­lanca (woman Im­prin­ted on French freedom fighter nev­er­the­less falls for Amer­ican expat) or Bonnie And Clyde (Im­prin­ted couple on crime spree) or any­thing by Woody Allen, who ap­par­ently had spent his entire career musing on the neur­otic side of Imprint.


    There were weird ones too, strange side-trips, like the clips Mike showed him from Singin In The Rain. Harvey didn’t even know three­somes could Imprint, but ac­cord­ing to the in­ter­net there was one right there in New York, an Im­prin­ted married couple who had double-Im­prin­ted on the husband’s work col­league.


    Fatal At­trac­tion sent Harvey nervously back to Wiki­pe­dia, while Mike laughed his ass off and made bunny-boiling jokes.


    While one-sided Im­print­ing remains a strong trope in fiction, there has never been a doc­u­mented case of a partner who did not mu­tu­ally Imprint. Imprint Psy­chosis has been known to mimic the effect in ob­sess­ive per­son­al­it­ies (see: Erot­o­mania) but this con­di­tion has been suc­cess­fully treated with therapy and drug re­gi­mens.


    Or with death, ac­cord­ing to Fatal At­trac­tion.


    He fell asleep during A Room With A View, an ex­cep­tion­ally boring movie which Mike had still in­sisted was one of the finest films about Imprint ever made. He would have felt badly about it, except that Mike had already fallen asleep during the opening credits, head in Harvey’s lap, sprawled out over the rest of the couch.


    Mike woke him around two in the morning and they stumbled creak­ily to bed, and when Harvey’s alarm went off at eight in the morning he muttered “Fuck the gym” and si­lenced it.


    He heard Mike get up once or twice, in the dark zone between sleep and con­scious­ness. When he woke again around eleven, Mike was back in the bed, snoring quietly, fa­ce­planted into a pillow. Harvey got up, un­plugged his phone, and wandered into the living room.


    “Bonjour,” James answered after a couple of rings, though Harvey was pretty sure he knew who it was.


    “Bonjour, James, c’est l’Amer­ican,” Harvey replied. James laughed.


    “Hi, Harvey. How are you?”


    “I’m good,” Harvey said. “How’s Paris treat­ing you?”


    “Well, as usual. Hm, a phone call from Harvey instead of an e-mail. Who died?”


    “I call you!”


    “You call me when you get pro­moted, when I get pro­moted, or when someone dies,” James said, sound­ing tol­er­ant. “And you just got pro­moted, and I know I haven’t, so…”


    “I’ve Im­prin­ted,” Harvey said.


    There was a pause.


    “Ser­i­ously?” James asked.


    “Ser­i­ously. I thought it might warrant long-dis­tance.”


    “Wow,” James said, and fell silent again. “I — really?”


    “What, is it shock­ing I could Imprint?” Harvey asked, just as Mike wandered into the living room.


    Who? Mike mouthed.


    “No, it’s just…wow, Harvey, you have genu­inely knocked me on my ass with this,” James said, as Harvey mouthed brother back at him. Mike looked startled. “What’s her name?”


    “His name is Michael,” Harvey said. “He works at Pearson Hardman.”


    Mike gave him a cheer­ful thumbs up. Harvey threw him the bird.


    “You — ” James stopped, then started to laugh. “Oh my God, you Im­prin­ted a lawyer, of course you did. What is he, Junior Partner? One of the other Senior Part­ners?”


    “He’s an as­so­ci­ate. It’s a long story.”


    “So very long,” Mike called.


    “God, is that him? He sounds like a teen­ager. Harvey, are you Imprint-robbing the cradle?” James asked.


    “Can I talk to him?” Mike said.


    “No,” Harvey replied pa­tiently, an­swer­ing them both.


    “He wants to talk to me, doesn’t he?” James asked. “Come on, Harvey, put him on. I’ll behave.”


    “It’s not you I’m worried about,” Harvey said, glaring at Mike. “I’ll send you an email with the details. If you’re very good, I’ll send you his email address too.”


    “Harvey,” James whined, in the exact same tone of voice he had when he was ten and wanted his big brother to take him to the movies.


    “Email to­mor­row. Love you, bye now,” Harvey said, and hung up before James could get a verbal foot in the door.


    “I didn’t know you had a brother,” Mike said, picking through the fridge.


    “The number of things you don’t know about me could fill a book,” Harvey sighed.


    “I’m guess­ing you’re not calling your parents about this one, though?”


    “They’re both dead.”


    “Sorry.”


    “Don’t be, I’m not,” Harvey replied.


    “Didn’t sound like it. Is your brother in New York?”


    Harvey smiled a little. “France.”


    “Oh. That’s far to go.”


    “Yeah, well. I ran away from home. James ran away from America.”


    “You ran away from home?”


    Harvey rubbed his face. He just kept blurt­ing these things out like an idiot. Hope­fully this wouldn’t happen when other people were around. Mike aban­doned his hunt for food and came up next to him, resting his chin on Harvey’s shoulder.


    “Relax. Can’t fuck it up, re­mem­ber?” he said. “What exactly are you afraid of?”


    Harvey glanced side­long at him, un­cer­tain how to say it.


    “Listen, life some­times sucks hard, and I get that, so I’m not going to use your messed-up family against you,” Mike said. “His name is James? Is he…um, cool? You guys get along?”


    “Yeah. He’s younger than me. Ac­counts manager for an ad agency in Paris.” Harvey turned his head, eyes closing. “I want to go back to sleep.”


    “I’m going to start chewing a pillow if I don’t get food soon,” Mike said. “Go, I’ll bring it in.”


    “No toast in bed,” Harvey warned, but he let Mike steer him back towards the bedroom. The bed felt like the best thing ever, and he was almost asleep again when Mike flopped down next to him.


    “I found your peanut butter,” Mike in­formed him, waving a piece of apple smeared with it under his nose. “I have two ques­tions for you. Don’t worry, they’re non-in­vas­ive.”


    “This should be good,” Harvey groaned.


    “One, do you have condoms?”


    Harvey turned to look up at him. “That’s your idea of a non-in­vas­ive ques­tion?”


    “Well, I suppose it’s less in­vas­ive than ‘Do you have any STIs’,” Mike said thought­fully. “Oh also, lube, and that doesn’t count as my second ques­tion.”


    “No lube. Condoms in the night­stand drawer, check the ex­pir­a­tion date,” Harvey said. Mike rifled through it and made a dis­ap­poin­ted noise.


    “Second ques­tion, then: where’s the nearest drug­store?”


    Harvey pushed his face into the pillow. “Block and a half east. If you’re going, get some milk.”


    “Harvey! That was do­mestic. I’m so proud.” Mike kissed him. Harvey wiped a trace of peanut-butter off his cheek.


    


    Mike


    Harvey was asleep when Mike re­turned from what he and Trevor used to term the “Booty Call Run” — the kind of supply run that made the cashier at the drug­store give you a very poker­faced look. He put the milk in the fridge and quietly stocked the night­stand with an op­tim­ist­ic­ally large amount of sup­plies. Sex could wait; not that he didn’t want to have a lot of it and prefer­ably soon, but they were Im­prin­ted. They had their whole lives. They were catch­ing up on months of bad rest, months of tension and anxiety, and at some point they were prob­ably going to have to prepare a brief for Jessica on their Imprint.


    Ac­tu­ally, that wouldn’t be a bad thing to start on. Harvey had kept copies of their sworn state­ments and filing re­ceipts, and Mike could augment it with case law.


    When he settled into the bed, sitting up with Harvey’s laptop propped on his bent legs, Harvey mur­mured and rolled over, face nuzz­ling into Mike’s hip. His hand came to rest on Mike’s ankle, a loose but secure grip.


    Nor­mally he wouldn’t open Harvey’s email — some things were private even from Imprint part­ners — but he knew Harvey was ex­pect­ing cita­tions from someone named Paolo, and when he opened the laptop the bolded New Email From: Paolo Mon­teverde caught his eye.


    Harvey,


    Don’t say I never gave you nothin’. Links to the cita­tions below. My regards to your Imprint. Dinner on the 26th?


    P


    Mike smiled warmly, opened the links, and con­scien­tiously closed Harvey’s email.


    It wasn’t a bad brief, though he said it himself. It was dif­fi­cult to find actual legal defense for what he’d done, but they could patch­work some­thing to­gether. There were doc­u­mented cases, even famous ones, of un­con­scious Imprint; the test itself was named for Murray and Robertson, who had gone for years not knowing they’d Im­prin­ted.


    PFC Jason Murray and Lt. Charles Robertson: Ca­na­dian sol­diers who served in the same unit in WWI and con­sequently, on de­mo­bil­iz­a­tion, found it im­possible to live apart. Murray claimed that he be­lieved it to be the result of trauma in­curred by the war; Robertson was more reti­cent, in­sist­ing that his at­tach­ment to Murray was not a matter for public dis­cus­sion. Murray and Robertson were some of the first Im­prin­ted part­ners to be tested in 1932 and are re­cor­ded as ex­press­ing extreme sur­prise at the pos­it­ive result.


    He had always thought it was sort of a nice love story. Most of the biopics and history books por­trayed Robertson as a fiercely de­fens­ive, in­tensely private man who pro­tec­ted Murray from pes­ter­ing by journ­al­ists at best and har­ass­ment at worst.


    Mike knew, at least in­tel­lec­tu­ally, that what he’d done was wrong, wasn’t jus­ti­fied even by the bond of Imprint. But there were one or two cases where Im­prints had suc­cess­fully de­fen­ded as­saults in court, claim­ing Imprint pro­tec­tion because their partner had been threatened. Louis hadn’t threatened Harvey, but between those cases and the unusual cir­cum­stances, he felt he wasn’t en­tirely in the wrong, either. If he’d been aware of Imprint — and here he could cite their state­ments to the Imprint re­gis­tra­tion office — he would have been more con­scious that his in­stinct to attack Louis was de­riv­ing from that, and he could have con­trolled it.


    He hadn’t told Harvey, and didn’t really want anyone to know, that grabbing Louis like he had was still a dis­cip­lined act. What he’d wanted to do was choke the son of a bitch. His wrist was a com­prom­ise.


    That couldn’t happen again. Harvey might be afraid of the im­puls­ive trust he was feeling, but Mike was much more afraid of the in­stinct­ive vi­ol­ence he could commit. If his parents had ever felt the urge to shove back anyone who got too far up in their partner’s face, they’d hidden it well. Then again, Harvey tended to elicit that re­sponse in people a lot more often than a book­store owner or a high-school teacher ever would.


    While the draft was print­ing, Mike gently removed Harvey’s hand from his ankle and slid out of the bed, walking over to the small box of stuff he’d packed from his apart­ment the day before. In a shoebox, under some old report cards and photos, there was a small, oblong jeweler’s box with his parents’ Imprint rings in it. He thought he’d use them as wedding rings, maybe, if he met someone he loved but never Im­prin­ted.


    He sat on the bed with the loose papers for the brief in one hand, the box in the other. Behind him, Harvey stirred, sat up and leaned over his shoulder sleepily.


    “‘Zat?” he asked.


    “Brief for to­mor­row,” Mike said, holding it up. “Break out the red pen and tell me what I did wrong.”


    “I live for that, you know that,” Harvey answered, taking the pa­per­work out of his hand. “What’s in the box?”


    “Nosy,” Mike chided, but he opened it anyway. Inside, his parents’ Imprint rings were propped on the cheap velour lining. They weren’t par­tic­u­larly fancy; some people had dia­monds or sap­phires inlaid, but they were just plain low-grade silver, slim and elegant for all that. Two mobius strips, the twist meant to sit at the top of the finger, one larger than the other. Harvey would prob­ably want fancier, want to buy a set for them himself, but — maybe not.


    “They be­longed to my parents,” Mike said. “I don’t know if you want to wear them. We don’t have to, but I thought you might like to.”


    Harvey took the larger of the pair, dangling it skep­tic­ally. “Have to get them sized first,” he said.


    “Try my mom’s. You have thin fingers, it might fit,” Mike answered, of­fer­ing him the smaller ring. Harvey gave him back his father’s ring and slipped the other one over the tip of his left index finger. It settled easily behind the knuckle.


    His father’s ring spun loose on his own index finger, and Mike whirled it around, grin­ning. “So? Want to?”


    Harvey slid his left hand across Mike’s waist, sighing into his neck.


    “I feel like I shouldn’t,” he said. “No, that’s im­pre­cise. I feel like I should. I think like I shouldn’t. Old habits. This is going to take a while.”


    “So it takes a while,” Mike shrugged. Then he turned around, enough for Harvey to see his grin. “You so totally care about me.”


    Harvey groaned and fell back into the blankets.


    “You caaaare, you want to wear my riiiing,” Mike teased. “Speak­ing of things you want to do, I went to the drug­store.”


    Harvey looked up at him. “Did you buy me a red pen with which to proof your un­doubtedly in­com­pet­ent brief?”


    Mike offered him one somberly. Harvey settled in with the brief, already making notes in the margins, and Mike sat and watched for a while, twid­dling his father’s ring loosely around his finger.


    “We’re going to have to give a per­form­ance if we want to sell either of them on this,” Harvey said even­tu­ally. Mike looked at him and grinned.


  




  Chapter 3


  

    Harvey


    When Harvey came in on Monday morning, Mike prac­tic­ally boun­cing with ex­cite­ment next to him, Donna looked up with a grim ex­pres­sion and said, “Jessica wants to see you both.”


    “It’s okay,” Harvey told her. “I got this—”


    “We’re Im­prin­ted!” Mike blurted. Harvey rubbed his fore­head. Too late he real­ized the ring on his left hand was catch­ing the light.


    “I knew it!” Donna said, point­ing at him. “I totally win the bet!”


    “You knew?” Harvey de­man­ded, letting his hand drop.


    “Well, I ‘knew’,” Donna said, when she saw him glower­ing. “You were keeping it quiet, right?”


    “No.”


    “Wait — you didn’t know?” Donna asked.


    “You didn’t think to mention this? Ever?” Harvey said. This was going to be a long day. “You ask me about everything. You didn’t ask about this?”


    “I was being dis­creet!”


    “Since when?”


    “You ser­i­ously did not know?” Donna asked, looking back and forth between them. “Because if so, I’ve read this romance novel before.”


    “Not this one, you haven’t,” Harvey said, leaving his briefcase behind her desk, ex­tract­ing the folder with the amended brief in it. “Try to keep it quiet until Mike and I find out if we’re fired, okay?”


    Donna zipped her lips and smiled at them. Harvey, sighing, turned and led the way towards Jessica’s office. Louis was already there, pacing, his arm in a sling. Oh, the drama.


    “Harvey,” Jessica said, leaning against her desk. “Michael. Come in. I can’t believe I’m ac­tu­ally having to mediate this dis­cus­sion, but Louis tells me on Friday night your as­so­ci­ate as­saul­ted him. I’ve had Louis’s side. Can you explain to me what the hell is going on?”


    Harvey glanced at Mike, who turned to Louis, just like they’d re­hearsed the night before.


    “Louis, I’m sorry I grabbed you,” he said, with ad­mir­ably non-sar­castic sin­cer­ity. “It was out of line — in­ex­cus­able, even — and I’m sorry I did it. And for shout­ing at you.”


    Louis opened his mouth angrily, but Harvey stepped in.


    “And I’m sorry I didn’t manage the situ­ation better,” he said. “Your safety should have been a pri­or­ity.”


    Louis stopped, blinked. “Did you just apo­lo­gize to me?”


    “Yes,” Harvey said. Louis looked almost mol­li­fied by Harvey’s self-abase­ment.


    Jessica, however, was eyeing them both. “So you don’t deny what happened.”


    “No, ma’am,” Mike said.


    “Harvey?”


    “I’m sure Louis was reas­on­ably ac­cur­ate,” Harvey said. “Mike’s genu­inely sorry.”


    Jessica glanced at Louis. “Ac­cept­able?”


    Louis seemed to shake himself, squar­ing his shoulders. “Ab­so­lutely not,” he said. “Him, I want fired,” he con­tin­ued, jabbing a finger of his good hand at Mike. Harvey fought down the urge to grab his other wrist just to fuck with him. “And I want Harvey written up for gross neg­li­gence in al­low­ing it to happen.”


    Jessica sighed. “Harvey, I assume you have some kind of defense?”


    “Some kind,” Harvey agreed, passing her the brief. He made sure his left index finger was visible as he did so. Jessica caught the ring, stared at it, and then looked up at Harvey with wide, sur­prised eyes.


    “Read the cover,” Harvey said, tipping his head at the brief. She opened the folder and skimmed it, while Louis seethed in silence.


    “This is an Imprint doc­u­ment­a­tion,” she said slowly.


    “What?” Louis asked. Harvey offered him a copy.


    “Harvey, the doc­u­ment­a­tion is from Sat­urday. You can’t ser­i­ously expect I’ll accept this as an excuse,” Jessica said, lifting the cover page. “I know you’ve covered for him in the past, but this—”


    “You should have test results in your inbox now,” Harvey said. “If you read the state­ments in section two—”


    “Un­con­scious Imprint?” Louis de­man­ded. “Are you kidding me with this crap?”


    Jessica was rifling through her inbox, tugging out a brown en­vel­ope.


    “You can’t take this ser­i­ously,” Louis said, turning to her. She held up a hand to silence him, reading over the medical pa­per­work.


    “It’s un­for­tu­nate,” Harvey said smoothly. “Mike would never have done what he did if he’d been aware of Imprint at the time, and when I reacted I was re­act­ing to genuine dis­tress from my Imprint partner. The assault isn’t jus­ti­fied, but I think you’ll find we have a pretty strong case.”


    “You don’t need to make a case, Harvey, this isn’t a lawsuit,” Jessica said, setting the pa­per­work aside and opening the folder again.


    “If you fire Mike, it will be,” Harvey replied. “And if you don’t fire him, I want to cut Louis off at the pass before he sues.”


    “Are you playing hard­ball with me?” Jessica asked, while Louis sputtered. She sounded almost amused.


    “I’m rep­res­ent­ing an Im­prin­ted part­ner­ship,” Harvey said. “What happened shouldn’t have happened, but there were ex­ten­u­at­ing cir­cum­stances. We’ve both apo­lo­gized. And we’ll be paying his medical bills, nat­ur­ally.”


    “You’d better,” Louis threatened.


    “I’ve just said we will,” Harvey replied mildly. “Louis, take the sling off, we’re not in small claims court here. He’s not the Hulk, he didn’t break any­thing.”


    “I have tendon damage!”


    “Enough,” Jessica said, closing the folder with a snap. “I’m going to review this and make a de­cision, but I don’t think ter­min­a­tion is ap­pro­pri­ate in this case. Louis, sue him and you’re fired, because I’m not going to have part­ners within a firm filing law­suits against each other or against as­so­ci­ates. Michael.”


    “Yes, ma’am,” Mike said.


    “Control your­self. Imprint is no excuse for this kind of be­ha­vior. You assault anyone else and Imprint or not, you’re done here.”


    Mike nodded.


    “I’m sure you have work to do,” she added, as a dis­missal. Mike turned and walked out of the room, and Harvey saw him pick up his pace sub­stan­tially once he was through the door. He turned back to Jessica, who was study­ing them both.


    “I’m going to look at this very care­fully,” she said, holding up the folder. “If I find any evid­ence of fraud or mal­feas­ance, we’re going to be re­vis­it­ing this dis­cus­sion in detail. In the mean­time, taking this Imprint as read and taking into account what happened on Friday, we’re going to need to make a few ad­just­ments. Louis, if you can’t be civil, leave him alone. I have eyes every­where and if you try to mess with the kid, I’ll know. Harvey, keep a tight leash on him. I’m not kidding — one more out­burst from either of you and you’re both gone, and you can sue us all you like. This case isn’t that strong. Now I’d like to be done playing kinder­garten teacher, so you can both go back to work.”


    “Jessica — ” Louis began.


    “Louis?” she asked sweetly.


    Louis hes­it­ated, then dropped his gaze. He turned to Harvey and made the face he made when he had decided to do the right thing even though he thought it was stupid.


    “Con­grat­u­la­tions on your Imprint,” he said to Harvey, and walked out without another word. Harvey, de­cid­ing dis­cre­tion was the better part of not getting his ass kicked twice, fol­lowed at a dis­tance.


    “Oh, and Harvey,” Jessica called, as he was leaving. He stopped and turned, ques­tion­ing. “My con­grat­u­la­tions as well. You and I should sched­ule a night for drinks, so I can make fun of you really prop­erly.”


    “Thank you,” Harvey said, only a hint of sarcasm in his voice, and left.


    He already had a text from Mike. Did she feed your liver to Louis raw?


    She said con­grat­u­la­tions. Be in my office at ten with the ac­quis­i­tion con­tracts from Friday, he texted back.


    


    Mike


    Mike was pretty sure the second Donna found out he wasn’t fired, she’d told every­one she knew about the Imprint. He was pos­it­ive of it when he found out that all the as­so­ci­ates knew he’d Im­prin­ted, but they didn’t know who he’d Im­prin­ted on.


    He made a mental note to buy her flowers. Half the pleas­ure of this part, after all, was getting to tell every­one who it was.


    “Is it true?” Rachel asked, stop­ping at his cube, and he could see the nearby as­so­ci­ates strain­ing their ears. “Donna said you Im­prin­ted.”


    Mike nodded, grin­ning.


    “Well? Who is she?” Rachel asked. “What does she do? How did it happen? Ser­i­ously, a nod is all I get?”


    “It’s Harvey,” he said.


    From across the cor­ridor, someone coughed bull­shit!


    “Harvey…Specter?” Rachel asked, looking shocked. “You — but you’ve been working to­gether for months.”


    “Un­con­scious Imprint,” Mike said. “We just figured it out on Friday. Got the test on Sat­urday, filed re­gis­tra­tion papers.”


    “Ohhhh,” Rachel said sud­denly, eyes going distant. “Oh, that ex­plains so much.”


    “What?” Mike asked.


    “Nothing,” she said, and gave him a smile and a hair-flip as she walked away.


    “Did you really Imprint on Harvey?” Harold asked, leaning over the edge of their shared cubicle wall.


    “He totally didn’t. He just wants to look like a special snow­flake,” Kyle called, without moving from his desk.


    “He’s jealous,” Mike said to Harold, who nodded know­ingly. “Hey, Kyle, I got some­thing for you,” he added, holding up a sheet of paper. Kyle, unable to resist a mystery, came to Mike’s cube and took it out of his hand.


    “That’s a list of dates and loc­a­tions for Imprint events in New York. I want you to find your soul­mate, Kyle,” Mike said sol­emnly. “Every­one should be as happy as Harvey and I are.”


    Kyle crumpled the paper and threw it over his shoulder. It landed in Harold’s coffee.


    “So what, you think you’re getting special treat­ment because you’re Im­prin­ted on a Partner?” Kyle asked.


    “Under the law, yes,” Mike replied evenly. Kyle, who had clearly been about to launch into a bril­liant de­moli­tion of Mike’s protests, opened his mouth and then checked himself.


    “Get lost, Kyle,” Harold said.


    “Shut up, Harold. You’re the one bitch­ing about doing Mike’s busy­work,” Kyle said, and re­treated to his cubicle.


    “Sorry about that,” Mike told him.


    “My fault. Didn’t duck fast enough on Friday,” Harold answered with a grin.


    “Listen, as soon as I get this crap done for Harvey, I’ll take some back.”


    “Fe­li­cit­ates Inuros et Im­prim­atur,” Harold replied. Mike looked at him in sur­prise; most people didn’t know the formal con­grat­u­la­tion phrase. Harold beamed. “My aunt’s Im­prin­ted.”


    “Okay, girls, slee­p­over’s can­celled, time to stop braid­ing each others’ hair and go back to being lawyers,” Louis an­nounced, ar­riv­ing in the bullpen. Mike noticed he still had a brace on his wrist, but he’d taken the sling off.


    Fol­low­ing in his wake was a young man in an ill-fitting suit, and Mike wondered for a minute whether Louis had pre-empt­ively hired a new as­so­ci­ate. But his smile was a little too shiny, and he didn’t look quite down­trod­den enough to have re­cently gone through an in­ter­view process with Louis Litt.


    He stopped at the door and spoke to someone, who ges­tured in Mike’s dir­ec­tion. Mike leaned back at him as he ap­proached.


    “Mike Ross?” the man said. Mike nodded. “I’m John Wit­tgard, I’m new. Did Harvey tell you to expect me?”


    “No,” Mike said.


    “You’re sup­posed to give me an ori­ent­a­tion?” Wit­tgard said tent­at­ively. Mike looked him up and down.


    “Sure, okay,” he said, stand­ing. “Follow me.”


    He led him out of the bullpen and down to the file room; Wit­tgard kept trying to make con­ver­sa­tion, and Mike replied mostly in grunts. He opened the file room door, shoved Wit­tgard inside, and closed it behind them both.


    “Okay, you’re not a lawyer,” he said, cross­ing his arms. Wit­tgard de­flated. “Which paper do you work for?”


    “Man­hat­tan Update,” Wit­tgard said. “It’s a news­b­log.”


    “You’re here about the un­con­scious Imprint?”


    Wit­tgard nodded.


    “Someone from the firm call you?”


    “I can’t reveal my sources.”


    “Well, it was either Pearson Hardman or a snitch in the re­gis­tra­tion office,” Mike said. “So we can have them in­vest­ig­ated—”


    “No! Look, I just want a story,” Wit­tgard said. “This is news, you’re only the third doc­u­mented case since the thirties. Ex­clus­ive in­ter­view?” he asked, without much hope. Mike sighed.


    “I don’t have time for this today, because I have actual work to do, so let’s make this quick,” he said. “Option one, I can punch you in the face, but I’ll prob­ably get fired and that’s really only cath­artic on a per­sonal level.”


    “Wow,” Wit­tgard said, clearly awed. “You’re like Robertson.”


    “Thanks. Option two, I can call se­cur­ity and have them drag you out, you can write a story based on spec­u­la­tion, and we can sue you, in­vest­ig­ate the re­gis­tra­tion office, find your source, get them fired, prob­ably get your host to take your blog down, and make life as miser­able for you as it’ll be for us. I mean, you do get that we’re both lawyers, right?”


    “I really hope there’s an option three.”


    “Option three is that you write a blind article with no names at­tached, and I’ll provide you with copies of our state­ments to the re­gistry office. They’re pretty de­tailed,” Mike said. “Every­one we know is gonna know anyway, and anyone who doesn’t know who we are doesn’t need to.”


    Wit­tgard gaped at him.


    “Look, I get it, I’m a young guy trying to keep my job too,” Mike said. “I know we’re news. But if we’re the wrong kind of news, we can really cause you some trouble. So I’m going to give you the state­ments, you’re going to quote them without names — that in­cludes the firm, we don’t need that kind of pub­li­city — and I’m going to trust you not to screw us. And if you do, it’s back to option two.”


    The other man ran a hand through his hair. “Jeez, you guys don’t play around, do you?”


    “I realize not no­ti­cing I Im­prin­ted makes me sound like an idiot, but I’m ac­tu­ally kind of a genius,” Mike said. “And if you think I’m mean, you should meet my Imprint.”


    “Could you set tha—”


    “Don’t push your luck,” Mike said darkly.


    “Right, right.” Wit­tgard nodded. He offered his hand. “Deal?”


    “Ugh, Grandma always told me never to trust journ­al­ists,” Mike sighed.


    “Mine told me not to trust lawyers,” Wit­tgard offered. Mike shook his hand. “Thanks for not punch­ing me in the face.”


    “I reserve the right to do that if you mess this up,” Mike warned him, and opened the file room door. “Come on, I’ll get you those copies. Then I’m going to have se­cur­ity escort you out.”


    


    Harvey


    “Late!” Harvey called, wag­gling his watch, when Mike walked into his office at ten past ten.


    “Gimme a break, I just de­clared myself our PR rep,” Mike replied, placing a stack of folders on his desk. “Ac­quis­i­tions con­tracts. There’s a blog that’s going to be quoting our Imprint state­ments prob­ably later today.”


    “What?” Harvey de­man­ded, a sinking feeling in his stomach.


    “Relax, I made a deal. No names, no spe­cif­ics, and I blacked out the more em­bar­rass­ing parts. You write very ro­mantic­ally, for a lawyer,” Mike added, flop­ping down in a chair. “I told him if he screwed us we’d take him to the clean­ers.”


    “I might anyway. I wasn’t in on this little deal. Did you get it in wri— of course you didn’t,” Harvey groaned, when Mike shook his head. “You know, a mark of human in­tel­li­gence is someone who learns from his mis­takes.”


    “You really want that con­tract in writing? We agree to sup­press in­form­a­tion con­cern­ing Harvey Specter and Mike Ross on the con­di­tion Mike not punch anyone in the face?” Mike waved a hand. “The in­ter­net will gossip about it for a couple of days and then nobody will care.”


    A down­side of Imprint, Harvey was no­ti­cing, was his tend­ency to let Mike off lightly whenever he was being a naive dipshit.


    “You’d better hope that’s true,” he said. “You’re still skating pretty close to being fired.”


    “If I were,” Mike asked, looking over at him, “would—”


    “Of course I would. I can get a job any­where. I’d threaten, anyway. Prob­ably wouldn’t have to follow through.”


    Mike smiled. “That fin­ish­ing my thoughts thing, it’s ad­or­able.”


    Harvey waited for a surge of an­noy­ance, and when none came, he looked away, fid­dling with his pen.


    “Anyway, can I go? I prom­ised Harold I’d help him finish the stuff Louis dumped on me and you re-dumped on him on Friday,” Mike said.


    “Go,” Harvey told him. “Pillage and burn. Be back at one for the client meeting.”


    “Adult Table?”


    “Con­sider it an Imprint gift. Scram,” Harvey said.


    Mike scrammed, but as he left he called back over his shoulder, “Love you!”


    Harvey could hear Donna’s snicker. He picked up his phone and saw her pick up hers.


    “So when’s the ce­re­mony?” she asked, spin­ning around in her chair to smile at him through the glass wall.


    “We’re not having a ce­re­mony, ce­re­mon­ies are for dorks,” he told her.


    “Harvey. Search your fast-melting heart and locate, deep down, your shreds of hu­man­ity.”


    Harvey scowled at her.


    “Sweetie, you know you want one. It’s what you do. You show off your things,” she said, ges­tur­ing at the signed bas­ket­balls, at the shelf of LPs.


    “He’s not a thing.”


    “He’s your thing. Meta­phor­ic­ally. I’ll plan it for you if you want. I’ve always wanted to throw an Imprint re­cep­tion.”


    “Let’s just survive the week first.”


    “I’ll book you some­where nice for dinner,” she said, and hung up.


    Harvey set the phone in its cradle, tapped the end of his pen against his desk blotter, thought about Mike, and smiled to himself. Then he told himself to get the hell over it, and started work.


    


    Mike


    Mike would just as soon have gone home that night and crashed onto the couch with Harvey and a bowl of cold cereal for dinner.


    Louis hadn’t been any more in­tol­er­able than usual, which was a nice sur­prise, but it was a long, mostly-gruel­ing day of reading briefs and meeting with in­sanely boring clients. Adult Table wasn’t any fun if the adults were stuffy as­sholes, even if they’d com­pli­men­ted Harvey’s Imprint ring. Plus he’d spent the af­ter­noon suf­fer­ing jokes, both well-meaning and ill-in­ten­tioned, from the other as­so­ci­ates when the Man­hat­tan Update article came out.


    At least Wit­tgard had held up his end of the bargain. The article couldn’t have been more generic if it was cen­sored by Harvey per­son­ally. The third doc­u­mented case of un­con­scious Imprint since the Murray-Robertson test was in­sti­tuted oc­curred in Man­hat­tan this week when two co-workers filed for Imprint re­gis­tra­tion on Sat­urday, months after meeting each other. Man­hat­tan Update has an ex­clus­ive peek at their re­gis­tra­tion state­ments behind the jump!


    So he could happily have gone home and spent the evening using up some of the condoms in the night­stand drawer.


    On the other hand, eight o’clock found him drink­ing cham­pagne after an in­sanely ex­pens­ive dinner in a corner booth at one of midtown’s hippest res­taur­ants, with a view of the room and Harvey’s arm resting around his shoulders, so life could be worse. Harvey’s left hand dangled off his shoulder, ring on display to the room; they’d left Mike’s ring with a gushing, starry-eyed sales clerk at Tiffany’s to be sized.


    The wait­staff weren’t quite as en­thu­si­astic as the Tiffany’s clerk, but Donna had clearly told someone when she made the re­ser­va­tion that they were cel­eb­rat­ing their Imprint. The number of fond, in­dul­gent smiles and awe­struck looks was be­com­ing a little un­nerv­ing.


    “Are you showing me off?” he asked Harvey, who was on his fourth glass of cham­pagne and em­an­at­ing smug­ness.


    “Do you mind?” Harvey asked.


    “Well, I’m quite a catch, so I see why you would,” Mike said.


    “Part of it’s showing off,” Harvey allowed. Mike glanced at him, curious. “Part of it is staking claim.”


    “Ah,” Mike said. “See the shiny, isn’t it shiny? Don’t touch my shiny.”


    “You cer­tainly have a gift with words,” Harvey replied. He turned his face, nose brush­ing Mike’s temple, and Mike felt a tongue wetly trace the curve of his earlobe. “Want to get out of here?” he asked, when he was done making sure Mike couldn’t stand up without em­bar­rass­ing himself.


    “The bill—”


    “Paid in advance,” Harvey said, which shouldn’t sound as hot as it did. “Home?”


    “Yeah,” Mike said, squirm­ing out of the booth, but­ton­ing his jacket. Harvey fol­lowed, still looking like the smuggest bastard on Earth, and Mike felt the eyes of half the room on them as they left. Vaguely, he re­membered the sen­sa­tion from child­hood — the way people watched his parents, the way people would tell him what a lucky boy he was to have them. He glanced at Harvey, to make sure he wasn’t freak­ing out, but he shouldn’t have worried. Harvey might not be used to at­ten­tion from this, but he was used to being the center of at­ten­tion in any room anyway.


    He’d been in Harvey’s private el­ev­ator before, but the novelty hadn’t worn off yet. Mike stood at the glass, watch­ing the world fall away below them, while Harvey wrapped his arms around his waist and mouthed at the base of his neck, teeth scrap­ing gently over his skin.


    “You shouldn’t have had so much cham­pagne,” Mike said, amused.


    “I’ll be fine,” Harvey replied.


    “Oh? How fine?”


    Harvey snugged his hips up against Mike, erec­tion press­ing hot into his ass. “Very fine.”


    “Okay, I’m sold,” Mike said, as the el­ev­ator stopped.


    “Are you sure?” Harvey asked, not letting him go. “Because I’m very good at con­vin­cing.”


    “In the el­ev­ator? Really?” Mike asked.


    “Sus­tained,” Harvey said, and re­leased him long enough for Mike to turn.


    There’d been an urgency to last time, a driving need to confirm the bond, and since then they’d done little more than sleep tangled in each other, too tired or too con­cerned with de­fend­ing them­selves. Now there was time — time for Mike to lead him across the living room, kissing, through the bedroom door as they shed ties and shoes and cloth­ing.


    “Okay, for in­form­a­tion’s sake,” Harvey said into his mouth, walking him back­wards to the bed. “Brief sexual history with men. Go.”


    “What romance,” Mike answered, fum­bling with Harvey’s fly. “Bot­tom­ing and blow­jobs. Open to other sug­ges­tions. You?”


    “Top and bottom, oral, not anytime re­cently,” Harvey replied, getting in the way as he tried to help him. He finally let Mike see to it, running his hands up his arms to cup his shoulders, kissing him again.


    “Pro­fes­sional closet?” Mike asked.


    “Not really ne­ces­sary,” Harvey said. “Most men don’t in­terest me.”


    “No men better in­terest you now.” Mike tumbled onto the bed, pulling him along. Harvey propped himself over him on his elbows, looking down, head tilted to one side.


    “Only you,” he said, looking like he was fight­ing every trained-in in­stinct to say it. Mike raised a hand and rubbed his thumb across Harvey’s cheek.


    “Love you too,” he replied.


    


    Harvey


    Mike had been right, he shouldn’t have had quite so much cham­pagne, because it was dif­fi­cult to stay in control — dif­fi­cult not to just give in and be dragged under the surge of emotion Mike’s ac­cept­ance caused. Desire, of course, and a des­per­ate af­fec­tion, an almost pan­icked love. It made Harvey feel vul­ner­able, stripped bare, and he tried to sup­press it.


    And then, sud­denly, he real­ized he didn’t have to.


    This was Mike, this was his Imprint, and it wasn’t weak­ness. Even if it had been, Mike would never use it against him, never hurt him for it. He shuddered and dropped down, kissing him, letting the last vestige of war­i­ness crack off and drift away. Mike took the frantic kiss like it was his due, hands tight­en­ing in Harvey’s hair.


    “Feel better now?” Mike asked, when the rush of emotion had passed and Harvey broke the kiss to press his face to Mike’s neck, breath­ing deeply. He nodded, not lifting his head. “I think you should know, by the way, that I was a wrest­ler in high school.”


    Harvey was about to ask how that was at all rel­ev­ant to their situ­ation when, with only that as warning, Mike flipped him ef­fort­lessly onto his back, straddled him, and pinned him down with one arm. He leaned over the edge of the bed and, with his free hand, opened the night­stand drawer. Harvey watched, amused, as Mike fumbled the cap open, eyed it, and then groaned.


    “Are they kidding me?” he asked Harvey, un­screw­ing the cap to break the seal, ripping little bits out of it when it didn’t come away cleanly, and Harvey started to laugh.


    “You do it,” Mike said, drop­ping it onto his chest. He leaned over again to pop the box of condoms open, and that was all the dis­trac­tion Harvey needed.


    “Oh — Jesus, warn a man,” Mike groaned, as Harvey ran a slick finger down his ass. He inched up a little to give Harvey better lever­age, though, and his eyes drifted shut as Harvey slid a finger inside him. He toppled onto Harvey’s chest, hands flexing in the sheets, nib­bling at his jaw.


    “That’s good?” Harvey asked into his ear, crook­ing his finger a little. “You like that?”


    “Very much,” Mike groaned, hips twitch­ing as he tried to take more. Harvey gra­ciously added a second finger, and Mike shuddered.


    He could tell, in the strange just-knowing way he could tell some­times what Mike was feeling or think­ing, that Mike would like it rough — would like to just give in and be taken hard and des­per­ate — but not tonight. So he eased back a little, even though Mike whined, and moved slowly, gently.


    Just as well. He felt un­co­ordin­ated, loose-limbed in a way that had nothing to do with the alcohol, wanting to touch every­where at once. He skated his other hand up Mike’s ribs, over his shoulder to his neck, and rubbed his thumb gently into the muscle there. Mike went loose and relaxed, like a string had been cut. His cock pressed against Harvey’s abdomen, moving in little jerks whenever Mike’s hips bucked.


    “Oh, that’s good, that’s good, Harvey,” Mike mumbled against his skin, and one of his hands fumbled up Harvey’s ribcage, palm scrap­ing roughly over his nipple, making Harvey tense and arch for a moment. He could feel Mike’s smile against his skin. “More, you can do more.”


    “Easy,” Harvey warned, hand clamp­ing around the back of his neck. “It’s gonna be good, promise.”


    “I know, I know,” Mike panted. “I just — oh, shit, yes,” he hissed, when Harvey spread his fingers, adding a third. “Just a little, a little deeper, please, Harvey, please…oh you asshole,” he added, when Harvey pulled his fingers out com­pletely.


    “Condom,” Harvey grunted, but Mike was still col­lapsed on top of him, thrust­ing minutely against his skin. “Michael.”


    Mike shivered and raised his head. Harvey waggled his slick fingers. “Condom, please.”


    “Gonna get tested,” Mike muttered as he fumbled around in the sheet for the condom. “Gonna take you home and fuck you bare­back—”


    Harvey laughed, a little de­lighted; he wasn’t aware Mike had such a dirty mouth in bed, and his whole body enjoyed the idea. Mike finally pro­duced the little packet with a tri­umphant noise, tore it open and scooted back. The drag of his ass over Harvey’s cock made Harvey grunt in sur­prise.


    Mike, who had to make a pro­duc­tion out of everything, gave him a smile, bent and nuzzled against his dick before sucking warm and wet around the head, eyes raised to catch Harvey’s re­ac­tion. He leaned back, rolling the condom over him, and then took Harvey’s still-messy hand, using the last of the lube to slick him up.


    “Like this?” he asked, looking down at Harvey, still strad­dling his thighs. “Because I’m good like this.”


    “Well, I’ve never been a wrest­ler,” Harvey said, and saw Mike’s face go puzzled and then alarmed for the split second before he rolled Mike off into the blankets and climbed on top of him, “but I do know a few things about physics.”


    “This, this is good too,” Mike agreed, legs spread­ing, knees hooking up around Harvey’s ribs, ass arching off the bed. Harvey got a hand under his hip, and Mike let out a long, slow ex­hal­a­tion as he pressed against his hole. He rested his left hand on Mike’s stomach, fingers rubbing sooth­ingly, and slowly pushed in.


    Mike gasped and twisted a little, but he said “Oh god please” so Harvey just held on and let Mike’s hands rake down his arms, one coming to rest over his left hand, twining into it. When he moved again, Mike groaned.


    “Okay?” he asked, quietly, leaning forward, driving in a little more, and Mike nodded. “You’re sure?”


    “Holy shit please,” Mike said, sound­ing almost annoyed. Harvey grinned, kissed him, and pushed the rest of the way in a long, slow slide. Mike was tight, hips making little cir­cu­lar motions, in­sanely good.


    “You’re — right there,” Mike groaned, “Jesus, you’re — I could come, you wouldn’t even need to — oh, fuck, Harvey — fuck,” he added, as Harvey pulled back and slid home again. Harvey leaned forward as much as he could, kissing Mike’s col­lar­bone when he couldn’t quite reach his mouth.


    “It’s true,” he said, finding a slow, deep rhythm, “that you’re very shiny, Mike — ah,” he broke off as Mike bucked hard. “And hand­some and clever—”


    “And?” Mike asked, tight­en­ing his knees a little, head thrown back against the pillows.


    “Mine,” Harvey growled, biting down, and Mike shouted as he came, writh­ing, his hand so tight around Harvey’s that it hurt. It caught him by sur­prise, the filthy noises Mike made and the shudder around his cock. He had a sharp, clear, still moment where he swore he could feel their pulses align, and then he fol­lowed Mike over into orgasm, hips snap­ping in little, hard bucks as he came.


    He’d been holding Mike prac­tic­ally off the bed, almost doubled over him while they fucked, and now he let go slowly, eased Mike down and pulled out, Mike whim­per­ing softly.


    “Okay, that was amazing,” Mike an­nounced, as Harvey stripped off the condom and used Mike’s dis­carded shirt to clean him up. “Hey, is that my shirt?”


    “Re­mem­ber the amazing,” Harvey told him, falling back into the bed. He curled around Mike’s side, a leg tangling pos­sess­ively with his, and Mike turned his head, bright blue eyes hazy and sat­is­fied.


    “You just want to be told what an in­cred­ible lay you are,” he said, as Harvey wrapped an arm over him as well, left hand coming to rest just below the livid bite­m­ark on his col­lar­bone.


    “You can’t deny my tech­nique for con­vin­cing people of it is pretty air­tight,” Harvey replied. “And under ex­clus­ive con­tract to you, now.”


    “Ohh, I’m gonna be sore to­mor­row,” Mike said, raising a hand to the welt on his skin, press­ing on it ex­per­i­ment­ally. “Worth it.”


    “I’d hope so.” Harvey nosed into Mike’s shoulder and took a breath. “You’re my Imprint,” he said slowly. “And I love you.”


    Mike turned to him, face lit up. “I know,” he said, and licked Harvey’s nose.


    “Gah! Don’t do that! Ruin the moment,” Harvey grumbled, lifting his hand to swipe at his nose. Mike caught it in his own, lower­ing both their hands to his chest.


    To­mor­row they had to get up and go to work, be lawyers, be amazing. He’d have to put up with Donna’s smug looks all day after he told her she could plan an Imprint ce­re­mony. Mike would have to deal with Louis, and be on best be­ha­vior for Jessica for a while. There was a lot to do, but he wouldn’t be coming home to empty anxiety ever again, and nobody could ever take Mike away from him. For now, time to rest.


    He fell asleep to the soft, even rub of Mike’s thumb over his index finger, over the twist of his Imprint ring.


    END
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