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Summary:


Phoenix and Miles have been in a solid relationship for nearly three years and even got to move in together. Even if their activities in the privacy of their bedroom are rather sparse due to their busy schedules, Phoenix, ever the hopeless romantic, is content with what he has. That is, until Larry comes around one day and turns Phoenix's quiet little world around with an idea that Phoenix, try as he might, can't shake out of his head.
After all, it was a very well known rule of the universe that when something smells, it's always the Butz.






Notes:


This... is a very old project I never had the nerve to complete. I've been trying to write smut for a few years, but always ended up losing my confidence halfway through. Now I want to end this agony once for all and barrel through it despite the embarrassment, because if there is a couple I'm willing to go the extra mile for, that's undoubtedly NaruMitsu. So, yeah, here it is. First chapter is short and nothing much happens, though I hope to get the next one out quickly. This is going to be short, 3 or 4 chapters at most. Don't expect high quality content, it's probably going to be bad and lame all the way through and I'll most likely deny every form of connection to this dumpster fire in the future lmao




        (See the end of the work for more notes.)
    















Chapter 1





Chapter Text

“So, how is your life doing with Edgey?”
Phoenix rolls his eyes at Larry’s inquiry. So much for enjoying the day alone at the Office, with Trucy at a friend’s place for a school project and Apollo and Athena busy with an investigation, and catching up with the thick stack of paperwork he delayed one time too many. Of course the Butz had to come along and ruin it all.
“Fine, thank you.” Phoenix replies curtly, flipping through his papers with unnecessary force, urging Larry to take the fucking hint already and scram. But the man, of course, doesn’t. Instead, the newlywed man, who had just returned from his honeymoon vacation with his wife Iris, leans across his desk, a knowing smirk on his face as he wiggles his eyebrows conspiratorially at Phoenix.
“And, you know, what about your sex life?”
Phoenix starts so hard several sheets are sent flying to the ground in a downpour of white, papery snow. He tries in vain to grab at them before they hit the floor, but soon gives up when he feels his face ignite and his hands tremble in shock. “L-LARRY! You don’t- can’t-!!”
“Oh come on, as though it’s such a big deal. We all know you fuck.” Larry says with a nonchalant shrug, and Phoenix sputters some more at the crude remark. “I’m surprised you like to do it with a boring dude like Edgey, but hey, you do you.”
That veiled insult at Phoenix’s husband is what snaps him out of his own embarrassment. He glares at his infuriating friend. “Larry, just because we don’t think with our dicks like you do-”
“Hey, relax, chill!” Larry raises his hands in surrender and leans back on his chair, propping his feet over the edge of Phoenix’s desk. Phoenix’s glare intensifies but it proves ineffective to sway the unstoppable force that is Larry Butz. Phoenix has long learned resisting the Butz will only result in being thoroughly defeated and overwhelmed. It’s better to just let go. “I only meant that he doesn’t seem like the type to enjoy that kind of thing. That’s all.”
Actually, as much as it hurts him, Phoenix has to admit Larry is partially correct. Miles isn’t really wound up around sex; he hardly ever initiates anything, and the times they got in bed are few and far inbetween, and always very… traditional, to put it kindly.
Phoenix can tell how such a partner would probably be frustrating for a person like Larry, who instead puts a lot of value in the physical expression of their love, but Phoenix is fine with it; he enjoys sex as much as any other person does, but he has never put too much importance in it like Larry always has, never really considered a necessity. There really is no point in it if both parties don’t feel up to it, and since Miles comes home utterly wiped out the ninety nine percent of the time and ends up collapsing, asleep, on the couch nearly every time, Phoenix has long stopped even considering to ask. And if desire sometimes struck… well, he has been faring rather well on his own for a long time. That has to count for something.
He sighs and starts picking up the fallen papers, if anything to hide his flushed face from Larry’s sight. Of all topics to talk about with Larry Butz, why did it have to be his nearly non-existent sex life?
“Larry, sex is not the only thing there is to a relationship. I’m fully satisfied with what we have.”
“Hm, if you say so.” Larry shrugs again. “Still, though, don’t you feel a little… undesired? Don’t you ever wish to feel wanted by Edgey? I know I would if Iris avoided and rejected me all the time.”
Phoenix stops in the middle of straightening up, frozen. That’s not how it is, he tells himself. The bond he and Miles share goes way beyond the simple carnal pleasure, and he wouldn’t trade that away for the best sexual encounter in the world. Their relationship is based on mutual, deep trust and understanding of each other’s needs and boundaries and respect and-

Miles standing behind him as he harshly shoves Phoenix down and bends him over the desk, pinning his wrist behind his back; Miles’s hot breath fanning over Phoenix’s ear shell as he whispers all the dirty things he wants to do to Phoenix now that he’s trapped beneath him, and he grinds slowly against Phoenix’s ass, and Phoenix can easily figure Miles is just as happy to see him as much as Phoenix is…

-and fuck, what the fucking hell was that? A wet dream quickie? Now?!?
Whatever it was, Phoenix has now another problem to deal with, namely the fact that his suit pants have apparently shrunk three sizes smaller around his groin all at once, and that he has no clue as to how to hide it from Larry.
He slowly straightens up again, hoping the oblivious man would mistake Phoenix’s grimace as his back acting up rather than his cock.
“Larry, it… it’s not like that,” he chokes out. “I don’t need him to provide physical evidence of his feelings in that way if he’s not in the mood for it. We love and trust each other, and I’m happy with how things currently are.”
Larry falls quiet and simply looks at him, uncharacteristically focused, almost wise. Then the illusion of a mature Larry is shattered when he blurts out: “Have you tried BDSM?”
“WHAT?!?” Phoenix squawks as his papers fall again, gosh damnit.
“BDSM,” Larry repeats, utterly unperturbed. “It stands for-”
“I know what it stands for!” Phoenix nearly shouts and is so fucking glad Trucy is away, because that’s something he never wants his daughter to ever hear.
“Anyway, it’s all about trust and love. Sounds right up your alley, doesn’t it?”
Phoenix has half a mind to jump across his desk and strangle the infuriating man and the unholy, enticing ideas his big fat mouth kept spouting.
“Larry, have you even been listening to me? I said-”
“Iris and I tried it out,” Larry cuts him off evenly, though his eyes instantly soften and grow glazed with unbridled love and affection as soon as his wife’s name slips out of his mouth. “You know, she bound me to the bed and took out the crop and stuff like that. Arguably the best sex we’ve ever had.”
Phoenix feels like he might self-combust at any given moment; his face feels like someone had just set it on fire and is gleefully pouring gasoline on it just for shits and giggles as Larry paints a whole another picture of Iris in Phoenix’s mind he never wanted to see. He pinches the bridge of his nose. “Larry, I really don’t want to know-”
“Of course, we have it all sorted out beforehand. We know what each other is comfortable with and what not, and we have a safeword for when things get too much, though we have yet to use it,” Larry carries on as though he hasn’t even heard him, and Phoenix has never wished for the ground to open up and swallow him whole more than he’s doing now. “It’s liberating, you know? I trust her with my life, and she trusts me to say the safeword when I feel like stopping, and vice versa. You should try it out.”
Phoenix thought the day he lost his badge would be the time he’d feel most ashamed and mortified in his whole life. Well, apparently he was so very wrong.
“Larry-”
“Listen, I-I don’t know what you find in Edgey, but hey, it’s a matter of tastes, right? Sure, he’s a reliable friend, but he’s always stuffy and sometimes really nasty and… like, you’re my best buddy, my bro for life, I wanna know he’s treating you properly after all the shit you’ve been through and you finally get laid when you feel like it.”
There is a beat of stunned silence, in which Phoenix is conflicted and can’t quite decide if he’s going to be moved to tears by Larry’s quite unsubtle declaration of bro-love or just explode out of sheer embarrassment and shame. It’s with a bit of difficulty that he clears his throat.
“Larry, I appreciate your concern, I really do, but there’s really no need. Miles is always busy and when he comes home he’s tired…”
Larry shoots him an unimpressed look. “So tired that you don’t even bring up the topic?”
Phoenix can’t help but wince sharply as though he was struck by a whip. He didn’t expect Larry to see through him so easily. He says nothing, though his guilt must be written in capital, black bold letters all over his face because Larry scoffs haughtily.
“I knew it. You haven’t even talked about it, huh? Do you trust him so little that you think he might not even listen?”
“What? No, it’s not that!”
“Then what?”
That’s actually a good question. Usually, he just sees Miles dozing off on the couch as he watches reruns of the Steel Samurai, and everything else that’s not related to get Miles to bed so he can rest up just flies out of the window. “I don’t want to, you know, be too pushy.”
“Being a couple is a nothing more than a compromise,” Larry comments wisely as he finally lifts his feet off the desk and slowly stands up, stretching his long arms until they pop loudly. “If he loves you, Edgey will have to at least listen to your needs and try to meet them halfway through. As long as you talk to each other, I’m sure the two of you can work it out. Not as flawlessly as me and Iris-baby can, of course, nobody beats us on how much we love each other but hey, the two of you can hold your own.”
Phoenix actually laughs at that and makes to stand as well, but then remembers he’s still in quite a pickle down there, and decides against it. He limits to grin up at Larry as the man gathers up his gaudy orange leather jacket - the artist and waves at him.
“Welp, gotta go now. Let me know how it goes with Edgey, huh? And if he refuses you, I-I’ll punch him! Yeah! Nobody screws my best buddy over… unless it’s to screw him senseless, of course!”
“LARRY!!”
Larry laughs maniacally as he hastily makes his way out of the office, taking advantage of the fact Phoenix can’t move to chase him out without revealing how much exactly Larry’s perverted ideas have affected him.
Finally, Phoenix hears the front door slam close, and heavy, graceless footsteps scurrying along the hallway. It’s not until he hears the familiar ping and whirring noise of the elevator’s doors opening and closing again, followed by the usual racket as the old thing made its way down to the ground floor, that Phoenix feels like he can relax again.
Relax, easier said than done. Although along the conversation, as inappropriate it was, his out-of-the-blue erection has greatly subsided, he still winces when he finally stands up and makes a retreat for the bathroom, abandoning his paperwork to its sad fate. He quickly and thoroughly refreshens his face, letting the cold water send shivers down his spine.
Well, that was an… experience, that is for sure. Before now, he has always been perfectly content with sweet kisses and caresses and missionary, the very epitome of vanilla. He had never thought he’d ever found himself wishing for something more rough and potentially painful, but now that Larry had opened up this can of worms, it is all he can think about.
He wants to try it out, that’s for sure, otherwise he wouldn’t have had that glimpse of wet dream earlier and, most of all, he wouldn’t have had such a violent reaction to it. And he wants to try it out with Miles and only him.
He has always wanted, deep in his heart, for Miles to take charge, once in a while. Just to-

”Don’t you feel a little… undesired? Don’t you ever wish to feel wanted by Edgey?”

Phoenix grimaces at his own reflection in the mirror, gripping tight the side of the sink. He must be in a real sad state if even the Butz is able to put his finger on his weakest spot so precisely and easily.
Miles has imposed them a very strict no-PDA policy, mostly due to their respective professions, which Phoenix really understands and respects, but when it comes on top of the both of them getting so busy they nearly don’t have time to sit in their living room together for five minutes before they doze off, it kinda gets frustrating. And even more frustrating is that Phoenix feels like he’s the only one who isn’t entirely happy with the lack of time to spend together.
They really need a vacation. This city will be able to run itself without Miles needing to check on it every five seconds for a week, won’t it?
A soft ping coming from his office steers him out of this bitter and totally inappropriate train of thought, so he quickly dries his face and neck and then steps out of the bathroom. The screen of his old Nokia 3310 is still glowing dimly, signalling an unread text message from the one and only Larry Butz. Figures, not even forty minutes since he’s left Phoenix’s office and he’s already back to stress him up.
“Talk to him! Communication, dude! JUST. DO. IT.”
Oh gods, what kind of monster has Phoenix unleashed upon the world. It was bad enough when Larry was an immature womanizer who chased after the first skirt he saw moving, now that he has finally snapped out of that habit of course he has to get involved in Phoenix’s own sex life.
Still, he is right. He can at least try to talk about it to Miles as soon as Trucy goes to bed. Worst come to worst, he simply refuses and shuts him down and they go back to their usual life. Really, no big deal.
He grins and types in a text for Larry.

“Gonna do that. Thx for help, I appreciate.”















Chapter 2



Summary:


In which they talk, and Miles nearly has a heart attack






Notes:

Quick chapter because I had too much fun with it and lost track of the word count, goodness. It's probably bad, and I do realize I have a weird sense of humor, but all in all I like it quite a bit. Let me know your thoughts!
Alas, still no smut, only fluffiness, talks about necessary feelings and sass.



            (See the end of the chapter for  more notes.)
            






Chapter Text

Despite his good intentions, it takes Phoenix three days to muster up the courage and broach the topic.
The first day Miles was exhausted beyond belief, having spent the whole day driving around the city for a delicate case and still had to review Gaspen Payne’s monthly performance. That last bit had Phoenix cringe so hard in pity and sympathy for his lover that he just didn’t have the heart to saddle Miles with another burden to deal with and thus he kept quiet, opting instead to press his lips to Miles’s forehead and jokingly command him to go to sleep as soon as he ate something for supper.
That night Phoenix had woken up in the middle of the night to a raging erection, just as the Miles in his dreams kept pounding into him ruthlessly with a reckless abandon real-life Miles has never shown, and had to quickly scurry off the bed and make his way to the restroom to take care of it. Miles was still snoring softly, blissfully dead to the world and ignorant of Phoenix’s sinful escapade, by the time Phoenix made it back to the bedroom.
The following night Trucy asked Miles to proofread her research paper before she submitted it the next morning. Never one to turn down his daughter when she was in dire need of his help - and Miles has the nerve to call Phoenix a sappy dad, really, the pot calling the kettle black - Miles promptly and dutifully obliged, reading through the whole thing with the dedication he usually reserved for autopsy reports, updated or not, and case files. The father-daughter duo was still at it - Miles occasionally would point out a passage and offer a revamped version of it, and Trucy would hastily type it down on the laptop Miles had bought for her birthday, word by word, with the efficiency of a professional stenographer - when Phoenix eventually threw in the towel, late in the night, and declared he was going to bed.
Now, today is the day, Phoenix tells himself for the millionth time as he clears the table off and quickly places the dirty dishes in the washer. Trucy has already disappeared into her room, most likely to chat with Pearl or to blast that mass of garbled noise she calls music into her earbuds - or both, she’s good at multitasking, she takes that from Miles - and Miles is lazily checking his emails on his smartphone, occasionally taking a sip of his usual evening tea.
Alright, he can do this. He’s a grown ass man, and has a healthy relationship with his beloved partner. There is no need to feel nervous.
From the way his stomach lurches uncomfortably, he can tell his insides beg to differ.
But that hardly matters, because he spectacularly fails to notice Miles has stood up and, silent as a cat, walked his way to the counter to place his now empty cup in the sink until Phoenix feels Miles’s hand land on his shoulder, turning just in time to see Miles standing right there at his side all of a sudden. Phoenix yelps and the glass he is holding nearly slips out of his grasp. Or rather, it does slip out, but Miles is faster and catches it in a truly impressive show of quick reflexes.
“Phoenix?” Miles says quietly, clearly baffled by Phoenix’s most unusual skittishness. Phoenix almost doesn’t hear him over the roaring drum of his heart thumping loudly in his throat. “Are you feeling alright?”
The hand on Phoenix’s shoulder tightens his grip, and Miles’s whispered words, full of concern and love, send a shiver down his spine, setting fire to his blood. “Y-yeah, you just surprised me, that’s all. I was lost in thought and didn’t hear you.”
Miles throws him a look that quite clearly means he isn’t buying a word of what Phoenix is spouting. He sets the glass back on the counter, near the empty cup, and takes a step back, frowning and crossing his arms, in a softer, but not any less intimidating, version of his courtroom persona. He lets go of Phoenix and leans back against the edge of the table.
“Phoenix, I would greatly appreciate if you refrained from insulting my intelligence,” Miles says, rather sharply, as he taps his finger against his elbow, his usual tell that his patience is quickly running out. “It is quite obvious something has been troubling you as of late. I have patiently waited for you to disclose the source of your worries to me on your own accord, but since the situation has evolved to the point just a touch is able to startle you so violently, it seems clear to me that a more direct approach is needed.”
Phoenix gapes at him, stunned speechless for a brief moment. That has to be the most complicated, redundant and ridiculously elaborated ‘I’m worried about you, what is going on’ Phoenix has ever heard in his life.
And, lo and behold, that is what does the trick for Phoenix. All his nervousness dissipates into the fit of laughter that bubbles out of his chest and tumbles out of his lips without control. Miles glares at him, though Phoenix can still see relief wash over his face, as the most adorable blush tinges his pale cheeks and eartips of a lovely, bright pink.
“Miles, I’m alright, really,” he hurries to reassure his lover and pecks him on the lips. Miles rolls his eyes at Phoenix’s apparently illogical antics but nevertheless takes it without complain. “I was just… pondering over something. I wanted to wait the right moment before asking for your opinion on the matter. Thank you for the concern, though. I thought you didn’t notice.”
Miles scoffs and shakes his head, just like he does in court when he knows he has just pulverized to oblivion Phoenix’s latest half-assed argument (bluff) in court. “As always, you severely overestimate your acting abilities. Were we in court right now, I would not hesitate to have His Honor pound his gavel and inflict you your due penalty.”
Phoenix tries his best to ignore how that insufferable, smug as fuck, unfairly gorgeous and sexy smirk of his as is affecting Phoenix and, most importantly, his lower regions as Miles, bless his innocent soul, rambles about pounding and punishments. Needless to say, he fails miserably at that and eventually has to look away before he finds himself begging for Miles to fuck him senseless right here and now. He laughs sheepishly, suddenly all too conscious of the spiking heat in the room, and cards a hand through his spikes. “Yeah, well, the thing is… I kinda don’t know how to tell you this but…”
‘Fuck me raw until I’m not able to walk tomorrow morning’ doesn’t look like an appropriate choice of words. Effective and straight to the point, sure, but maybe a little too much for always prim and proper Miles Edgeworth.
He’s so absorbed in his conundrum that for the first time in forever he entirely misses the way Miles’s smirk freezes and his body stiffens, suddenly tense. A thousand scenarios flit through his mind, each one worse and more ominous than the other. And yet Miles can only wait, with bated breath, until the infuriating man he ended up falling impossibly deep for quits leaving him hanging from his lips and just says what he musts.
“... Have you ever wanted to, you know, try something different? Between us?”
Miles flinches, his breath hitching in his throat as though Phoenix has just punched him - remarkably hard at that - right in the gut, but that is the only reaction Miles allows his body to betray.
He can’t quite deny he has considered the possibility, as repulsive he finds to even ponder over it. His mind, trained since a young age to connect the facts he is presented with and dutifully follow the train of logic linking them together until the truth is revealed, remembers how nervous and pensive Phoenix has been during these last few days, whenever he thought Miles was not paying attention, almost scared. And now he’s blabbing something about change.
There is only one logical outcome Miles can deduce out of these elements. Miles feels sick just thinking about it, especially seeing how relatively at ease Phoenix seems to be while voicing out this possibility.
With a trembling hand, he pushes his glasses up his nose. “Not… not really, no. Have you finally grown bored of what we have?”
Phoenix winces at Miles’s suddenly harsh tone, biting and bitter - almost hurt - all of a sudden. He finally notices Miles’s clenched hands, fisted tightly around the fabric of his shirt, and suddenly wonders how the fuck would he ever think this was a good idea. It is Larry’s idea, for crying out loud, of course it is bound to be a fucking terrible plan by definition! Phoenix must really growing senile for even giving Larry the benefit of doubt.
Not for the first time, and nor will it be the last, he inwardly curses Larry’s name for years to come.
“What? No! Of course not!” He tries to do some quick damage control. “Larry came around the other day and we were talking and I was just wondering whether… you know what, never mind, forget it. It’s really not worth it, not if you have to be so uncomfortable with it. There is no point in it if we both don’t take pleasure from it.”
Miles’s already rather impressive scowl darkens ever further, and only Phoenix’s years long experience behind the Defense bench is what allows him to withstand and not run away.
Miles, on the other hand, is already thinking over ways to have Larry Butz thrown in jail for the rest of his miserable existence. Given the man’s tendency to stir up trouble, Miles would be very surprised, and disappointed, if he doesn’t have Larry on hard time for life by nine tomorrow morning.
Still, as much as the thought of the accursed man being finally brought to justice is rather enticing, there are more pressing matters to attend to at the moment.
“It baffles me you thought I could ever take pleasure out of this,” he drawls out slowly, the words hurting like blades as they slip past his lips. Phoenix looks sad, heartbroken, which does nothing to help alleviate Miles’s growing pain and frustration. “But if it’s what you truly desire, then I’ll comply. Of course, there will be arrangements to be made, such as moving out, and Trucy’s school until she comes of age. I am willing to take care of her half of the working week-”
Phoenix blinks as Miles keeps ranting about what sounds suspiciously like divorce agreements and carefully avoids Phoenix’s eyes, until it finally hits him.
“Miles?”
“and Trucy’s college taxes- what?” Miles nearly cries out, and Phoenix finally sees the deep pain hidden behind the fierce scowl. Phoenix’s chest tightens painfully.
“What… exactly do you think I mean by ‘try something different?’”
Miles throws him an unamused look. “Wright, I’ll have you know I hardly find this amusing-”
“Miles, please.” Phoenix insists and reaches out to take Miles’s right hand. It’s clenched tight and shaking. Miles starts a little, but in the end relents and loosens his grip so Phoenix can weave their fingers together.
“Aren’t you trying to break up with me?”
There is a beat of silence. Phoenix decides here and now that a) he’s gonna redouble his relationship efforts because if Miles feels Phoenix can break up with him so easily he’s clearly doing something wrong and b) he’s never gonna try being refined ever again. Rude and uncouth it is.
“Miles, what I’m trying to tell you is that I want you to fuck me raw until I’m not able to walk tomorrow morning.”
Miles’s face makes it totally worth the embarrassment. His eyes fly open wide as the most high pitched “Phoenix!!!” Phoenix has ever heard out of him escapes from his lips. He flashes a glance to the door, afraid Trucy might have heard the outburst from all the way down to her room and think to check out the source of the mess, but there’s no sound of opening doors or approaching steps, so he quickly glares back at Phoenix at full force.
The thing is, he’s so brightly flushed Phoenix only finds him adorable.
Phoenix shrugs and grins away his own embarrassment. “Well, had to be fully honest.”
“You…” Miles hisses viciously, pinching the bridge of his nose. “Do you even realize what-?”
“Yep, I do. I said I want you to fuck me raw until I can’t stand. Do you need me to spell it out for you? F-U-”
“Phoenix!” Miles groans, now fully exasperated. “You have a daughter who surely doesn’t need to know what kind of improper activities her father might be up to!”
“Okay, first of all, we have a daughter,” Phoenix remarks this point for what must be the millionth time by now, and Miles rolls his eyes, but doesn’t object. “And second, she’s almost eighteen, do you seriously believe she doesn’t know what we do when she’s away for the night?”
Phoenix couldn’t believe it possible, but Miles blushed even harder. His ears are nearly the same shade of ‘burgundy’, as Miles calls it, of his suit. “That… might be true, but it’s still no reason to go around shouting it to her face!”
Miles finally has a break from this trainwreck of a conversation when Phoenix finally shows a shred of decency and looks down in shame, scratching the back of his head. “Alright, you have a point there, I’ll concede. Still, don’t believe I’m missing how you’re trying to change the topic, Mr. Lawyer. Tie me up and fuck me, roughly, however you want. What do you say?”
Phoenix has the nerve to say that as though he isn’t one himself - and one who incidentally happens to be extremely well versed in misdirection. Sweet lawyerly hypocrisy at its finest.
Still, against his better judgment, he stops and considers it.
Miles has never quite fully grasped the excitement the majority of people shares on the topic of sex. Ever since he was barely more than a child, he has always failed to see the appeal in such a disgusting, basic activity, and openly voiced his disdain on more than an occasion, mostly to further sway the judge and the court to his side on cases involving harassment of assault.
Then Phoenix came around, and - true to Phoenix Wright’s style - all his years long convictions were thrown out of the window without a second thought. With him, under his loving guide and touch, he was able to experience peaks of pleasure he had never thought he’d ever reach. Together, they experimented and let themselves tumble down the waterfall of emotions and feelings that were too deep and hazy to be put into words. Together, they reached a sense of completion a single man would never be able to accomplish on his own.
Miles abhors using that word nowadays, but he would be willing to say this feeling might be the closest thing to perfection he has ever known.
Miles is definitely not the most sexual active man on the Earth, his sexual appetite lower than the average adult male by a long shot, and yet Phoenix has never complained about their lack of activities that should be the daily norm for a couple, and never tried to press him if he wasn’t feeling up to to. The times they got beyond kissing and caressing are few, perhaps too few, but are seared clearly in Miles’s brain and heart as some of the few times in his life he has felt complete, at peace with the world.
It’s the first time Phoenix is actively asking him to break out of his comfort zone. After the care the man has painstakingly poured into picking the pieces has long been shattered into and putting them together, Miles has the moral obligation to agree.
Phoenix, as always, waits patiently for him to work it out, at his pace, a warm smile on his lips.
“Correct me if I’m mistaken,” Miles eventually says after what feels like a century or so. “I seem to understand you wish me to take you as harshly and unceremoniously as I possibly can. You, the man I love and hold in highest consideration and respect out of the whole world.”
Phoenix’s heart grows three sizes larger at Miles’s admission, and he kinda has to blink quickly a few times before he gains his composure enough to nod.
“Yeah, that’s essentially it.”
The logic of it all escapes Miles. The whole point of love-making is to offer one’s partner the physical, undeniable proof of one’s love. At least, that’s what he and Phoenix have been doing until now.
“Hey, hey, hey, stop right there, I can tell you’re overthinking it, again.” Phoenix suddenly breaks his line of thought. “We, you don’t have to do anything you don’t feel uncomfortable with, okay? Not now, not ever. It defeats the whole purpose otherwise.”
There it is again, Phoenix ever present protective side. Miles has lost count of the times Phoenix has gone out of his way to make him at ease over the years. But even if the smile he wears is open and warm, Miles still catches the veil of sadness clouding his eyes. A sudden realization dawns on him, one that makes his blood freeze.
Seven years of shame and scorn is bound to have some consequences.
“You think I don’t desire you.”
The truth of the matter is so easy, so obvious, Miles curses himself at length for not realizing it any sooner. Phoenix starts, eyes wide and fearful as the truth is finally revealed, and shakes his head in useless denial that fools nobody but himself.
“No! No, it’s not that…”
Except it kinda is, Phoenix reasons bitterly. He huffs and again threads his fingers through his spikey hair, as he always does when he’s in a pinch.
Miles slowly straightens up and presses his lips against Phoenix’s. The effect is instantaneous: the newfound tension in Phoenix’s shoulders fades away as his confidence grows again and happily starts to respond, quite but enthusiastic, opening up as soon as Miles asks for entrance. Miles cradles Phoenix’s cheek and holds him close as he deepens the kiss, his tongue teasing and poking Phoenix’s, their lips locked and moving slowly with careful, practiced ease against each other.
When they part, they are both rather flushed and their breath is quite a bit heavier than before.
“Woah,” Phoenix breathes out. “That was…”
They have kissed a thousand times, but Miles always makes it seem like the first. Phoenix doubts he’ll ever get used to it.
Miles smiles, a little smug, evidently satisfied of the effect. Still, he quickly grows serious again. “I can’t make any promise yet, but… I’ll think about it.”
Phoenix’s heart skips a beat at that. He can hardly keep his excitement at bay in his voice when he tries to reassure him again. “It’s okay if you don’t feel up to it. Take it easy.”
Miles nods sharply. “Of course, if we are to partake in such a thing, we’ll need to go through the due preparations and arrangements, and we’ll have to pick a day Trucy is out for the night-”
“Oh, so now I’m being kicked out of home? Rude!” as though summoned by her name alone like some kind of demon, said teenager magician girl strides confidently in the room, uncaring of the intimate proximity her two dads are sharing. Phoenix sees Miles’s face turn several colors - white, then red, then a red so deep it bordered on purple - and then he’s nearly shoved away by his flustered partner. Trucy pouts. “Oh no, please, don’t mind me! Feel free to keep doing your thing!”
“TRUCY!” Miles nearly yells, “How-How long have you been here?”
Phoenix can easily tell Miles is absolutely terrified she might have heard something improper for a young lady in her teenage years. Miles clearly has no idea of how kids are raised these days. Trucy and Phoenix share a sidelong look, and Trucy winks at him as she makes her way to the sink and pours herself a glass of water.
“Not much, don’t worry,” she says to a suddenly very drained Miles, who has had enough emotional ups and downs for a day without the added guilt of having a hand in potentially corrupting the pure innocence of his daughter. She drains her glass in a couple of gulps. “So, I need to get the fuck out of the way?”
“Trucy, language!”
“Oh, come on, the swearing thing is ridiculous Miles, she’s basically an adult now.” Phoenix intervenes on Trucy’s behalf, putting a soothing hand on Miles’s shoulder. Miles pulls a face like he’s been forced to swallow a lemon, and Trucy laughs gleefully at her Papa’s distress.
“Nevertheless,” Miles is quick to recover and levels a stern glare on his daughter that would have made older men quiver in fear. Of course, all she does is giggling. “A young, proper lady of your caliber is expected to maintain her composure and refrain from resorting from such language as much as possible.” he points at her like he does during court, and wiggles his finger to empathize his point. Trucy just shrugs, royally unfazed, and places her empty glass back on the counter.
“Alright, allow me to reformulate then,” she clears her throat and assumes a contrite expression that is just so Miles that Phoenix is fairly sure he’s about to break a rib in the attempt not to laugh. “I assume I’m to leave the premises for the time being. Would you be so courteous as to please keep me informed of the development so I can make the due arrangements for my place to stay?”
And then she really seals the deal when she curtsies. Phoenix can’t take it anymore at this point and finally bursts out laughing, so hard he bends over the kitchen table as tears of hilarity sting at the corners of his eyes.
Miles watches her contemplatively, smiling slightly as the proud, sappy dad he is. “There’s room for improvement, but it’s a rather excellent starting point.”
Phoenix, still struggling to breathe and punching the table in an attempt to control his borderline hysterical laughing fit, is positively howling.
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Chapter Text

Phoenix is alone in his office, working diligently as he pores over file after file, for once in his life. There is no trace of his daughter or either one of his two employees.
It might be the very first time Miles has ever seen the Wright Anything Agency so empty and quiet, almost like an actual law office.
A smirk pulls up his lips Miles makes his way through the lounge where Mr. Justice and Miss Cykes usually occupy, and as quietly as he possibly can, slips into Wright’s office.
“Wright.”
Finally Phoenix takes notice of him, and lifts his head from his papers to look at him. His eyes, bright and open, shine with recognition and excitement as a broad smile splits the attorney’s face, warm and genuinely pleased to see Miles, like a pet dog wagging its tail in excited greeting when its master comes home earlier than expected. Miles instantly notices Phoenix has discarded his blazer in the heat of the day, opting instead to drape it over the back of his swivelling chair. He looks incredibly good in only his dress shirt and waistcoat.
He’s too warm, too open, too trusting of whoever is coming through that door. Miles is finally going to impart him a lesson on the matter. He can only hope the message penetrates that thick skull of Wright’s.
“Hey, Miles! I wasn’t expecting you! What brings you here?” Phoenix wonders innocently, setting aside his work and focusing all his attention on Miles.
Miles can’t help but appreciate. He doesn’t deny he quite likes when those brilliant, clever eyes are fixed on him and him alone. His pulse quickening up at an alarming rate, he takes off his glasses, folding and placing them in his breast pocket, he hands Phoenix the manila folder he’s brought with him. An excuse, a pretext to hide his true motives.
“You forgot to take these from my office.” he says as Phoenix grabs the folder and opens it to examine its contents. “You’re going to need them if you want to have a chance in court tomorrow against Blackquill.”
Phoenix laughs heartily, skimming through the papers. “You’re really spoiling me, Miles. If you keep at it I’m going to lose my edge.”
Miles slowly walks around the desk, until he finds himself standing behind Phoenix. He swiftly leans down, propping himself against the desk with his right hand, and presses his lips against Phoenix’s temple.
“It’s my pleasure, Wright.” he purrs directly in Phoenix’s ear. Miles relishes in the violent shudder that rattles Phoenix’s body and the strangled, surprised sound that escapes his lips and seeks more of it as his left hand quickly snakes up Phoenix’s broad chest, feeling the soft flesh underneath the fabric and deftly unbuttoning the waistcoat. Phoenix’s breath hitches loudly in his throat; he drops the folder and the whole stack of paper flutters to the ground, but neither man pays any mind to that.
Phoenix’s hands wrap around Miles’s, forcibly stopping it from peeling the now open vest off him. Miles arches an eyebrow, unimpressed by the interruption.
“Wa-Wait…” Phoenix stammers weakly, his breath already heavy and ragged, and Miles feels his own excitement build up in response, his tailored suit pants quickly growing tight and uncomfortable. “Are-are you-”
Miles takes Phoenix chin in his right hand, roughly tilts it up and to the side - perhaps a little too roughly - and quickly silences him with a searing kiss. Phoenix moans openly, indecently, in Miles’s mouth as Miles easily overwhelms him, conquers him and sets the pace of the kiss. Phoenix struggles to keep the rhythm but complies, breaks under Miles’s unbearable assault and lets himself be swept away.
Miles smirks into the kiss, knowing he has won the battle; he finally discards Phoenix’s vest and lets it flutter to the floor in a powder blue heap, and it’s soon followed by the dress shirt, leaving Phoenix naked from the waist up, his gorgeous, tanned skin exposed for Miles to see and lavish with kisses and nibbles. Phoenix reclines back on the chair, his hands trapped in Miles’s against the back of the piece of furniture as Miles licks and kisses and bites, leaving a trail of angry red marks peppering Phoenix’s skin from his collarbone downwards, and Phoenix, pliant and erect already, arches against him, in a desperate attempt to get some friction where he most desperately needs it.
Oh no, this won’t do at all. Phoenix clearly needs a little punishment.
Grinning mischievously, Miles’s lips clamp over Phoenix’s right nipple and he bites.
The scream that erupts from Phoenix’s lips is a song for Miles’s ear. He releases the offended nipple and slowly swipes his tongue over it to soothe the pain; the nub of delicate, sensitive flesh has acquired a reddish hue, but otherwise is undamaged. He has taken care not to actually pierce the tender skin.
Miles straightens up and once again takes Phoenix’s face in his palm, forcibly bringing it level to his. Phoenix’s eyes are glazed and wide, his irises reduced to thin, blue circular slips around the fathomless blackness of his blown pupils, unfocused. His face is flushed red, his jaw slack, his lips bruised and glistening with saliva and perspiration.
“Miles…” he sighs wantonly, his now free hand gripping tightly at Miles shirt and tugging gently at it, a silent plea to just take it off.
The sight of a lust-driven Phoenix Wright is enough to send his blood straight to his cock. It takes him all the self control he has to refrain from shoving Phoenix down on the floor and force himself in his mouth. Instead, he straightens up, gritting his teeth in an attempt to retain his self control, and starts unbuttoning his own clothing, his own blazer and vest quickly joining Phoenix’s on the ground. He can see Phoenix’s eyes trail up and down his body, appreciating the show. Miles smirks as he purposely slows down, taking his sweet time to unravel the back knot of his cravat and the first few buttons of his dress shirt.
“I seem to understand you like what you see.” he says as the cravat comes undone in his hand and his shirt is swiftly opened. Miles doesn’t know if he’s aware of doing it or not, but Phoenix licks his lips appreciatively, his tongue sweeping slowly and tantalizing over his bruised lips.
That damned tongue, so clever and sharp in court, so foolish and loving during the day, and so skilled in making Miles, who has always taken pride of his self control, come utterly undone under its ministrations…
He grabs Phoenix by the hair and pulls, forcing him to stand up. Phoenix winces in pain, and yelps when he's eventually slammed face first against the desk, bent over the edge of the desk. Miles takes his wrists and ties them together under his back, using his own cravat to keep them firmly in place as Phoenix groans and wiggles.
When Miles is finally satisfied of his handiwork and he has made sure the makeshift rope holds, he leans over, pressing a gentle kiss to Phoenix’s temple. He can taste the thin sheet of sweat coating Phoenix’s flushed skin, he can feel the heat radiating off his body, the want and need and longing for Miles to take, to claim, to mark what already belongs to him.
“Miles, please…”
Miles presses his right hand against Phoenix’s bare back, kneading the flesh and sinking his fingers in it as he travels down, clawing at it and leaving red stripes in his wake while his other hand caresses Phoenix’s stomach with all the gentleness of the world, and slowly presses and palms at Phoenix’s bulging erection, evident even under the heavy fabric of his pants. Phoenix gasps and arches up as much as he can, seeking more contact, almost ruts against Miles’s palm.
“You’re so eager, Wright,” Miles comments evenly, though his own voice comes out rough and thick, his own mounting desire growing more and more unbearable. “The feared Turnabout Terror, they call you, the man that can’t be broken, and yet here you are, bent and bound in front of me, reduced to rut against my hand like a dog in heat. Unsightly.”
He drawls out the last word, slow and deliberate, and Phoenix shivers, a moan tumbling out of his lips as Miles makes his point further across by slowly unbuttoning and unzipping the fly of Phoenix’s pants and roughly pushing them down. They fall with a rustling noise, pooling at Phoenix’s feet.
“Miles, oh my god, please-”
“Quiet,” Miles pants in Phoenix’s ear as commandingly as he possibly can when he himself feels like he might come undone from the sight alone of Phoenix, naked save for his dark boxer briefs, lying bent over the desk and mumbling Miles’s name in wanton desire. “You’ve been defeated, Wright. Accept your fate with the little grace and dignity you have left.”
And with a flick of his wrist, he finally peels away the last, flimsy piece of clothing shielding Phoenix from his eyes and exposes him fully to Miles’s scrutiny. His erect member bobs out, stiff and already leaking at the tip. Miles wraps his hand around the shaft, slowly pumps it up and down, press his thumb over the slit, swirling the precum that has beaded at the tip and smearing it all over, and Phoenix screams, raw and mindless, lost in the haze.
“Miiiless.”
Miles is a man with a vast vocabulary and doesn’t shy away from deploying at its fullest, and yet no word is enough to describe the wrecking, primal feeling surging up from somewhere within his chest as he has Phoenix naked and screaming his name in dazed want. His own cock twitches painfully, and he knows he must hurry if he doesn’t want to make a mess of himself and come in his pants without even touching. Just the sight of Phoenix waiting eagerly for him, wanting him is enough to send him dangerously close to the edge.
He can’t wait anymore. He hastily fishes up the small bottle of lubricant out of his pocket and quickly pours a generous amount in the middle of his trembling palm, spreading it thoroughly until his fingers are coated with a slick sheen of lube. He presses a the pad of his index finger against Phoenix’s perineum, a silent warning. Phoenix groans and trembles and, cheeky as he is, all but rocks back against his finger.
The nerve of this man, still challenging and fighting back and stripping down Miles’s control even when he’s the one who’s about to get ravished.
He needs to be put in his place.
Miles growls angrily as he pushes his finger in and Phoenix whines pitifully as he’s finally penetrated, a single digit that quickly becomes two, scissoring and stretching, working Phoenix open with relentless dedication. Phoenix writhes and thrashes, pushing Miles’s prodding fingers even deeper.
“Miles, just-”
Miles needs not to be told twice. He quickly, unceremoniously lubes himself up. He presses himself flush against Phoenix, keeping a firm grasp on his hips and cock while he finally, finally he pushes in and fully buries himself into Phoenix.
The warmth Phoenix emits, much like his namesake, engulfs him like a wildfire spreading through his system from where their bodies were connected, allconsuming and impossible to tame.
Phoenix writhes and shudders and unabashedly sings Miles’s name like a prayer to all the high heavens, and Miles nearly spills himself right here and now. He chokes back a guttural moan as Phoenix buckles back, hard, against him, takes him in even deeper within himself.
“Miles, move~”
That’s the last straw; at Phoenix’s demand, unadulterated lust, need descends upon him, clouds his judgment. Something inside him snaps with a loud bang, the last strands of self control finally give way. Before he can even think about it, he grips Phoenix’s hips, his fingers sinking into the sun kissed flesh and sure to leave a bruised imprint tomorrow, and thrusts, rough and unforgiving. The scream that tears through Phoenix’s lips - Miles’s name - is music to his ears.
Soon enough, the otherwise quiet office is filled with the obscene, wet noise of flesh slapping mercilessly against flesh, the rough scraping of the desk as it rattles weakly every time Miles penetrates Phoenix, harder and faster and deeper, and then Phoenix’s moans and groans, Miles’s name spilling out of his parted mouth like a chant, increasing in pitch and intensity with each and every pull as Miles steadily leads the both of them towards completion, closer and closer---
And then Miles wakes up with a strangled noise.
He feels like he’s feverish: his body feels on fire, burning and tingling all over as perspiration soaks his skin and mats his hair. And the worst of all, gods, the region where the heat is most unbearable, so much that just a touch of the man currently lost in sleep right next to him would be enough to send Miles straight over the edge…
Then realization hits and his traitorous hand, already halfway to yank down his pyjama pants, stops still.
He just had a sexual dream, a totally unprecedented instance for him, who’s used to go back and forth between dreamless nights and horrific nightmares. It would be a rather uncomfortable and fairly stressful situation as it is - the lingering remains of the quite vivid dream are quite hard to deal with, and every little shift of the sheets against his oversensitive body threatens to make him lose himself - even without the fact that he has just dreamt about ravishing Phoenix, his beloved partner, in the most disrespectful, unbecoming, coward way possible. Even if the Phoenix in his dreams seemed to quite enjoy Miles’s ministrations, it still does nothing to quell the deep sense of disgust for himself that takes over him as he remembers the way he had all but assaulted Phoenix and pushed roughly into him without a shred of shame or self control, pounded and thrusted ruthlessly for his own pleasure, a very far cry from the usual care and tenderness that has been permeating their shared moments of intimacy up until now.
His hands grip tight at the covers and he has to bite hard the inside of his cheek to choke down a low groan as Phoenix shifts and lets out a purring sigh that really does not help his situation in the slightest.
And to top it all, Phoenix - who has mostly successfully trained to recognize the signs of a nightmares even when deeply asleep - actually hears him.
“Mh… Miles?” Phoenix asks groggily, voice thick with sleep. “Are you awake?”
For a split second, Miles considers to lie, to pretend to sleep, but Phoenix is already sitting up and checking on him like he always does after one of Miles’s nightmares, and he’s not sure he’s going to survive Phoenix rubbing circles on his back and whispering soothingly in his ear this time around, not if he wants to save face. He nods jerkily. “Yes.”
He hears Phoenix move and adjust himself to better take a look at his phone resting on the bedside table.
“The usual nightmare?” he eventually asks dejectedly. At this point, he can safely say Phoenix hates it just as much as Miles does, though for logically different reasons.
“No…” Miles admits through clenched teeth. “It wasn’t… unpleasant per se.”
Phoenix interest is immediately piqued. He lies down again and leans closer, and even through the thick darkness shrouding their bedroom Miles can still make out the outline of his jovial face, of his damned lips and strong chin, and eyes that are too bright for their own good. “Oh? That’s… good, I guess? Want to talk about it?”

I fantasized about ravishing you in the foulest manner, and the both of us were enjoying it immensely.

Miles feels like he’s about to burst into flame. There are things that are just… wrong, and impossible to share. Even with a partner he trusts with his life, who happens to be the object of his new found sexual desire and the very same man who has first proposed to try this kind of approach.
He’s going to have Larry thrown behind bars as soon as he gets to the Prosecutor’s Office in the morning. Once he is finally locked up, he won’t be able to do any more harm.
In the meanwhile, he’s still stiff like he doubts he’s ever been before and burning all over. Had he any less pride and self control than he does, he would have already begged Phoenix to touch him. Instead, categorically refusing to give in to such a basic and unrefined instinct, he takes a shaky breath and turns on his back so he’s staring at the ceiling instead of the source of his frustrations.
It doesn’t really help, for he can still feel Phoenix’s hot breath fan against his overheated cheek and neck, but it’s somewhat of an improvement.
“I forgot already,” he blatantly lies as he tries to conjure up the least enticing thoughts and faces he knows to make his burning need subside already. He thinks of mangled, bloodied corpses he’s come across throughout his career, of personalities like Marvin Grossberg, Wendy Oldbag, Quercus Alba, but nothing seems to help. “It was nothing important. I apologize for waking you up for no reason. You’d do well to go back to sleep.”
In the darkness, aided by his refusal to meet his partner’s eye until he has regained a modicum of decency and composure, Miles completely misses the hurt flashing through Phoenix’s face.
“Miles, wait, are you sure you’re okay? You look troubled-”
Miles instantly shies away from Phoenix’s gentle touch. He’s not ready to deal with that just yet.
“I’m fine,” he hisses forcefully, pitifully, as a whole another wave of desire wracks through him and he decides he needs to escape to the restroom as soon as Phoenix has gone back to bed. He loathes the very thought of touching himself and releasing at the thought of taking advantage of Phoenix so crudely, but it’s quite clear he’s not going to make it through the night otherwise. He turns his head away. “Go to sleep.”
There is a moment of pause, in which Miles fears Phoenix has connected the dots, put two and two together, realized his shame…
“Okay, if you’re sure…” Phoenix finally says, not without a bitter edge that Miles doesn’t miss. “Just… talk to me if you need it, okay?”
Miles has no plans to do so for the time being, not until he figures out what the hell is suddenly wrong with him and how to fight it back, but he nevertheless appreciates the effort. “Of course. Goodnight.”
“‘Night.”

Life flows normally after that. Phoenix figures he might have spooked Miles with that request out of the blue, so he goes out of his way to act like his bubbly and easy going self even though he can see Miles is avoiding him. It’s subtle, but Phoenix is sure he is not seeing things: he notices Miles is jumpy, hyper aware of every moment they touch, even the briefest of brushes is enough to make him tense and worried, like he used to be at the beginning of their relationship, when he still wasn’t sure how to deal with the emotions such actions entail.
Just like then, it hurts. It hurts quite a lot, but, just like then, Phoenix is nothing but determined to take the hit with a smile and just wait.
On his end, Miles, master of self-control, stoically ploughs on with his daily life, ignoring the primal urges Phoenix’s words have awoken inside him, pushing them down time and time again, night after night.
The dreams have quickly grown in shamelessness and complexity, surprisingly so for a man who has never shown particular fondness towards sexual practices, or, in layman terms, ‘kinks’. He has dreamed of Phoenix being naked and bound to the bed by both wrists and ankles, his legs spread open and blindfolded, ready to be taken by Miles as much as he wanted; has conjured the image of Phoenix on his hands and knees as Miles sheathes himself fully inside him, in front of a mirror so Miles can see his handsome face twist in the rawest form of pleasure with every thrust…
He has also dreamed he is the one naked and bound, powerless to do anything but scream himself hoarse and beg for more as Phoenix has his fill of him, ravages him mercilessly in whichever way he pleases.
He’s honestly quite astonished as to how in the world does he even know some fetishes. He has done a few researches since Phoenix has brought the topic, to broaden his knowledge on the matter - rigorously in incognito mode and making sure every trace of his interweb wanderings are deleted from his browsing history - but he has never delved in such detail. It would be interesting if it wasn’t so terrifying.
Still, he resists. He holds on despite the adversities and tries to tame the savage beast Phoenix has - jury’s still out on how much knowingly - unleashed within him.
He has to surrender when, nine days since he has embarked this taming quest, he finds himself in his office, staring at the same line of the file sitting on his desk for what has to be the fifth time as he pictures Phoenix kneeling down naked in front of him, taking Miles in his mouth. He must admit defeat when his productivity on the job is in peril because of his stubbornness.
And for once it seems Lady Luck is on his side, for when he swings the front door open, the apartment is quiet if not for Phoenix sitting on the couch and lazily searching for something interesting to watch on tv. Phoenix smiles up at him when he sees him.
“Hey! You’re home a little earlier tonight!” he greets Miles. “Trucy is still at the bar practicing her upcoming show. Apollo says he’s driving her home when she’s done.”
Miles nods, and Phoenix’s finally notices the scowl on his partner’s face.Oh gods, he’s grumpy again. He had wanted to try prodding Miles some more on the sex topic, to test the water after a few days of quiet, but he has long learned to just leave Miles well alone when he comes home in that pissed off state.
Goodbye, dreams of getting laid. Larry’s grating voice bemoans dramatically inside Phoenix’s head. He quickly shushes it as Miles makes his way to the couch and plops himself on the seat beside Phoenix, without even changing out of his suit - this must be a first - looking ragged and defeated. His worry instantly spikes up, drowning off the voice of his dick. For Miles to forgo his usual evening routine, it must be something really serious.
“Miles, is something wrong?” Phoenix tries to ask as calmly as possible. In response, Miles levels a glare so withering on him Phoenix actually yelps and has to bring up a hand to make sure he hasn’t a new burn mark in the middle of his forehead.
“Something wrong?” Miles growls menacingly, eyes narrowed to slits and glasses flashing ominously. He actually looks pretty damn scary right now. “You’re going to be the end of me, that’s what’s wrong.”
Phoenix blinks a couple of times, lost. Has he missed something?
Before he can actually brings himself to ask, Miles leans back, his arms crossed tightly, protectively. “I have been… pondering over what you proposed the other day.”
There is a moment in which Phoenix is quiet as realization finally dawns on him. Miles is carefully avoiding to look at him directly, focusing instead to scowl at the tv screen, though his cheeks are flushed so bright Phoenix is pretty sure he’s soon going to be glowing in the dark.
Despite the murderous aura his lover radiates, Phoenix can’t help but smile.
“Are you referring to that thing? The fucking thing? The fucking me senseless thing?”
Miles scrunches his eyes closed as though every ‘fucking’ is physically hurting him. “Yes, Phoenix. That.”
“So, you’re just horny-”
“Phoenix,” Miles barks out in outrage. “It was your idea.”
Phoenix, ever the one to enjoy playing with fire, just shrugs and grins. “Yeah, and I admit it openly. But you didn’t look too eager when we first talked about it, what changed?”
Miles doesn’t dignify that inquiry with an answer. Not that he needs to, because Phoenix decides to pick this moment to deploy his deductive skills at their maximum capabilities and Miles can only watch, unable to defend himself, his grin grow from warm and sheepish to amused and wicked.
“Oh gods,” Phoenix breathes out after a very embarrassing moment. “You… have been fantasizing about it? While on the job?!?”
Which would explain why Miles has been versing in such a frustrated and pissed off state in the last few days. Phoenix really should have predicted that his job productivity would ultimately be the one thing to do him in, really.
Still, getting Miles Edgeworth to have a wet dream while he is working... Phoenix is definitely claiming bragging rights because that’s a feat he has never thought possible to achieve.
Miles frowns at him, having correctly guessed Phoenix’s line of thought. “It’s nothing to be proud of, Phoenix. I’ve been unable to focus properly on my job for days.”
“Speak for yourself, I’m totally going to have ‘has had Miles Edgeworth have fantasies about him’ engraved on my tombstone when I die.”
“Phoenix!!”
Poor Miles, he looks like he’s going to self combust at any given moment. He decides to relent a little and give him a little break. Besides, his original plans for the night had entailed to bring up the topic to Miles’s attention again after all. He leans over and presses his lips against Miles’s heated cheek.
“Sorry, I got carried away, didn’t mean to upset you. I’m actually very flattered to know I can elicit such reactions in you, you know.” he purrs in Miles’s ear and wiggles his eyebrows, glancing down at Miles’s lap. Miles scoffs dramatically and looks away, but still shudders at the sudden proximity and doesn’t dare to deny. “Can’t wait to see what you’ve got in store for me, Milesss~.”
Miles flinches and swallows thickly, his blush increasing in intensity by the second, but when he looks at Phoenix there is only concern and caution in his eyes.
“Speaking of which, I want a detailed list of what, exactly, you wish me to do to you.”
Oh, right, that. Phoenix forgot about the whole agreement thing up until now. Truthfully, he’s fairly sure he’s gonna be A-okay with whatever Miles decides to throw at him, because he knows Miles would never try to purposefully hurt him, but Miles looks pretty damn adamant on the matter and Phoenix doesn’t feel like pushing his luck too far. He’s already surprised Miles is agreeing to this whole thing, he doesn’t want to scare him out of it for good.
He grins widely as to reassure Miles before he could get cold feet. “You tell me. What have you dreamed about?”
Forget embarrassment, Miles looks like he’s in the most atrocious pain right now. “I would rather not…”
“Miles,” Phoenix cuts him off gently, kissing his cheek again and grabbing Miles’s hand in his. “It’s okay, really. We’re gonna figure this out together.”
Miles scowls at their entwined hands for a second, an inner war clearly raging deep inside him, a war between worry for his partner’s safety and the satisfaction of his own, most primal needs. In the end though, he relents and leans heavily against Phoenix - who is always going to be there to support him, now and forever -burying his face in the crook of Phoenix’s neck.
“I… had you bent over your desk, your wrists tied behind your back.” he says like he’s confessing to a murder.
Phoenix blinks, taken aback for a second, and then hums appreciatively before Miles can misinterpret his silence. “That’s nice actually, I always wanted you to do that myself. Desk sex and bondage, it’s settled. I suppose we’re going to move into the study?”
Miles shifts and straightens up. “We’re not going to have desk sex, Phoenix.” he says sternly, with a tone that doesn’t take ‘no’ for an answer.
“What? Why not?”
Miles raises an eyebrow, not impressed. “Your back is not going to live through the trauma. Your physician has specifically recommended to avoid strenuous efforts, and that’s final. I’m not hearing a word against it.”
Fuck his fucking back, getting in the way of getting fucked. Phoenix grimaces, unable to counter that argument. Just a couple of weeks ago he nearly blacked out when he bent down to pick up his fallen keys.
“Fine, no desk sex, I get it. You’re being a pain in the ass though.”
“I thought that’s exactly what you wanted. Did I perhaps misinterpret?”
Oh, now Phoenix recognizes Miles ‘sarcastic shit’ Edgeworth, alright. “You clever dick. Anything else?”
That at least manages to wipe away that smug smirk of his in the blink of an eye. “It’s your turn to offer a proposition.”
Fair enough, it’s time to bring out the really embarrassing guns. “Alright, so… I want you to blindfold me.”
Miles looks at him like he can’t believe his ears, and is that excitement he sees in Miles’s eyes? Has he hit bullseye? This is going a lot smoother than he thought it would.
“I want to not know what it’s happening next,” Phoenix elaborates promptly. “I want to be completely in your hands, because I trust you.”
He further makes his point with another kiss, to which Miles responds instantly, their lips melding and moving together, whispering everything that can never be expressed in words. When they part, their foreheads pressing close against each other, they’re both a little flushed, and smiling.
“Also,” Phoenix eventually says, though he hesitates a little; he doesn’t want to make Miles uncomfortable, but at the same time this scenario has been plaguing his most sinful dreams since forever. “I wouldn’t mind if you got a little… you know, rough, when handling me.”
Something akin to panic and lust flashes through Miles’s features. “I would like you to be more specific.”
Easier said than done, really. Even Phoenix can’t help but blush a little in embarrassment at what he’s about to say. “I would like you to slap me a little bit. Scratch, bite, slap, pinch whatever you want. Just… no spanking, or just a couple of blows. My buttcheeks have always been quite sensitive.”
Miles stiffens instantly. Phoenix can tell he’s not sure what to feel about this particular request. He’s about to take it back in a hurry when Miles hangs his head low, his mussed side bangs shielding his eyes from Phoenix’s sight.
“You want me to inflict you pain,” he states, simply and effectively. Phoenix nods slowly, a little self conscious now that he’s dared to voice this particular kink out loud. It used to sound so much more appealing in his head.
Miles assumes that haunted face again and pinches the bridge of his nose. “Very well. Anything else?”
One last request. The hardest one to make yet, and still he must go and do it. Miles can always refuse if he doesn’t feel up to it, after all. Phoenix is not going to hold it against him.
Miles senses Phoenix’s sudden nervousness, his own system reacting to him before he can even realize. He almost fears what is about to tumble past those damned lips of his partner’s.
“I… listen, don’t take this the wrong way…”
Miles clenches his jaw in anticipation. Phoenix swallows thickly and leans back against the couch, staring up at the ceiling.
“I want you to act like the Demon Prosecutor.”
Miles’s heart nearly stops right here and now, completely taken aback by the unholy request his lover is making of him. “What?!?”
Phoenix flinches, with good reason, because Miles is looking positively thunderous and ready to blow a fuse. “Look, I know you don’t like to think about how you used to be-”
An euphemism if there has ever been one, really. Miles loaths even reminiscing about the man he used to be before Phoenix Wright stubbornly placed himself on his path towards self destruction and forcibly steered him away from it.
Miles doesn’t miss that man, and he’s not too keen on bringing him back to life.
He abruptly stands up and starts pacing around the room like a caged animal. He can already feel the signs of a migraine coming up.
“I’m not proud of that man, nor of what he stands for, Phoenix. I thought you, of all people, would be well aware of this.”
Phoenix sits still, letting Miles put some distance between them to compose himself. “I am. I know you’re not that man anymore, and I - among many others, your sister included - am incredibly proud of the progress you’ve made from that person. I’m not asking you to regress back to him, just to… use the same mannerism. You know, arrogant, demanding, a bit of a bully, holier-than-thou, always prepared and in control of things, imposing and thirsty for victory. Also, kind of a dick, but that is kinda the point of all of this.”
Miles, to his credit, doesn’t even so much as flinch as Phoenix shoots insult after insult at the man he used to be when they first reconnected, a decade ago. It’s like he’s talking of a whole another person altogether. Even Phoenix sometimes struggles to reconcile the idea of his Miles nowadays, stern and strict but nonetheless kind and honest to a fault, with the man the press used to dub as Demon Prosecutor. It’s like night and day, the difference is astounding.
Finally, Miles stops his nervous back and fro. “Is that what you want me to do? Just to be the worst example of self-absorbed bastard I can possibly be, and use you for my own personal pleasure?”
Phoenix’s heart nearly breaks. Apparently, he has overestimated his boundaries and accidentally reopened a wound he thought closed. He’s about to just take it back when Miles anticipates him again. “If that is what you desire, I accept.”
“Whoa,” Phoenix’s eyebrows shoot up, quite impressed by the sudden turn of events. “Really?”.
“Yes, I do, however, demand the use of a safety system of sort,” and here Miles glares at him again, as though he already knows what Phoenix is thinking. “And the promise, on your part, to actually use it should it become necessary.”
Phoenix seriously doubts he’ll need it to begin with, but he can tell this is a matter Miles has taken to heart dearly, and he is not going to go back on it. He raises his hands in surrender.
“Cross my heart, I promise. I’ll yell out as soon as things get too heated up, alright?”
Miles still eyes him warily, clearly wondering whether he should take his word at face value, but then nods, suddenly brisk and composed like when he’s explaining his argument in court. “I highly recommend you to come up with three key words; one to indicate you wish to proceed, one to take a break if you need it, and a final one to stop altogether. They all need to be completely different from each other, and something not associated with whatever activity we’re engaged in. I will be waiting for your pick.”
Phoenix is stunned speechless, which is ridiculous because he really should have known Miles would manage to push past his own prudish attitude to do some research for safety’s and preparation’s sake, but it still takes him ten seconds to fully process Miles has already planned every detail of this.
It’s going to happen, then. Only now he’s finally realizing.
“Phoenix?”
“Oh, yeah,” Phoenix is startled suddenly back to reality, though he feels feverish and all too eager to begin. “That’s… complicated. I’m pretty sure I’d be fine with only one safe word, but whatever makes you sleep at night. You’ve really thought this through, haven’t you?”
“Someone has to.” Miles scoffs sharply, and Phoenix laughs quietly in response. By now, he knows Miles feels alright and comfortable when he’s back to sassing Phoenix. It must be Miles’s favorite hobby after the Steel Samurai, though Miles keeps denying furiously every time Phoenix teases him about it.
Finally, Phoenix stands up as well and walks his way to Miles, who watches him tiredly as Phoenix again wraps his hand around Miles’s.
“Hey, it’s gonna be alright. Just worry about having fun, okay?”
Oh, Miles has no doubt he’s going to ‘have fun’, if his most recent dreams are any evidence of it. He just can’t shake off the worry he might accidentally harm his partner if he loses control, and that Phoenix might omit to say the safe word if he notices Miles is enjoying himself too much.
It’s a double game of trust, truly. He has no choice but have faith in Phoenix’s own judgment and assessment of the situation.
Considering this is the same man who ran across a flaming bridge for a friend’s sake, despite his deep rooted fear of heights, Miles feels quite justified in his worries.
Still, it’s quite difficult to resist Phoenix when he holds him close and presses soft kisses to Miles’s now throbbing temple, and Miles instinctively finds himself leaning into the touch.
“It’s gonna be amazing, you’ll see. Just trust me, okay?”
And so Miles does.
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Chapter Text

It’s the perfect chance, really, Phoenix reasons with himself as he makes his way up the stairs, step after step. Trucy had a date with Pearl today and is staying over at her place in Kurain for the night, and Phoenix has just finished working on a case - a stunning victory, obviously - so he’s totally free the whole night.
He hasn’t heard from Miles all day. In the end, he’s the one who gets the last word. Phoenix can only squirm in anticipation and be as prepared as he can be, waiting - hoping - for Miles to finally make his move.
The wait is half of the pleasure, they say. Phoenix can now confirm this beyond any doubt.
He stops in front of the door to the apartment, lingers, shuffles his feet nervously against the doormat, flexes his clammy fingers with anticipation and a tidbit of anxiety. They spent a few more embarrassing hours smoothing out the details of this experiment, as to keep the potential risks down to the minimum (Miles’s words), but it’s still new and unknown to both of them, there is still a certain unpredictability that keeps them on edge.
The average human being is fearful of the unknown, recoils from what the brain doesn’t understand. Even Phoenix Wright, reckless and rash as he might be both in and out of his profession, is no exception to this.
Still, he’s with Miles. The thought alone is enough to send a shiver down his spine; not of fear, but of excitement.
As long as he has Miles by his side, he’s going to be just fine.
Finally, he slowly cracks the door open and enters the apartment, his heart beating quite a bit faster than usual.
The place is quiet, so quiet. All the lights are out, save for the lamp stand in the living room, casting a warm golden glow through the hallway that only serves to make Phoenix’s hair stand on end. He drops his messenger bag on the floor and hastily takes off his blazer and shoes with shaking hands, his breath already coming out in quick, labored puffs as he nearly runs into the room.
And there, sitting comfortably on the lavender armchair, long legs folded elegantly and expression pensive, lost in thoughts, is Miles.
Miles doesn’t acknowledge immediately, though he has undoubtedly heard him, so Phoenix grabs the chance to fully appraise Miles’s profile, strong and impossibly handsome, his finely chiselled features, made them even sharper and defined by the dark shadows dancing tantalizing across his face.
He looks gorgeous, of course. Miles can deny and splutter in embarrassment all he wants, but Phoenix stays firmly convinced that Miles would fit just fine in a museum, alongside art masterpieces such as the David.
Sometimes it’s hard to stay on the same stage as Miles and not feel self conscious. As Miles is naturally gifted with a brilliant mind that easily puts the sharpest sword in existence to shame and incredibly good looks on top of it, there are times even Phoenix feels like he’s coming quite short in comparison. It’s nobody’s wonder why the entire world seems to be wanting a piece of the renowned Chief Prosecutor for themselves.
And yet, out of the wide plethora of people he had eating at the palm of his hand, people of respectable education and social status, Phoenix Wright - self made attorney with a rather questionable reputation, at best - is the one Miles has chosen as his partner, both professional and in life. The enormity of it still has Phoenix wonder how in the world he could get so lucky to be sharing his daily life with the person he’s been in love since he was nine, and who could have had so much better than him.
“Wright.” Miles finally says. It’s slow, he takes his time to roll the name off his tongue, questioning, uncertain. They’ve never called each other by their last name in the safety of their home, of the place where ‘Attorney at law Wright’ and ‘Chief Prosecutor Edgeworth’ stop existing, and they’re replaced by Phoenix and Miles.
It’s the opening move they have agreed on, to tell him he’s ready as long as Phoenix is. That Phoenix is ultimately the one to decide whether to go through with this or not.
There is really no need to ask. Their eyes are locked together, a conversation that needs no words. Phoenix smiles softly.
“Edgeworth.”
Silence falls. Miles’s eyelids flutter close as he takes a deep, shaky breath and slips off his glasses, placing them delicately on the coffee table; it’s obvious he is just as tense as Phoenix is feeling. 
But when he opens them again, the kind, caring gaze of his lover is gone, lost in the steely, cold depths of a demon’s eyes that have locked on the next prey for it to consume. Perhaps it’s Phoenix vivid and tad dramatic imagination - last vestiges of a never attained degree in Arts - but he’s ready to swear the shadows on Miles’s face have shifted, have grown darker, ominous.
It’s probably just the ferocious scowl, really, but as a former Shakespearean actor, he likes to go with the dramatic interpretation of things whenever possible.
Miles rises to his feet with his usual grace and elegance, his eyes never leaving Phoenix’s face as he closes the distance between them with deliberate slowness, each step followed by the sharp, clicking noise of the short heels of his ludicrously expensive italian shoes.
“Wright, Wright, Wright...”
Miles is not wearing his formal court attire, opting instead for a pair of burgundy slacks and a dark blue vest with golden rims - that he might have purchased for this very same occasion - over his dress shirt, and of course the ever present three-layered cravat. It’s arguably the closest thing to his old von Karma-style suit he could muster up on such short notice, having vowed to himself to never spare a glance at the real thing ever again, let alone wear it.
Phoenix has to admit, Miles’s care for detail is impressive. The only problem is that Phoenix is way too ensnared by those piercing eyes to fully appreciate the effort Miles has poured in his fashion choices.
Eyes of a hunter locked on the prey, eyes of a man who knows exactly what he wants, and will stop at nothing to get it.
And those eyes are set firmly on Phoenix.
For the first time ever in Miles’s presence, Phoenix feels something similar to fear grip him tightly at his belly like a vice. His mouth goes dry and he instinctively backs down, heart pumping madly against his ribcage, all his instincts screaming at him to run as Miles approaches inexorably.
He’s finally experiencing the atavic fright many a defense attorney experienced during the von Karma’s reign of terror. Now that he has no client counting on him and on whom, in turn, to count on to summon forth every ounce of determination and strength he has, he feels naked and vulnerable, defenseless as the demon wearing his lover’s face keeps getting closer and closer, unperturbed.
It’s terrifying. And yet it’s also incredibly hot. He can already feel himself quickly grow hard under that heated, wanting gaze.
Miles’s step falters for a split second, probably catching on Phoenix’s fear. He stops, raises an eyebrow, a silent question, but no safeword comes up from Phoenix’s mouth.
Phoenix has ended up going the easy route, and settled on the primary colors as codewords. If Miles has caught the irony of magenta being associated with danger, he has yet to make a comment on it.
“Cyan,” Phoenix finally whispers when he sees Miles isn’t going to take another step without his approval.
Miles nods, almost imperceptibly, and in a second he’s on him, like a lion pouncing on its victim, pinning Phoenix to the wall behind his back by his wrists. Phoenix gasps, and Miles smirks triumphantly as he finally has Phoenix Wright backed into a corner.
“Wright,” he growls in Phoenix’s ear, and Phoenix has to bite back a moan. “At long last, you’re finally in my grasp.”
It’s like Miles’s words fly straight to his lower regions, because he’s suddenly very hard. Miles notices this, because he presses himself flush - Phoenix is clearly not the only one who is getting worked up really quick - against Phoenix and rolls his hips, agonizingly slow.
This time Phoenix groans unabashedly, his back arching to seek more contact. Miles chuckles evilly, and in a heartbeat Phoenix is turned around and roughly shoved against the wall. Miles, with a rather surprising strength, keeps his wrists pinned above his head with a hand, whilst the other quickly works the waistcoat buttons open.
“Look at you, Wright. Already hard and panting, just like the well-trained pet you are.”
Well, someone sure is enjoying themselves and was rather quick to get into their part. Phoenix can’t possibly fail to rise up to the challenge now, there is his pride at stake. He grins.
“Oh? And you think you have what it takes to tame me, Prosecutor Edgeworth?”
He pushes back, grinds his ass against Miles’s groin. Miles’s breath hitches violently, and he mouths something that sounds like a curse against Phoenix’s temple, though Phoenix can’t tell what language it is.
It turns him on massively. He wants to hear more profanities - inintelligible for him, but the tone leaves no space for doubt - fall out those ever refined lips. He wants to feel the several layers of Miles’s control be peeled away, to make his filter finally stop working, as he gives in to raw desire and need.
All because of Phoenix.
Miles is quick to recover though. He fists his right hand in Phoenix’s hair, crumpling the gelled spikes in his grasp and roughly pushes his face against the wall. Phoenix flinches as pain surges up in his right temple, but the sting shoots straight to his cock in the most pleasant of ways, and he twitches and shuffles to get a little friction against the wall.
“Irreverent and disrespectful as ever, I see,” Miles growls, voice low and thick and dangerous. “Someone needs to put you back in your place.”
His hand leaves Phoenix’s hair and trails down, travels along the side of Phoenix’s neck; his fingers hook at the collar of his shirt and tug hard.
Phoenix yelps as his dress shirt is mercilessly torn open, the buttons spilling all over the floor with a soft clutter. Miles gives him no time to gather his wits back, though, and in an instant his mouth has latched on the base of Phoenix’s neck, now fully exposed for him to take advantage on, and bites down. Phoenix cries out as Miles pinches and rolls the patch of skin between his teeth, sucks on it and yet is careful not to break it. It throbs and stings and burn, but does not bleed. Miles has been very clear on this, he isn’t going to have Phoenix spill a single drop of blood.
It’s going to leave quite a massive bruise tomorrow, a bruise that will be flawlessly covered by the collar of his shirt, but that Phoenix will wear like a medal of honor, proof he got Miles warmed up enough to mark him.
He feels Miles smirk against him, pleased by the violent reaction. He holds Phoenix’s wrists and gently leads them down, behind Phoenix’s back and deftly ties them together with a soft, but sturdy, strip of cloth. Not that Phoenix is willing to try and break free to begin with, he’s enjoying this way too much to stop.
Still, he knows only too well what buttons to press to get Miles riled up; just like Phoenix, Miles enjoys the challenge, relishes in taking down an opponent after the latter has put a worthy fight, especially if their name is Phoenix Wright. Phoenix grins again, and Miles’s eyes narrow in suspicion.
“Oh yeah? We’ll see about that.”
Suspicion leaves the place to surprise as Phoenix turns on his heel and spins out of Miles’s firm grasp, so now he’s again with his back against the wall. Just like he does in court, he wastes no time to grab the chance, to pounce on this brief moment in which Miles is caught off guard like his life is depending on it, and lunges forward, catching Miles’s parted lips in his own in a searing, biting kiss. Miles stiffens as Phoenix takes control of the kiss, nibbles and sucks at Miles’s lower lip, eliciting a strained groan out of him.
Suddenly, he’s pushed back and slammed against the wall again.

SLAP!

The force of the blow as Miles backhands him right across the cheek is such that Phoenix’s head is forcibly turned to the side and his balance - already quite impaired by his bound arms - falters, sending him tumbling sprawled into the ground. Phoenix can’t quite hold back the pained hiss as his abused right cheek suddenly burns, feels like a thousand needles are pricking his face. His eyes scrunch close as his lips pull up in a grimace.
He is prepared for it, hell, he is the one who asked for it in the first place, but it still doesn’t fail to cut his breath short and send his mind reeling with pain and shock. He distractedly wonders whether Miles is feeling a similar stinging sensation in his hand right now, and if it’s just as painful and yet so pleasant for him just as it is for Phoenix.
That’s when he finally realizes the silence that has fallen upon the room, the lack of gloating or mockery or anything.
Finally, he looks up again. Miles is standing there, quiet and frozen still like a statue, eyes wide in panic and horrified as he looks at his own hand as though it has developed a brain of its own, out of his control, and he is seriously considering cutting the traitorous limb off altogether. Phoenix is half-sure he’s about to call the whole thing off in an instant if Phoenix doesn’t something, and fast to reassure him that he’s alright and ready to go again.

Shit, shit, shit, backtrack quick!

Phoenix hastily scrambles to a properly kneeling position and plasters the most challenging, cheekiest lopsided smirk he can possibly make whilst feeling like half of his face is on fire.
“Cat got your tongue, Mr. Prosecutor? You’re looking quite cianotic in the face. Thought you were going to teach me a lesson?”
He wiggles his eyebrows for good measure. Miles looks conflicted for a second, staring at Phoenix as though asking whether he’s really, really sure about this, but Phoenix has already made his decision and boisterously voiced it out loud. Miles can only take that into consideration, and choose whether to trust Phoenix’s judgment or not.
Apparently he does, with Phoenix’s massive relief, for in an instant, he’s back to his cold demeanor, eyes of steel looking down on him with an air of arrogance and triumphant superiority at the sight of his fallen opponent. Miles can’t be taller than Phoenix for more than a couple of inches, gravity defying bangs notwithstanding, but now that Phoenix is forced on his knees and has to crane his neck up to look at his lover’s face, he can’t help but feel like a powerless boy facing an almighty titan.
It’s a very different Miles from the one he has learned to know and love, it’s the one Miles used to be before he saw the light and corrected his ways. Nowadays, that part of him barely exists anymore, condemned to only live in fleeting moments when a trial gets particularly challenging or gruesome, but as much as Miles hates it and tries his best to keep it down, to bury it away from sight ever again, it’s still - and will always be - part of him, two sides of the same coin.
Deep under the warm smile he wears like an armor and the positive attitude, Phoenix Wright is a greedy man; he unabashedly wants Miles, all of Miles, wants to see and cherish and love every single facet of him.
Miles would probably make fun of him and call him cheesy, but Phoenix just feels blessed he gets to see both sides, coming together in one for him and him alone.
Miles bends down, silent and graceful as a cat, and roughly grabs Phoenix’s already rumpled hair at the back of his head and tugs hard at it. Phoenix groans at the sting as several strands of hair depart from his scalp - his poor spikes, always the ones to get the short stick - and cranes his neck even further, open wide and vulnerable. Miles chuckles haughtily, his hot breath fanning across Phoenix’s bruised lips, and Phoenix swallows, his Adam’s apple bobbing up and down his throat almost painfully.
“Oh, fret not, Wright. I’m far from done with you for the night.”
There is something utterly smoldering in those eyes of his that set Phoenix’s blood on fire. His whole body trembles and quakes as desire wracks through him, pools at his pelvis, and he feels like he can come from that gaze alone were it not for the tantalizing promise of the many delicious things Miles has planned to do to him holding him back.
“Then please show me, Mr. Prosecutor.”
Miles lets go of him just as abruptly as he grabbed him. He’s not smirking anymore, Phoenix fleetingly notices; an intense focus has furrowed Miles’s already prematurely wrinkled forehead as he stares at Phoenix like he’s a complicated puzzle Miles is dead set to resolve. Phoenix shudders when Miles straightens up and slowly paces around him, like a shark, fluttering in and out of Phoenix’s peripheral vision.
Phoenix hears a rustling sound coming from behind him, where he can roughly estimate Miles is standing, the only forewarning he gets for when darkness descends upon him all at once as a blindfold - satin, what a pretentious prick - is quickly wrapped over his eyes and secured at the back of his head. A shiver runs down his spine as he feels Miles’s hands snake around his waist from behind and roam freely down his bare chest, the sensation amplified tenfold by the lack of sight, and he openly moans when Miles flicks and pinches playfully at his right nipple. Miles, the evil bastard, chuckles in his ear.
“Enjoying your classes?” he comments as his right hand slithers down Phoenix’s chest and unzips his pants, the touch feathery light and enticing, barely there where Phoenix desires him the most, just enough to drive him crazy with want. “I must admit I’m impressed. You’ve never looked the part of a particularly diligent student.”
He catches Phoenix’s right earlobe between his teeth and nibbles at it, sucks on it just enough to make Phoenix jolt against the hand that is still dancing around his erection and cry out.
More. He wants more.
“Ca-Can’t help it,” Phoenix stammers out weakly and rolls his hips back again, relishing in the hiss that escapes Miles’s lips as his ass grinds heavily against Miles’s own bulging erection. “I have a fantastic teacher.”
He wishes he could see Miles’s face, the scowl deepening threateningly over his scorching gaze. Instead, he can only gasp as Miles suddenly stands and yanks Phoenix up on his feet out of the blue. Phoenix’s knees wobble and tremble under the rude manhandling, but Miles’s hold on him is tight as a vice and keeps him upright.
“Apparently, the message hasn’t yet got through that thick skull of yours enough,” Miles growls, his voice deep and dangerous like a faraway thunder, the first harbinger of the storm. “You leave me no choice but to resort to drastic measures.”
He pushes Phoenix harshly, and Phoenix almost stumbles down again, but Miles doesn’t let him fall, and step after step leads him all the way to what Phoenix assumes is the bedroom - blindfolded and harshly turned on the spot from time to time, he is quick to lose every sense of direction, even in his own home - until Miles forces him to stop in the middle of apparently nowhere and, out of the blue, shoves him down.
Phoenix, obviously, lets himself fall without a second thought.
He lands, on his stomach, on the mattress with a soft bounce. He can tell from the soft texture and sweet scent Miles has already gone through the due preparations and spread several freshly laundered towels - the fluffiest they own, it seems like - all over the bed to preserve the sheets, if they happen to make a mess of themselves. Phoenix can’t help but smile fondly as he pictures Miles fussing over the bed and making sure it’s clean and comfortable until it’s nothing short of perfect. He keeps smiling even when current, domineering Miles unties his wrists and quickly flips him on his back, fanning the shredded remains of his shirt around him before shifting him up so his back is now comfortably resting against what feels like a wall of soft pillows - Phoenix is quite sure they didn’t own that many until a few days ago - and his arms are lifted a few inches above his head, wrists pinned and promptly tied again to the headboard behind him.
He feels the mattress dip down as Miles crawls on top of him, hovers above him, holds him down. Phoenix feels the ends of his sidebangs tickle his cheeks, the tip of Miles’s nose brush against his own.
“It’s truly a pity to see how the almighty falls, how quickly the tables are turned.” Miles drawls slowly, running a finger down Phoenix’s chest, digging it hard into Phoenix’s skin and leaving a red, inflamed trail in its wake. Down and down he goes, until it hooks around the waistline of Phoenix’s open pants and boxer briefs. He tugs gently, slowly, takes his time to tortuorously drag the fabric against Phoenix’s aching member, inch after inch, and Phoenix lets out a choked gasp as he instinctively arches his back upwards, seeking a more tangible contact that Miles keeps denying him. On the contrary, he belatedly realizes his mistake when Miles takes advantage of his raised hips to pull down both pieces of clothing in one go, finally leaving Phoenix completely naked for Miles to see. He can feel Miles’s smirk as he takes notice of how hard he is already, stiff and leaking, and Miles has barely touched him.
What a smug bastard.
“Many a times you’ve escaped me, Wright. However, your luck has finally run its course,” Miles keeps gloating as he finishes divesting Phoenix, dropping his discarded clothes on the floor with little care. Phoenix groans wantonly when he suddenly feels Miles’s hand grab firmly at his thighs, knead vigorously at the flesh as he tilts Phoenix’s hips slightly to his right, exposing most of his left gluteus.
 “And now you’re finally trapped beneath me, helpless, at my mercy.”
And, swift and stinging like a whip, the royal prick strikes his buttcheek with his open palm. It’s not particularly hard - Miles has angled the blow as to make a loud noise, but deal the least pain possible - but it’s enough to startle Phoenix and have him gasp and whimper as his whole butt tingles in the most delicious way. His ass has always been a sensitive spot since he was a kid, and boy, Miles knows this all too well. He was there to console him every time Phoenix happened to fall on his butt and started crying his eyes out from the pain, after all.
Miles readjusts Phoenix’s hips and steps back, his weight leaving the mattress, apparently satisfied with his handiwork. Phoenix nearly curses and swears at him for leaving him hanging like this, but then every word leaves his brain when the unmistakable, metallic noise of a belt being unbuckled and hitting the floor hits his ears.
It’s a miracle Phoenix doesn’t come right here and now.
With the blindfold tightly fastened over his eyes and effectively shielding the glorious sight of Miles taking off his clothes, one by one, Phoenix is left to try and picture the show Miles is undoubtedly putting on for his unseeing audience. He can only rely on his imagination to supply him with visuals as the vest is presumably the first to go, the expensive silk fluttering to the ground with a rustling noise that makes Phoenix’s mouth water.
He has always known this, but now he has decisive proof of it; Miles Edgeworth is a sadistic bastard. In every sense of the word.
It goes without saying Phoenix loves it to no end.
Miles is atrociously, and very unusually slow and loud as he keeps going through his little striptease session. The cravat and dress shirt are soon gone as well, and he can only assume he has taken off his shoes and socks when he stops hearing the clicking noise of his heels with every little step Miles takes. If he has kept count correctly, Miles is only wearing his slacks at the moment, and Phoenix wishes he’d just get a move already.
There is a last noise of crumpling, pricy fabric being unceremoniously thrown to the ground, followed by a hiss and an inintelligible curse in what might or might not be German. Phoenix whimpers again in response, whimper that turns into a soft gasp as the mattress dips again and he feels Miles’s hands hook under Phoenix’s knees, prying his legs open gently but firmly.
Phoenix has never felt more bare and exposed in his whole life; he’s blinded and tied to the bed, unable to defend himself from the invasion that is sure to come, stark naked save for what remains of his abused shirt. Still, instinctive apprehension and fear is soon forgotten when Miles leans over, presses his chest - naked as well - against Phoenix’s and kisses him again, languidly, tenderly.
“Whenever you feel uncomfortable, just say the word, and I’ll stop.” he finally ends up breaking character. Phoenix can’t refrain from being genuinely impressed he’s lasted this long with only a couple of very minor hiccups. Phoenix is apparently not the only one who could have had a brilliant career on the stage.
Phoenix knows he will stop without fault, no matter how close to hit his own climax he might be. If Phoenix could, he’d roll his eyes to the ceiling because seriously, Miles can be so fussy sometimes. No wonder Trucy has jokingly redubbed him Mama Miles.
Since his eyes are still forced shut, he has to make do with a toothy grin. “I still see-ya-n blue, Prosecutor.”
He can’t see Miles’s reaction, but he’s fairly sure Miles has just muttered something that sounds suspiciously like ‘incorrigible’ and shaken his head in exasperation.
The drawer of the bedside table is suddenly opened, and after a quiet rummaging noise something is taken out of it. Phoenix doesn’t really need to strain his imagination to figure out what is the mysterious item Miles has just retrieved, suspicion quickly confirmed when there is a loud click and the squeaky sound of some thick liquid being squeezed out of a plastic tube and poured generously.
Nevertheless, he still jolts when all of a sudden slicked fingers reach down to his entrance and sink into him. He groans and shifts his hips as the two digits roughly push in and out of him, stretch and scissor quickly, almost business-like, but not any less meticulously. Then, all too soon and yet not soon enough, the offending fingers are gone, replaced instead by something much thicker and warmer, the slick tip pressing demandingly against Phoenix’s stretched hole.
Always one to keep his word, even when he doesn’t like it and would rather do anything else, Miles is not too gentle as he swiftly penetrates Phoenix in full, burying himself in his lover’s body all the way to the base of his cock and his hands grab tightly Phoenix’s hips, keeping them in place.
Phoenix can’t hold back the scream that tears out of his throat all of its own; all of his nerves feel like they’re on fire as the most delicious pain floods his lower back like a wave breaking out of a dam. His whole body spasms and seizes violently, squeezing Miles even tighter within him. He hears a low groan, and Phoenix assumes he’s struggling to keep still, putting up a valiant fight against himself to allow Phoenix enough time to adjust.
Too bad Phoenix just wants him to move already.
Phoenix slowly reclines himself against the small hill of pillows he’s lying against for leverage and pushes up his hips, sending Miles deeper and eliciting a warning growl from the man.
Miles is already close to the snapping point, even Phoenix can easily guess it. His grip on Phoenix’s hips is insanely strong, much different from his usual care and gentle touch, and will undoubtedly leave bruises that will last for many days; Phoenix can’t repress a certain, sick satisfaction at the realization that he’s the one who can get the otherwise collected and composed prosecutor so worked up, to make him forget all manners and property in favor of simple want and lust.
Miles slowly pulls out, agonizingly so, only to shift his grip on Phoenix’s hips, opting instead to push his thighs up and hold them wide open to deepen the angle of penetration. Phoenix cries out loudly and arches his back uselessly as Miles thrusts in again, as deep as Phoenix can possibly take him, and again and again…
And again.
The bed shakes with every thrust, the bedframe groans in pain every time Miles takes him, and Phoenix is left burning, struggling uselessly against the strips of fabric binding his wrists above his head. He wants to reach out to Miles, to claw at his back while Miles sheathes himself within Phoenix relentlessly, but he’s pinned and helpless, at Miles’s mercy.
He cries openly, unashamedly, pain and pleasure intermingling to the point Phoenix is soon unable to tell where one stops and the other begins. His arms hurt as Miles keeps pounding into him without restraint, hard and fast and deep. What would Phoenix give to sneak a peek of him as the most primal, feral side of him resurfaces, as he claims Phoenix time and time again with every thrust, marks his property with every bite.
He can only listen closely to the choked growls and gasps and curses that pour out of Miles’s lips, sending ripples of pleasure crashing over Phoenix, and soon he’s drowning in the sensation, his grip on himself quickly slipping-
But then Miles comes to the rescue, so to say, and keeps him steady on the edge. He wraps a hand around Phoenix’s painfully hard cock and squeezes, just enough to keep the rapidly mounting climax at bay.
“Not… just yet, Wright.” Miles pants in Phoenix’s ear, nibbling at the shell and pressing feather-light kisses at the angle of his jaw. Phoenix groans loudly as he weakly tries and fails to thrust in Miles’s fist.
“Y-you massive, giant dick- aahh!!” he is cut off by his own moan when Miles roughly pumps him, pushing him dangerously close to the edge only to reel him back at the very last moment.
“Pardon me, I believe I didn’t quite catch your French.”
Yup, cocky ass alright.
But that hardly matters, not when in a couple of hard thrusts more, both of them are finally tumbling down, falling freely as their climax sweeps them away and erases the rest of the world. Phoenix tries to scream Miles’s name, but Miles is quicker and silences him with a searing kiss, swallows each and every of Phoenix’s groans and pants as Phoenix comes undone all over both their chests and Miles spills himself within Phoenix, fills Phoenix so deeply, so completely, Phoenix feels like he’s about to burst at the seams.
They lie there, entangled in each other, for what might be seconds or centuries, Phoenix isn’t sure and he doesn’t want to know. He just knows Miles is slumped bonelessly against him, his forehead - beaded with sweat from the exertion - pressed against Phoenix’s. He’s panting heavily, struggling to catch his breath, and it’s like music to Phoenix’s ears.
But everything eventually ends, most unfortunately. Miles quickly softens and slowly, carefully pulls out of Phoenix, pressing a quick kiss to his lips when Phoenix winces in pain the moment Miles fully slides out. Then, without any need for Phoenix to say anything, he promptly proceeds to untie Phoenix’s wrists, not without a certain amount of difficulty due to his still trembling fingers, and finally takes off the blindfold. Phoenix blinks several times as the light of the bedside lamp blinds him, and then smiles up at Miles, who hovers above him, tired and stunningly dishevelled.
“Hello there, sunshine. Looking good as ever.”
Miles clearly wants to roll his eyes in exasperation, but concern prevails and he ignores Phoenix’s greeting. “How are you feeling?”
That’s a rather good question actually; Phoenix is undoubtedly hurting all over, from his shoulders and arms all the way down to his hips and thighs, to the point he’s sure he’s going to be sore as heck tomorrow. Still, his body still tingles deliciously with the aftershock of his climax, arguably the hardest he’s ever experienced in his life.
“Fucking fantastic,” he eventually says when he’s done running his diagnostics check. Miles scoffs and lifts himself up to sit back on his calves and have a better assessment of the damage he’s dealt to Phoenix. He frowns as he fully takes in the several blooming bruises and bites that litter Phoenix’s skin, delicately, almost reverently, tracing the outline of the quickly reddening spots.
“Phoenix, I’m being serious.”
“I am too,” Phoenix tries to sit up, gingerly, but Miles gently pushes him back, keeps him down. He is the one to lean down instead, propping his weight on his knees and arms on Phoenix’s both sides. Phoenix loves to have Miles above him like this; he can’t help but feel sheltered, safe. “How are you doing?”
This time, Miles does roll his eyes. “I’m not the one who has been mistreated and ravished, Phoenix. I’m perfectly alright.”
Phoenix hums quietly, still a little dazed and loopy on endorphins. He lets his eyes flutter close. How ironic that now he feels too tired to keep his eyes open when he’s spent several minutes blindfolded and in desperate want to see Miles’s face. “Yeah, but I mean, did you like it?”
He feels Miles shuffle uncomfortably above him. “I… still prefer making love to you properly.”
Phoenix chuckles tiredly to himself, because of course he’d say something like this. Miles has to be the biggest closeted sap in the whole world. “As glad as I am to hear that, you have yet to answer me. Did you like it? Be honest.”
It takes Miles a beat to work up the nerve to reply. “... Yes. I do admit I loathed some of the forced, contrived lines you had me spew for the sake of drama, but yes, I can safely say I found it rather enjoyable.”
Phoenix cracks his eyes open again, only to be met with the beautiful sight of a Miles Edgeworth blushing furiously from the roots of his hair all the way down to his chest. He beams at Miles, who frowns and looks away, as the big cutie pie he is.
“That’s great! So, does that mean we can do that again?”
Miles sighs deeply, resigned. “Phoenix-”
“It doesn’t have to be all the time. Just occasionally, to spice things up once in a while. What do you say?”
Quite surprisingly, Miles looks possibly even more embarrassed; he ducks down his head and hides his face against the crook of Phoenix’s neck, pressing his cheek against Phoenix’s. Phoenix blinks, puzzled. “Miles? Is there something wrong?”
He hears Miles heave a deep, shuddering breath.
“Reverse.”
Phoenix’s heart nearly stops, because he must have misheard. Surely, Miles hasn’t just-
Miles shifts back up, leveling a stern, almost challenging gaze on Phoenix. “If it’s alright with you, I wouldn’t mind to try this again, with our position reversed.”
Miles is looking intently at him like he’s sure Phoenix is about to mock him and laugh at his expenses, whereas Phoenix is merely gaping at him in shock and fuck he’s getting hard again.
“Hold it a sec,” Phoenix tries to stall for time as his traitorous body responds in the only way possible - getting excited - at Miles’s words. He has to admit he has never even dared to think about it, given Miles’s notorious adversity at being pinned down, both metaphorically and not. “Are… are you sure? Cause you know, you don’t have to do it out of some sort of stupid obligation or crap like that.”
“Phoenix, please.” Miles cuts him off briskly, an abrupt return to his usual straight-forward self. “You and I both know I’m not as selfless as to force myself into doing something I ardently don’t want to.”
That’s a blatant lie if Phoenix has ever seen one and both Miles and Phoenix know it. Phoenix doesn’t call him out on his bullshit just to allow him space and time to finish his reasoning.
“I know I don’t have to, Phoenix. I simply want to. That is, as long as you agree with it.”
Phoenix has to love the way Miles can consider for even one second Phoenix doesn’t want to send him straight into the deepest abysses of pleasure. Phoenix lifts himself up despite his own body’s and Miles’s joined protests and presses his lips against Miles’s, coaxing them open slowly until the worried wrinkles marring Miles’s brow are extinguished into oblivion.
“Of fucking course, Miles! Just tell me what you want, and we’ll work it out!”
Miles cringes visibly. “As much as I appreciate the enthusiasm, must you really be so crass?”
“Really, Miles? I don’t know if you noticed it, but we’re butt naked and we’re still coated in the congealing result of our little tryst - I can feel it dripping out, down there, just so you know - and saying ‘fucking’ is being crass?”
“...Point taken.”
Miles finally shifts, and a wave of cold hits Phoenix’s still heated skin, enough to make him shudder. The cold, white spurt splattered all over his chest makes itself even more known, and he shudders violently in disgust. Miles seems to share his opinion.
“I do believe a shower is in order.”
“Yeah,” Phoenix agrees wholeheartedly. A very thorough shower, if the uncomfortable sensation of something dripping out of him is any indication. “Care to help me out?”
Miles readily obliges, delicately helping him up to his feet and slinging one of Phoenix’s arms over his shoulders like Phoenix has just come out of some sort of disaster and is deadly injured, ever the dramatic one.
Amused, Phoenix fully leans against him. “Bet you can’t go through another round.”
“Oh?” Miles arches an eyebrow, unimpressed, though from his advantage point Phoenix can easily see the corner of his mouth twitching up. “Aren’t you the one who needs to be physically carried all the way to the shower because he can’t walk by himself? On your own request, may I remind you.”
He has a point there, as much as Phoenix loathes to admit it. Still, when they finally push the glass sliding door open, Phoenix throws his arms around Miles and pulls him close, their naked bodies pressed against each other.
It seems like he isn’t the only one who is getting excited at the idea of a nice session of good ol’ shower sex. Miles looks down at him, flushed, and licks his lips.
“Phoenix...”
Phoenix grins wickedly, his own body mirroring Miles’s newfound enthusiasm. He’s still sore all over, but when Miles looks at him with such intense desire? Everything else just flies out of the window.
“You still haven’t managed to make me shut up, Mr. Prosecutor.”
The searing kiss that he earns for that, Miles’s teeth grazing his already bruised lips, makes it all worth it.




Notes:


I kinda didn't know how to end the chapter and I think it shows very well lmao Btw, I might have an idea for the reverse so there miiiiight be a fifth and final chapter. No promises on that, but there might be XD
Hope you enjoyed this thing, as atrociously bad it is, and thank you so much for reading!! :D :D :D














Notes:

hope you enjoy, and let me know your thoughts, or if I need to tag something I missed or forgot!
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