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Chapter 1

Initialization

April

Evan Garrett finished forty laps in the
recreation center pool. He climbed out and reached for a towel.
Almost six feet tall, with broad shoulders, narrow hips, and long,
slender ropy muscles, he looked every inch the swimmer. As he
rubbed a towel across his close-cut, curly brown hair, a
dark-haired woman in a neighboring lane popped up from the
edge.

"Hey, Evan!" she called out. He turned
toward her then walked over and dropped to one knee on the
edge.

"Hello, Brie."

"Can you time me on a hundred meter
freestyle?"

"Yeah, sure. How's work?" He knew
Gabrielle worked for an agency under the Department of Homeland
Security similar to himself, but was assigned to the FBI at the
moment.

"Crazy as ever." She smiled.

"How's the shoulder?" They had
discussed her shoulder injury the week before.

"Not quite back to normal. Still
working on it."

"You want to dive in?"

"Um, yeah."

He offered her a hand. She hesitated a
moment before taking it and allowing him to help her out. His eyes
followed the remnants of a healing bruise down the back of her
shoulder as she bent forward, fingers next to her toes.

"Three, two, one -- Mark!" he
said.

She dove in, doing a top speed
freestyle to the opposite end with accompanying flip turn, and swam
back with a slick, dolphin-like grace. Two more lengths and she
finished back at Evan's feet, winded, clinging to the
edge.

"One minute thirty-four," he said,
looking at the clock on the far wall.

"Crap, that's not good."

"I certainly can't pull it off in that
time." He grinned at her.

"Hey, thanks for timing me." She waved
and turned back into the lane for a few more laps. Evan slung his
towel over his shoulder and headed in the direction of the locker
room.

Standing in the shower, shampoo bottle
in hand, Evan was struck by an image, a memory actually. A petite
woman with long red hair was duct-taped spread eagle to a wooden
bench. Fiona. Why in the hell was he thinking about that? Maybe it
was seeing the bruises on his friend Gabrielle that had conjured
the memory. Fiona had been fairly badly bruised when all was said
and done.

He brushed a hand down across his ribs.
The pink-white ridge of a bullet wound scar marked his own skin.
That whole affair had been a disaster from beginning to end. Stuart
beheaded by the demon, followed by Fiona being attacked and drugged
to be offered as a sacrifice. Evan had gotten shot by one of the
men bent on a second go at getting a corporeal demon. Rich and John
unloaded a hail of gunfire on the necromancers while Evan was lying
on the ground, then John was frantically trying to stop the
bleeding. Okay, Evan decided he had to get his mind off that and
back on track . He had to be at work by nine.

***

May 1

John Benchley stared at the heap of
paperwork. It was never ending. He rubbed his hands down over his
face and rested his forehead against his palms. Stacks of folders
littered the top of his metal government issue desk. Beige walls, a
spare chair jammed against the wall also heaped with papers,
folders and books, and a bookcase of texts randomly mixed with
three-ring binders and the odd box, completed his office. Well,
unless you wanted include the plastic skull with markings
indicating a bullet trajectory wedged between two
binders.

"You know it's past midnight and
there's that meeting thing you have to go to in the morning," said
a voice from the open doorway. John looked up at his partner, Evan
Garrett. Evan was dressed in a white button down shirt and dark
slacks. Evan walked in and sat on the edge of John's desk, laying a
hand on his shoulder, green eyes gazing at him.

"I think I've been trying to forget the
meeting," John admitted and grinned a little.

"If you don't play by their rules,
you're not going to be able to demand more funding for things you
don't want to have to explain."

"Too true." John sighed, pushed back
from the desk and stood up. As he headed for the door, he paused
and ran his fingers through Evan's short brown curls. "Aren't you
in need of sleep, too?" Evan shrugged and gave him a bit of a
smile, then leaned forward and kissed him softly. They were nearly
of an even height. John let out a fractional sigh. He had to be up
fairly early and there was little point in asking Evan to stay the
night.

"I'll see you sometime tomorrow," said
Evan said and walked out of the office. John watched him leave,
wistfully wishing it could be otherwise.






John trudged up four flights of stairs
to the apartment at the top of the building. He used to have an
apartment in Georgetown back when he worked for the DEA. But four
years in this job... The hours were so insane. When SIS, Special
Investigative Services, had moved their headquarters into an unused
office building at the edge of Crystal City last year, he'd tried
to juggle the commute. There had been way too many nights of
crashing in the bunkroom on the third floor, or on the sofa outside
his office, so he had a remodeling crew turn half of the top floor
into his personal living quarters. After all, being the boss had to
have some perks. SIS was loosely umbrellaed under the Department of
Homeland Security, created to deal with... the unusual. Oh, that
was a sixty-four thousand dollar description. The paranormal, the
lunatic fringe, the supernatural and the extraterrestrial all
rolled into one.

***

May 2

At the FBI headquarters in Quantico,
Virginia, the half-full auditorium held some hundred or so not very
enthusiastic people, and John was yet one more restless soul
trapped by the excruciatingly boring meeting. Somehow, he'd gotten
coerced into this conference between the various branches of
Homeland Security. After two hours of useless information, there
was a break.

As people were milling around the
hallways, drinking coffee, chatting, and making phone calls, John
prowled the length of the wide, carpeted hallway outside the
auditorium, trying to wake himself up. He noticed a woman perched
on the edge of one of the wooden benches lining the area. With
shoulder-length, dark hair and bangs, obligatory navy blue power
suit and heels, she was bent over with her elbows propped on her
knees. Her hands were rubbing her eyes and her body language
screamed headache. He'd been on the receiving end of more than a
few blinding migraines in his life. Maybe what drew his attention
the most was the fact her face was as white as her blouse, and he
wondered if she was about to pass out. No one else seemed to notice
her at all as he wove his way past several people and stopped in
front of her. He dropped to one knee and crossed his arms on the
other.

"Excuse me, but are you okay?" he
asked.

***

Gabrielle lifted her head a little and
squinted at him. looking vaguely startled by the sudden inquiry.
Who was this man? Gorgeous enough to make Michelangelo weep, she
thought, he was tall, probably six foot, with unruly brown hair,
amazing blue eyes, straight nose, luscious lips and a concerned
expression.

"I'm fine. Just a migraine wannabe,"
she said.

"Can I get you a cup of coffee or a
glass of water? Honestly, you look like you're about to pass
out."

She hesitated. The pounding pain in her
skull was making it hard to think. "A cup of coffee would be nice,
thanks, sugar please."

"Back in a sec," he said.

While she waited on his return, she put
on her sunglasses, hoping, probably in vain, to cope with the
photophobia of her impending migraine. He did come back in only a
few minutes, handed her the cup and sat down beside her.

"Thank you," she said. "That was kind."
She was still a little mystified by his attention.

"You're welcome. I'm John
Benchley."

"Gabrielle Dichenz," she replied and
gulped down some of the coffee. It was typical vat-brewed,
industrial strength stuff, but at the moment all she was interested
in was the caffeine.

"Is it my imagination or is this just
about the most useless excuse for a meeting I've had to endure
lately?" he said.

"It's pretty bad. Some bureaucrat's
idea no doubt." She set the half empty cup on the bench and rubbed
her temples. "I swear my eyeballs are going to fall out. And I'm
sure there's at least two more hours of this horrid
meeting."

"Turn around," John
suggested.

"Huh?"

"Turn your back to me, maybe I can
help," he said.

She frowned, not sure what he intended
but just about anything that might help was worth consideration.
She felt his hands on her shoulders, his thumbs pressing into her
neck at the base of her skull. His fingers dug into the knotted
muscles there. Oh God, it felt good. And she was mystified again.
Letting people touch her was not something she usually allowed. As
a telepath, it was generally too... uncomfortable. This most
definitely wasn't. Going on gut instinct, she lowered her psychic
shields just a little. Nothing. She dropped them a tiny bit more,
and she felt just a hint of that running electricity sensation she
associated with another psychic. Interesting. Her head leaned
forward as his thumbs stroked down the back of her neck. Oh lord,
how could such a simple thing feel so good?

There was a murmur as people start to
head back into the meeting. Someone was calling her name, and she
looked up.

"Hey, Brie. Um, you coming?" said
Janet, one of the other women from the forensic group.

"In a moment," she said. She felt his
hands withdraw.

"Better?" he asked.

"Yes, a little... thank
you."

"A little trick I learned from a friend
of mine." He grinned at her. Oh lord, he was gorgeous -- tall,
built, dazzling smile... And he got up and walked away.

***

As the meeting finally ended, John ran
into Carl Henderson on his way out. Henderson was FBI, a
fifty-something, graying, middle management bureaucrat. He
occasionally dumped cases on SIS that were more suited to their
way-out-there line of work than more traditional
investigations.

" I, um... Saw you touch Dr. Dichenz.
Do you know who she is?" asked Henderson.

"A lady with a migraine."

"A lady who can read your thoughts like
words on a printed page," Henderson said.

"And your point is?"

"She's Division P, or as Roper calls it
-- the PsiCorp. One of Homeland's way-out-there side branches. You
do not let those people touch you."

"I don't think I have anything to worry
about," smiled John. Henderson gave him a weird look.

"Suit yourself," the other man muttered
and walked off in search of his car.

Crossing the parking lot, John mused on
the tidbit of information Henderson had given him. So she was
Division P? Yet another facet of Homeland Security that no one ever
wanted to mention, not so different from SIS on that front. The "P"
allegedly stood for psychic, although if you asked someone
involved, they'd deny it. Too silly, "P" was just a
designation.

"P" recruited psychic Talent for covert
ops and other related assignments. They didn't really do the "team"
thing. It was more a matter of lending personnel out to other
agencies on particular tasks. John had been screened by them
himself and passed well enough for them to send him off for further
assessment and training. There had been a mutual parting of ways
and he hadn’t joined the group.

John definitely wasn't headblind, that
totally unaware of other minds state that most of the population
seemed to drift around in, but neither was he a stellar Talent on
the psychic end of things. He could generally sense the emotions of
people near him if he bothered, and could tell pretty reliably if
he was being lied to. All these were good things for an ex-DEA
agent to have. He put a lot of faith in his gut instinct, knowing
full well it seldom steered him wrong. To actually pick up on
another's thoughts with any real accuracy, John needed to touch
them. Without that tactile component, anything further was
definitely potluck. He was a hands-on person, rather literally.
That bare tentative brush of another mind he thought he had felt
from Gabrielle had, apparently, been real.

***

May 3

In his office, John stared at the pile
of files on his desk, cases that might warrant SIS involvement.
Several lay open, but one in particular drew his attention. It
concerned some "wild animal" attacks, but the details just didn't
quite track. Homeland Security had one Dr. Gabrielle Dichenz listed
as a point of contact for the ongoing investigation. His brain
registered the name and remembered the lady with the migraine at
that God-awful meeting. John leaned out the door and yelled across
the room at Richard Ciavelli. Ciavelli was a former cop and shrewd
field investigator.

"Hey, Rich. See if we have a file on a
Dr. Gabrielle Dichenz. D-I-C-H-E-N-Z. If you find it, forward it to
me."

"Okay, on it," replied Rich.

"Oh, did you hear from Fiona and Todd
yet? I was expecting email or at least a phone call from them. I
would really like to know if the whole reputedly haunted house deal
with the missing children is just bogus crap or what." Fiona Mills
and Todd McAffey were two more members of SIS, currently on an
assignment in Baltimore.

"I haven't heard from them yet. I'll
give them a buzz shortly," Rich said. John returned to the
paperwork stack while he waited, only to glance up as Evan walked
into his office and slouched against his desk.

"I know her," said Evan.

"Know who?"

"Dr. Dichenz. Brie. She's sort of a
friend," replied Evan.

John leaned back in his chair and gazed
at his partner. "Really? DHS stuff? Or an old Metro police
department friend?" asked John, referring to Evan's former
position.

"Homeland, in a roundabout way, but
mostly because I see her at the pool on Tuesday mornings, doing
laps at about the same time I go."

"Know anything about her?" John
asked.

"Not a lot. She's a scientist, is on
some kind of assignment with the FBI, I think, and she has a wicked
flip turn. And..."

"And what?" John fished to see if Evan
was aware of the Division P link.

"I think she's a victim of domestic
abuse."

John's eyes widened a little. That
didn't even come close to what he thought Evan might say. "Why do
you say that ?" asked John slowly.

"Come on. I used to be a cop. I've seen
things no one should ever have to. Anyway... she's obviously
wearing a swimsuit when she's doing laps and sometimes she's...
bruised. It's not the kind of black and blue marks you get from
banging your shin on the car door either."

"Keep going."

"Sometimes the bruises are really bad
ones like you get from a fist. One time, I tried to ask. She just
shrugged and said she was a klutz. I like her. I wish I could do
something to help." Evan stared at the floor for a moment. John
crossed his arms and chewed on his lower lip.

"Thanks for the info," John
said.

***

May 4

The window at the side of the office
filtered cloudy afternoon light onto Dr. Dichenz's keyboard. John
hesitated a moment before knocking on the open door of Dichenz's
office. Her desk was littered with stacks of folders and piles of
data analysis sheets. A graphing calculator sat on the top of one
stack. On the wall hung a corkboard, displaying a maintenance
schedule for several pieces of instrumentation, a calendar full of
scribbled notations as to when things were due, and a "recipe"
labeled HLPC elution fluid. The bookcases behind her bulged with
manuals and reference books. A cup of coffee was parked on an
enormous Fisher Catalog.

John had read her dossier. Being
Director of SIS had its perks; virtually unlimited access to
government personnel files was one of them. Officially a member of
Division P, her file said she was on loan to the FBI for an
indefinite period of time. That was a little backward from the way
"P" usually worked, but there hadn't been any information as to
why. She was wearing a charcoal gray skirt suit and appeared busy.
Dr. Dichenz wasn't beautiful, not quite. He thought she had that
sort of face that would positively light up if she really smiled.
Telepath, the file said. That could mean so many different things
to so many different people. He knocked on the door frame and she
looked up from her keyboard.

"Hello," she said. A minute frown
crinkled her brow as if she was trying to place him.

"I need some information, and was told
you were the person to see," John said with a smile.

"Agent Benchley, isn't it?" she
said.

He nodded and said, "I'm surprised you
remembered."

"From the amazingly awful meeting at
Quantico...What can I help you with?"

He laid a picture down on her desk. It
was a body shot of the victim of the "wild animal
attack."

"What can you tell me about this?" he
asked. She picked up the photo and leaned back in her
chair.

"Someone told me you're with the SIS
group," Dichenz said slowly.

"Yes." He gave her a mental brownie
point for doing her homework, just like him.

"Have a seat, please." John settled in
the chair in front of her desk. "I didn't do the autopsy, not my
thing. I'm a chemist. I did the trace work, though, and glanced at
the rest of it. There are things that don't add up." There was a
trace of a frustrated frown of her face. This was a woman that
didn't like it when science didn't make sense, John
surmised.

"My agency doctor says the teeth marks
don't look like anything she's familiar with," John
commented.

"My odontology knowledge is limited,
but I would tend to agree. It's not canine and not feline. There's
a small amount of human similarity but not enough to really confirm
it. What little DNA we got off of it comes back as unrecognized,
too, which I guess is why it landed in my lap. I've been with
Homeland a while, before I got loaned here to the FBI. Master of
double duty. If SIS is interested, does that mean it's fallen into
the officially weird category?"

"Yeah, I guess you could say that.
We're looking into it. But there's not enough... anything, to make
a guess at who or what. Which I guess is why I'm here picking your
brain for ideas," he said.

She regarded him for a long moment and
he wondered what she was thinking.

"What I told you is really all I have.
I can make copies of the DNA analysis for you," she
offered.

"That might help a little. Can you call
me if you get anything else? Frankly, I'm kind of expecting another
body. This sort of thing is seldom a one-off."

"I'll... see what I run across. Any
chance of reciprocity?"

"Yeah, sure. I'll get my doc to email
you her opinions on this one. Her name's Cecelia Thomas." John
stood up to go and held out his hand. She hesitated a moment before
shaking it.

"Henderson told you what I am," she
said.

"Yes. Division P."

"And still you offer to shake my
hand?"

"It doesn't bother me. Check the rest
of my personnel file sometime." He was still holding her hand and
took advantage of the touch to brush his mind against her shields.
Just a hint. Her eyes widened a little, and he grinned.

"Call me," he said, dropping a business
card on her desk as he left.

***

May 7

Dr. Cecelia Thomas was fascinated by
the DNA analysis report John had given her. She'd worked for SIS
for over three years and the sheer weirdness of some of the stuff
they dealt with never ceased to amaze her.

A short, comfortably curvaceous, black
woman with her hair in dozens of braids and loosely pulled back
into a pony tail, she sat at the desk in her lab on the ground
floor of the SIS office building, and gazed steadily at the
information.

The DNA analysis claimed the sample was
roughly 98.5% consistent with human. She wondered if the variations
were primate, but on closer inspection they most definitely were
not. They didn't match anything she recognized, and that was a
thoroughly unhelpful conclusion. She glanced across the room at the
enormous bookcase of texts and reference books. Maybe there was
something in one of those that might either jog her memory or point
her in the right direction. Could it be canine, feline, or maybe
even insect?

She spent a solid hour scrounging both
the internet and the heap of textbooks looking for something to
compare the anomalies to. This was followed by a stint of pacing
the floor, wracking her brain, and staring at the medical equipment
along the wall, the hospital bed and the other science equipment
jammed on one counter. Frustrated, she walked out the door and up
the stairs to the main level. John was sitting at his desk, and
Cecelia could see him through the open doorway of his office. She
poked her head in.

"I feel a bit like the Cat in the Hat,"
she said and made a silly face. "You know that totally insane song
called Calculatus Eliminatus. Dr Seuss and all."

"Um... I think..." he replied
uncertainly.

"What I can tell you is what it's not.
And that doesn't get us any closer to what it is."

"Mmm, okay. Give me a list of what
you've eliminated then and maybe somewhere along the way, we'll hit
pay dirt," he suggested.




Chapter 2

Perpetuation

May 19

Another body showed up twelve days
later. FBI Special Agent Taylor Vanderbilt leaned against the side
of his car, talking to one of his people while the rest worked the
crime scene. He wore a government-issue, dark windbreaker with FBI
emblazoned across the back, and the stereotypical aviator mirror
sunglasses.

One male dead body resided in the
center of the parking lot behind an office building in Springfield.
He still wasn't sure why the local PD weren't handling it, and
frankly that struck him as just a little weird. The impression was
that the body on the pavement had been attacked by a pit bull or
something similar, except the damage seemed to be primarily limited
to the throat of the victim. There was blood all over the body and
the clothing but virtually none on the ground. Maybe it was just a
body dump with the victim killed elsewhere and then moved? That's
where the problems began because the coroner's tech on scene had
indicated, at least provisionally, that it looked like the man had
died exactly the way he laid.

A half dozen cars edged the parking lot
near the sidewalk butting up to the office building, and more were
arriving as the building's employees continued to report to work.
Apparently, the first few employees in that morning hadn't noticed
the body straight away. The driver of a Porsche who had parked well
away from any other cars had found the body. Motion caught
Vanderbilt's attention and he saw someone familiar walking toward
him.

"Well, if it isn't one of the SISy
boys, Agent Benchley," he said sarcastically. "Expecting to arrest
the boogie man for this one?" The man irritated Vanderbilt to no
end. Benchley wielded way more power than his piss-ant little
agency deserved to have.

"Director," Benchley corrected him,
giving Taylor one of those thin smiles that never quite reached the
eyes. "And you never know, it could be the Loch Ness
monster."

"The FBI is handling this
one."

"Uh-huh. And DHS sent me to have a
look, too. That means we get access. You can check if you like,"
Benchley said.

"My people are bagging and tagging. You
can take pictures if you like..." agreed Vanderbilt slowly. For all
his crazy-ass stunts, Vanderbilt had never known Benchley to lie
about DHS orders. Benchley turned and gave his two subordinates a
thumbs up sign where they stood a few yards away.

"I want dupes of reports when you're
done," said Benchley.

"We'll see," replied Vanderbilt.
Benchley gazed at him narrowly and then walked toward the center of
the parking lot where a flurry of people were doing necessary
evidence gathering.

***

John lifted the tape at the scene and
saw Gabrielle Dichenz squatting down beside a long smear of
something on the pavement. He directed Rich and Evan to examine the
body if possible, as he walked toward Gabrielle. She had on the
requisite nitrile gloves and was curiously still. John stood with
his hands jammed in his pockets for a minute, watching her as she
began peeling what appeared to be small bits of flesh out of a
crack in the asphalt.

"Something interesting?" he asked. She
looked up at him with a start. He held out his hand to help her up,
but she stayed put and held up gloved hands smeared with blood and
dirt.

"I don't think you want to touch this,"
she said.

"Mmm, maybe not." He squatted down
beside her, trying to get a better view of the area. She fished a
pair of tweezers and a fresh evidence bag out of a field kit box,
and began picking up shards of glass that were also visible on the
ground.

"Windshield glass?" asked
Benchley.

"I don't think so. It's not rounded
enough. I think maybe a beer bottle," she responded, brushing a
stray strand of hair out her eyes with her forearm.

"It's clear, makes me think of a Newcie
bottle."

"Newcie?"

"Newcastle Brown Ale. It's an
import."

"Something you like?" She gave him a
slight smile. John was tempted to believe she was flirting with him
just a little.

"Actually I'd rather have a Sammy
Smith. Those are clear, too, but at close to three bucks a bottle,
that's a bit upscale to find in a parking lot. I guess it could be
a piece from a liquor bottle, too."

"True," she answered.

"Can I get you to send me some lab
results while I wage jurisdictional wars with your
bosses?"

"I'll... see what I can do," she
replied. Her expression led him to believe she would at least make
an effort.

"Do you still have my business card?"
he asked.

"Yes."

"My email address is on it."

***

May 20

From: GDichenz@fbi.gov

To: JBenchley@sis.gov

Subject: Glass from scene

Not a beer bottle. Vodka. Might be the
vic's. More later.

***

May 21

John stood staring out the window of
his fourth floor apartment into the evening darkness. Behind him
were a long, comfortable, navy sofa and a crate style coffee table.
Bookshelves lined one wall, holding a mix of fiction and
nonfiction, with a heavy number of architecture books. A huge flat
screen TV hung on the wall.

The Potomac was barely visible in the
distance, a silvery reflection framed by street lights. Gabrielle
was in his thoughts a lot, and he wasn't sure why. She was
professional, and wary. He found her pretty, not in the cover-girl
way, more like easy on the eye. He thought for a moment about the
way her hair fell around her face as she knelt down at the crime
scene. But more than that, he thought about the texture of that
barest brush of her mind across his. It was... alluring, in a
totally intangible way. The idea that someone might be abusing her
really bothered him.

Soft footsteps on the stairway coming
up from the lower floors reached his ears. He felt Evan lay a hand
on his back and he turned his head to glance at his
partner.

"You look a million miles away," Evan
said.

"Just... thinking... Everyone else
downstairs gone home?"

"Yeah; you still interested in dinner?"
asked Evan.

"I guess. You cooking?"

"If you like."

Evan laid both hands on John's
shoulders and John could feel the warmth of his lover's breath on
his neck, the slight caress of his mind. Evan's psychic Talent was
different than his own, more empathic, but he used it with
skill.

"You are wound so tight," Evan
whispered and brushed his mouth against John's skin at the nape of
his neck. John reached a hand up to lay on top of the fingers on
his shoulders. Here was something he could touch. Someone. He
turned slowly to face Evan, and a memory danced across his
thoughts. It was a brutal one -- the one where he held Evan in his
arms, as the life blood seeped out of his lover body through a
gunshot wound. The one where he nearly lost the man standing beside
him.

He wasn't sure exactly how one would
categorize their relationship. Lovers? Friends with benefits? That
sounded too... hetero. They worked together, dealt with the extreme
stress of the job together and danced around this... whatever...
for way too long. After the shooting four months ago, John made a
vow to himself to see where being with Evan might lead. They'd both
had girlfriends in the past. John had been married for a brief,
thoroughly disastrous period of time. Media opinion painted
bisexuality as either mythical or some version of “ I’ll screw
anyone.” In truth, it mostly made life fucking
complicated.

He turned to face Evan, wrapping his
arms around Evan and pulling Evan into a kiss. His lips were warm.
Evan threaded a hand in John's hair, cradling the back of his head.
John closed his eyes and let himself relish the steady, comforting
presence against his body.

"I think I'd rather postpone dinner,"
John whispered. He led Evan to the bedroom and pushed Evan down to
lie on the bed, stretching out beside him. John hooked a leg over
Evan's thighs and rolled Evan tight up against his own
body.

Kissing progressed to groping and
clothing was pitched to the floor. John kneaded the firm curves of
Evan's ass as they ground against each other.

"Mmm, ya know, despite the fact I see
you damn near every day, it's been close to two weeks since we got
hot and bothered," murmured Evan as he nipped at John's
lips.

"Some weeks the work load just
sucks."

"Uh-huh. Speaking of sucking..." Evan
hinted.

John had to laugh a little. "Was that a
request or a question?"

"Either, but more of a question."
Evan's hand curled around John's cock, stroking him, and John
groaned with the increase in friction, followed by the wet heat of
Evan's mouth. John's hands skimmed up Evan's ribs, seeking nipples,
and encountered the scarring on his lover's chest. The hitch in his
breathing had only a little to do with Evan's attention to his
prick. God, he'd never be able to forget that horrific
night.

John poured out his passion for Evan,
knowing that everywhere they touched was a focus point for Evan's
empathic senses.

"Am I topping?" murmured Evan as John
was getting too close to exploding in Evan's mouth.

"Uh-huh." There was the usual grope for
a condom and lube, and John flexed his knees. Evan was slow and
thorough and the time he took gave John a few minutes to regain
something approximating control. The sensation of Evan pushing into
him was amazing and the rhythm slower than usual. John squirmed
beneath his lover, getting swept closer to climax. Evan's breath
huffed out against John's shoulder and John felt the pulsing wash
of ecstasy flood Evan's body a scant few seconds before he came
himself.

Both lay spent, plastered against each
other by sweat and semen. John ran his fingers through Evan's short
curly hair, cupping his hand against the back of Evan's head,
delivering lazy sloppy kisses to his lover's mouth.

***

May 22

Cecelia Thomas, doctor extraordinaire,
was brilliant and very, very opinionated. She was currently arguing
with Rich Ciavelli. Okay, she was not so much arguing as reaming
him a new one. John could hear the diatribe on the far side of the
room from where they were. Cecelia was putting on her lab coat over
her jeans and shirt while she was pointedly
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