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Fortune Cookies Are Better in Bed

Evan Garrett settled on the beige
carpet of his partner’s den. He folded his lanky six foot frame
down by the coffee table and crossed his legs. Running a hand
through short curly brown hair, he began to unpack the Chinese take
out that he had picked up - steamed dumplings to share, General Tso
chicken for him and Moo Goo Gai Pan for John. His partner, John
Benchley, hadn’t gotten home from his latest Friday meeting with
the “Grand Poobahs” of Homeland Security that kept an ever watchful
eye on SIS.

SIS, also know as Special Investigative
Services, was the tiny government agency operating in the DC metro
area to deal with … the weird. How else would one categorize
demons, werewolves, spiritual possessions and the rest of the stuff
they had dealt with in the past couple of years? John was the
Director of SIS, and lived in an apartment on the top floor of the
office building the agency occupied.

Evan glanced at his watch. 7:38. John
had called him a few minutes ago saying that he was on the beltway
and nearly back to Crystal City, where SIS was located.

Plates would probably be a good idea.
Beer too. Evan got up and went into the kitchen, fishing some
plates and forks out and snagging a couple bottles of Sam Adams
from the refrigerator. As he started back into the den, he heard
John coming up the stairs. The building did have an elevator, but
slow was a monumental understatement, and both he and John, and the
rest of the staff for that matter, usually took the stairs
instead.

John Benchley trudged out of the
stairwell and into the open door of his quarters. Also six-feet
tall, he had dark hair, almost black, cut military high-and-tight.
He was heavier built than Evan, without going so far as to be an
obvious gym junkie. And he was gorgeous. Every time Evan looked at
him, it brought to mind images of Pre-Raphaelite artwork. Straight
nose, lush lips, with a smooth sweep of jaw line, if Rosetti had
drawn male figures… He looked both tired and frustrated.
Uncharacteristically, he was wearing a suit, a tie dangling from
the coat pocket where he had stuffed it on the drive home. He
shrugged out of his jacket and tossed it over the long blue sofa of
the den, before flopping down on the cushions. Besides the sofa,
the den held a coffee table and numerous bookshelves. On the far
wall, hung a plasma screen TV, overtop an entertainment center
filled with expensive stereo equipment.

Even from eight feet away, Evan could
sense the tension radiating from the other man. An empath of
reasonable talent, he used his psi skills as a complement to other
observational tools. John was psi too, but more strictly
telepathic. His skills were made more reliable if he touched the
person he was “reading.”

***

“Should I even ask how the
meeting went?” said

Evan, as he sat the plates and cutlery
on the coffee table next to the food.

“Ok, I guess. I got most of
the budget stuff approved." John sighed, tipped his head back
against the sofa, and blew out a long breath. “Would you believe I
actually had to stand up in front of these people and explain
exactly why I bought two kilos of sterling silver and listed it as
an ammunition expense? One of these days, they are going to fit me
for one of those nice white jackets with the arms that tie
behind…”

***

“Have a beer,” said Evan and
sat down beside John on the sofa. John took the bottle, but sat it
between his knees and instead slouched sideways to lean his head
against Evan’s shoulder. He let his psychic shielding drop partway,
enjoying the feel of his lover’s presence. He was coming to rely on
that steady grounding feel when he felt frustrated and off balance.
Evan tipped John’s face up toward his with a finger and kissed him.
“If they come to cart you off to the loony bin, they’ll have to
take the rest of us too.”

“Why does that give me
images of Todd putting Semtex charges on the walls of the padded
cell?” John asked with a smirk. Evan laughed. Todd McAffery was the
team weapons specialist.

“I’m starving. Let’s eat,”
he said and they set about dumping food out of the
boxes.

“So did you order something
nuclear hot this time?” asked John. He liked to tease Evan about
his penchant for incredibly spicy food.

“Not really. General Tso
Chicken from Bamboo Glade, probably only rates about a six.” Evan
smiled. John raised a dubious eyebrow.

They ate dinner, drank beer, and
eventually turned on some light jazz on the stereo. Shoulders
leaned together; they sat on the sofa, relaxing. Starting on the
second round of beer, Evan held out his hand, holding the two
fortune cookies that had come in the bag with the rest of the
food.

“Pick one,” he said. John
picked one and popped open the wrapper and cracked the cookie
apart. “Read it.”

“With a little more hard
work, your creativity takes you to great heights,” read
John.

“In bed,” Evan finished as
John was taking a drink from his bottle. And John choked and just
about nasally exhaled his beer. He finally stopped coughing and
stared at Evan.

“In bed? What the hell is
that about?” he demanded.

“An old habit among the
cadets I hung out with at the academy. If I remember, it started
out with a comment that the fortunes were bland and boring and we
ought to do something to make them more interesting. God, I don’t
even remember who suggested that if we added the words – in bed- to
the end of the fortune, it would make them more fun.”

***

John gazed at him for a long moment, as
if trying to envision him as a police academy cadet. He had
recruited him from the DCPD, but knew from his personnel file that
he had originally come from San Diego.

“Ok, read yours then,” he
said. Evan cracked the cookie open and pulled out the slip of
paper.

“If your desires are not
extravagant, they will be granted… in bed.” He leered. John’s lips
twitched in response as he struggled to keep a straight
face.

“Oh you think so, do you?
And just what exactly did you have in mind?” John asked.

“You’re the one who got the
fortune about hard work and creativity….” he taunted. John pushed
him down flat against the sofa cushions and sprawled out on top of
him, pinning him down.

“I’ll give you hard …” John
nipped at Evan’s jaw line as he ground his half hard erection
against his partner’s thigh. Evan squirmed deliciously beneath him,
all long ropy muscles and narrow hips. John’s mouth descended
against Evan’s, a softly aggressive kiss.

***

What about the creativity
part? Evan whispered into John’s head. John
rewarded him with a few images of fuzzy handcuffs, chocolate syrup
and … the elevator.

“Ok, I will give you points
for creativity on that one, but the only handcuffs I have are
downstairs in my desk drawer. And, um, they’re not fuzzy,” said
Evan.

“Like you’d really let me do
that,” snarked John.

“There’s nobody in the
building but us….”

“You’re serious.”

“Sure why not. Pain I’m not
into, but a little messing around…” Evan grinned up at him. John
pushed himself up from his position on top and gave Evan a hand
up.

They rode the elevator down to the main
workroom in smiling silence. Downstairs, Evan pulled a pair of
regulation handcuffs out of his desk drawer and dangled them from a
finger.

“You do know where the key
is, don’t you?” asked John.

“Top drawer, next to the
spare clip for my gun.”

Evan pointed a finger at the drawer he
had just closed. They walked back across the big open room to the
elevator and got in. Evan handed the cuffs to John and held out his
wrists. He could tell John was just a little uncertain about this
from the careful way he clamped the first cuff around his left
wrist. Evan detected a certain level of cautious anxiety and
wondered if the two of them would ever totally make it past the
part where John wanted to treat him like he was made of glass. It
had only been a couple of months since Evan had been shot in the
line of duty. “Not too tight is it?” John asked.

“No, it’s fine.”

John nudged him backward, a hand on
Evan’s chest and passed the short chain of the cuffs down through
the handrail at the back of the elevator, leaving Evan facing
outward. Then he carefully closed the second cuff and placed each
of his own hand on either side of Evan’s head and leaned in for a
kiss.

“So… are you going to move
on to the chocolate part?” asked Evan.

“Getting there.” John pushed
the button to send them back to the top floor and proceeded to undo
the buttons of Evan’s shirt while the elevator crept up. He pulled
the shirt loose from Evan’s belt and left it hanging open. Dropping
to his knees, he leaned forward and closed his teeth gently on the
hard length beneath Evan’s fly. Evan let out a slight
groan.

Reaching the top floor, the elevator
doors slid open and John got back to his feet. He stood in the
retracted doorway for a moment, holding it open, and said, “I’ll be
right back. Don’t go anywhere.” He gave Evan a lecherous smile and
walked toward his quarters and the kitchen. He got a bottle of
chocolate syrup from the door of the refrigerator and started back
to the elevator. It made a “ding” and the floor indicator above the
door said it was descending. What the…? There was no way Evan could
reach the panel of buttons to make it move to another floor, not
with way he was cuffed. Could he have pushed a button with a toe of
his shoe? Oh shit, what if Evan hadn’t been the one to make the
elevator descend at all? John darted to the window at the end of
the short hall and looked down into the parking lot. Beside Evan’s
car was Fiona’s. Fuck. He bolted down the stairs.

***

Fiona, the petite red-headed computer
maven of SIS, stood in front of the elevator doors on the ground
level, with a large box of documents tucked under one arm and her
laptop case in the other. On the floor at her feet sat another box
of documents, stuff she needed to scan for a current project. She
had no desire to lug the stuff up the stairs to the
workroom.

The elevator door opened and she saw
Evan leaning against the wall at the back of the
elevator.

“Hey, Evan can you grab the
other box for me?” she said.

“Sorry. Um, I can’t,” he
said slowly. She noticed that his shirt was hanging open and he
seemed to be blushing.

“Why? You stuck to the floor
or something?” she asked sarcastically.

“No … actually the wall,” he
said. She tilted her head and stared at him as he eased away from
the back of the elevator and twisted a little to display the
handcuffs.

“Did you do that on
purpose?” she asked, trying not to laugh.

“John and I were joking
around and he … well, it was an accident,” he replied.

“Is he still here? Or did he
just leave you like that?” There was no need to answer as the door
of the stairwell slammed open and John came charging out. He
skidded to a stop a few feet from Fiona.

“Shit, I’m sorry! The thing
started going down and I couldn’t stop it. I didn’t mean to leave
you there,” John babbled. His own face was a deeper shade of pink
than Evan’s.

“No harm done, ‘cept to my
dignity,” Evan said.

“Okay, whatever,” said
Fiona. “John, can you pick up the other box for me? I figured since
this was on my way home, I’d stop and drop off the records I picked
up for the Bennington case, that way I wouldn’t be dragging them
around in my car ‘til Monday.”

“Uh, good idea,” replied
John. He hastily set the bottle in his hand on the floor next to
the wall and picked up the box. “Up to your desk?”

“Yeah,” Fiona
answered.

“Good, cause the key to
these things is









































cover.jpg





