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A KISS

The air was heavy and grey in the early dawn, that
period of limbo between night and morning when
there are no shadows, no colors, only shades of
grey on grey. In the distance could be heard the
rumblings of lorries and the rattle and squeak of a
milk-float. The always present smell of diesel was
dampened, held in check by the heavy cold of the
early hour. The slick sidewalks held almost no
human traffic this early, only the sounds of the
monster city lumbering awake for yet another day
of the abuse and indignities heaped upon it by
these frail, fleeting humans.

Two men got out of the parked car, stretching
and talking softly. The tall, dark-haired man
yawned as he watched his smiling partner walk
round the car towards him.

“C’mon,” laughed Doyle, “no one’ll see us.
We’ve got near on half and hour before Murph
and Anson relieve us. Plenty of time, laddie,” he
cackled maliciously, his breath sputtering white in
the cold air.

Bodie cocked an eyebrow in contemplation,
gave Doyle a quick appraisal, head to…head and,
quite liking his partner’s wicked little plan, shuffled
him into the dim, narrow alley, past the dust bins
and into the recess of a door. The brick entryway
was damp and almost private, just public enough
to add to the thrill of a quick one but not enough to
really risk the consequences of being seen from the
street by a passerby, or, god forbid, another CI5
agent.

Doyle lithely pressed Bodie against the wall
and started to snake his hands up underneath

Bodie’s multitudinous layers of anorak, jersey and
shirt as he nipped at an earlobe. Bodie let out a
startled yelp. “Oi, mate! Your hands are bleedin’
freezin’!”

“Just tryin’ to warm ’em up so you don’t go all
limp on me at an inopportune moment,” Doyle
grinned.

“Oof, get on with it, then.”
Doyle slid agile hands round and deftly un-

buckled, unbuttoned and unzipped in one fluid
movement. His warmed hand reached in to rub
Bodie’s quickly hardening cock, sending a jolt of
intense desire through the other man’s body.
Feasting on the fire spreading rapidly through his
veins, Bodie let out a sigh of soft pleasure as Doyle
slipped the cock from the confines of clothing and
massaged the hard, warm flesh.

“Hey, you just goin’ to sit back and moan or are
you goin’ to do a bit of reciprocatin’ ’ere, mate?”
Doyle muttered with a grin between soft nips
along Bodie’s stubbled cheek and chin.

In response, Bodie ran his thumb from Doyle’s
belt buckle down along the zip and over the
growing bulge in his trousers, exerting enough
pressure to garner a satisfied “mmmph” from his
partner. He undid the fastenings and with a
swiftness that caught Doyle off guard, pulled
trousers and pants down past Doyle’s knees and
lurched him around so that Doyle was pressed
face against the damp, stone wall. Doyle gasped as
the force of the cold hit his exposed extremities and
his arms were twisted behind his back and held in
the strong grip of Bodie’s hand. His legs were
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forced apart by a not too gentle knee between
them. But then the heat of Bodie was plastered
against him and a warm hand slipped round to
encircle his fading erection with a promise of
things to come.

“D’you want it hard, sunshine?” A rough
whisper into Doyle’s ear. “A quick shag in the back
alley before Cowley can catch us, eh?” Bodie slid
his hand around Doyle’s balls and gave them a
sharp twist to illustrate. Doyle let out a gasp of
mingled pain and pleasure.

Taking this as acceptance, Bodie rubbed the
moist head of his cock up and down the crack of
Doyle’s bum, Doyle murmuring barely audible
obscenities at the dual pleasure of fingers sliding
along his cock and the cock sliding along his arse.

Holding his palm up to Doyle’s face Bodie said,
“Spit.” Doyle hesitated, diverted by the sensations
rippling through him, and Bodie roughly grabbed
his jaw. “I said ‘spit’,” he hissed, and this time
Doyle complied, saliva clinging to his beard stubble.
Bodie rubbed the spittle onto the head of his cock
and without more preamble, slowly skewered his
seeping cock into Doyle, eliciting strangled moans,
and began to rhythmically pump him, still hold-
ing his partner’s arms behind his back. Doyle, face
and shoulder pressed against the wall for balance,
trembled with the incredible elation of relin-
quishing control to the man impaling him. The
stone was cold, his balance precarious, and his
arms ached, but with each powerful thrust of
Bodie’s cock pleasure speared through him. Bodie’s
free hand captured Doyle’s cock, encasing it in a
tunnel of sensation.

The mix of power and pleasure consumed
Bodie, pounded through his veins as he rammed
his body into the pliant Doyle. His thrusting became
harder and more erratic as he edged towards
climax. He pressed his face against Doyle’s,
breathing heavily, his searching mouth finding
Doyle’s neck and, grunting, he bit hard. The two
partners came moments apart, their groans of
pleasure drowned by a passing lorry.

For several quiet minutes they stood slumped
together, recovering. No words, no movement,
just silence and the slowing of hearts and lungs.

Leaning against the doorway, exposed parts
tucked safely away, Doyle shivered, as much from
the cold as from the aftermath of pleasure.
Watching with satisfaction, Bodie smiled smugly
at him.

“Bodie?” Ray rubbed absently at the soreness
where Bodie had bitten him.

“Mmmm?” Bodie sighed.
“Why do we never kiss?” he asked, eyes staring

intently at the averted profile of his partner.
“Bloody hell, Doyle,” Bodie snapped, an edge

of anger coloring his voice. “We’ve been through
all this.”

“Yeah. But why?” he persisted. “It’s not like this
is some anonymous fuck.”

“Bugger all, Doyle.” Bodie was getting infuri-
ated. After all, this was sex, just good hard sex
between a couple of mates. No need to bollocks it
up with romance and flowers, all that crap that
made women such a chore. “You want to make us
out like a couple of fairies?”

“Dunno… Bodie, a kiss is just a kiss. Doesn’t
have to mean anything. Just would be
nice…sometimes.”

“Well if you want bloody kisses go find yerself
a bleedin’ bint.”

All good humor dispelled, they returned to the
car to wait impatiently for their replacement agents.

The day that had started with such a chill,
turned warmer. Cowley sent them off to “follow
and observe” some bugger who ultimately got
himself killed when he had the misfortune to pull
a gun on Bodie’s partner.

And Doyle met Ann Holly.

They spent the better part of the day trying to
track down Doyle’s grass, Benny, to find out what
was going on, what the conection was between the
very dead Conroy and, well, anything. Grasping
at straws, Bodie thought, but then again, the sod
did run and pull a gun. Not the actions of the pure
at heart.

“Hey! You never told me how you got on.”
Bodie remembered Doyle had gone back to visit
the woman in the flats where Conroy had bought
it.

“Eh?” Doyle wasn’t with him, his mind back on
the early events of the morning.

“With that bird. At the block of flats,” Bodie
clarified, always interested in what his partner got
up to.

Coming back into focus Doyle stated, “Ahh.
She’s a toughie.”

“Oh yeah?” He wanted details. Lascivious de-
tails. After all, share and share alike. “What do you
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mean?”
“Mind of ’er own. Determined.” This was not

the usual type of woman he ran across and that
difference held a certain appeal.

“Well it wasn’t her mind you were interested
in, mate.” Bodie leered, hoping for some of the
juicier bits.

“Just went back to see if she was all right, all
right?”

Knowing his partner’s methods all too well he
replied, “ Ohh yeahhh.”

“Anyway, she doesn’t like our sort,” Doyle
tried unsuccessfully to mentally dismiss her.

“Sounds interesting.” Well, not really, he
thought. She had seemed a bit stiff looking to him
in the brief moments they’d shared after the
shooting. But there must have been something in
her to catch Ray’s fleeting attention. “Bit of a
challenge anyway.” Just a passing fancy. He’d tire
of her rapidly, Bodie was certain.

“Yeah,” Suddenly, Doyle spotted a familiar red
jacketed kid down the street; someone who might
know where to find Benny. “Hey, pull over,” he
said to Bodie. Leaning out the car window he
yelled “AY! TONY! I’m looking for Benny…”

They found Benny; buried under a pile of
rubbish he was barely alive, beaten within an inch
of his life. As they drove to hospital Doyle had that
glazed-over look, a sure sign of impending de-
pression. Oh, no, moaned Bodie inwardly. Another
case of St. Doyle the Martyr.

An early dusk had settled in as sirens whined
and doors slammed. Bodie sat huddled in the car
waiting for Doyle to return from casualty with a
report on Benny. Most of the residual heat had
dissipated from the car’s interior and to keep
himself occupied during the interminable wait,
Bodie mentally ticked off all the pleasant things
awaiting them once they got home. A few fingers
of scotch to relax them both, peel away some of the
brooding tension that was starting to grow around
Doyle like a cocoon, then a good, hot meal (he
remembered Ray had frozen the leftover lasagna
last weekend) and then, he grinned inwardly, eyes
clsoing at the image, a nice, faceless fuck with a
willing female. Shouldn’t be hard to drum one up
even this late in the day. Or, if Doyle was up for it,
maybe a slow, leisurely, session on the divan
sucking each other off by turns. Yeah, that would

be better, unless Ray was going into a funk. Was a
little too early to tell yet, but the arrows were
pointing that way.

Another siren wailed by him. Forlorn sound,
that, he thought a little miserably as he realized
that Ray was going to be trippin’ the guilt fantastic
over Benny and that he, Bodie, just wasn’t up to
dealing with Doyle in that kind of mood. Maybe
then, a drink at the local and a few willing girls to
take the edge off.

Out of the side mirror he glimpsed his partner
approaching. Hunched and cold, a depressed
looking Doyle got into the car.

“Comatose. Ten percent chance,” he stated simply.
“Boy, they really hurt him didn’t they?” Bodie

mumbled, not at all surprised by anyone’s ability
to inflict such violence.

“But why? A warning would have been enough
for Benny; he was scared of his own shadow.
Why’d they have to go and beat him to pieces?”

Bodie looked at him,l gauging his mood, trying
to calm him. “Hey, it’s just a job.”

“Yeah, what a job.”
Making a quick reading of his partner’s emo-

tional state and his own willingness to deal with it,
Bodie, piped, “Come on, you need a drink and
some female company.”

Exhaling noisily, his head tilted back against
the car seat, Doyle replied wearily, “Nah, I just
want to go home.”

Okay, so maybe it was better this way if Doyle
was going to be like this. Bodie really wasn’t in the
mood to be Doyle’s punching bag or father con-
fessor tonight. He started up the car without
comment.

“Maybe she was right about us,” Doyle mused.
“Eh?” Bodie looked at him quizzically, one

brow quirked. But his only reply was a shake of a
head. It was all too much to explain and Doyle
looked far too tired, too mentally exhausted to
cope. They drove in silence.

Standing in his silent flat, Doyle found he was
not in the mood to sit alone after all. Pulling away
in his own car, he headed toward the block of flats
where Conroy had died. And where Ann Holly
lived.

After an abrupt call from Cowley to escort him
to hospital, Bodie paced near the car, hands stuffed
into jacket pockets, waiting for his boss and word
on Benny. An overcoated Cowley exited the doors
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and walked briskly toward his agent.
“Well, sir?” Bodie inquired. A grim look on his

face, Cowley shook his head economically, words
unnecessary.

Damn, thought Bodie. This would tear it with
Doyle. “Well, I’m not goin’ to be the one that tells
him,” he answered as they got into the car and
pulled away into the wet night.

Weaving through traffic, Bodie kept his eyes on
the road and off of Doyle. Was acting a bit erratic,
his mate was. A bit over the top, threatening to
push a kid like Tony over the balcony to get
information the poor sod didn’t even have. Just
wasn’t like Doyle to be that adamant without real
provocation. Something must really be eating at
him, more than just Benny.

Ignoring Tony cowering in the back seat, he
asked,”What’s got into you, Doyle?” sparing a
quick glance at the man beside him. Traffic was
heavy for this time of day. “Normally have to pull
me off. Is it this bird or something?” He checked
the side mirror as he passed a car. “It’s not just
Benny is it. She not coming across.?”

“Knock it off!” Doyle grumbled, his anger
permeating the air like smoke, transparent but
definitely there.

“Or maybe she is.” Doyle would not look at
him. “Next thing you know you’ll be tellin’ me
you’re goin’ to marry her,” he half-joked, trying to
steer things back to calmer waters. But they were
the wrong words, the wrong approach. Instantly
he wished them unspoken.

“Yeah, well I might just do that.”
No. He had to be kidding. Had to be. But

something in Doyle’s tone told him he meant it.
Bodie’s hands gripped the wheel, knuckles white,
face staring straight ahead. He was afraid to look
at Doyle, afraid to see the truth of the words if he
looked at the face he knew so well. No, this wasn’t
supposed to happen. Ray was too complicated a
man, too addicted to the rush of adrenalin and the
heat of power to want to settle down with some
little society woman. Bodie understood his needs
and his actions, but someone else wouldn’t.
Someone like Ann couldn’t.

Bodie eyed him cautiously as traffic slowed to
a crawl. “Ray…?”

“Sod off, Bodie,” Doyle snapped. “I told you, I
don’t want to discuss it.” Silence curled up around
them like a chill, making him hunch his shoulders

to the cold.
Long minutes later, shaking off the self-imposed

brume, Ray said quietly, “You don’t understand.
’S getting to me. All of it. Benny’s dyin’ was just the
capper. ’M tired of fighting, Bodie. I want to get
out.” Bodie shot him a glance, keeping his face
carefully neutral while he clenched his fingers
tighter still around the steering wheel. “Ann’s
been offered a position in New York. I was thinkin’,
maybe…”

What? New York? Was Doyle off his nut? He
couldn’t possibly, couldn’t really be thinking…
Bodie shuddered, a physical reaction to the sud-
den sickness he felt. It was one thing to contemplate
marriage, something else entirely to run halfway
across the world. To run away from Bodie. He
determined not to let it show. “You don’t mean it,
mate. You’re in too far, too long. Wouldn’t know
what to do with yourself, you wouldn’t.” Or
without me, he thought. “Once a copper, always a
copper.”

“Yeah. Maybe. I don’t know.” Ray looked tired
and, mentally pulling away from Bodie, fell into
another long, uncomfortable quiet.

Their relationship had always been filled with
companionable silences and bickering interspersed
with bursts of genuine anger and banked-down
passion, the rhythms of their lives keeping in step.
Though they never discussed it, both knew that
was why they worked so well together, able to
anticipate each other’s thoughts, actions and leaps
of faith in the field; able to provide for each other’s
needs off the field. They were infamous for their
rapport, working together as one mind to pull the
scattered pieces of a puzzle into a coherent whole.
But what the rest of CI5, except perhaps Cowley,
didn’t know, would never know, was how that
rapport, that deep-rooted understanding of each
other, spilled over into the bedroom, or the kitchen,
or any other suitable spot, and how that rhythm
built and crescendoed and consumed them in its
wake. Since Ann though, Bodie thought ruefully,
they’d been just that half-beat out of sync.

Exhausted from long hours tramping round
the peaceful suburbs, setting up surveillance and
then showing the evidence of the Holly household’s
comings and goings to Cowley, Bodie entered his
dark flat, the chill damp hitting him immediately.
Banging the door shut, throwing his jacket at a
chair, he wrenched the holster from his shoulders
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and stood, gripping the leather encased gun.
Rage consumed him. Everything inside of him

screamed with pain of it. Rage at the potential loss
of this man who dictated the emotional flow of his
life. Rage at this need so suddenly and so disqui-
etingly discovered. Ray was betraying him with
that bitch Ann and he seemed powerless to change
it. If it were just a fling he could have coped, he
thought, slamming the holster onto the kitchen
table and reaching for the kettle. He could have
accepted Ray’s desire to be with her, he told
himself, filling the kettle automatically, water
splashing his shaking hand. After all, despite their
years working and sleeping together, they had
always left it open-ended, each one heading for
the birds when the need or desire was there. But
after each one they returned to the other, to the
closeness and compatibility and raw sexuality. It
was unspoken but each knew the need for the
other was uppermost and unquenchable. At least
they had known up until now.

Flinging open the cupboard door and reaching
for the instant coffee, he roughly unscrewed the lid
and jammed a spoon into the jar.

Bodie wasn’t certain but he thought Cowley
seemed to know, seemed to accept this dark, demi-
monde of his best team. He’d probably seen it many
times before in the covert underworld of a life
spent in intelligence. And after all, he’d paired
them, nurtured them. He understood the lives
they led, the closeness required in order to survive
in a world of extremes of violence, of death always
licking at their heels.

He poured the boiling water and began to stir,
the action matching the pace of his thoughts. A
terrible whirlpool of liquid spun violently, hot
coffee dribbling down the side of the mug, pooling
on the table.

And that comment the other day about the
small print in their contracts, and about marriage,
that it wasn’t ever likely to affect Bodie, was that an
oblique reference to Bodie’s predilections for more
than the occasional man? The Cow had files on
everything about them; he might not know the
details but the tendency towards brief liaisons
with men was there. No, Bodie thought, absently
tapping the spoon on the table top, if he thought it
gave the partnership its special edge, then Cowley
wouldn’t care if they slept with each other.

But while Cowley might not be absolutely clear
on their relationship, he was aware of the recent

tension between them and the potential, very real,
of losing Doyle and his best team. Cowley was
nothing if not ruthless in his protection of CI5 and
his agents. Once Bodie had determined that there
was something not quite right in the Holly family
tree, Cowley urged him to do what needed to be
done to keep Doyle on the team. Team or no team,
Bodie was determined to keep Doyle in his bed. By
force or by force of will, it didn’t matter. Bodie got
what he wanted.

But getting what he wanted was a long and
frustrating process and his patience was wearing
thin. He had spent days trying to trace Holly and
connect him with Bennie’s death or Conroy. And
ever since Doyle had hooked up with this Holly
woman Bodie hadn’t seen much of his partner.
Even this evening, when, stopping by Doyle’s flat
in the hopes of a pint and a fuck, he had instead
found him the busy little hausfrau preparing din-
ner for Ann, who, gasp, couldn’t cook. Stupid cow,
and with Doyle bleating after her like some lovesick
ram on heat, the entire thing was disgusting.
Couldn’t his stupid git of a partner see what kind
of fool he was acting?

Well, his plans for the evening had gone no-
where. Here he was turned out into the night. A
dark glare in the direction of Doyle’s window and
he shoved his hands into his pockets, jacket fabric
twisting and bunching at the action. He set off in
the direction of his motor.

Serious. His bloody bugger of a partner was
serious about the woman. Why the hell would
Doyle be that way? He knew as well as Bodie did
that the chances of an active CI5 agent sustaining
a long term relationship were practically nil. Rather
like Russian roulette but with only one chamber
empty, he thought savagely. You were doomed
from the start.

Worse, he brooded, head down and booted toe
viciously scuffing at a discarded bolt from a nearby
renovation project, even if Ray were smitten with
a bird, why should he, Bodie, be so be so upset?
There was a pinging as the metal piece traversed
a railing, clattering down steps to come to rest in
front of the entrance to a basement flat. And he was
upset. Upset with Doyle. Upset with himself. And
upset with the notion that he should be having
these feelings in the first place. Bloody hell!

He looked up to find himself at a pub—Doyle’s
local of all places. Well, he had wanted a drink and
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a willing body, hadn’t he? Might as well take
advantage of the circumstances.

“Half, please,” he greeted the publican, tossing
coins on the counter and turning to survey the
room’s occupants. There were one or two likely
prospects. But in the end he sat silently for hours
in a corner spot, eschewing all offers of compan-
ionship, drinking steadily, if not heavily, until
time was called. Doyle had a lot to answer for.

But answers were not forthcoming. A half empty
bottle of whisky sat on the floor. An almost full
glass of whisky was perched on Bodie’s chest as he
sprawled boneless on the divan, one arm flung
over his eyes, keeping the dark at bay. He was
miserable. Angry, lonely and miserable. Facing
Doyle tonight at headquarters, even with Cowley
there to take responsibility, had been worse than
even his worst nightmares. The betrayal in Ray’s
voice… He took a slow swallow of whisky, feeling
the burn.

Doyle’s recriminations were stil ringing through
his head. “You…” he had spat at Bodie, “…checkin’
up.” Bodie’s head had dropped into his hands,
eyes staring unseeing at the pitted table top, now
staring unseeing into the black night. “Did you
bug my bedroom?” As if Bodie would want to
listen to the sounds of Doyle making love to her: the
sounds of flesh on flesh, of grunts and sighs and
the cataclysmic crescendo of Doyle’s orgasm fill-
ing his ears, burning into his soul, cutting out a
piece of him. The anger and hurt in Doyle’s eyes,
in his voice, were nothing compared to the anger
and hurt Bodie was feeling that moment. Nothing
compared to the way his belly felt as if it had been
slit down the middle with a knife. Couldn’t Ray
understand that he hadn’t wanted to do this, that
he’d had to do it, to save Ray? To save them both.

But now Doyle was on suspension and all
because of that woman. Damn her! And damn
Ray for putting him through this. He eased the
glass carefully to his pursed lips, trying not to spill
any of the liquid. A little trickle of scotch slipped
out the corner of of his mouth, dribbled over his
chin, down his neck, to soak into the cushion
underneath. If he’d’ve just fucked her and left her
then none of this would be happening. Ray
wouldn’t be thinking of leaving him, would still
be on the streets with him, would still be in his bed.

Bodie couldn’t imagine what it would be like
without Doyle, had always assumed Ray’d be

right there beside him: always. He needed him
around to survive on the streets and off. It had
come to that. Not just liking to have the man
around, relying on his honed survival skills and
supplying innumerable hours of companionship
and great fucking; somewhere along the way it
had come to be more.

As he sat in his morose haze, slowly turning the
glass in his hand, he was overcome with the
dawning, dreadful recognition of what they had
really become to each other. What they had be-
come… He was scared out of his wits, more
terrified than he’d ever been facing an enemy,
even certain death. But this was worse than death.
This was living. When had this power over one
man metamorphosed into this subtle subjugation
of the other? When had the balance backflipped
and left Bodie in the unenviable state of need that
so engulfed him now?

“Jesus, Doyle,” he whispered aloud, a hollow
sound in the dark. “We’ve walked through hell
together and come out smiling at the other end.”
There was no response, only the soft ticking of the
clock in the kitchen. “Doesn’t that mean anything
to you?” he shouted.

Feeling annoyed at the intrusion that would
have been so welcome just days before, Doyle
pressed the buzzer to let Bodie into the flat. Bodie
entered, his expression closed, eyes cold.

“Look, mate, I’m in a hurry. Goin’ out, y’see,”
Doyle said walking briskly toward the bathroom,
probably trying, Bodie assumed cynically, to hide
his nagging feeling of guilt about his partner
behind the trivialities of his ablutions.

“Ann,” Bodie said flatly, following Ray down
the hall.

“Yeah, Ann. ’S’matter? Thought you’d given
her your Royal Seal of Patronage,” Doyle grinned,
referring to the uneasy dinner the three had shared.

“Yeah, well, it’s different now,” Bodie replied.
“Oh, yeah?” Doyle looked distracted as he

combed his hair in front of the mirror.
“It’s different now cause you’re gettin’ too in-

volved,” Bodie said leaning against the corridor
wall, arms folded across his chest, heart thudding
as he prepared for the conflagration he knew he
was igniting.

He tried to look at Ray dispassionately but he
couldn’t. What had begun as a friendly having it
away with a mate had unwittingly evolved into
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something more meaningful, something more
intrinsic to his life. But he had to keep the upper
hand, he reminded himself, keep in control. To
show weakness was to lose an equal amount of
control and he had to have that: control of his life,
of his emotions, of his passions.

“Too involved? Look mate, it’s none of your
business how involved it gets,” Doyle said from
the doorway.

“But it is my business, lover.” Bodie said harshly
as he grabbed Doyle’s arm and started to propel
him into the sitting room. “When you decide to
dump me for some cold bitch, then it becomes my
business.” His business to keep Doyle from making
the biggest mistake of his life. HIs business to keep
Doyle.

“You bastard,” Doyle growled and tried to pull
away as Bodie manhandled him. “Where do you
get off callin’ ’er a bitch? And what the bloody ’ell
do you think you’re doin’? I told you I’m on my
way out. Gerroff!”

Bodie released him, but he stayed his ground,
unmoving, a mountain of strength Doyle would
have to battle to get past. “I don’t give a fuck what
your plans are, you’re going to listen to me now,”
Bodie said darkly. “She’s a cold bitch and she’s all
wrong for you.” And now, he thought, is our
moment of truth, our reckoning.  He knew then
precisely where this conversation was leading,
inexorably and inevitably: it was what they had
become.

“Oh, and you’re all perfect for me, eh?” Doyle
sparked, looking at the smoldering fire behind
Bodie’s eyes and wondering what the hell was
going on.

“Yeah, I am, sweetheart. I know you. I under-
stand what motivates you, what gets you going.
She doesn’t.”

“Oh, come off it, Bodie. It’s different with Ann.”
“Oh, I’m sure it is.”
“Look, I’ve got to go,” Doyle sighed. His voice

had lost its belligerence, the tones sliding out
smoothly, patiently, as if to calm an unreasoning
child, a petulant Bodie. the musclesof his body,
too, relaxed; he seemed about to step around
Bodie.

“No!” Bodie thundered, moving towards him.
Doyle looked startled, perhaps unbelieving, as
Bodie pushed him onto the settee. He was even
more startled when Bodie straddled him, hands
on Doyle’s shoulders, one knee on the settee, the

other between Doyle’s legs, pressing firmly into
his balls.

Not wanting a scene, not wanting to provoke
Bodie further, he fought to remain calm, to not
react to Bodie’s aggression. He sat open-mouthed,
awed by Bodie’s anger and the sexual urgency
suddenly rippling through him as the pressure on
his genitals continued. But as hard as he tried, the
instinct to resist, to fight back, swept through him
and he attempted to throw Bodie off with a swift
upsurge of strength. Bodie had him too well pin-
ioned and the almost agonizing pressure of the
knee in his balls stilled him momentarily.

“Come on, Ray, fight me,” Bodie taunted,
shifting to put more weight on his upstart captive.
Doyle tensed, trying to break the firm hold on his
shoulders. “That’s it, sunshine,” he rasped,
heartbeat surging, “struggle.” Bodie’s cock began
to fill with the urgent coursing of blood as Doyle
angrily twisted under him. “Ohh yeahh, show me
how big and tough you are.” He smiled a thin,
humorless smile.

Suddenly, Doyle slumped back into the cush-
ions, all physicall resistance gone. “No, Bodie,” he
glared furiously. “Say what you fucking well have
to say and then get the fuck out of here.” He kept his
voice dangerously even, deceptively calm.

Bodie eyed him for a moment. He realized
angrily and grudgingly that having Doyle had
become akin to breathing. Bodie needed him now
to keep on living in the most fundamental way.
And he was not going to let Ray go.

“You can’t do this, Ray. You can’t do this to us.”
Anguish and threat mixed in his tone.

Doyle narrowed his eyes. “It’ll work out,” he
said purposefully misunderstanding. “When we
get this thing with her father cleared up, I’ll talk to
the Cow about the suspension. We’ll be back on
the streets in no time, mate.” And he shook his
head, as if that would clear up their situation, as if
that could negate his body’s betrayal.

“Do you honestly think she’s going to let you
keep on at CI5?” Bodie asked acidly, running his
thumb along Doyle’s jawline.. “Come on, Ray, she
hates what we do. You said yourself she doesn’t
like our kind.” He glared at the man under him,
daring him to contradict. “She thinks we run
around all day shooting at villains,” he continued,
one hand absently stroking the curve of Doyle’s
neck. “And the hours. You think she’s goin’ to
adjust to you always being on duty? To being on
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an oppo for weeks? Come on,” he said conde-
scendingly. “She’s goin’ to have you sittin’ behind
a desk atrophyin’ in no time. Think you can adjust
to that, copper? Nah, you need to be out racing
about, savin’ the world.”

“She’s not like that, Bodie. She just needs time
to adjust,” Doyle said softly. “A little time.” Bodie’s
hands were on him now, moving sinuously,
playing lightly over the twist of muscle and flesh,
weaving an erotic web of touch.

“She doesn’t know what it’s like.” Bodie could
feel the desire rise up inside him, feel himself
harden. “The power,” he whispered as he rubbed
a strong thumb over Doyle’s balls, “the control,”
his hand slipped up and with a slow, bruising
pressure his thumb sank into the windpipe of
Doyle’s neck, cutting off his air for what felt like an
eternity, “the taste of blood,” his head dipped and
he nipped the tender lower lip drawing a small
bead of blood. Running his tongue over the wound,
he licked the blood away. “You’ll be crying for it,
Ray. And you’ll be crying for me cause you need
me, Ray. You need me like a junkie burns for a fix,”
Bodie breathed.

“Burn for me, Ray,” he growled as he ran one
strong, blunt finger down the line of Doyle’s cheek
to quivering jaw and slowly down over his throat
and Adam’s apple, feeling the involuntary swal-
low at the pressure of the finger. Bodie traced the
finger along the edge of Doyle’s shirt, his eyes
never leaving Doyle’s. He slid the fabric until his
finger was perched on Doyle’s nipple, slowly,
agonizingly circling the aureola with the barest of
touch. Bodie could feel the tension building up in
Doyle, feel Doyle’s cock getting harder, straining
against his trousers, the pressure of it above Bodie’s
knee. He rotated his knee slightly and tightened
his grip on Doyle’s shoulder, a feral smile flitting
across his features at Doyle’s uneven breath as he
strained for control, knowing he had no control. It
was Bodie in command. Bodie unfolding the
situation, exposing his passion, his cruelty, his
desperation, fraction by fraction, piece by piece.

“I know you. Every bit of your soul and every
bit of your body. I know what you want. I know
what scares you in the dark and,” he smiled
wickedly, pinning Doyle with his gaze, “I know
what turns you on in the dark. I can give it to you,
Ray, I can give it to you up your arse or down your
throat. I can make you beg.” A small breath escaped
Doyle’s mouth as Bodie applied more pressure

with his knee. A spasm passed through Doyle’s
body.

“Please!” Doyle whispered.
“Like it rough, you do,” Bodie smiled. “Rough

and nasty. D’you think our Ann will understand?
Can she give you what you need? Can she fuck
you up the arse or suck you till you come
screaming? Imagine a knee trembler in the alley
with ’er? Couldn’t be done, my son. She’s pas-
sionless, Ray. But I’m not,” he whispered as he
leant his face down close to Doyle and gently
shifted the knee pressed into his groin. Doyle
almost whimpered as the pleasure seared through
him.

Doyle was now on heat. He could feel Bodie’s
warm breath against his face, feel the weight and
the strength and unleashed power of the man
kneeling on him. He could smell the mixture of
soap and arousal that was Bodie and the scent
filled him, threatening to overwhelm him, to topple
any self-will Doyle might have left. He was pre-
cipitously close to the edge from nothing more
than a few touches and Bodie’s overwhelming
presence. Acutely aware of every movement of
Bodie’s, of every muscle that shifted, of every
blink of his eyes or intake of breath, Doyle’s face
was flushed and covered in a fine sheen of sweat.
He sat still under Bodie, completely under the
indomitable man’s control. Bodie’s eyes had not
left Doyle’s and the blue seemed to penetrate him.
They were aware of everything said and unsaid.

“Don’t leave me,” Bodie whispered with a
fierce intensity, terrified by the fear of losing this
man as he did the unthinkable, the one thing that
would forever tie him to this need. He leant his
face close to Doyle’s and gently, reverently and
with tremendous care, kissed him on the lips; not
a wet lingering kiss, nor a chaste little peck, but a
solid, passionate meeting of flesh. He laid himself
bare.

With that confession racing through his veins,
Doyle almost came. Only the sharp pain of the
grinding knee stilled him. And in that moment,
Bodie could have cut Doyle’s heart out and Doyle
would have bled for him gladly. In that moment,
he knew what he held, or rather what held him,
and that it was real and passionate and uncondi-
tional. It was a moment from which neither would
be able to turn back.

The blunt finger flicked once at Doyle’s nipple
and just as suddenly as it had begun, it was over.



ÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎ
A KISS IS JUST A KISS TALLIS

ÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎPÆAN TO PRIAPUS IVÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎ70ÎÎÎÎ

ÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎÎ

Bodie had made his point, had said too much,
perhaps. It was time to escape before he exposed
any more to this man. He slipped off of Doyle,
headed for the door and stopped. Hoping to sal-
vage something from the unprecedented show of
emotion he had just given Ray, crying to himself to
not give in, to not let Ray see the need that was
burning at his inner core and cascading through
his body, he slowly turned and calmly said, “A
kiss is just a kiss, sunshine,” and then he was gone.
Doyle sat slumped on the divan, exhausted, con-
fused, and still aroused. He looked like the after-
math of a storm: flushed, tousled, disarrayed,
mind and body reeling. Bodie had looked as tidy
as when he had walked in.

Bodie and Cowley stood in the small office
discussing the possibilities of Holly’s drug drop
by air. They had spent considerable time tracing
leads together; time Bodie seemed to have a lot of
since Ray’s involvement with Ann and his sub-
sequent suspension.

Cowley was getting frustrated, knowing that
finding this drug shipment was too close to the

proverbial needle in the haystack, and the air
authorities were none too pleased, either, with the
delays and long searches it was engendering. But
this idea of Bodie’s, two small planes flying in
tandem, one dipping below radar and dropping
off the shipment, there might be something in this.

“We’ll stake it out. Move in a task force and get
over there ourselves, eh.” Cowley picked up the
phone to start making arrangements.

Entering without knocking, a serious Ray Doyle
broke in. “I’m coming with you.” Bodie’s eyes
locked on him. “Holly knew Conroy. I’ve just seen
a photograph of ’em. They were in the RAF to-
gether.”

“RAF,” Bodie’s brows lifted as he watched
Doyle. His Doyle. Back in the fold.

The next day, entering stealthily only to find
her father being interrogated by CI5’s best, Ann
listened and her trust in Ray Doyle crumbled.
Wailing like a banshee through the building, she
stormed out of their lives, leaving Doyle to bitterly
watch her drive away.

Bodie was there waiting.


