Alayna & Craig
"Byyeeee Craigy..." The big chested, bleached blonde had turned just before she exited the room and waved at the man that lay in one of the four beds. He had gotten plenty of visits and there were flowers, notes, ballons, small teddybears and what not practically crowding his part of the room. He waved back with his left hand. His right arm stil lay in a sling, to made his dislocated shoulder time to heal. A sausy smile played on his lips even that he had no clue on who the woman was. She had been here for a good hour, before that there had been a brunette, another blonde, a blackhaired girl...after that they mixed into a blur. Craig had given up hope to even try and remember any name. He simply smiled and let them talk, some had tears in their eyes as they saw him. Most likely he didnt look that hot, banged up as he was. Although he was pretty happy to be alive. Everything seemed to hurt however, especially his groin, and he had a lot of trouble finding a comfortable position to rest. As the blonde vanished from his view he leaned his head back on the pillows. Visiting hours was over now, thank god...he had counted the minutes. He let his gaze roam the room. His bed was close to the door and he saw a part of the hallway if the door was open. On his left was a man that had to be in his fifties or there about, he was pretty overweight. Craig had no clue what he was in for but he had a oxygen mask on him. There was a older woman on the other side and she snored, loudly, and she did so often since she mostly slept. He had sort of toned out that sound by now. What her illness was unknown to him. He didnt really care either. The forth bed had been vacant until yesterday but the curtain had been pulled around the bed so he had no clue what or who was behind it. The jockey turned his head and looked out the window, it wasnt really much to look at, a similar exterior of the hospital that he was in and a piece of the sky. His gaze followed a gull until it vanished from his view.

Alayna's green eyes slowly blinked open from the long nap she'd just taken in the hospital bed. Her head was spinning and her collar bone was throbbing dully, it appeared the pain medication was wearing off. Her stomach was slightly queasy and raising a lightly freckled hand she pressed it against her forehead only to find a ping-pong sized mass attached to it. Although she couldn’t see it she had a good inclination that it was a sickly purple and green color. “Fantastic.” She moaned quietly. 

 Yesterday was a busy day at the farm, Hathien and Thomas were running around preparing for an out-of-state show and Nathan and Lilian were gone for the weekend. That left her with the task of exercising the farm’s many horses. After a quick lunch break time seemed to slowly be slipping away from her, so she swiftly tacked up the next horse. He was a huge brute, 17hh of pure muscle and an angry attitude. Hathien had told her that he needed to be lunged before riding, but Alayna simply didn’t have enough time if she was going to exercise all of the horses before sundown. So she climbed up onto the monster and asked him for a collected trot. He swished his tail and transitioned without a fuss. *Good,* she thought *Hathien acted like he was going to rip me to shreds if I didn’t lunge him.* After a few laps around the arena she signaled for his left lead. 

That was when all hell broke loose. 

Rome sucked in a breath with a loud grunt, rounded his back and air-lifted all four feet off of the light arena sand. While he was doing this he savagely jerked his head down, wrenching the braided rains out of Alayna’s hands, leaving her with nothing but a few handfuls of mane to clasp to. Needless to say Alayna didn’t stay on for the full 8 seconds. She was tossed off into the arena fence and she hit the ground hard. The stallion ,still behind her, spooked and lunged forward, jumping overtop of her but not missing her entirely. Her collar bone made a sickening crunch as the grey’s large hind hoof came crashing down on it. Things started to blur around her as she hear a faint “Thomas, call 911!” and then the familiar arena faded out of sight into an uncomfortable and endless black. 

That was how she wound up in the hospital, now staring blankly at one of the iridescent lights above her. She could hear some rustling from beyond her curtain, as if someone was moving in their bed, so she knew she wasn’t alone. Roughly ten minutes later a nurse came in, pulling her curtain open and offered her some water and ice on the bedside tray. As the nurse worked Alayna peeked around the nurses’ shoulder and saw a beat-up looking man across from her attempting to fluff up his pillow. She made brief eye contact with the stranger, but shortly looked away.

As the nurse came into the room she gave him a sweet smile before pulling the curtain opposite to him open, revealing the person inside. He stretched, as much as he could, and caught the glimpse of red hair. Craig smiled a loopsided grin and mentally rubbed his hands, reeeeedhead, excellent! Pretty please let it be a woman. For a short moment he made contact with a pair of green eyes and he made a inviting eyebrow waggle but the woman (whohoo it was a girl!! A redheaded girl!) looked away. She seemed as wrapped up in bandages as him. Craig sighed and waved for the nurse. With him being shirtless the nurses seemed to take any chance to touch him. Normally he didnt mind women touching him but now much touches made him tense up, and each time he did that his ribs hurted making him tense up more, and in turn his groin and shoulder hurt. 

"What can I help you with, Mr Knight?" the nurse asked, with a voice as soft as she would have caressed his body with it. Her eye travelled over him. He felt a light flutter in his gut but it vanished and the pain came back. He got a sleeping pill to be able to get some sleep due to the pain and so he could relax. 

"Well, maid Marion..." the nurse smiled at hit petname, it wasnt really just for her, he called most nurses different petnames and it just happend to be that he actually remembered this nurses name. She had been here the first night he had been here. "...I would need some help with the pillow..." The nurse smiled and leaned in over him. Perhaps a little too close if it had been a normal patient, now her chest as good as rubbed his cheek. He picked up her sweet perfume. It reminded him about Jess and he sighed. She had been forced to leave since she things to do back home. Now he was here, all alone. Thankfully he had someone to take care of Barf until he got better.

"Better, Mr Knight?" Another, not that subtle boob to chinrub. "Yes...thank you..." The nurse smiled and left. Craig looked again towards the new person. He had never really been subtle. She had one card on her table, together with one bouquet of hospitalstore flowers.

Alayna rolled her eyes inwardly and stared outwardly at the scene in front of her. The nurse was deliberately leaning over the man in the hospital bed, cleavage floating in front of his face and he just sat there and grinned up at her the entire time with a stupid look on his face. *Men…* she thought sourly. Leaning her head back she closed her eyes for a brief moment to ease her aching head. 

“Better, Mr.Knight?” she heard the blonde nurse coo. *Knight…Knight. Where had she heard that last name before?* she wondered pensively.

 Snapping her eyes open in realization she brought her head up to look at the man again, who was very unsubtly checking her out.   

Looking into his amber eyes she addressed him with a perturbed expression, “Craig Knight, am I right? Famous jockey and playboy. What happened to you?” She eyed him up and down, now taking in just how beaten he really looked and softened her expression some.

Craig couldnt help but chuckle at her statement, only to in the next second make a face of pain. Ouch! Krikey! Bloody hell that hurt! He clenched his jaw. "Oh this?" he said finally "...Im just practicing for you yankies Halloween...pretty good huh?" He put on one of his smiles that was like a mixture of charming, nice and naughty at the same time, it was hard to really tell what it was. He winked at her. He scratched bandage he had around his head. Annoying as it may be it was a good thing it itched, that meaned it was healing. Good thing he had worn the helmet. If he would enter next time he would put on a safetywest or something...As it was now, and especially after seeing his crash on TV, he was happy to have his nards intact as well as... Hrm.. "No..." he glanced over at her table, noted the cat on the card "...kitten...I shouldnt joke...but you have brought some light to this room with your pressence so I couldnt help but joke a little...truth be told...Im not entirely sure...or...I know what happen but I dont know why. The crazy bastard of a mount decided to bolt out from under me, through the railing...it was on the news...with blurred sections..." He gave her a new wink.

Arching one red eyebrow Alayna smirked at Craig’s dry humor only to turn her plump lips back into a frown at being called “kitten”. Crossing her arms under her chest she listened with interest to his story, interrupted occasionally by the elderly woman’s loud snoring next to her. 

“I think I know what you mean…” She trailed off and brought her good hand back up to touch her tender forehead again. Watching him wink she decided to play his game and shot a seductive smile his direction. She’d have to be cautious though, she’d heard more than enough stories on the famous jockey Craig Knight’s sexual escapades in the racetrack changing rooms. There was no telling how many sweat-slickened women had lain under those nicely chiseled abs. 

“I must’ve missed your fall, but maybe we can catch it on the news tonight, blurred bits and all.” She grinned.

"Oh...I can show you the unblurred bits...." the man winced again as the pain reminded him that the accident wasnt THAT long ago "...at some point...if you would fancy that, kitten..." He wasnt blind, he had seen the oh so small but yet so clear reaction. He wasnt where he was today, both when it came to his job as a jockey and...the success he had among the female gender, by not noticing the small details. The crossing of arms...defensive, one or two hands on the hip(s) was another pose one took to show you werent scared, a challange. This attetivness on details and reactions was one of the things that had made him so popular in the bedroom. A goosebump there, a blissful sigh or moan here, a gasp...they all let him know if what he did was good or bad, plus of course the fact that he knew pretty well what women liked and he was making sure not to do the same thing over and over. He took his time with each woman, making sure she felt like she was the center that the universe circled around. Even if it was two friends they wouldnt have experienced the same thing. He even tried to make it different if he was with a woman more than once. Of course then he knew more on what she liked and could foucs on that. 

"So...what happend to you, kitten? Been in a riot in the big sale at the mall? Or was it something else?"

“Perhaps,” came her short reply “If you stop calling me kitten.” She cocked her head to the side and gave him a glance. “Besides, you look like you’re out of commission for a while.”  She gestured to his bad arm and bandaged head. “You’re lucky you weren’t gelded during that fall, stallion.” *Let’s see how he likes the pet names. Kitten, indeed.* she thought in a huff. 

She’d had her fair share of one night stands; some due to alcohol, some due to sexual tension and some due to loneliness. They were all on her terms, though, never was she taken advantage of and she made it a point to keep it that way. She took pride in her strong demeanor and over the years had built many walls which, so far, no men had been able to break down.

“What happened to me? Same as you, really, I’m a jockey as well as a dressage rider, pissed off a 17 hand behemoth and he dumped me into the arena fence and trampled on me.” With that she gave a slight chuckle.

His smile went all the way up to warm brown eyes that now sparkled with mischief. "I still got one hand left, love...and that is all I really need..." Craig wasnt that keen on thinking of what he had risked losing in the race, next to his life. It wasnt something he thought of...each time he sat up he knew there was a chance, there was always that small procentage, that he wouldnt make it. It was a cruel sport for both man and beast. That sort of speed on sticklegs, accidents were bound to happen. He let out another, small, careful chuckle. "Here we are, you knowing both my real name and one of my petnames...kitten..." he winked at her again, laughter in his eyes "...and I dont know yours...so what else can a poor bloke do than to make up his own..." He chuckled again at her next comment. "Oh blimey...I guess he was friends with Bubbles then..."

Despite her best efforts her cheeks flushed a bit at his first comment. “I don’t think either of us are up to that right now, tiger.” She said rubbing her wrapped collar bone. The pain was getting worse, she was going to have to call in that nurse again, although it meant suffering her and Craig’s obnoxious flirting, she really didn’t care at this point. She narrowed her eyes a bit as she saw the uncomfortable expression on Craig’s face at the mention of the possibility of losing his precious manhood. *Good,* she thought *he deserves some grief for the looks he’s been giving me.* 

Alayna couldn’t help but grin sourly as he mockingly purred the word kitten at her again, plump lips pursing tighter. “I can tell you my name if you agree to stop calling me kitten, Mr. Knight. Either that or you can follow the wrath that ensues when I finally get out of these wraps.” She leveled a mint gaze at him with one eyebrow cocked up.

Another grin "...oh, so you cant wait to...get out of the rags either...and I dont mind a little bit of spice, kitten...I dont fear scratches from your...claws..." He shifted in his bed again, every little tiny move he did burned like fire. It took most of his willpower to keep a relaxed face and he had already kept his charade up for a few hours. He wouldnt give in to this, although he was getting tired. The nurse came back in and gave them both a smile, but it faded a little as she looked over at the male jockey. It wasnt the same nurse as before. This one was...sturdier...and didnt seem to care at all about the mostly barechested man in the bed. She ignored his eyes and all his petnames. "Mr Knight!" she scolded, even waggling her finger at the man "You should be resting young man! And you too, young miss!" She turned to Alayna. "You two have taken both a very bad tumble...you need your rest...there will be food serving in about an hour..." After that she left. Craig rolled his eyes. This so reminded him of his school and Mrs Fitzpatrick. However she had made the best food, even better than...his mom.

“These claws might put you back in the rags, Mr.Knight.” She said with acid dripping from her voice “My name is Alayna O’Shea if you decide to use it. You may have heard of me on the racetrack.” 

Soon after the nurse came back in to tend to the patients, a different nurse than before, thank God. Alayna giggled inwardly as she chastised Craig for being up and frowned outwardly once she directed her wagging finger towards Alayna. She had to admit in the back of her mind, however, that she was getting tired once again. The nurse had given her another pain killer and soon it was going to make her drowsy. She yawned, her body tensing and her breath hitched in her throat as a twinge of pain shot down her shoulder. Relaxing once again she attempted to make herself comfortable, drawing the covers up over her chest as she was all too aware of being in the thin hospital robe without a bra on. That was certainly not the way to get the upper hand with Craig Knight. She doubted she compared much to his other ‘conquests’ anyways, she was thin and small chested, very petite at only 5 foot, although she did have to hand it to herself that she had a pretty knock-out bottom.

He grinded his teeth slightly, small beads of sweet showed on his forehead. The man had to muffle a moan. Bloody hell! He let out his breath in small puffs as he lowered himself down on the softpadded wheelchair. Just moving from the bed to the bathroom was painful and that had made him reluctant to even try and get up. Finally they had given him a wheelchair. While they didnt want him to run a marathon they wanted to see that he could move somewhat before releasing him. The first couple of times the nurses had helped him, their touching not always THAT helpful. A few times he had gotten frustrated, he wasnt a bloody baby! He was a grown man for fucks sake! Finally he had mustered to get out of bed and into the chair on his own. Marion had scolded him for doing in unsupervised but then he had nodded towards the girl on the other side, and answered with that naughty grin on his face that he had his trusty kitten on watch. At times it seemed like the redheaded woman tried to act like she /wasnt/ looking at him. Although, it was probably more fun watching him move as a crippled old fart than to look out the window at a grey building, a tiny patch of sky or the hallway. From her point of view the hallway couldnt give much. Their room was on the end and she basiclly just saw the end wall of the corridor. It might have a door he wasnt sure. 

With a deep sigh he lowered himself down. It was a hard thing to do with just relying on one arm and hand. It wasnt really needed with the sling anymore but he kept it as a reminder to take it easy but he needed two hands to move forward. Ever so carefully he pulled out his arm from the sling. His shoulder was probably the thing that hurt the least. Craig sighed and rolled out the room. Hospitals were so depressing and he wanted air...real fresh air, not this stench of sickness and dispair.

Alayna watched with a grimace as Craig painfully lowered himself into the wheelchair. She knew that he was too stubborn to allow anyone to help, so she simply sat and watched. Naturally, he was preparing to wheel himself into the hallway without a shirt on, and to that she slightly grinned and chuckled. She was sure he must’ve been the talk of the nurses since the day that he came in, and now he planned to flaunt his masculinity down the bleached hospital hallways. At the mention of her being his kitten she once again glared at Craig, but leveled a grin at Marion, who obviously would have carried the man around the hallways in her arms if he’d asked it. 

As he rolled out of the door she sighed deeply. The days in the hospital were quite boring now that she was beginning to feel better, and she was glad that she had Craig around for company, infuriating as he was. He was also a constant source of curiosity for her, she saw his troubled faces, brief as they were, quickly masked by his crooked, cheeky grin, and she wondered what kind of pain, besides the physical, that he must be hiding. Men had feelings too, and one didn’t womanize and party quite like he did for no reason at all. Although, she realized sadly, she was in the same boat as him. She had no family to care for her, only the stable staff, and she didn’t have many friends due to her brazen demeanor. She partied, gambled, took crazy risks and slept around as well, so who was she to judge? 

Feeling the sudden urge to move, perhaps to get away from her thoughts, she decided to find Craig in the hallways outside. Thankfully, she was out of the hospital robes and granted permission to wear a t-shirt and yoga pants.  Hoisting herself out of her bed, relatively pain-free, she slipped on her flip-flops and searched for the only shirtless man in a wheelchair in the hospital. Finding him after a few moments she walked up behind his wheelchair, took it by the handles and began to push. She could tell as she approached that his arm was beginning to ache, so she said nothing at all as she began to push.

He glanced up as he suddenly got more speed than the snailpace he previously moved in. The redhead from his room. "Hey kitten" he knew she wasnt that fond of the nickname he had given her, but that only made it so much more fun. He had been able to sweettalk his way out of having a robe on. There was no way he was going to wear THAT thing. Normally he would have prefered to have just his boxers on but the hospital had to draw the line somewhere and instead he had to have some sort of pj pants on. A 10-year old girl had sent him flip-flops with MLP on them. The note that had come with had said that she had bought them with her allowence and she had saved up to buy him something. At first it was meant to be for his birthday but then as he got injured she figured that he needed something to cheer him up. As he read it he had almost let a tear fall, at least he had gotten a little choked up. When was the last time anyone had given him a gift just to cheer him up? A girl offering sex...wasnt exactly the same thing, not that he got sad over that sort of offer. Not many knew, perhaps only Clarice and Stevi...and of course Jess, knew there was more to him than just shagging ladies left to right. People saw him mostly as a womanizer without real brain and feelings above plankton level, that was the image he had got for himself and even if some was true most of the things were only rumors. Some of them quite amusing actually.

"Fancy my new wheels do you, kitten?" the man jeered and halfducked at the light slap on his head that came in response "oww, Im gravely injured, remember...its not fair hitting a injured man...kitten..." It didnt hurt of course but he just couldnt resist the chance to tease her, especially since it was so easy to do so. His eyes sparkled as he glanced back at her "...ooorr are you planing to roll me in to one of the storagerooms and have your way with me, kitten? I do my best, love...Even onehanded Im better than most..." He waggled his eyebrows. There was no way he would be able to...preform anything...at this point...heck not when he hardly could sit down without feeling like he was going to pass out or something. "Im promise I wont toss you off if you would ride this stallion..." he chuckled a little, taking the petname she had tried to use on him.

“Call me kitten one more time and I might decide to roll your ‘new wheels’ down the stairs.” Alayna said with a grin on her face. “I thought I’d be nice for once and help the wounded soldier navigate the hospital halls…..nice shoes, by the way.” She said with a snicker, noting the bright, oversaturated colors and small, winged ponies that decorated them. 

At Craig’s saucy stallion remark Alayna barked a laugh, which she seemed to be doing more and more of late. Stopping the wheelchair she stepped in front of Craig and leaned in front of his face with both hands on the armrests. With a cocked eyebrow and squinted eyes she stated in a snipped voice, “Trust me, stallion, you couldn’t toss me off if you tried.” She continued in a more humorous tone, “Besides, I’m tired of stallions for the time being. They’re nothing but trouble.” With that she tapped her collar bone to prove her point, gave him a crooked grin and went back to pushing the wheelchair, this time back in the direction of their room.

Craig put a foot down, making the wheelchair go slower. "Heey...I dont want to go back to the room!... I was...wheeling myself out just...fine!" His shoulder strained a little as he moved his hands down to the wheels for a better stop. Thankfully they hadnt come that far from where she had made the turn. "Or are you someone that needs to do the with the light out and in the bed under the covers, kitten? No hot tin roof for you?" With some difficulty he turned the wheelchair around and looked up at her. "Im sick of the stench in there...so...Im going out...the nurses have their break or shiftchange now...so...Im playing hookie, ok kitten?..." He let his hand (on his injured side) ever so lightly stroke the inside of her leg in knee height, before letting it rest there for a few seconds, holding it ever so lightly. The man had a touch that could calm most wild TBs down but at the same time they could make a woman shiver with pleasure...if he wanted to. "I need fresh, healthy air...I dont want to be here, ok...I just want to go back to the track..."

Alayna stopped the wheelchair short when she felt the friction of Craig’s MLP flip flops pushing against the slick hallway tiles. “What do you mean ‘wheeling yourself out’?” she said with some shock in her voice. She didn’t put it past the man to attempt sneaking out of the hospital, but all-the-same, it still surprised her. 

As the man slowly turned his wheelchair around he leveled her with a serious amber gaze. She couldn’t look away as his hand gently touched the inside of her leg and rested there. The small shiver that rolled up her spine probably gave her away and her freckled cheeks slightly blushed. 

Squatting down she continued to gaze at him and rested a hand gently on his knee. “Craig, I know it’s no fun in here, I’m about to go stir crazy, too. But you can’t just run out of the hospital, I’m pretty sure they don’t look kindly on that. Plus, if you go back to the track I know you’re going to want to race right when you get there, and we both know you’re not well enough to do that right now.”

A small frown was seen on his forehead but he stared right back at her. "So kitten, what is the worst they can do if I just...go out for an hour, out in the sun...strip me naked and slap my brittish ass for being a naughty boy? Im pretty sure the nurses wouldnt mind...have you never done something forbidden, kitten? Are you the good girl in braids in front of the class? Teachers pet?" He felt frustrated, mostly due to the fact that he had slept badly, and he hadnt taken any sleeping pills to help him sleep for a few days. There hadnt even been a good nap. He was a bit paranoid about pills since you never knew how long it could stay in your system. Therefore there hadnt been much sleep. The main souce of that was of course his pulled groin. The pain of the broken ribs he could live with.

It wasnt however just the sleep thing that bugged him. There were other needs than just sleep for someone like him. The nurses seemed to enjoy teasing him in different ways, touching and rubbing against him. He let his foot, like by accident lightly brushing the inside of her upper thigh with a bare toe. "And when it comes to the flipflop kitten, they were a gift from a 10year old girl who wanted to cheer me up. All the visits Ive had...I dont fucking know those people..." the man looked a way for a moment "...ok...some I might 'know'...but I never asked them to come...so why wouldnt I wear something that someone sent me out of nothing but..." Suddenly he leaned forward and took a light hold of her neck with his good hand to bring her closer. It wasnt exactly aggressive, and his hold wasnt that hard but he had to kiss her. Her lips had mezmorized him as she talked. In a way he knew it was because he missed Jess. Partly he knew it might not be right...but no promises were made and besides...it was a kiss. He let her go and even if it was slowly once more began his slow travel to go outside.

Alayna listened in silence as Craig vented his frustrations.  Watching him he reminded her somewhat of a caged animal, agitated and stressed, pacing the cage and dreaming of freedom. A concerned pout crossed her lips when she saw something very close to sadness in Craig’s eyes as he discussed his visitors and the little girl that had given him the gift. She started to feel guilty about teasing him for them, but before she could say anything her eyes opened wide as she felt Craig’s hand slip behind her head. His lips pressed against hers hungrily and if she wasn’t already kneeling on the floor her knees might have gone weak. Still in shock she didn’t have any time to react, because as quickly as it began, it was also over and Craig had turned and headed for the hospital exit once more. 

Taking a moment to collect herself she brought her hands up to her lips and stood in the hallway alone. Her cheeks were fully flushed now. She should have expected it, why had she not seen that coming? She certainly didn’t mind, she was fascinated with Craig Knight. There was always a small sadness in his eyes if you looked hard enough, and part of her wanted to comfort him. While the more rational part of her mind told her not to get involved with a man like him, the part of her that usually won out was achingly curious about his past, his present…if the rumors of his expertise in bed were true. Taking a few deep breaths and adjusting her shirt she turned back to the direction Craig had gone. 

Finding him close to the exit she walked up behind the wheelchair, grabbed its handles and began to push. Leaning close to his ear she whispered “If you plan on getting out of here you’re going to want to move faster than that.”

"You really want to be in on this kitten?" To be honest he wasnt sure what the nurses would do. Scold him perhaps...for both going out himself...and taking the woman with him. He paid for it...his care and stay that was. "I might mean trouble...Im a very naughty boy..." He still had some of her lipstick..or if it was lipgloss on his own lips. How he longed for his own place but he knew that it was probably for the best that he remained here a little bit longer. She pushed him over a small treshold and even if it was just a small bump the pain seemed to explode. It made him grab hold of the armrests of the wheelchair and he swore under his breath. Blimey! He clenched his jaw, trying to relax, it didnt help that his whole body tensed up. "Ugh...careful...please?" He tried to sit differently but that only seemed to make it worse. The sun was shining but he didnt really feel the warmth of the rays or felt the soft winds on his cheek. "Wait...wait..." Where ever they were going it was too much shaking going on, at least one bump had been felt really well. It had been felt even at his rib and his hand went to his side. "What the fuck did you run over woman...a badger? Krikey! Not sure if I dare to ask you how you drive..."

“Someone has to make sure you don’t roll yourself off a cliff.” Alayna said sarcastically followed by, “Yes, yes I’ve heard about plenty of your escapades. I’m a jockey too, remember?” They had made it out of the hospital with relative ease, it was surprisingly short-staffed. Noting the slight shine on Craig’s lips Alayna chuckled, “That color looks dashing on you, Mr.Knight.” 

Seeing a small park nearby Alayna figured that was as good a place as any for Craig to get some of the fresh air that he so desired. After hitting a few small bumps the shirtless man in the wheelchair grunted and gripped the armrests. Soon he began to complain. After having her driving insulted Alayna stopped, stood in front of him with both hands on her cocked hips and stared blankly at him. “I drive just how I ride, Craig Knight, very bloody well. Why did you want to come out here just to complain, anyways? Craig, if you’re in that much pain then we need to go back.” 

Thinking suddenly about what she was doing she rubbed her temple with her good hand. “Hathien is going to kill me if she finds out I escaped the hospital. I’m going to need a good, stiff drink when this is over with.”

He glared up at her, almost giving the impression of a stubborn child as he sat there arms folded over his chest (as good as he could). His tussled hair helped with the image, even if his lips bore the trace of gloss. "I dont bloody complain for nothing sweetheart! You would fucking be in bed crying your bloody eyes out, kitten, if it felt like your groin was set on fire each time you moved a bloody inch..." His voice was like 'bitten down' like he didnt want to be 'rude' to her, it was frustration, lack of sleep and of course the pain that made him shorttempered. Like to piss her off on purpuse he stared at her chest even if she had a 'female jockeychest' "...you drive as you ride? Krikey...all over the place? I dont know shit about dressage but that dont work very well on track, love..." With that note he looked the other way. The man however looked back as the woman talked. "Hathien...whos that...your mommy? Oh, its bad to go against mommy dearest..." A big sigh escaped the man. Suddenly, at least for a short moment, the cocky image was gone and left was just one of a short man stuck in a wheelchair, barechested with a wrap around his ribcage along with a multitude of scrapes and bruises. The brusing was fading, now shifting from different shades of blue and purple to almost green and yellow. "...Im sorry, love" it finally came from him as he sat with his face hidden and resting in one of his hands. "I would adore you if you could give me a bloody bottle of whiskey so I could get some bloody sleep."

Alayna returned Craig’s glare with her lower lip pouting out, a habit she developed when she became agitated. He could probably see her clenched jaw and the heat of anger rising into her cheeks and eartips, but she couldn’t care less. The man was acting like a complete child! 

“I’m not exactly feeling amazing either, wise guy!” Alayna shot back with a snap. Her head was pounding from her recent concussion, and her collar bone was throbbing from lack of pain medication. She may not be as bad off as him, but he could at least give her a little credit. 

When she caught him staring down her shirt her glare strengthened and she jutted it out more, attempting to mask her self-consciousness about her small chest. “Dressage happens to be a very complicated art and requires more than balls of steel and a good seat!” She fumed. It always bothered her when other jockeys short-changed her because she was also a dressage rider. Craig was doing a fantastic job of finding every miniscule pet peeve that bothered her and now she was seething with rage. She had always been easy to anger, which she blamed on her naturally fiery hair. 

“And don’t you dare bad-mouth Hathien!” she finally spat, pointing in his face. “She gave me what I needed when I had nothing, and I owe her everything.” 

With that she turned her back to him with her arms crossed tight against her chest. Angry tears were stinging her eyes and threatening to spill over. She didn’t want him to see her this way. She knew that they were both tired and sore, but some of those remarks burned too deeply. After a few moments of silence she heard a deep sigh from Craig followed by the words “…I’m sorry, love.” At that Alayna’s shoulders sagged, as much as was possible with her injuries, and she turned back around to face the man in the wheelchair. 

“I’m sorry, too. I know we’re both a little tense right now. It was bound to happen some time.” Running her hand through her thick red hair she sighed and walked back behind the wheelchair.

“It’s your lucky day, Craig Knight, I happen to have snatched my wallet before I ran after your sorry arse, and if I’m not mistaken there’s a liquor store just around the corner.” With that they proceeded to make their way over to the store, and Alayna parked Craig and his wheelchair outside while she paid for a bottle of Jim Bean. Returning back outside they sat side-by-side, Craig in his wheelchair and Alayna on a park bench, and shared swigs of the strong whisky.

Oh, the first sip of the almost golden brew, it was devine, heavenly and bliss! "Thank you, milady..." Craig said finally after some more sips that found their way down to a rather empty stomache. Hospitalfood werent that yummy. Placing the whiskeybottle, neatly covered by a brown paperbag down on the bench, he brought her hand up to his mouth and kissed the back of her hand, then slowly turned it over and kissed the soft skin of her wrist. Craig knew there were more areas on a womans body, on top of the more commonly known and obvious sensitive areas. There was also different where those spots were as women differed, some shivered like a leaf when being kissed on the collarbone, others melted to a goo when being kissed at the hollow of their knee or arm. It was always a fun adventure finding those spots. He always took his time, never did the same thing twice, so even if he had been with two friends they couldnt 'compare notes'. 

He wiggled his pale toes in the MLP flipflops, now finally enjoying the warmth of the sun that shone on them. It warmed nicely on his chest too and he slowly and very, very carefully put his hands behind his neck so the sun got more access. It wasnt like he normally had time just sitting like this in the sun. This felt pretty darn nice. She had smelled nice. He was much of smell and tastes, and there werent many other tastes and smells he liked more than those of a woman. Oh, and the sounds. His smirk grew as he thought of it. About two weeks had passed since the tumble, the doctors said he was getting better and if he just got up and moved about they would release him. He was no chickenshit, heck he had both AK and Bubbles as mounts, yet he was quite reluctant of getting up. Why was that? In his mind another redhead bounced by and he smiled again. Marion was blonde...as most of the nurses...had he tried harder if they had been redheads? Then the sun was clouded and the warmt vanished slightly. 

Emily was still in the states, he knew that...she had to have seen the fall...and yet...nothing...his smirk faded as well...He hadnt called his mother either...one time he had given her a call after Emily had told him that they basicly cut every tie with him due to what he did, due to whos son he was. Emily had always been mommys little girl...while he...had he been his fathers dress up doll? He had vauge memories of them going to the store and he tried on different clothes. There had been a man there, the store owner, but at that age Craig hadnt really cared...not when there was a reward to be had if he tried the clothes on with out fussing or crying. Had he been his fathers son...or his fathers doll? Jess was back up in Canada, and Barf...was at the kennel...most likely in true Barf fashion having a blast... He was stuck here...he grabbed the bottle and tried to drench his sorrows in alcohol.

“You’re welcome, Stallion, just remember that you have to share…” She smirked and lifted the bottle to her lips, reveling in the burn that snuck its way down her throat and to her stomach. Oh how she loved whiskey, a little too much, perhaps, but it was good for what ailed you, and right now she needed it. Closing her eyes she relaxed on the bench. She could only imagine what they looked like to any passers-by. She was sitting in a V-neck shirt and yoga pants on a park bench next to a shirtless man in a wheelchair and My Little Pony flip flops, and they were not-so-discretely sipping from a paper bag. She smiled slightly thinking of how ridiculous it must all look, but she didn’t care. She was happy to be out of the hospital, as guilty as she felt for leaving. She still worried about what Hathien would do if word got back to her that she snuck out, though. The barn was all she had left and there was no way she was losing it because of a silly escapade. 

Her eyes opened slowly when she felt a warm hand place itself on hers. Tilting her head back up she watched with a devious smirk as he kissed the top of her hand, and then unexpectedly he flipped it over, only to brush his lips against the thin skin of her wrist. It felt good, she had to admit, but she gently took her hand back and laid it down to rest back on the bench. “How many women have you done that to and much, much more, Mr.Knight?” She asked with honest curiosity. “And while we’re on the subject, what was with that kiss earlier, hmm?” Noting his troubled expression that wasn’t there before she leaned over and gently drug her thumb across his lips to remove the lip gloss that was still on them. “There,” she smiled, “You don’t look quite as ridiculous now…”

"...when you are on your own..Ms O'Shea...you take what you can get...in any form...how long or short it may be..." he took another big sip after taking the bottle from the woman, felt the effects of the alcohol slowly, like a tingle working itself up his gut. "...but I dont hide I love women...nor the fact I love to fu...make love to you..." He turn his head and looked at her, the suns rays made them almost glow like golden maple syrup. As her thumb came over his lips he caught her hand with his own again, and nibbled at her fingers and wrist lightly before letting go. "Im not always out after a quick shag, kitten...even if that is what some the rumours says I prefer..."

“That’s what I needed to hear, then.” Alayna said with a small smile. “People like us do the things we do for certain reasons. At least, I know I have mine, and I’m sure you have yours too.” Noticing herself frowning slightly, she readjusted her lips back into a smile and looked at Craig. She was starting to feel a little tipsy, they’d almost drained the small bottle of whiskey. Warmth flooded her cheeks and she felt very at peace with herself. This was why she liked whiskey, at least whiskey in a moderate amount. She had gone overboard more times than she cared to count. But, this…this was nice. Just sitting outside and enjoying the sun and another’s company.

"...some of the time there is no reason needed, kitten....Bad Touch had it right you know..." He gave her a wink and a saucy grin. There had been a few people walking past them. Some had ignored them, just hurried a little more as they went past, espeically when they saw the brown paperbag. Others seemed to do the oposite, almost stopped and whispered. Others, werent quite that modest. He had hardly time to react when suddenly he had his face full of a big rack and a eardrumpinching squeal in his ear - that he was pretty sure knocked his hearing out on that side. Thin and very tanned arms wrapped around him, pulling closer to the soft hills. Normally he would be all over that but now pain shot up from all directions and left him almost numb.

"LikeomigawditsyouandgawdyoulikesosexyandItoldSharishathatyouwereherebutshesaidlikenowayouwillseeeehimandIlikegirlfriendIKNOWIwillseehimandnowIamandImlikeomgawdhuggingYOU!!"

The earpinching voice made him wince and that didnt really help. God, she was strong, he couldnt wiggle lose. Glancing up he saw mostly part of her boobs but he noted some of her face and hair. Blonde. VERY bleached blond hair, a lot of makeup. It made him wonder how she looked like without all that crap on. She had pouty lips with a screaming red lipstick that didnt look natural either. 

He couldnt really move in the way she held him and he was afraid that if he moved it would hurt even more.

Alayna was looking sarcastically at Craig for his saucy remark when she heard the highest pitched conglomeration of noises she had ever experienced in her life. Her eyes shot open with a twitch and she turned her gaze on a bleach blonde woman with the largest fake boobs she had had the displeasure of seeing. The woman proceeded to shriek at an inaudible pitch when she grasped Craig in a tight hug and squeezed while she spasmed around. Looking frantically at Craig she noticed the extreme discomfort on his face immediately. The poor man was getting squeezed to death and suffocated by humongous fake boobs all at once! Standing up quickly, and swerving just a bit from the effects of the alcohol, Alayna held her hands out. “Whoa, lady! If you don’t want to be charged for Craig Knight’s death I suggest you let him go right now! You’re suffocating the poor man.” With that she attempted with her one good arm to loosen the vice grip that the frantic woman had on Craig. 

At the same time she happened to glance around the woman to notice Nurse Marion heading straight towards them with a security officer by her side. “Shit, Craig, our play date has just been ruined…” She sobered up real quick.

At the sight of the security officer the BigBooblady vanished fairly quickly, but only after giving him a big halfslobbery kiss on the left cheek, leaving a nice red lipprint made by her lipstick. Or it had been meant to be on his lips but he had managed to dodge away slightly making it land more in the area beween his mouth and cheek, just below his eye. Even if he was bruised in the face as well the sharp red color stood out like a stopsign. Marion was furious, he saw and heard that much, her chest heaving like she had been running around, voice at a slight pitch...oh..and that wagging indexfinger in front of his face like he had been a naughty little boy. The security officer was built like a tank, the neck of the man was probably the same size of his own thigh or something. Still Craig couldnt help but smile. It all reminded him about the time when the headmistress, Mrs Meddling, at his school had caught him and Belinda Chesterfield in the gym storage room. He chuckled. Who had been more redfaced, Mrs Meddling or Belinda. However Mrs Meddling had been pissed...while little doeeyed Belinda...she had been redfaced for other reasons...He on the other hand...a sharp voice brought him back to the present.

"This is NOT funny, Mr Knight! Stop laughing! What on earth were you thinking? And taking Ms O'Shea with you! Oy! And look at this! You didnt even put any clothes on! Heaven, give me strengh! What if you catch a cold...or...get robbed!"

"Robbed?" Craig chuckled again, the nurse had already given his 'kitten' a good dose of yelling "...Sweet milady Marion, what the fuck would anyone rob from me...my fancy wheels or my shagadelic donut? I have my feirce kitten here, so I aint worried..." He took her hand, kissed it (differently from the kiss he had given Alaynas hand) as he looked up, a warm, hot, gaze. "But my apologies to you fair Lady Marion, but teach not thy lip such scorn, for it was made for kissing, lady, not for such contempt" His accent got slightly deeper as he said his Shakespeare quote. He had teased her with it before. People might not think of him like much but he was quite smart and had finished among the topstudents in his school. Many had been surprised to see him vanish in another direction than Oxford. After that people seemed to make their own opinion of him before they knew him. He could dress in other things than worn jeans and a t-shirt, other more expensive things. However wearing a tux in the backstretch didnt really clash well. The nurse wasnt all that convinced by his sweettalk. It was probably most out of worry, he knew that but he couldnt help his annoyance. He wasnt a baby for fucks sake.

He held up his hand, a bit rudely interupting another round of scolding from the nurse, this time directed to the both of them. Luckily she hadnt seen the bottle - yet. "Alright, alright, dont get your knickers all twisted..you found us and we are safe little chickens...heck had you looked out the window you could have seen us as well. Now please Marion, shut the fuck up!" With that he tried to wheel himself out of there. It didnt go as smoothly as he hoped, the twist and move he had to do made the man clench his jaw, the pain jabbing at one side of his ribs and a bolt from his groin. Finally he got the wheelchair out on the pavement again and ever so slowly started to roll back.

Alayna glared back at Marion as she scolded her for running off with Craig. If the woman shook her finger at her one more time she was going to snap it off her pretty little hand. Although, the finger-wagging was also a blessing, because while Marion was occupied doing that Alayna discreetly tipped the, now empty, bottle of whiskey behind the park bench and into a bush. She was sure her breath smelled strongly on the liquor so she kept her mouth shut as much as possible, no matter how much she wanted to tell the nurse to shut her yapping mouth. Looking towards the security guard she found a wall of chest with tree stumps for arms and legs and the neck of a bull. She never was much for big, bulky men, preferring the more slender build, but still, he was a very handsome man and she gave him a wry smile. Looking at his nametag the name “Steve” was written upon it. She chuckled as she recalled the Steve she’d met from Vegas years ago. He was an idiot, a beautiful idiot, but an idiot all the same. She’d left the hotel with a pocket full of his money, not something she was proud of, but in those days she was doing whatever she could to stay alive and make her way back to the East coast. 

Hearing Craig’s accent break through the memories she’d rather forget she looked over to see him kissing Marion’s hand and reciting Shakespeare. Good Lord! You left the man alone with a woman for two seconds and he would already be trying to get in her pants. She rolled her eyes with a “humph” and watched with amusement. Marion held her ground better than Alayna thought she would, although she did notice a slight blush betray her cheeks. The blasted woman covered it up by starting off into another string of rants at Craig. Craig, this time having enough promptly told her she could go screw herself and started slowly back towards the hospital. Alayna felt bad for the pain he must have been in rolling up the hill, especially after the fan from earlier had nearly broken another one of his ribs, but she didn’t touch the wheelchair, figuring his pride would get hurt if she did. 

When they got back to the hospital they were promptly escorted to a new room with only two beds and posted a security officer not far outside. Alayna crossed her arms in aggravation at being back in the dreary hospital. Deciding to try to cool off some of her anger she took a quick shower, or as quick as her arm and bruises would allow, and came back out with a head full of wet, fiery hair to sit on her new hospital bed. “Well Craig,” she addressed the battered man, “We’ve gotten ourselves into quite a pickle.”

The new room was closer to the nurses station, most likely they wanted to keep a eye on them...it was like it was a bloody prison and not a hospital. He figured Jess had something to do with it. Or Stevi. Both of them probably knew he would try and leave as soon as he could. Well they couldnt hold him here forever, no bloody way they would pull that off. Only time you found Craig Knight indoors was when he was really sick...but the problem was now that he didnt feel sick...it was just his body that refused to do what he wanted. Bubbles were alright and he was happy for that. Fucked up horse but he still liked him. Horses acted strangely for a reason. AK acted the way he did because he found it amusing to scare people. Bubbles was just...bipolar and Craig wasnt sure if the horse was aware of what he did.

Laying on his bed, hands behind his head looking out on the new view, not a building this time but actually the park they had been in, he turned his head at the sound of her voice. While the woman had been in the shower he had, with slight difficulty, changed his underwear. The PJ pants lay still on the chair beside the bed. 'Lick the lolly' said the text on the front of his breifs. As to make it 'innocent' the breifs had lollypops as a pattern.

"Pickle? How so, kitten?" He grinned "Your new basket isnt soft enough for you? I have plenty of room here..."

Alayna couldn’t help but bark a laugh when she saw Craig’s ‘Lick the Lolly’ underwear. Where in the world he got those she really didn’t want to know. Looking at him with his arms behind his head and his legs propped up he certainly looked like the king of the castle. She cocked one eyebrow and smirked “Oh, my basket is just fine, stallion; if I go over there we’re going to get into even more trouble than we already are, and I don’t need that on my record. Besides, shouldn’t you take a shower, too?” Looking over his body discreetly she noticed that not only were over his ribs bruised and battered, but all down one of his inner thighs was a long strip of a greenish-yellow bruise, probably where he had strained his groin muscle. It was going to be tough for him to shower, but hers felt fantastic, and she figured he was probably needing one as well.

The hospital dinner had been eaten just before she had taken her shower, dull and boring as flight food, tasteless crap...a grey bland goo that was a sorry excuse to call food. Most of the stuff was overcooked...it probably was heavenly for old geezers but he wasnt at that age just yet. Besides...he had to leave most of it anyway. He had glanced over the room and noticed that she picked at her food just as he did. Heck they could save a meal if they could split one plate the two of them.

Craig still felt a bit happy from the intake of alcohol. He wasnt drunk, far from it, but he had that happy feeling inside. Quirking a eyebrow he grinned. "Admit it kitten, you are dying to see my firm naked brittish butt arent you? You are welcome to join me you know...very welcome" He let his tongue move over his lips, hinting naughty on what he was thinking of and laughed at her answer. Eyes gleaming of mischeif he winked at her before he started the struggle to get out of bed. It was no use taking the wheelchair to the bathroom. It was getting easier to move...a very little bit but it was just barely he could stand up straight. Thankfully it didnt hurt THAT much...at least not compared to how it felt just after the accident.

He wasnt sure what he slipped on but he failed regaining it and the man fell. The new bump on his head he didnt feel as much as the burst of pain that flashed up from his torn groin muscle. It almost made him pass out. He refused to use the 'old fart' showerstuff the nurses had put in here. It was some sort of chair you could sit on if standing up was to hard. Now he lay in a pile in the small shower. This had to be one of the few showers on this ward that werent designed for wheelchairs. He was about to stretch for the helpbutton when he remembered that it had been a shiftchange...and being the day it was he knew Guido was the night nurse. Guido had the looks of a greek god, eyes like dark chocolate, nicely tanned, quite buff without it being too much and...totally uninterested in women. Those eyes had made Craig worried as he had found them...looking at him like they had been undressing him. He was not pressing any buzzer to make Guido come and see him naked. It was enough when the man had redressed his bandages around his ribs. Hopefully he would get rid of those soon. He tried to move but it felt useless, he couldnt even reach up to turn the shower off. After a few more tries he realized that he had to get some help. He wasnt going to yell. Even if it hurted he managed to stretch for the schampoo bottle and threw it on the door. Hope she hadnt fallen asleep yet.

Alayna sat on her bed and stared out the window, watching the people and cars pass by the park in the dimming light. Bored, she twisted on a ‘Get Well’ balloon string that Nathan had sent her a few days ago. It was nice not having anyone else in the room, and she could sit and relax for a bit. While Craig was showering she decided to change into her night gown which consisted of a small, dusty rose colored shift with lace lining the bottom and top of it that hit somewhere between her knees and her thighs. It wasn’t exactly appropriate for the hospital, but it was all she had and there was no way she was going to put that potato sack of a hospital robe back on. Besides, she was sure Craig wouldn’t mind, and she certainly didn’t care if he stared. Yawning, she realized just how tired she was, so she propped her bare feet up on her new bed and fell into a light sleep. 

BANG

Alayna was startled awake by the loud noise in the bathroom. Cursing under her breath she glared at the door. Craig probably knew that she would be asleep and thought he’d surprise her with a loud noise. “Not funny, Craig.” She said in a sarcastic voice and rolled her eyes. 

No answer. 

“Craig?” She asked with some concern.

Still no answer. 

Getting up she knocked lightly on the bathroom door. “Craaaaig?” Still nothing. She was beginning to become concerned, with her ear pressed up against the door all she heard was the sound of the shower water hitting the walls,  and…was that a small groan? “I’m coming in, Craig.” She said and placed her hand on the doorknob. If this was some sly move to get her in the shower with him she was going to have a few choice words. On the other hand, she knew if something had happened Craig would probably be too stubborn to call for help, so she slowly cracked the door open and peeked in. 

There was nothing to see but the cream colored shower curtain closed up. The water was still running, but this time she heard a slight curse come out from behind the curtain. “Craig? Are you ok?” she asked concernedly.

"Yeah, Im having a bloody fantastic party...I fucking slipped..." He tried to at least sit up but it was like the side where his ribs hurted, most likely where he had bounce off the railing before Bubbles crashed through it, refused to be a part of it. It felt like someone was trying to stab him. He peeked through the curtain "I think...we have two choices here...either...you help me out...or you hand me a towel I can bite at while I try and get up on my own..." Craig couldnt help but grinning and giving her a wink. "I had planned to make you an offer of a shower...but not this soon...had planned on getting...a little more agile first..." The male jockey wasnt shy, not at all and especially not around women. Being naked was a natural thing. Just like he didnt mind woman looking at him with clothes he certainly didnt mind them looking when he was nude. Not even like this. Being a jockey he wasnt 'buffed' out but as much as his work permitted it he was still well muscled, in shape. It was just a different type of muscles that showed in a different way due to the lack of body fat. Now more clearly due to his naked state his bruises showed even more. The broken rail had left some wounds on his belly but he had been lucky not landing on it, now it had basicly just scraped him.

When it came to the legend...he was over average but he wasnt hung like a pornstar either. However most importantly, he knew how to use what he had so any woman he was with, even if she claimed she liked it huge, never seemed to complain.

A disgruntled face popped out from behind the bland curtain. 

"Ooohhh" Alayna said, fighting to hold back a laugh at his explanation. "I thought you were fool enough to offer me a shower right now." she said with an amused grin spreading across her full lips. "I was gonna slap you silly if you were that stupid, stallion. I might take up your proposition some other time, though," she said with a wink of a mint eye, "maybe you can reach that spot I can never seem to get." 

When Craig explained their options Alayna rolled her eyes. "Craig, you should know by now that I'm anything but modest, myself. Hold on and let me see if I can get you out of there." 

Stepping up to the curtain she reached her hand through the front and turned off the water, first. Then, walking back to the other side slowly rolled the curtain back, making sure none of it was trapped underneath his body. As she swept the curtain back it revealed the soaked and battered figure of a nude Craig Knight. She let her eyes wander with a smirk for a second, tracing over the subtle muscles of his torso, the lovely V on his hips that drove women crazy, down to the small treasure trail and finally to...

"Not bad, stallion, not bad at all." She said with a smirk and a wink. Deciding she'd left him laying in the bottom of the tub for long enough she stepped inside, positioning her feet gently next to his waist. She was sure he could look up clearly and see the black, lacey thong she was wearing underneath her shift. They were comfy, so sue her. 

Reaching down she hooked one freckled arm under his bad arm and with the other she grabbed his good hand. She was small, but very strong, being a jockey she worked out at least once a day, usually twice and sometimes even three. This was going to be a very delicate proceedure, and she was hoping she wouldn't hurt him worse than he already was.

Even if she tried to do it gentle it stil hurt and he did his best not to let the grip he took on her be to strong. He bit down some of the pain and forced himself to get to his feet. Part of him wanted just to scream outloud for her to let him go but he knew deep down that it was better to do it in one clean sweep. It wouldnt hurt less doing it little by little. Not when every tug and stop was felt. Somehow they got out of the tub. Craig wasnt sure if he should sit down or not, what if he did...would he be able to get up again? Best option was to stagger to bed. He glanced at her, noting her night gown, and true to his nature he gave her a compliment that hinted heavily towards very naughty. This despite being totally nude, battered and being force to ask for help getting up like he had been a old man. He wasnt proud of it but he wasnt a stupid fuck either...he knew he wouldnt be able to get up on his own, it would have been so much harder.

He felt her arm around him again, with out him even asking, helping him back to bed. The day had past rather fast and a full moon let its rather cold light come through the window. Craig chuckled low, his voice slightly hoarse "Thanks for following me home, kitten...I know you wont follow me in...but...I can always...do this..." Without waiting for any real permission he pulled the woman closer to his naked, still wet warm body, the scent of his showergel fresh and almost intoxicating. Her night gown being so thin as it was she had to feel the warmth of him through the thin fabric. His arm on his weaker side pressed her closer still and his hand took a firm grip on her rump, pressing even that part of her closer at the same time he squeezed it lightly. There had been...something in the air between them...she seemed to be both pissed and intruiged by him...like she wanted the cake and at the same time not. His thumb on his other, slightly carousled hand stroked her softly on the cheek while he brought herface closer. So far no resistance as he felt. Her eyes seemed to be a mixture of shock, amusement, desire and...something else. He nibbled lightly at her lower lip and then let the tip of his tongue trace hers, like he asked her permission for entrance. All the while he let the hand on his good side travel down and joining his other hand as they stroked and caressed her body.

Alayna felt awful for the pain that she was causing Craig while she hoisted him up. Thank goodness he was a jockey as well and didn't weigh much, because just his dead weight was enough to cause her quite a struggle. He was a trooper, though, and didn't complain at all. Alayna would probably have been screaming if she were in his place. Once he was up she helped him step over the lip of the tub and safely onto the plush white floor mat. Once he got his bearings on the bathroom floor she stood behind him while he shuffled out of the doorway since they both couldn't fit side-by-side. After he was through she placed her arm around his waist again and helped support his weight as they moved towards his bed. 

Craig wriggled out of her grip and turned around to face her. He proceeded to comment naughtily and she was preparing to roll her eyes and turn towards her bed when he caught her in a firm grip and pulled her towards his unclothed body. She didn't have any time to react, besides acting shocked, and when he grabbed her bottom she let out a small gasp and her back arched instinctively, accidentally forcing her body closer to his. She could feel every inch of him now, including the ones down below, and that meant he could feel her just the same. When his thumb came up to stroke her cheek she leaned gently into it, feeling the rough skin, but still such a soft touch. He brought his face towards her, nipping her plush bottom lip and tracing his tongue across it. Her curiosity betrayed her and she opened her mouth, tasting his tongue against hers as she played with it. Giving and taking, beckoning and refusing. The kiss deepened as his hands roamed around her body, caressing their way against the curves and angles. Her breath was coming in shallow, quick intakes and before she knew it, she found her hands traveling his body as well. Every inch was firm from the lean muscle, but soft skin covered it. She touched gently as not to cause him any further pain and avoided his broken ribs altogether. 

Gently she pushed him backwards until the backs of his knees were touching the side of his bed. Breaking off the kiss and composing herself she pushed down on his shoulders, causing him to take a seat on the bed. 

"Sleep well, Mr.Knight." she said huskily, and proceeded to make her way to her own bed. Her heart was pounding in her ears, and once she turned off the small lamp in the room and climbed under her own covers she lay in bed with her eyes open. She wasn't going to get much sleep tonight.

"Good night, kitten..." Craig didnt bother to fiddle with underwear and just crept under the blanket. She hadnt protested...at all...she had respoded but then she had just nicely cut it off...perhaps just as good. She had tasted nice. Sweet. He couldnt sleep...as usual. The room reeked still of the scent of hospital. How he hated the smell. It was the one thing that scared him. What if he would end up here forever? He rather died on the track doing what he loved than in a hospital bed. Sighing deeply he tried to relax, stop thinking, closing his eyes.

---

He saw the back of a man, walking away. "Dad!! Daddy! Wait!!" Even if he called out repeatedly the man just kept on walking like he didnt hear him, the fog closing around him, making him vanish. Despite Craig running as fast as he could, he soon found himself alone, panting and gasping for breath. Behind him was only darkness, a pitchblack void, in front it was only the fog, the unknown. Suddenly naked men danced around him, rubbing themselves against him. He couldnt move. Suddenly Sven stood before him, proudly, his blue eyes looking at him as he spoke, his swedish accent was clearly noticable "You will get what you deserve, Craig...I thought you were my friend...I loved you...and you betrayed me!" The blonde man came closer while Craig tried to get away from his touch "No...no....dont touch me..."

---

He woke with a gasp and his heart racing, someone stood beside his bed, leaning over towards him. That made him flinch so much to the side he fell out of the bed, landing on the floor with a solid *thump*. The man couldnt help the wordless jowl of pain he let out. 

It took Alayna at least a few hours to fall asleep. Her lips still tingled from their kiss, but at least she had regained her breath. She lay still, reflecting. She didn't want to cut the kiss off, her curiosity had urged her to continue, but she knew that Craig was in no shape to do what he wanted, and if she didn't stop he most likely would have kept going. 

When she finally fell asleep it was a light and fitful one. Every now and then she would wake up with the remnants of a dream tugging at her mind, but she could never remember them. She knew they were unpleasant because she would wake up with a foreboding that she soon forgot. Opening her eyes a few times she glanced towards Craig's bed to find him tossing and turning in the moonlight, obviously sweating from the sheen the light cast on his body and every now and again saying the word "no". A few times she contemplated waking him up, but decided against it. 

She had finally managed to drift asleep again when she was wakened violently by a loud scream of pain in Craig's voice. Shooting upright with a start she saw the man laying on the floor. 

"Craig? Craig!" Tossing her covers off she ran towards him.

He lay on his side, jaws clenched as he fought the boltlike pain, his hand on the good pounding the floor not to whimper between his teeth anymore than he already did. Someone called his name but his mind was clouded with the pain. He had moved by reflex and he had landed partly on his hip. In a flash of clarity he had realize he had flinched for a shadow, he had spooked himself and that made him no better than the horse that in a way had caused his injuries in the first place. 

"Fuck! Bollocks! Fuck! Fuck! Ngggnngh!" It wasnt that nice words that escaped his lips and the words didnt make it any better. Finally it stopped hurting and ever so slowly he relaxed. Not until then he realized that someone had picked his head up, letting him rest somewhere soft and warm while a hand slowly stroked him over his hair. His mom had done that once, before his father left. Never after, she had never been there for him after his father left them. Perhaps her hate for him, a hate that she covered up with not being that interested in what he was doing, had started there and then. 

It felt nice. The man relaxed a little more and by itself his hand came up starting to just stroke the piece of exposed skin in front of him. Her lotion or whatever she had on tickled his nose - in a good way. 

Craig thrashed for a second before he lay completely still and grit his teeth. Quickly dropping to her knees beside him Alayna picked up his head and gently laid it in her lap. Trying to sooth the still frantic man she began to softly stroke his hair and his face with her hands, all the while cooing softly to him. 

"Shhhh. It's ok, Craig, you're ok." 

Her voice shook slightly, worried about what would make such a strong man so distraught. As the man began to calm down he lay silently with his head in her lap and brought his good hand up to stroke the outside of her leg. Finally deciding that he was calm enough to speak again she leaned her head over his and looked into his troubled eyes. 

"Craig, what's wrong? Grown men don't fling themselves out of their hospital beds for no reason...." She wasn't going to make him talk about it if he didn't want to, but she could tell he was troubled. His eyes held a sorrow in them, and they glanced around the room, looking at the shadows cast on the stark, white walls. 

"Are you alright? Should I go get the night nurse? That landing wasn't exactly soft..." She continued to gently cup his feathery hair in her hands as she waited for a responce. Looking out the window she noted that it was still dark outside, the full moon continued to hang in the sky. Glancing at the digital clock on the nightstand she saw that it was only 4:56 in the morning.

A shivering breath. "No, everything is peachy...bad dream and I just spooked myself as I woke up..mgnnh...its just peachykeen, kitten...dont...get Guido...he will get to not see my sorry ass on the floor..." He looked up at her, put up a forced smile as his (good side) arm went up and stroked her cheek. "Hey there kitten, look at you...going all Florence Nightingale on me...you know some wounded soilders fall for their nurses..." he winked at her "...although it might depend on the care they get..." The little bit of move he did made him wince a little but it didnt hurt as much. He shivered, it was rather cold on the floor. His hand continued to make a invisible patterns on her leg, slowly continuing up on her thigh, where he ended the pattern with a ever so soft and gentle kiss. "Guess....I need a little hand getting up again, love..."

Alayna continued to rhythmically run her slender fingers through Craig's hair as he talked. Stopping she stared down at him. 

"Craig...I can tell you're lying. You don't have to talk about it if you don't want, but if it makes you feel better I don't mind to listen..." 

She glanced down and watched as he traced patterns on her pale thigh, turning his head he gave it a small kiss where he left off and she had to close her eyes to keep her composure. God, but he was making this difficult. The tension he had created from day one was threatening to burst, either that or she would bite his head off soon from frustration. 

"Here, lets get you off this hard floor." She finally said. Assuming their position from earlier she hoisted the naked man up once again and sat him on the edge of his bed. During the panic of waking to find him in pain and on the floor Alayna had forgotten he was unclothed. It was blareingly obvious again as she helped him swing his legs over the edge of the bed to rest of the hard mattress.

He didnt look at her as she helped him up - again. It was frustrating not being able to manage such a easy feat as to get up from the floor on your own. Back in bed he leaned towards the pillow, he missed his own one, this was like sleeping against a sack of sawdust. He noticed her gaze had flickered and it made him grin, perhaps just out of spite he didnt cover himself up completely, and let the edge of the blanket lie just below his groin. If she wanted to tuck him in... "You dont dig up a dead dog just to tell it you miss it, kitten..." he then said softly, taking her hand in his, just holding it. "We all have shit in the past..." he closed his eyes, saw his father before him and what he turned into...Sven... He knew he couldnt have stopped his father...but Sven...he should have stood up for him despite of what he thought...instead he had turned his back on him, and then it had been to late. It seemed like Sven too had made it over the pond at some point and done very well for himself, doing many rides for quite a big place...all the while he took what he could get. Not always bad rides...perhaps not easy winnings, but he had often horses that werent exactly easy mounts either. The doctors had said it would take at least four more weeks before it would be considered 'healed' and then he would have to get back into shape. He had to stop being lazy with the wheelchair, then it would go quicker. Without realizing it the man had drifted off to sleep again, still holding her hand.

Of course he wouldn't cover himself up all the way...It's not that it was embarassing, it just didn't help matters any, either. When he began to talk she listened quietly, accepting his hand as he held hers in his. 

"I understand." was all she said, and all she felt that she needed to say. She knew exactly what he was talking about. There were plenty of skeletons in her closet that she never cared to talk about. Lots of sex, gambling and alcohol litered her past. The depression and then the loss of control after her parents died in the car crash. Luckily her life was slowly piecing itself back together after she was hired at Silver Stone Stables. Hathien and the staff there had been more than generous to her, offering a place to stay as she got back on her feet, providing her with a job and most importantly, friendship. She wasn't sure what she was doing fooling around with Craig. It was almost like she was going back to her old ways. There wasn't much she was afraid of, but she was afraid of that. She had always been a wild child, though, and finally decided that there wasn't much you could do with what you were born with. Besides a few rumors she doubted there was anything that could happen from hanging around him. 

Snapping out of her thoughts she realized that Craig was breathing deeply, and his hand twitched slightly over hers. Looking down she smiled and slipped her hand slowly out from under his. Creeping to the other side of the bed she took the edge of the blanket, pulled it gently over him and tucked it under the mattress. Then, walking sleepily back to her bed she laid down to attempt a few more hours of sleep. 

---

The next morning she awoke, still quite sleepy from the interrupted sleep that night. Glancing at Craig she saw that he was still asleep and took the oppourtunity to change into some clean yoga pants and a t-shirt. It was hard to do with her arm in a sling, so she took it off as well, grimacing against the pain of moving her arm freely. Now she stood in nothing but her panties and bra, hoping Craig would stay asleep for a bit longer while she attempted to wriggle into her clothes.

He had woken up as he had heard her move around but with his eyes open just a smidge it still looked like he was sleeping and he had to fight the smirk as she started to undress and change into some new clothing. There were some glances in his direction but she never seemed to see he was awake. Even if she wasnt as plump in the front as Jessica there were still enough for him. Besides, Jess had been a jockey once too, it was only afterwards when she was so to say allowed to eat, her womanly shapes blossomed. By the looks of it, and from what he remembered her rump was another matter. Even if he liked boobs the rump of a woman was also a section he liked. Perhaps it was the reminding shape that did it? He wasnt sure and what did it matter anyway?

She wiggled about, twisting and turning to get her pants on...not easy with one hand. At this point her pants were just about halfway over her thighs, most often the hardest part he had realized. She had yet to put the top on, giving him time to look at the bra. It had a pattern but he wasnt sure what. 

"If you come over here I can help you, kitten..." his voice was deep and slightly husky, almost like he would have spoken words that were a lot more naughty than the ones that came out. If she looked closer she wouldnt be able to miss the glints of passion and desire that glowed in his eyes. One woman had said it was like she had felt almost what a mouse must feel when being eye to eye to a snake, you were simply unable to look away even if you knew it could be dangerous. She also said that was like being mentally caressed and it had made her feel all tingly. Or said...she hadnt said it to him...a night when he was bored he had googled himself. He had a lot of hits actually. Most were of course related to racing one way or the other while others were of a more personal nature. 

Alayna cursed under her breath at the twisted yoga pants. How did they end up that way, anyways? Who knew, clothes were always capable of the impossible when you needed them to go on...or off... the smoothest. 

"If you come over here I can help you, kitten..." 

She turned around with a start, almost tripping on her way as the bottoms of the black pants were wrapped around her feet. Assessing the situation she weighed her options. She could say no to the help and struggle for who knew how long with her bum collarbone or she could say yes and hope that he really would help her out and not take advantage of her clothing catastrophe. Hah! Fat chance of that, she wasn't stupid. Still, she didn't mind a little two hand touch. She was going to be out of the hospital in another few days, so why not take the oppourtunity while she had it? She was sure she'd visit him in the hospital after she had been released...if the hospital would let her back in, that was. The least she could do was keep the poor man from going insane, and while she healed up she wouldn't be able to work at the farm, anyways, which meant free days to do whatever she pleased. 

So, decision made, she leveled Craig with a mint gaze just as seductive as his and pouted her bottom lip out. 

"You weren't sleeping, were you?" She asked with a raised eyebrow. Throwing her T-shirt on his chest she made her point clear that she wanted his help, and proceeded to make her way to his side of the room, as best as she could with the pants hanging off of her legs. "Maybe we can combine our two good arms and I can finally get dressed, hmm?"

He grinned at her and put her t-shirt on the side of him, as he ever so carefully let his legs slide over the edge of the bed. Strangely it didnt hurt more, despite his nightly tumble. He did have a tenderspot on his head but he was used to smaller bumps and bruises. "No...I wake easily...especially when Im at hospitals...think has something to do with either the atmosphere...or the scent..." Another saucy grin played on his lips as she shuffled closer. He eyed her for a moment and she looked right back at him with a similar gaze. Why he saw so much of himself in her eyes he wasnt sure...heck he wasnt even sure if that was what he saw, or if it was something he wanted to see. Even if it may seem like he had almost everything a healthy man wanted to have...there were still things he didnt have and he wasnt sure if he ever was going to get it.

When she was within reach he stretched out his arms and pulled her even closer to the bed. His thumbs stroked her sides and as much of her belly as they reached. Soft pale skin, like velvet. His own skin was never this soft. Another smirk. "I think its better if you just hold on to my sholders, kitten..." with that he leaned forward and let his hands almost painfully slow work their way down. As they reached her rounded backside he gave them a squeeze and pulled her closer. This move made his face make contact with her belly. Glancing up breifly his eyes sparkled with mischeif. There hadnt been any tension or something that made it feel like she didnt want him to touch her. She smelled sweet and ever so gently he nibbled her skin before giving it a kiss. His hands went lower, and as they went he alternating between caresses and just letting his fingers stroke her skin lightly. Too soon they reached the waistband of the pants. He gave her belly a few more of those nibbling kisses, as well as letting his slightly stubbled chin lightly rasp that soft skin of hers as he started to pull them up. Not to hard, just enough to tingle between that border of bliss and 'pain'. 

Focusing on her made it easier to forget about the little ache in his ribs. Slowly he turned her around as he brought the pants up. Once more he gave her a nibble and a kiss, this time at her arch of her back, just above her rump. She couldnt hold him now so instead his warm hands had resumed their hold around her waist, at least for the moment. He let his lips travel upwards and then following the edge of her bra. Taking hold of the strap with his teeth he then let it go. With one hand he stretched for the t-shirt, and as he found it he brought it closer. Slowly and carefully he pulled it over her head and let his hands trace over her upper body as he smoothed the shirt out. Scootching a little closer, almost getting out of the bed completely he nibbled at the side of her neck and nuzzled her slightly.

"There...all dressed, kitten..." he gave her rump a light slap and leaned back "...now you can go play..."

Just as she'd suspected, the second she got close enough he'd reach out and grabbed her, gently, but hungrily all the same. At the shoulder remark she rolled her eyes, but did as he said, if that was going to get her pants on any faster. As he squeezed her bottom, she answered with a squeeze of her hand on his bad shoulder, hoping that she'd caused him just a bit of pain. Not much, but enough to let him know that she was never going to go easily. 

As he looked up at her with his cheek against her stomach she gazed back down at him. Not dissaprovingly, probably a little more desire in her eyes than she wished him to see. She simply watched and savoured his teeth gently tugging at the skin of her torso, interspersed with soft butterfly kisses. Finally he reached the waistband, and turning her around he slowly pulled them up her thighs and over her bottom. 

She stiffled a gasp. She was hoping he wouldn't kiss her there. The arch of her back was a place that not enough men had kissed her during her 'bad years', but a place that she enjoyed much too thoroughly, and it betrayed her every time. Bringing her hands up, she placed them over his at her thin waist. She waited patiently as he trailed his lips along her spine and when he found her pink and baby blue floral printed bra strap he gave it a tug with his teeth and let it snap back onto her skin. 

"Craig..." It was supposed to be scolding, but instead it came out softer and more passionate than angry. 

Finally, he brought the T-shirt over her head and assisted gently as she maneuvered her bad arm through the sleeve. Honestly, he put the T-shirt on a lot sooner than she thought he would. He did savour her, but she had almost expected him to do the opposite and strip her down, instead. 

He still ran his fingers up and down her torso as he smoothed out her shirt, which really wasn't wrinkled at all. He ended with a delicate kiss on her neck as well as a nuzzle, and then a light slap on her bottom while telling her she was good to go and play now. She turned her head and glared at him for the comment while she made her way to the bathroom. 

Once inside she shut the door gently and looked in the mirror at herself. She saw a pretty face staring back at her, but looking deeper she could see the lines and creases from years of too much sadness and pain. She wondered why Craig Knight, famous for loving women and leaving, hadn't done the same to her, yet. He obviously couldn't leave the hospital, but the loving part at least...was she not good enough? Did even he have standards that he went by? Maybe it was because of her small chest, some men wouldn't even pay attention to a girl with a small chest. Or, maybe it was because of her hard-to-get, hot and hard headed nature. Although, at this point she wasn't really acting hard-to-get. 

Leaning wearily over the sink she sighed deeply and began to brush her fiery hair. She attempted to put it up in a pony tail, but her arm wouldn't cooperate, so she let go and it cascaded back down to her shoulders. Standing and staring at herself once more she had an epiphany. She was lonely. She had no one but the staff at Silver Stone. Her mother and father were gone, her grandparents were all dead and she was an only child. It was an odd sensation to realize you were the last of your family still living. Their lineage would probably die out with her, as she doubted she would ever have children. A small tear slipped out of the corner of her eye and she wiped it away angrily. Composing herself, she washed her face and walked back out of the bathroom door. She headed for her bed and sat down wearily, glancing over a Craig a few times as she fiddled with her bed sheets.

While the woman was in the bathroom the man struggled with getting his underwear on again. Touching her had sent tingles all over his body and he was thankful for the blanked. Not that he got a hardon every time he touched or kissed a lady but still. She thought of him as a bastard anyways...not that he cared on what people thought of him. He huffed. Alone is strong, yeah...right..perhaps on the outside. Inside most were a mess, him included. He had gone to a shrink once but somehow he felt more brainwashed...or perhaps his brain was more of a smoothie now...he wasnt sure...even if it had been just talking, and he hadnt even said anything special, the greyhaired man had still managed to make him feel even more weird. Mostly it had been talk about all his women. Like he was a fucking silverback or something. He let out another huff.

He brought his leg up as much as he could muster. There had been talk of some teraphy but he had been injured enough times to know you could start practicing before you were all healed...if you just took it slow. That helped prevending the muscles healing in a stiff posture, that only made it more painful later. When the woman came out from the bathroom he shook his head to lose the crows nest of thoughts. It was something with how she sat...or if it was the way she glanced at him. Once he caught her eyes more directly. What he saw made him a little worried. People saw him as a womanizer, he knew he was one, but he did care of the ones he was with. He never made any promises of any commitment or anything that would make the woman think she could expect anything more from him than what he gave. However, during the time he spent with every woman he made sure she felt like she was loved, that she was the one in his life. He made sure that he saw to her needs in the bedroom first, and that she desires were furfilled. Some might think or perhaps hoped for more, and it was most likely those that made a fickle of things. Most however seemed to remember him warmly, and some he even met again. Promises could always be broken, and he was scared of them. He didnt want to give any and didnt want to be dependant on one either. If it wasnt on paper it couldnt be trusted.

It took a lot of effort but he shuffled slowly to her bed, inside he was pretty pleased with himself, although it had taken a lot of him. He spoke softly, tenderly as he stroked her cheek, and then lifting it up so she faced him. Her eyes seemed more shiney than before. Had she been crying?

"Are you ok, kitten? ...if i did something wrong...Im sorry.."

Alayna looked up at him with misty eyes as he took her chin in his warm hand. Looking back down she felt ashamed. She didn't want him to see her this way. She prided herself on her tough exterior and didn't make it a habit of breaking down in front of others. But in the last few minutes she had felt her old depression leaking back slowly into her mind. Glancing out the window she tried to distract her thoughts with those of the people moving outside. She was usually too busy to have time to think to herself, and when she did have the time it was never good, which is why she made it a point to stay busy. Perhaps that's why she developed her perfectionist nature about horses. 

Shaking her head she grimaced. " No, Craig, you didn't do anything. It's just me...I..uh..just had a bit of an epiphany about myself..." 

Scooting over and patting the mattress next to her she offered him a seat so he didn't have to struggle to stand any longer. 

Sitting quietly for a minute she reflected. "Don't you ever get lonely, Craig? Sometimes it just feels like you're the only one in the world facing the problems that you have." Pausing, she shook her head. "I'm sorry, ignore me. I don't make a habit of complaining, so...just forget about it. I'm fine, just tired of the hospital. I'll be happy when I can ride again..." Looking up into his warm eyes she let a small, warm smile grace her lips.

He made just a little face as he sat down, perhaps closer to her than was polite. "We are jockeys, kitten, we are always lonely...on the horseback, in the sweatbox, at the gym or jogging around the track ourselves. We have moodswings due to the lack of food, we smell weird because of the fucked up food we can eat...all for a game where we sit like starved little monkeys ontop of halfcrazy horses. That the risk is so big we can die out there, pinned under half a tone of horseflesh isnt something the gamblers care about as long as they get their money, the owners get their prizemoney and the honor and glory. We are left with the scraps, kitten...but we just as greidly take what we can. But as the day ends...they go home to their families and we are all alone..."

Sighing he pulled a hand through his hair. "I just have my dog...as pathetic as it may sound...thats it...a stupid, fucked up dog named Barf...dumb as a barndoor but I still love him to bits...was just a tiny little pup when I found him in a cardboard box...tossed at the curb." He smiled at her, warmth glowing in his eyes and he took her hand, just holding it. "Im not much of a friend...but if you ever need a friend...with benefits...Im your bloke, kitten...no matter when you get the urge..."

As she listened to his take on the life of a jockey she realized just how right he was. She laughed sadly at some of the analogies, and leaned into him a bit as she listened in silence. It was true, she didn't have many friends on the track. You couldn't afford to be friends with other jockeys since you were constantly competing against them, and you never knew when one would sabatoge your friendship just to win a race. She'd learned that the hard way. Everything she did at the racetrack she was alone, and when she got home to her sad little apartment she was alone there as well. She didn't text or call friends on the phone, she didn't go watch a movie with someone. She just fixed her miniscule jockey's dinner and ate it in silence, then walked wearily to bed where she would collapse until morning, when she'd wake up and do it all over again. 

She laughed warmly when he described his dog. "Barf?" she asked and cocked an eyebrow at him. "It sounds like I need to invest in a dog," she said thoughtfully. She'd considered it, and it would be nice to have a wagging tail to come home to every day. 

Sighing, she squeezed his hand gently and rubbed her thumb over the top of it. "You're a great friend, Craig. Anyone who says otherwise doesn't deserve your friendship." Locking eyes with him she cupped his face in her hand, feeling the prickly scruff underneath her soft skin, and leaning closely she took his lips in hers and gave him a delicate kiss. "Thank you."

They were soft, her lips. Her touch gentle. He growled low as he let his hand wrap around her head, deepening the kiss. It hurt but he let his other arm wrap around her, pressing her closer, with her kiss she has woken the beast. His tongue traced her mouth, tickled it and he partly sucked on her lower lip. Another low growl escaped him. One of his hands had found her breast, felt the contour of her bra through the fabric of her t-shirt. He knew he shouldnt, she was injured just like him...and he wouldnt be able to give her the attention she deserved. It had to just this...even if it was to drive him mad. Nibbling and lightly nipping her neck he continued to touch all the parts he could reach without much difficulty.

He inhaled her scent, felt it egniting his desire even more. What was it with women and their scent. Like he was a bloody hound. He remembered names quite badly, looks a little better but scents...he knew scents. He whispered sweet nothings low in her ear, silly little things really, and he didnt know from where they came or why he said them.

After she kissed him Craig responded immediately, and with a passionate fervor. He reached for her and kissed her deeply enough to leave her gasping for breath. When she heard his growls of desire she completely lost it, deepening the kiss even more and running the fingers of her good had through his silky hair. Her bad arm traveled down his torso, gliding over the bumps of his muscles and down to his thighs. 

It briefly crossed her mind that she shouldn't do this. That they were both injured and in a hospital, but the thought was lost in the back of her mind, his touches had turned her brain to mush and now she moved by instinct. Breaking the kiss she glided her lips up his cheekbone to the lobe of his ear, and stopping, she gave it a few quick nibbles. Bringing her head back down she trailed kisses under his jaw, down his neck and to his collar bone where she once again gave a few playful nips.

Her touches, oh krikey... His hand moved on their own devices, rubbing, kneeding, caressing. The tought of that the door could open, that they could get busted...in a way that was a added exitement. However, that wasnt something he didnt really cared about. So what if they caught them like this? They were both grown people and could do what bloody hell they wanted. On his hands moved up her thigh, halting just before arriving to the thought goal. Skillful hands reached down, teased and tickled the inside of her thigh. All the while a bell chimed within him. Not now, not like this. His body seemed to ignore his mind for now and like she would be a table filled with heavenly food he procced with nibbling and tasting her. As long as they kept their clothes on...then... Her touches and kisses made the man growl with a low tone of voice, it was almost a feral sound. It was a little bit straining and despite that it hurt he finally pulled her over him as he leaned back. That also gave him access to that lovely behind of hers. Squeezing it he moved her around a little, trying to find a spot that didnt hurt as much. From her rump he moved one hand up her back while one remained on her rounded form, pressing her to his own groin and ignored the blistering flashes of pain that came. 

There was a slight pause and she looked down at him, hair tussled, cheeks slightly pinkish and her eyes...as well as what seemed to be the same feeling that filled him there also seemed to be a hidden insecurity and sadness, and a tear...not yet formed but..it was there. He had never been good with feelings, show your true feelings for someone, and letting them know how you felt always meant you exposed yourself for pain. Therefore he kept his hidden and there werent many that knew him, only the image of him. The look in her eyes however reminded him of his own feeling, the feeling of near desperation to belong and fit in, just so you belonged somewhere when you knew you didnt have anyone in the world. That look was the one that made him stop his advances and he just wrapped his arms around her, pulling her down to his chest. He kissed her forehead.

"Im sorry, kitten...I did it again...but...I cant help myself when you kiss me like that...you know you are a hot piece of a....you know you are a lovely woman...and...you woke the dragon..."

When he pulled her on top of him she strattled his body with hers. She was briefly aware that she might be causing him a lot of pain, until he pushed her down on him and the thought flittered away. However, when her own arm began to pound she was snapped back into reality. Her collar bone was throbbing, and pulling up, she glanced at the man below her. What was she doing? She knew they weren't in any shape to be doing what they were, she knew it from the start, so why did she even try? 

It all boiled down to the loneliness again. The depression crept back in as the thoughts returned and she glanced down at Craig, who gazed back up at her with what looked like sympathy, or understanding...or both, in his warm brown eyes. In a single swoop he pulled her body down onto his and kissed her forehead gently. Apologizing, he wrapped her in his arms. 

She couldn't hold the tears back any longer, and the emotions from the past few years flooded out of her. Wrapping her own arms around Craig she cried into the crook of his neck. It was embarassing, she never cried in front of others, but somehow, she felt that Craig would understand. She never cried, so when she did it came in a violent torrent of emotion and her body was wracked with sobs. Lost in her agony she squeezed Craig tighter, hands clenched behind his neck and her hot tears falling onto the comforter below.

Whoa. What happend next he hadnt really expected, yet he remained his hold around her, stroking her back as she sobbed. For whatever reason he hummed low, soon forming a song "What's new pussycat..." It wasnt perhaps the most fitting for the occation but like many other man crying women...what the heck did you do? You just wanted them to smile again...even if it meant you have to sing. Once, ages ago, at the time he still atteded church he was in the choir. This was something nobody knew...and noone would ever find out. He left church and the choir at the same time his father left. There was no time, not when he had to work to support both his mother and sister on top of his school work. The few friends that he had...there was no time for them either and he was soon forgotten.

He gave her forehead another soft kiss and sighed, rocking her carefully. It hurt him like the dickens, but... Her sobbing seemed to be less intense and he didnt feel any more tears. He chuckled low. "Oh, kitten...my sweet little kitten..." he cooed "...the world is a cruel place for the lonely...but know this...that even if Im not much...you got me...you are not alone..." He had of course no clue if it was that she had been thinking of. That was however one of his own reasons of doing what he did. For the timeframe he spent with a woman he could be like any other man, mean something even if it was just for...one thing....but then he could at least do that one thing right...

It took her a while, but she finally calmed down enough to stop crying. Lifting her head up she realized that she was literally crushing Craig and sat up quickly to get off his ribs. Then, she rolled to the side to sit next to him, wiping her eyes with the backs of her hands. 

"I'm really sorry, Craig, that was...kind of embarassing...Are you ok? Did I hurt your ribs?" Despite her embarassment at literally crying all over Craig's neck she felt like a weight had been lifted off of her shoulders, and she was considerably more happy than before. Her mother had always told her that crying was a way to clear your head, and you always felt better afterwards. She had to agree, even though she still despised crying in front of others. 

Taking a deep breath she smiled at Craig. "I'm fine now, just a little hiccup, there. Thanks for, uh...letting me pretty much slobber all over your shoulder. Not the most flattering thing for a man to see, I'm sure."

A week and a half had passed since she left. She had looked a little sad when she should be happy, she got to leave. He had this week left before he could go home...or home...he didnt have a home really... Barf was safe where he was, he had his doggy friends, food and a place to sleep. Craig knew he needed to find some cheap place to live at least til he was all healed. A loud snoring made him look across the room. Towering up from the bed, like a huge mountain of flubber, Martin N Martin lay on his back and snored, loudly. Craig was sure the entire bed was shaking and that it was just luck that it hadnt given in to the mans weight yet. Poor bloke...how can any parent in their right mind name their kid to the same as the last name. It was like asking to have the kid teased and bullied. Friendly chap though, very friendly. He would even go so far to say he was...charming. Of course he never said anything like that to his face, but acted his normal cold way. When Martin saw Craig leaving most of his meals and deserts he kindly 'helped' Craig finish them for him. He was apparently here to do some stomachsurgery, to make it smaller and then to do some fat removal as well. They just waited for some results. In his mind Craig wondered what use it would do if he continued to gulp down food like it was no tomorrow.

Martins snoring however was starting to drive him insane as well as the constant farting. They smelled like a two month old rotting carcass in the sun. The lack of sleep, perhaps in combination of snoring and the odor in the room, had created dark rings under his eyes. When Alayna shared this room with him he hadnt slept that well either...not due to her however...but then at least it had been some sleep... He didnt need the wheelchair anymore, it was just a cane he had for support. Once a day he had managed to nag himself permission to go on a walk in the same part he and his 'kitten' had been busted. It could be seen from the nurses station window. They had said a ok for him to be out for an hour that meant that he could be out for around forty minutes since it took him about twenty minutes to go back and forth to the ward. Something that normally would take...ten minutes tops. He was getting there however, slow and steady.

As he finally got out he looked up his favorite spot, it was partly hidden away, and the signs that not many had seen this patch was clear. Tall grass, a lot of weeds and other junk. He had found it the day she had left. Now it was starting to look alright, and all the moving about had really helped with getting some of his mobility back. You couldnt really guess it was so close to a building so well visited as a hospital.

Alayna was enjoying being out of the confining hospital, but that was all she was enjoying about it. There was nothing for her to do, only watch Hathien and the staff at Silver Stone ride horses all day while she sat in a foldable chair next to the arena. The doctors said she could ride in another two weeks, at least, but she planned to cut that down to a week and a half tops. Hathien had offered to let her sit at the office chair and answer phone calls that came in to give her something to do, but that was stopped short when Alayna laid into a rude customer and promptly proceeded to rip him a new one.

So, now she sat by the arena, watching Lillian lunge Rome, the same blasted beast that put her into this sling, although she knew it was completely her fault, and that just made her more angry. Sighing, she got up and told Lillian that she was going to visit Craig in the hospital, she needed something to do, so she decided a chat with him would help pass the day. Climbing into her black Dodge Charger she took her arm out of the sling. The doctors had cleared her to drive, just not over long distances or her arm would begin to ache. 

Driving to the hospital she waved hello to the nurses at the front desk (who kindly had let her return) and taken the elevator to Craig's room. Stepping inside the door she was greeted with a sickening odor and a very overweight man in the bed across from Craig's. Craig, however, wasn't there. 

The man looked at her and smiled a friendly grin. "Hello, m'lady! And who might you be? Ladies as pretty as you don't ever come visiting me, so I suspect you're looking for Craig. Oh, where are my manners? The name's Martin." Reaching out a pudgy hand with fingers like sausage links Alayna took it in her own delicate hand and gave him a warm smile and hand shake. 

"Hello, Martin, I'm Alayna." she said with a grin, looking into his warm hazel eyes. "You would be right, I'm looking for Craig, have you seen him?" 

"I have, in fact. I spotted him out the window about five minutes ago walking in the park." Pointing one of his sausage links out the window he gestured towards the park that they had ran off to. "The nurses have given him leave to go on hour walks down there, you see." He explained. 

"Ahh, I see. That's good, I'm glad they're letting him get some excersise. Thank you very much, Martin. Here." She handed him a slushie that she had picked up from Sonic on the way to the hospital. One was supposed to be for Craig, while the other was for her, but she wasn't that thirsty anyways. Not that the man looked like he needed it...but it might be a nice pick-me-up. She knew first hand that being in the hospital was no fun. "Have a nice day, Martin." She said with a smile and walked out of the room, Martin saying a giddy goodbye as she left. 

---

Back outside she walked down to the park. Smirking a bit thinking of the escapade that they had had down here a few weeks before. Finally entering the clearing she looked around, but there was no sign of Craig. "If he's ran away..." she muttered under her breath. Still no sign of Craig she resorted to calling his name, the slushie she bought for him was beginning to melt. "Craig? Craiiiig..."

He had fallen asleep, deadtired as he was, when suddenly a voice called for him. It sounded familiar...Ever so slowly he got to his feet, his injury had improved but he still moved rather stiffly. At least each move didnt hurt as much as it had done. If it was the nurse, whateverhername was, she was new he was not going to respond. They had said an hour and he be darn if he wouldnt drag it out as much as he could. He pulled one branch out of the way and saw non other than Alayna. A warm grin appeared on his lips. The visits had dried up in a natural way, not only because he had put a stop to it himself. The woman had her back towards him as he limped up to her. Perhaps it would have been wise to cough or something but he honestly though he had moved in such way she had heard him. He let his arm snake around her and proceeded to whisper a hoarse "hi baby" in her ear. Moments after, a flash of pain in his groin, magnifyed by his injury. His nards seemed to have taken the worst hit making his eyes tear up. Naturally he grasped his groin as he sunk to the ground, whimpering.

"...bloody hell, kitten...." he finally seemed to be able to gasp, still seeing black spots dancing before his eyes "...bloody, fucking hell...that...mmmmfffh..." He breathed through his teeth, eyes closed, trying to channel the pain elsewhere. The flair of desire he had felt when he saw it was her was gone, spooked like a starling. He had to lie down, the area where she had kicked him felt it was going to fall off or something, it was throbbing and burned like fire. It had to be like a full 10 point kick that had hit him just right. Krikey she had to be have been fast...was it her knee or foot...had to be the knee...

Suddenly an arm was around her torso, she had been the best in her self defense class in high school, and the training kicked in. Spinning in a flash she lashed her knee out, aiming for the man's groin, she knew it was a man from the husky voice that whispered in her ear just a moment ago. A muffled cry from the man and she stepped back, only to see that she had just kneed Craig Knight in the crotch. Hard. 

The man was now laying on the grass, writhing in pain and muttering curses under his breath. Alayna took a step towards him and covered her mouth, hiding a laugh behind her hands. "Oh, Craig, you should know better than to sneak up on me like that! I'm so sorry, are your, uh...family jewels still intact?" This time she did laugh. Don't take it wrong, she felt terrible about kneeing a man in the groin who was already injured in the groin, but it was just too funny of a situation not to giggle. 

Somehow she had held on to the melting slushy in her hands and she stood over him, offering it to him. "I brought you a slushy...maybe that'll make it better? Or...I could kiss where it hurts." She said with a wink. Kneeling next to his head she sat and waited for his pain to subside. The poor man was never going to have children after this. Not that he probably ever wanted any, anyways.

The man rolled over on his back and opened one eye just a smidge. Did she laugh at him? His hold about his most sensitive, and now very tender part, of his anatomy remained. "I did not sneak, kitten...I walked...and I was going for cute..." he glanced down, lifting one hand "...have no fucking idea if they survived..." A weak smile and a naughty smile suddenly showed on his face. "A kiss? On the jewels? My, o my, kitten... Want another peek?" he winked at her "...Im sure a kiss would make it all better".

It still felt pretty tender but sometimes it was better to walk it off, besides he had to feel if they were still attached. The kick had not helped his injury. Not that it had gotten worse, it was more like getting a slap on where you had a sunburn. He made a face as he had to heave himself up, but he was thankful for his cane. His head spun a little as he got to his feet. He glanced at her, halting himself just a little. "Its very nice to see you kitten, but I dont know if I dare to hug you...."

"Don't flatter yourself, Stallion, it was just an expression." She said with a wry smile. "Nice pimp cane, by the way." She giggled as he hefted himself off the grass. With his hug comment she chuckled loudly, "I didn't scare you away, did I, stallion? If a horse bucks you off, you still get on and try again." With that she saucily patted him on the cheek and handed him his coconut flavored slushy. 

Stepping back she looked him over. Besides his most recent injury he seemed to be doing a lot better, the bruises and scrapes on his face and arms were almost gone, and he walked more freely than before. It was good to see that he was moving about, too, although she never expected him to sit still for long. As they walked over to a bench in his secluded spot of the park she chatted idly. "I see you have a new roommate....seems like a nice man, even though it does pretty much reek in your room now." She said with a laugh. "When are they going to let you out? It's not much better than the hospital though, let me tell you. I haven't been able to do anything at the farm but sit and watch my horses get ridden by others." Alayna said grimacing. It was frustrating not being able to go to the local racetrack and breeze Alqualonde and Maethor down the stretch. They were coming along nicely, but they still needed a lot of work. Maethor liked to bump into the gate on his way out, and Alqua would get distracted by any small bug flying across the track. 

Grabbing the cold drink from his hand she helped herself to a sip, she did buy it, after all. It really was a lovely part of the park. One unnoticed by most passers-by, but blooming with some small wild flowers and every now and again a bee would buzz past, working quickly and efficiently on each flower. There was a nice breeze out and the birds were singing happily. She loved being out in nature. She enjoyed the night life of big cities, but it never quite compared to the tranquility of sitting outside with the sun on your shoulders.

Craig just grinned as he looked down at the cane. It was actually decorated with stickers, superhero stickers. Once again done by a child. He had walked down the cafeteria. For some reason the little boy was upset. The screaming was starting to give him a headache and he saw some stickers for sale in the cafeteria. After buying some he had gone up to the child if he could make him a favor with his cane since it always got lost. The mom was young and had blushed. While the kid had been busy (and thankfully quiet) they had taken a cup of coffee together. She was married, so his interest had faded fairly quick. Girls having boyfriends was one thing but he never crossed the line of the golden band. Partly because he didnt want to get the women any ideas that he was some sort of replacement husband, and partly because he didnt want to be the cause of splitting up a family. Some men did it a good job at it on their own.

"Yeah...Martin...poor bloke...I thought he stuttered at first but his name is Martin Martin...I dont know what the hell he does but he stink...and I havent slept any good since you left. They were quick with putting someone in there..." The slushie was nice and he hadnt realized how thirsty he was.

"You are just jealous of my Avenger cane, kitten...admit it..." His thumb stroked 'Black Widow' over her boobs, with a circular motion, knowing well she was looking. He wasnt stupid, he had only bought the 'heroine' pack... He yawned. "Oh, they are realeasing me friday...finally..trying to show them what a good boy I am, walking almost flawlessly...I still have to be somewhat still for another month, tho...Im sure it will kill me.."

He glanced at her and nodded. There was a difference between them. He didnt have one boss, he had several. It all depended on who hired him. Being out of commision like this was a bad thing for someone like him. Hopefully Jess brother would have some use for him. Although not like this. He frowned slightly. He watched her take a sip of the slushie. Somehow some of the content came on her upperlip and she didnt notice. Craig smiled and leaned in closer. He met her eyes, a little bit surprised, but that surprise only lasted for a breath or two. His hand stroked her cheek, his thumb stroked her lips so the little slushie spill wet them. Next he leaned in even closer and feathery light kissed her on the mouth. With the same lightness he procceded with kisses down towards her collarbone, alternating them with nibbles. It was still a little trial and error. Clothes always made it harder. His hand hand skillfully moved upwards and had stroked her over a soft hill. He breifly stopped and glanced down, he had felt the clear difference under his hand.

"Are they free range today kitten?"

She rolled her eyes dramatically as he stroked the sticker on his cane. Giving him a look she cocked one eyebrow up. "Really?" 

When he told her he would be out of the hospital on Friday she nodded her head in satisfaction. "Where are you going to go then? Wherever the wind takes you? If you need a place to stay you can always crash at my place. I have a pretty comfy couch." She winked at him, she knew full and well that if he was going to stay at her house for a bit he would be sleeping in her bed with her....and she doubted they would do much sleeping if he had anything to say about it. Her apartment was a cozy place, decorated modernly with lots of black, whites and  yellows. She enjoyed interior designing, and although her furniture and decorations weren't the most expensive, they had a classy look to them that hinted towards being so. 

After taking another sip of the slushie Craig leaned in to gently wipe at her upper lip with his thumb. Surprised, she realized she must have had some of the cold liquid on her lip. Leaning in further he kissed her lips, and then proceeded to trail kisses and nips down to her collar bone. Small sensations of pain shot from her wounded collar bone as he nibbled on them, but it was just enough to border the line between pleasure and pain, and a tingling sensation was starting to grow in her stomach and move south. A tiny gasp escaped her full lips as his hand brushed against her breast. Stopping, he looked down at her chest. 

"Are they free range today, kitten?" He asked in a husky voice. 

"The slushie wasn't your only present, stallion..." She leaned in and whispered into his ear in a low tone. Moving closer, her teeth clamped lightly down on his ear in a playful nip. Her hands wound their way under his shirt and rubbed slowly up his chest, stroking and tempting him as they went. Her lips found his mouth again and she kissed the corner of it, then they moved to his bottom lip, her tongue tracing the plump curve on the bottom of it. Pushing with her tongue she demanded entrance into his mouth, it was sweet and tasted of coconut from the slushie they had both been drinking. Her hands were traveling slowly back down his chest without thinking, and when she gained consciousness of them again they were sliding inside the waist band of his pants.

Now it was actually his time to be surprised and as she advanced on him he couldnt help the mixed grunt and growl noise he made. It made much of any rational thought he had at the moment fade to nothing and what she had said before just vanished in all the other daily sounds you never really reflected on. After the forced on absence it was clear that it didnt really take much to arouse him, besides what man wouldnt react if a woman kissed and touched him the way Alayna did. Hiding his reaction wasnt really his thing, it was a natural thing and she seemed to been with men to know what could happend. Not that it was a secret. His own hands hadnt been still either, they had roamed her body, alternating between stroking her back, down towards her rump and giving it squeezes to caressing her boobs, letting experienced hands and fingers tease her nipples through the fabric. As the moment allowed him, he kissed her back. At her first kiss, when her tongue had not asked but demanded access, she had been given it right away. The built up desire he had gathered for weeks was pressing on. Who was he to deny her?

He couldnt help his light gasp as she stroked his chest and then went downwards, tugging at the waistband of his pants. Carefully, for both their healing injuries, he pulled her into his lap. The slushie had been dropped and forgotten. He leaned down, nibbled and teased at a erect nipple with his mouth while his fingers teased the others, still trough her shirt. He wasnt sure how brave she was, the location wasnt perhaps one he prefered even if it could bring some sort of tingle to the table. It was just a matter if you had the guts to accept the bet.

Craig responded as she thought he would. Hungrily. The tension was so thick from the past few weeks you could cut it with a knife. She helped in the transition as he pulled her into his lap and she continued kissing and touching once they were settled. When he burried his face into her chest and teased a nipple she let out a loud moan, arching her back her stomach pressed into him. Her breaths were shallow and fast as he continued. Every now and again at very pleasurable spots, her fingernails would dig into his muscled back. 

Her mind was in a fog, but she briefly remembered their injuries. There was no way Craig could perform how he was right now, and if she got him too excited...well, that might make his groin pull worse. Reluctantly, and slowly she stopped the kisses and the touching. Cupping his face in her hand and resting her forehead on his they caught their breath for a moment. 

"Well, Stallion, that wasn't supposed to happen..." She said finally, smiling. "Although if it's just a taste of what you can do then I believe the rumors." Looking down she gestured. "You might want to tell 'the legend' that he's not getting any today, and if he's not a good boy he's going to get hurt again." 

With that she stepped back and off of Craig's lap and took a seat next to him again, attempting to straighten her hair and clothes and get certain members of her body to behave. "How about the offer, Craig? Fancy a stay at my apartment once you get out of here? It's not much, but it's free board and meals...and I can take you out to see our Thoroughbreds. Both of them are out of Thalion. Whadya say? She gave him a smile.

She suddenly stopped and then moved away. He couldnt help the few moments when he had the look of a small boy that had got his favorite toy taken away because he had behaved naughty. The bulge that showed clearly if you looked at his pants was a indicator of how she had aroused him. Was she a tease? He felt it strain against his underwear, throbbing. It made it a little hard to concentrate, to hear what she was saying. As he watched her with a sideglance, while trying to think of that old lunchlady with the yellow buckteeth, who always spit when she talked (most often into the foodtrays), big nose and a lot of nosehair sticking out and was overall yucky. He was trying to picture her in underwear just to make his hard on go away. He grimased slightly. The mental image didnt really work. His head just got filled with other women with Alayna on the centerstage, rubbing her tushy against a pole, up and down, up and...

"Uh, what?" He had heard she had asked something. His mind had a hard time letting go of the image. The man leaned forward, exhaling deeply. He had heard offer, stay, meal, thoroughbreds and Thalion. He had heard of that stallion, founder of many good racehorses. Pretty fertile up in high age. Lucky bastard, Craig couldnt help but think, the mares probably never teased him. Mares was easy, either yes or get the fuck away from my tail or I kick your bloody head off.

"...that would..mm...be very kind of you kitten...mm..thank you..." He rocked a little back and forth, trying to get the image back of the lunchlady. There was no way he would walk back having this problem. People would think he was some dirty pevert in the park.

Alayna noticed how uncomfortable poor Craig looked as he sat, rocking slightly on the bench next to her. He hadn't even heard what she said, and she slowly repeated it again. She felt awful, she wanted it as much as he did, and she certainly didn't want to react like she did when he had kissed her, but things happened so quickly it was now a blur in her mind. She was known for being a slight tease, though. Never enough to make a man angry, just enough to make them really want it. It was always much better that way. 

Glancing down towards the zipper of his pants there was a noticable bulg, she was sure that he was having a hard time not just attacking her right then and there and having his way with her, if only to get his manhood to sit back down and behave. She glanced at him with a look that said "Whoops....sorry".

"That sounds great, then. I'll get the apartment ready for your arrival. Just call me when they let you out. I'll...umm...let you take care of that if you want." She said apologetically while standing up. "It's been fun, Stallion, see you around." With that she walked up the hill and left him to his business. Luckily the smoothie cup she brought had a napkin wrapped around it. 

------------------------(It's Friday, time for Craig to leave the hospital)

Alayna had gotten the call a bit after lunch time and now she hopped into her car and drove to the hospital to pick up Craig. Her arm was out of its sling, now, and didn't hurt much at all, only when something pulled on it or direct pressure was added. At the last doctor checkup he told her that she could ride again in a week, but she had ignored his orders and rode some today. All she did was warm up Gun, who walked placidly around the arena, but it felt great to be back on a horse again. The gentle, rhythmic motion of the reiner walking underneath her wasn't what she was used to, but it was a start, at least. 

Parking in front of the entrance Craig was already waiting for her under the underpass of the main building. Reaching over and opening the door she smiled at him. "Get in, Stallion." She said, and popped the trunk so he could put his belongings in the back. 

Once they pulled up to the apartment she put the car in park and helped him carry his luggage up the stairs. She lived on the second story, so he didn't have to struggle with too many flights. Sticking the key into the lock she turned it and opened the door that read 2B. Flipping the light switches on they illuminated a tidy, modernly decorated apartment with a large corner couch, a small kitchen and a decent sized tv. "Welcome to my abode." She said with a smile. "It's not much, but it does the job well enough." 

Giving him a small tour she pointed out a few things. "There's the fridge and pantry, feel free to raid them. I think there's some Grey Goose in the freezer if you want a drink, and I've got some whiskey on top of the cabinet, there." She pointed. Attached to the kitchen was the living room that they walked into before. "I put a pillow and blanket on the couch for you. It's pretty plush, so it shouldn't be too uncomfy." Opening a door she gestured. "Here's my room, and the bathroom is attached to it." Leading him through her room, decorated with purple and grey she flipped the light switch to the bathroom. There was a single sink, a toilet and a shower/bathtub combo, all decorated with black and white. 

Turning around she addressed him. "That's about it. If you want anything specific to eat just tell me and I can swing by the grocery store in a day or two. You want a drink?" She asked with a grin.

He had walked close to her and as she turned around he covered her mouth with his own, and pressed her backwards, pinning her against the wall, while he was deepening the kiss. His hands went on a 'walk-a-about' over her body, stroking, caressing, teasing her. When she had left him in the park he hadnt, as she had said over her shoulder, 'taken care of things'. Even if it took awhile and he got scolded for being late he had waited until his...symptom...had past and he could walk without looking like he was out camping. He had dropped his tattered bag by the door. It was well used and held basicly most of what he had when it came to belongings. He had one storage where some of the larger things of his were, it was cheaper to have them there than an appartment he would rarely be in. Maybe some day in the future, if he made enough money he could get his own place.

Inhaling her intoxicating scent, letting it fill his nose, feeling the mixture of her own sweet smell together with the scent of horses, leather and dung, oh, there were no sweeter scent. He nuzzled his nose closer to her soft neck like he wanted to feel more of it, while covering her neck and throat with gentle kisses, while rubbing and grinding his groin against her slightly. His hands found their way under her shirt, tenderly stroked a flat belly, before traveling to her lower back and even further down to her rump. He grabbed the firm plumpness and caressed it. Somehow just standing there, holding her and feeling her warmth was enough, for now. He had missed the embrace of a woman, feeling the warmth of another. He stood like that, still, for a few moments longer before stepping back. Her hair looked tussled, his did too, he guessed since he had felt her hands going up, now they rested around his waist. Her cheeks was a little flustered and her eyes seemed to be dark, filled with awoken passion, again probably similar to his. It took some strenght of will to step back. 

His voice was husky and low as he spoke "I would love a glass of scotch if you have it...but I would love to take a shower first...I reek of hospital..." With that he slowly removed, with his good arm, his t-shirt. Craig wasnt that 'buff' or big going by normal terms, but in jockey terms and to his size and build he was. It was clear that the man was well trained and since there werent much bodyfat on him you could clearly see the muscles play and flex under a mediumtanned skin. There werent much hair on his chest but just under his bellybutton the beginings of a 'happy trail' was seen in just a couple of shades darker than his haircolor.

As she turned around Craig covered her with himself and pushed her back against the wall. She expected that something similar would happen, but not so soon. She was grateful for it though, and kissed him deeply back. One long leg rose it's way slowly up the back of one of his. Despite her short stature her legs were quite long, and they led into rounded hips. She twined her fingers through his hair as he carressed her, reveling in the feel of his warm body pressed against hers. His hands wandered all over her body, and she pressed into them slighty to coax him on. It was more tender than the times before, not quite as frantic, slower and sweeter. When his hands found her ample bottom they stopped and he broke off the kiss, just holding her there. What was he doing? Patiently she waited, and after a few moments he stepped back and away from her. So, this wasn't it, then. She supposed he was waiting until later. "Looks like you got me back for the other day, Stallion." She said breathlessly, cheeks flushed a soft pink and lips swollen from the kissing. 

"I think I can dig up a glass of scotch." She smiled as he asked. As he took off his shirt she watched for a moment, soaking up the sight of his bare chest before she turned for the kitchen. He was going to take a shower, she couldn't blame him, she had felt gross after leaving the hospital, as well. Pouring him a glass of scotch on the rocks she poured herself a shot of vodka. It had always been one of her favorites.

 Leaving them on the counter for when he got out of the shower she entered into her room again. It was darkly colored, plum bedsheets and pillows were covered with a grey and plum comforter. The stands by her bed were black painted wood and the lamps that sat atop them donned deep purple shades as well. The walls were a dark grey as well as the carpet, and a black dresser and bookshelf lined the walls. Books filled with racing history, famous thoroughbreds and family photo albums filled the shelves. Although she never touched the photo albums and they had accumulated a small layer of dust. A stereo sat inside of the book shelf, and she took the remote and turned it on, slower, wordless music poured out of it from what she was listening to earler, and she decided to stick with it. There weren't any pictures in her bedroom that featured family or friends, only a few artistic ones and a large black and white photograph of a city skyline at night. Instead of pictures on the many shelves and stands in her room candles sat, some white, some purple, but all scented florally. Flowers held her favorite smells, some delicate, some pungent, others you barely knew were there until you took a deep breath. The scent flooded her apartment, and she was sure Craig had smelled it when he walked in. It was always interesting to walk into a new house and see what it smelled like, it told a lot about whoever lived there, giving you a brief glimpse into their life. 

Hearing that the shower was still running she decided to take the time to change into something more comfortable, which consisted of a deep green tank top and a pair of black shorts with a black, lacey bra and panies underneath. It always felt nice to come home and change into something more comfortable, especially after working with horses. The dirt and grime from the day of working was peeled off and a feeling of cleanliness washed over you. Hearing the shower squeak off she figured Craig was almost ready to come out. So, going back into the kitchen she grabbed the drinks and brought them over to the couch, sitting down she waited for Craig.

He stroked himself over a newly shaved chin. Usually he let it be for a few days, there wasnt really a need for him to shave every day, one of the upsides with not having a 9-5 deskjob. Not that he would be able to cope with that, at least he didnt think he would. Even without such a small detail as his stubble, he looked a few years younger, not that he was old in the first place. Stepping out he cleaned up worst of the water that had dripped on the outside, women were sometimes fussy about how things looked and he had learned fairly well to drop the toiletlid down after he had taken a leak, and removing stubble etc from the sink. He knew the small but easy tricks on how to stay on the good side of women. Some men just didnt think in that extra step. There was a fairly large mirror in the bathroom, not huge but still a tad bigger than the one he had in his latest hotelroom. He flexed his biceps a little before wrapping a towel around his hips.

Craig glanced around her bedroom before he continued. Normally girls had photos in their bedroom, of friends, familys...pets. He had two photos in his wallet, one was of him and Barf at some dog park and the other was with his family even if he had poked the face of his father out. Why he still had it there, he wasnt sure. He should toss it, he didnt have a family anymore so why keep a photo of something that didnt exist? The man leaned against the doorframe looking at the woman in the couch, he didnt hide that he looked at her.

"Hey there pussycat..."

He came out of the bedroom doorway wrapped in one of her towels from the waist down, of course. At his greeting she smirked and patted the plush couch next to her, signaling him to come sit down. When he came over she handed off the glass of scotch to him and held her own shot glass in the air. "To being out of the hospital." She laughed, raised her glass a little higher and then brought it swiftly to her lips to toss it back. The clear liquid burned familiarly as it hit her tongue and rolled down her throat. Grabbing the bottle of Grey Goose off the coffee table she poured herself another shot and downed it quickly, too. She was pretty good at holding her liquor, not considered a tank, but still she could hold her own with the boys. It took about four or five shots to get her feeling good and that's usually as far as she took it nowadays. During her wild years she'd get drunk off her rounded backside and wake up who knew where the next morning. It wasn't a good feeling unless you were hellbent on forgetting something, so she stopped it once she'd come to terms with her parent's deaths. 

Now turning to Craig she saw that he had almost downed his glass of scotch, and she offered him some more. When he accepted she cupped her hand around his that was holding the glass and poured slowly. Looking into his eyes she saw a hunger that she was sure reflected in her own, as well. 

Teasingly she asked, "How's your scotch? Can I have a taste?" Without waiting for permission she climbed over to strattle his lap and sitting up straight looked down at him, her hair tossed about slightly. Bringing her face in achingly slow she tilted it and brought her mouth down to brush his bottom lip. As her tongue drug across it it burned slightly from the alcohol, a lovely sensation that sent a shiver up her spine.

The woman had made moves he could have done. She had swept two shots before he had finished his first. Was she nervous? Scared? He had obeyed her wish and he had sat down beside her. After that second shot of hers and just about when he finished his first one she suddenly was in his lap, straddling him, giving his bottom lip a lick. That sent like a electric shock through him. His hands quickly disposed of the shotglass and soon found their position around her waist and back. One rather quickly ventured in under her top and skilled fingers soon located the clasp of her bra and unhooked it. It was such a useless piece of clothing, for him at least. Quirking one eyebrow he looked at her.

"Its not fair for me sitting here all barechested while you sit there all dressed...isnt kitten?"

Pulling the small table closer he put up his feet so the woman could rest her back against his thighs as well as he getting a closer access to her breasts. He still hadnt removed her top. Nuzzling her neck, doting in with small, tender kisses, teasingly, nibbling, each of the locations he knew most women liked. It was like a game of battleship, to find the right spots, where to strike. As he did this his hands had now moved towards her front, soon finding those sensitive knobs. He rubbed them, stroking til they became harder, then he leaned forward, teasing them through the fabric with his tongue. He glanced up at her with a slight grin.

"...do you like it, kitten?"

He certainly didn't move slowly, before she knew it he had taken her black bra off and thrown it over the arm of the couch. As he nuzzled her neck she stretched it up, tilting her head back and exposing more tender areas for his mouth to explore. She made a small noise in her throat as his lips found a sweet spot just below her ear. His hot breath felt good against her chilled skin, the air conditioning was turned a little too low, but this was a good way to warm up. 

Her hands played against his bare chest, rubbing his nipples with her palms and sliding down to his waist only to come back up again. Taking her neck away from his face she returned the curtosy by running her lips up and down the tendon of his neck, every now and again clamping her teeth lightly over it. She let her breath come out hot over his skin, deliberately breathing deeper. She arched her back and rubbed her groin closer to his as he teased her nipples, who were now standing up to say hello, eager for Craig to carress them more. 

With a slight hitch in her voice she leaned her mouth to Craig's ear. "Ravage me...Mr.Knight." Afterwards she brought her mouth to his, giving him a long, passionate kiss.

With her mouth covering hers, her tongue playing with his, he let out a deepthroated growl. Her hands, slender and nimble, sent shivers through his body. He took her hold of her wrists, not hard but enough to lock them together. Normally he would have put them above her head but he actually remembered, even now as his mind slowly got clouded by passion and desire, that both of them had been injured. Her with her collarbone and himsef with the shoulder. It was with his injured side he held her so instead of bringing it up he held them so it was like she had her hands folded in her lap. He still kept his hand ontop of hers as to mark he didnt want to get interupted. Previous to the passionate kiss she had given him she had mimiced his moved sending waves of excitement that had rushed through him. He had pressed her back, so she rested on his knees. His eyes went to his shotglass, it was still halffull. He stretched for it and then let a few drops land on her chest. Very thoroughly he licked them up. The mixture of her and the whiskey made him growl again. Why he growled when something excited him he didnt know, and that didnt matter either. 

Craig took one of her erect nipples in his mouth and sucked at it, before releasing it only to drop some more of the golden drops on her chest. He licked them up with a warm tongue. He enjoyed her sounds, reacted on them. It was just a little fabric that separated their 'puzzlepieces' and he hated himself not to have checked if he had any protection with him. There was none left in his bag. It didnt leave him that many options, and it wasnt really any that he liked above the other. Mentally he waved the thought away. He could focus on making it a good time for her, after all that was pleasure for him just as it was for her, even if it wasnt in the same way.

Her hands jerked a little like she wanted to move, but he held them firmly. There were no panic in her movements, just twitches. As his hand played and teased her nipple he leaned in and caught her with a kiss. Somehow they clicked and it was like each moved like the other had been a extension of themselves. He groaned low as she rubbed her pelvis against him, since as she moved rubbed against his now more than ever eager member. Again it was starting to become a little difficult, since tension and passion was building in his loins.There were flashes of a sort of prickly pain, but it didnt hurt like before, he wasnt going to let that be of much of a problem. Softly he bucked against her in reply, wishing he could just remove it and...

After letting go of her hands, he needed both of his for this, Craig pressed her boobs together so he could lick them both at the same time. The tip of his tongue tickled and flicked over the both of them and he was sure he heard her let out a soft moan.

His growls were maddening, and as he slowly and thoroughly licked the scotch off her chest her hands had clenched under his with pleasure. A small growl escaped her throat, as well, out of passion and frustration at not being able to touch him how she wished.  She wanted badly to move her hands, to free them to roam his lean body, but she stopped herself. She would get plenty of time for that later. Right now she enjoyed being treated like a goddess, oh, he knew how to treat a woman. 

She gasped as his hands and mouth teased her nipples, a tingling and throbbing sensation building in the pit of her stomach. She could feel her body reacting to him as he continued to please her, and a dampness was forming in her panties. She was very aware of the bulge sitting underneath her own groin, and since she couldn't use her hands at the moment, she stubbornly rotated her pelvis into his, coaxing him to let her go and do what she wished with her hands. 

She let out a low moan as he finally let go of her hands and proceeded to lavish her chest with kisses and flicks of his tongue. Leaning forward she wrapped her legs around his waist as good as she could while sitting on the couch and ran her fingers through his hair. She wanted to get off of this couch and onto the bed, there was only so much she could do sitting the way that she was, and it didn't attribute to as much pleasure on Craig's part as her's.

Her rotating moves, the sounds she let out, and of course the scent of her was a turn on and he felt his member throbbing, felt the need for something more and he made a thrusting move. The movement hurt a little but he didnt care. He leaned back as she leaned forward, stroking her back and then down over her rump lifting her upwards so the breast came in the same height as his mouth. He continued to alternate licking and gentle nibbles at the same time his hands started to fiddle with her pants but he had to give it up. With her legs wrapped around his waist it was a little tricky and she would need to straighten her legs out to remove them completely. Bowing his head he nuzzled one of her breasts with his nose, teased her, gave her promises of his tongue only to withhold it from her. Small sounds, mewinglike and her trying to making him touch her. He teased her a little more before he rewarded her and took it in his mouth. He sucked at it lightly while he let his tongue flick over it. His other hand mimiced his tongues movement on the other breast, stroking and lightly pinching it.

With his hand behind her neck he carefully flipped her down, so she lay on her back. He wouldnt be able to hide his desire even if he wanted to and the towel did a pretty bad job to begin with. The man leaned over her, supporting himself on the arm that hadnt been injured, while the arm on that side did another try on removing or at least get inside her pants. 

As he gave more attention to her chest she trailed her fingers down his back, so gently that it almost wasn't a touch at all, more of a sensation. She soon found herself on her back with a frustrated and aroused man fiddling with her pants with an injured arm. "Let me help you, Stallion." She said huskily, and slipped her fingers underneath the band. Pushing down she shimmied out of her shorts, when she raised her bottom to roll them down to her knees her stomach brushed up against Craig's now eager member. Using her legs she managed to get the shorts around her ankles and then kicked them off. Who knew where they'd landed. 

Once the shorts were taken care of she pulled Craig's face down on her's, nipping his bottom lip and gently pulling on it. Her hands trailed their way down his abdomen as she continued to kiss him, her delicate fingers stroked the small happy trail that led to the desired destination.

He inhaled deeply as she stroked him, it had been awhile since he had a woman and keeping the level of control was always harder then. When the pantsproblem taken cared of, as well as the short moment of collecting himself mentally he leaned down on her again. His hands caressed her body, went down over her belly and he let his mouth follow, trailing his hands path with light, feathery light kisses. At certain points he nibbled her skin. On other places he sucked her skin, not hard enough to leave a mark, but hard enough for her to feel it. Moving even further down, by her knees he kissed the soft skin on the inside of her leg. He felt a shudder that went through her and it made him grin. His kisses continued upwards but he stopped just before he would touch her. He turned his head, moving down again to her other knee and repeated himself, again stopping just before he would touch her center. Instead he just blew some air as to tease her, to almost torment her. Not that it was any easier for him, to see, scent and feel her reactions. He felt his member strain against the towel in a almost painful way. Moving to the point of her hip he kissed her there instead before he sat back and took her foot in his hands. 

With his thumb he pressed lightly at the arch of her foot, moving it in light circles. There were so many small things that you could do, not just humping a woman. It was perhaps girlish thoughts, but reading all those womanmagazines while on the loo as he had been with some, there were actually some good stuff in them. His unknown studies and his notion on how to used them on his own was part of his success among women. On one of the webpages he had found his name on, this woman had said he had magic hands. Craig knew that the praise was to be taken with a pinch of salt. He added a little more pressure, but not too much, on his massage, making sure to include all of her foot, from the pads to the heel.

Her hands gripped the corner of the couch as he worked kisses down her leg, her eyes closed as he reached her upper thigh and she shuddered. She expected him to keep going north, but when he started at the ankle of her other leg a small, almost desperate noise leaked out of her throat. She was never one to beg, she hated begging, but as craig teasingly blew air on her she came close to it. 

Openning her eyes she looked on in curiosity as he moved to her feet. Taking them in his hands he  proceeded to knead them, giving her a thorough foot rub. It both relaxed her and added to the tension. Making her wait like this was driving her crazy, but that was what she loved best about foreplay, it always paid off in the long run. Once he had thoroughly rubbed each foot, probably calloused from her riding boots, she sat up slowly and crawled over to face him. 

Gently she stroked the side of his face with a hand, her fingers running across the smooth, freshly shaved skin of his jaw. As she did so her other hand crept down to pull at the towel around his waist which came undone without a fuss. Pulling the folds back slowly she uncovered the legend, and reaching down she gently rubbed the very inside of his thigh on the sensitive skin where his leg and hip joined. She didn't go for the prize, though, teasing him just as much as he teased her earlier. Instead, she dipped her head down and littered his thighs with kisses, sometimes nipping or licking in between.

He unfolded his legs, stretching them out on either side of her to giving her more access, as he leaned back. Normally women didnt really was this active, not with him atleast. Closing his eyes and not quite able to hide his soft moan at her teasing touches. The demon was released from the towel and now stood rather proudly on its own. As she let her touches move on the inside of his thigh he bit his lower lip. She mimiced what he had done to her. He growled low, opening his eyes just a smidge.

"...are you trying to get even, kitten?"

With that he pulled her ontop of him, pressing his member up against her belly. Once more one hand travelled over her back, down towards her round plumpness. Now however he didnt stop there. With skilled fingers he teased her opening while covering her mouth in a hot, passionate kiss.

"...perhaps." Was her only answer, accompanied with a saucy smile. She was sure her cheeks were flushed, being a naturally light skinned woman the faintest blush always showed. And right now her cheeks were red hot. 

When he pulled her on top of him she gasped, feeling his hot manhood twitch slightly against her belly. Her hips gave a small buck in responce. As his hand reached the small of her back she exhaled deeply, she loved anything to be done there, even if only the slightest touch. 

Suddenly, running his hands down to her bottom he dipped lower, finally caressing the spot that now ached for him. At the same time he had covered her mouth in a passionate kiss and she groaned into his mouth, back arching as his fingers searched below. 

One of her hands snaked it's way between them and found his shaft. slowly, and softly she began moving her hand up and down it, sometimes stroking the tip or the base as she went. Delving even lower she moved her fingers just behind his testicles to gently stroke the soft skin there in alternating circular and figure eight motions. She was having a hard time concentrating on him, as he was doing such a fine job, and she moaned into his neck. 

Hating to ruin the mood, but deciding to be safe instead of sorry she managed to ask with some difficulty "Did you....ung...bring..protectio-aaahn.. with you? ....hnng...there's some...in the table beside my bed." By then she had completely given up on concentrating on what she was doing and clung to his neck, shivers of pleasure rolling up her spine.

If possible it throbbed even more, pulsating, and very eager now, in such way it was almost painful. He had moaned at her touch, her strokes. Perhaps was it only his own skil and experience that made him able to hold back, just for a little longer. As she touched the sack and the small patch of skin, adding a small pressure there, his grip around her rump harden and he couldnt help that he in response pressed her harder against him as he moved upwards slightly. His fingers resumed their task again, parting her petals, finding her warmth and felt his fingers getting moist. The angle made it a little hard, but he soon found the little nob at her front and he gently rubbed it in small circles, alternating between slow and faster, all depending on her reactions and sounds. His other hand went upwards and found a pert nipple. He pinched it just lightly, it was hardly hard enough to call it that, more of a firm hold between his fingers while he rubbed it.

There wasnt much of a reasonable thought in his head when she spoke again, almost dazed on the feelings and emotions his arousal and response to her gave him. "...mmhhnn...wh...what...oh..." He swallowed hard, blinking like he had been blinded by a sharp light. "Uh, wait...Im..I be right back..." he kissed her again as he got up.

Craig almost stumbled on the edge of the mat as he tried to hurry. The sidestep he had to do not to fall, sobered him up since a pang went up from his groin. Almost franticly he looked about in the bedroom... Table...where the fuck were the table!?! Beside the bed! To make things worse, the drawer fussed a little and that didnt help his sexual frustration. With a hard jerk he got it open and just grabbed what was inside.

Returning to the couch he found her waiting, eyes dark as she looked at him, flushed cheeks so clearly showing on her otherwise pale skin but not from her being embarrassed. Her skin had small freckles, and other small imperfections that together still created beauty. He never really cared about the topmodels that so often just were a image of a fucked up culture on what was considered beauty and not. Crawling up in the couch again, he stood on his knees as he pulled her up against her, embracing her as he pressed her up against him. One arm held her upperbody, his hand supporting the back of her neck, lightly nestling in his fingers in her firey hair. He kissed her neck just below her ear, nuzzled and sniffed it before going up towards her ear and nibbled that too. His other hand rested on her lower back were his fingers lightly scritched her skin. 

Her body was aching now, a warmth growing in the lower regions of her body. She bit her lip and clung to his neck harder, breathing in small pants against his neck. God, whatever he was doing down there felt great, she could feel a vein throbbing against his fingers as he stroked and circled. "Craig...." she moaned into his ear. She was almost over the edge, but reminded him of the protection before she climaxed. She didn't want to quite yet.

He scurried off after she told him about the condoms. She hated to make him get up and run to the bedroom, but she had always been one for safe sex. He almost tripped getting up from the couch, and she had to hold back a small laugh. Watching his tight butt dissapear behind the door she soon heard frantic noises coming from the table drawer. 

He returned promptly, holding her up and pulling her body closer to his, cradling her in his arms, and she sunk in without a fuss, finding an ear to nibble on. One of her hands ran down his arm, and finding his hand, opened it up to find the condom inside. Plucking it out of his hand she scooted back on the couch, and gently placed it over his tip. Once it was on there she smiled seductively at him as she bent over him and grabbing the edge of the condom in her teeth, pulled it over him entirely. On the way back up she grabbed the base of him with her hand and drug her tongue up the length of his shaft, lingering at the tip to give it a kiss. 

She worked her way back up his body in slow kisses and nibbles, pausing at his neck to drag the moist tip of her tongue over the skin there.

That thing...that little thing...blimey... He gritted his teeth and forced himself not to thrust even if that was what instinct told him to do. The warmth from her mouth, the feel of her tongue and hands that moved...her lips...soft kisses that moved upwards, over his chest, alternating nibbles and kisses. As her kissing reached his neck he had a hard time to remain still and let her do what she wanted. 

He let out a muffled groan as he pressed her against him again, resting his forehead against her shoulder, the side that hadnt been injured. There was a need to just...regroup slightly...His hands stoked the sides of her hips, going inwards to caress her ass. Her scent were so intoxicating, as it were now just that turned him on. Her bodys warmth pressed against his. He wasnt sure how long he would last if he didnt...

One of his hands went to her front, found the crownjewel again, rubbed it lightly before he let two fingers slide in. She felt ready, but he wanted to be sure and it was just way to find out. Bringing them in and slightly up, he then moved them slightly while his thumb continued to touch the nob. With his other hand he had taken a light hold of her head as he kissed her. Soon enough he got the proof he needed, it wasnt very obvious to the eye but he felt it. He sat down and pulled her over him so she straddled him similar to the way he had positioned her before. The next move was hers.

She bit her lip as two of his fingers entered her and she clamped and unclamped her muscles over his fingers as he rubbed her with his thumb. Promises of what she'd do to another part of his body. 

As he brought her up over him he had paused, letting her decide what to do next, she guessed. Well...she wasn't sure about him (actually she was), but she knew exactly what she wanted right now. Raising herself up she slid herself onto him entirely with one, quick movement. With her hands on his chest she began to slowly move up and down, clenching her muscles as she lowered, and releasing them as she went up, only to give another quick clinch at the tip. She did it repeatedly as she moved her hips in a circular motion. She was no spring chicken when it came to sex, she knew how to please just as well as how to recieve. 

She gave a soft moan as she came back up, getting dangerously close to the edge. Stopping so that she wouldn't set him off as well she brought her head back down to his while he was still inside her and gave him a thorough kiss. She had done too good of a job riding him, in between her legs tingled furiously with a hot sensation.

As she lowered herself on him he inhaled between his teeth, he leaned his head back, letting out a hoarse grutal groan. Gripping her hips with his hands he followed her moved, as she came down on him he used the hands on her hips to press his member even deeper within her. His loins felt like they were on fire, but it wasnt just his healing injury. The raw animalistic desire he had built up for a few weeks were  building up like a vulcano, each time she moved he came closer to erupt. 

He gasped as she moved, almost..he was almost there and he longer didnt care that he couldnt please her for any longer. Leaning forward towards her breasts taking one nipple in his mouth and sucked hard at the same time he buffed and nuzzled her almost like he would suckle her. The burn incresed and spread upwards. He groaned, sucked a little harder as his grip around her hips harden, pressed and moved her slightly up and down as well as a rocking motion. Hope she wouldnt dislike him for not lasting long this first time... then everything blasted out in a white light and he let out a grutal sound as he came.

Craig came violently, setting Alayna off and the hot tingle that was burning in her before erupted to shoot from her center, and out to her limbs, causing her back to arch and her toes to curl up on themselves. Her fingers dug into the couch and stretching her neck back she let out a loud moan. Her hips bucked under his a few times from the powerful contractions. When it was all over she laid down on craig's chest, catching her breath and simply twirled his hair with her fingers. 

Despite what he might have thought about her it had actually been a long time since she'd had sex with anyone. On the day that she vowed to stop feeling sorry for herself about her parent's deaths she stopped the partying and the drinking and gambling, at the extreme level, and she hadn't been with anyone since then. She lay there very contentedly, everything was right for the moment as she listened to his heart beat within his chest. A large weight had lifted off of her shoulders, and the stress from the past few years had faded away for the time being. 

It was dark outside, now and a faint light streamed in through the windows, illuminating the otherwise dark room, save for one lamp.

He had slid out of her but she remaind on top of him. It was nice but he didnt want her to be cold. Spotting a blanket on the back of the couch he pulled it over her. It wasnt that big but at least enough to over most of her. He had moved just a little so he could lay down instead of sitting. He had almost drifted off to a sort of daze while stroking her over her hair and alternating with playing with a lock between his fingers.

Suddenly there was a knock on the door and the next second it opened. Craig tilted his head and saw a darkhaird woman. She had said something as she came in but now she just stood there, mouth opened like a fish and a fastgrowing blush on her cheeks and neck.

"Hey there, sweetie..." he said, grinning, Craig wasnt shy, that was for sure. 

Alayna's eyes shot open at the same time the door did. Craig had already gotten a few words in before she could even see who it was. It had to be a girl since he called them "sweetie". "Shhhhi...." She started as she popped her head up over the couch. 

Hathien's blue eyes were as wide as they could get and a dark pink blush was spreading it's way across her cheeks all the way to the tips of her ears. She held a plate of something in her hand, covered with a napkin. "I..uh..I j-just wanted to drop off this plate of food...uhm..." After staring at the two of them for a moment Hathien's eyes frantically searched for a spot to set the plate down. Glancing at the end table next to the door she sat the food down and cleared her throat. "...I'll just set it here..." With an attempted smile at them she quickly turned around and shut the door behind her. Quick footsteps were heard going down the stairs to the parking lot, a diesel engine fired up and drove away. 

Rubbing her hands down her face she dropped her head onto Craig's chest and let out a wordless groan. "auughhpph....that was my boss." She said into his chest. Lifting her head up she looked at him, "The poor thing is the biggest prude ever and can't even admit that she has the hots for Thomas, another worker at the stable. What perfect timing she has..." she mumbled. It was actually better timing than it could have been, thank goodness. If Hath had seen them in the act she would have just killed over right then and there. 

Sighing, she lifted herself off the couch, walked naked to the door and locked it and then grabbed the plate off the end table. Coming back to the couch and plopping down she uncovered the plate. It was piled high with fried chicken, mashed potatoes and gravy, green beans and maceroni. Hathien was a good cook, and she often brought food over for Alayna, which she really appreciated, although being a jockey she didn't always eat it all. Holding the plate out she offered some to Craig. "Need to refuel?" She asked with a laugh.

He looked at the food as a dog outside the butcherstore, after hesitating slightly he dipped his finger in the gravy. Leaning closer to her he grinned and smeared some on her breast. "Oups...I spilled some...I better...clean that up..." Leaning closer still he licked it up with the tip of his tongue. A shudder seemed to go through her and he smiled again. "I dont know if I should eat any of it...I cant put on too much extra weight... I will have a hard time getting back to things as it is..." He sighed "I cant start working, or at least start any races for at least 1½ month and .... I need to earn some money as soon as I can...my savings...I sent them back to England...to my.." He halted himself, it was not something she needed to listen too. Who needed another boohoo story?

"Craig..." she growled as he licked up the gravy. Her fingers combed through his hair as he did it. Leaning back he told her he really shouldn't eat any. 

"Well, you have to eat something..." she said worriedly. "Neither of us ate much in the hospital, I think I actually lost some weight while I was there." Thinking she racked her brain for something he could eat. " I have some soup or fruit around here somewhere." 

Was he going to say family? Surely that was it, unless he had a wife and children in England that didn't know about his escapades in America. She certainly hoped that wasn't the case. She didn't ever go for married men. Oh, she didn't mind if they watched her, and she would chat with them if they initiated a conversation, but that was always as far as it went. A few men had even gotten hard slaps across their cheeks for getting too saucy with her, and then she had proceeded to chew them out in public about how they were married and had no business pinching single girl's bottoms. 

She didn't force him to keep talking, but she did looked at him in silence to let him know that he could continue if he wanted.

He swallowed, he was 3 years short of thirty. You didnt cry for your mummy then. He had mixed feelings about her...she was his mother so he loved her, but despite that it was thanks to him they had a roof over their heads after his father left, all all the sacrifices he did so she and Emily would not miss anything. For that they shunned him. When Clarice got hurt...Em had looked at him with something that looked like disgust. She had acted like she didnt know him, like he was a mudpuddle and she didnt want to get dirt on her pumps. He sighed deeply.

With a soft tone he continued "I need to get a temp job somewhere...at least so I get a place to sleep, even if its just a room somewhere...and at least til I can race again" He picked up a pea and gave her another soft smile but it didnt reach his eyes. "See...Im eating..." He got up and picked up her underwear...her bra had been flinged quite a long way, dangling on the lamp in the celling. Then he picked up the towel. "Where is the dirtly laundry basket, kitten? Let me know if I can wash anything for you...I really need to wash my clothes...they are all dirty...I got to buy a new set of clothes for today because of it..."

A sadness was in his eyes now and she desperately wanted to make it better for him. There was nothing she could do, though, besides be there for him until he decided to talk to her about what was bothering him. 

"I'm sure Hathien would give you a temporary job at the farm if you wanted. She won't hold what she saw today against you, and she's nice enough to understand what you're going through, I'm sure she's been in the same place before. And I already told you that you could stay with me, silly, I don't ask for anything in return, I make enough to support us both easily. (That was a bit of an overstatement...but, she'd get by fine. She didn't want to see Craig out on the streets.) Would you like to go to the barn tomorrow? We can talk to Hathien about a job for you, I can show you the horses and we can even take a little trail ride if you're up to it." She smiled at him. 

When Craig offered to wash clothes for her she smiled and shook her head. How did such a sweet and caring man end up being the biggest womanizer on the racetrack? It just didn't make sense. "It's in the bedroom next to the door." She said refering to the clothes basket. Getting up herself she walked to her room, pulled open a drawer and got a night gown on, slipping it over her head. "Don't worry about the clothes, I'll go ahead and start the wash." Grabbing the waist basket and the dirty clothes out of his hands she headed for the laundry closet and started a load. 

Walking to the fridge afterwards she plucked a red apple off of a shelf and strode over to Craig. "Eat." She demanded after placing it in his hands.

Like a good boy he actually did what she asked and took a bite of the apple. "You think she would?" he asked "...I can ride other horses than the crazy ass TBs but that were a long time ago...a hack named Midge..." the man smiled at the memory, then it faded "I do anything really if I just get some cash...and you will get paid...I dont...like to owe people...it turns nasty quicky...if you own the wrong people money..." He had laid down on the couch again, not really bothering to get dressed. "A trail ride would be cool...never really been in these neck of the woods...you know how it is...its either the track or some sleezy cheap motelroom. Was stationed...up in Canada for awile...Barf is still there, in the US but close to the border. I...I couldnt bring him with me this time...I guess I cant keep doing this for that many years...or... I can...but..I dont know...its the only thing I know...I started when I was 16 you know...what would I do if I didnt did this?" He put a halfeaten apple on the table next to the couch. It was a near deathsin to eat before you went to bed. The man let one hand rest on his stomach and the other under his head as he watched her. "Thanks for letting me crash here, kitten...and...for...that...I...um...needed that..."

"Well, you might not want to get on the thoroughbreds till you're healed up, better." She said, glancing at his shoulder. "I'm sure you could exercise some of our other horses, though." He had to keep an eye on his injuries or he would get hurt again and be in the same predicament he was in now. She would keep an eye out for him, making sure he didn't push himself too hard while he worked at Silver Stone. "And don't you for a second feel like you "owe" me anything for staying with me. I'm not a mob boss. I'm not going to slit your throat at night if you don't pay me back." She gave him a small smile. 

"It's a rutheless lifestyle..." she agreed as he discussed the trying life of a jockey. It seemed glamorous on tv, watching fearless people sitting astride thousand pound animals. But, the truth was they weren't fearless. It was a scary thing when a horse lost it's footing rounding a turn, or stumbled coming out of the box. You never knew if your next ride would be your last. If the fall didn't kill you the beasts thundering down the track behind you might if you didn't land in the perfect spot. Sighing she gave him a sympathetic look. 

Walking over to Craig as he thanked her she smoothed the back of her hand over his cheekbone and leaned in to give him a short, passionate kiss. "You're welcome....I needed it too, stallion...." 

With that she turned around and headed towards the kitchen to move the clothes in the wash to the dryer. Her mouth stretched into a large yawn as she moved the clothes over, oh, but she was tired. Finished with the laundry she walked back into the living room to find Craig fast asleep on the couch. She couldn't help but smile at the almost childlike scene...except it was a fully grown and naked man laying on her couch. Walking silently up she took the blanket from the back of the couch and draped it over Craig. Quietly, she turned the lamp off and headed to her bed to get some much needed rest. She didn't even bother washing her face or brushing her teeth, just plopped down onto the comfy pillow top and fell fast asleep. 

-----------

The next morning she woke around 6am. Slowly getting up she peeked out of her bedroom door to see if Craig was up yet. He still lay on the couch, breathing deeply and snuggled into his blanket, only his nose and eyes were visible from underneath. Smiling she turned around and headed for the bathroom, deciding to get a quick shower before starting the day.

A sound woke him. Opening his eyes he first looked around. The views and the smells were new. Where was he? Oh... Now he recognized the sound of the shower and he smiled. He poked his head through the bedroom door then glanced back at the kitchen. Morningquickie or making breakfast? He usually just had a coffee and a piece of plain bread so it wasnt something gigantic to fix. He went inside the bedroom towards the bathroom. There he leaned on the doorway, observing the woman. Just to be safe he kept the distance. "Good morning, kitten..." he let his eyes slowly travel over her body, a smile showing on his lips "...good morning indeed..."

She had started the shower already, leaning over to test the warmth of the water running into the tub. Perfect. She brushed her thick, red hair out and then slinked out of her nightgown, preparing to step in. 

"Good morning, kitten..." 

Turning around slowly she leveled him with a sarcastic gaze and an eyebrow cocked, one hand on a rounded hip.  "So much for knocking..." She said with an undertone of amusement. She should have known he would find her in the shower, instead her thoughts had only been to get clean...but now they were slowly turning erotic seeing the naked man staring her down in the doorway. 

Pivoting, she faced the shower and opened the curtain up. Over her shoulder she addressed him, "You can join me if you want, stallion, just don't fall this time...I might not help you up." With that she dissapeared behind the shower curtain and began to wet her hair, warm water running over her body.

Would he ever turn down a offer like that? Probably never. He entered the shower, standing behind her. Taking her showergel that stood on the side he took some in his hand and together with the purple scrubthing that also lay on the side, he started to scrub her back with one hand at the same the other went to her front, caressing one of her breasts. As soon as he touched the nipple, it contracted and became hard. He scrubbed her lower back and over her hip as he leaned in closer to nuzzle her neck and ear. The hand that handled her breast continued to do what it was doing, rubbing, lightly pulling and rolling it between his fingers. Never too hard tho, just enough so she felt it.

Craig smiled. "Oh, I think it remembers, kitten..." he nuzzled her again, stepping closer and moved his hand with the scrubthing over to her  belly. "I know something else that remembered too..." he said, chuckling low as his erection must be poking at her. He would never be able to hide if a woman turned him on. Besides...she had invited him into the shower..

She stood silently as he scrubbed her back with the loofa, it felt wonderful, almost like a massage, but paired with the added bonus of getting clean. The warm water had soaked her, now, and her hair cascaded between her shoulder blades like a fiery waterfall. She closed her eyes, savoring his other hand roaming around her breasts. 

"I know something else that remembers, too..." He had leaned into her, now, revealing just how aroused he was as she felt his member saying hello to her backside. "Goodmorning..." she addressed 'the legend' cheekily. Grinning, she pushed back into it, catching it under her bottom, between her legs and bucked her hips slightly backwards, teasingly. Moving back off of him she turned around slowly to face him. She looked up at him for a moment with hooded eyes before moving in slowly to place a hot kiss on his lips. Her hands went behind him, carressing up his back to end tangled in his wet hair. 

She kissed him again, this time snaking her tongue into his mouth, and ended with a nibble on his bottom lip. That throbbing sensation was beginning again, and she was only too happy to have Craig take care of it.

Most women, even if they enjoyed his attention, sometimes needed just a little coaxing. His kitten however answered just as willingly to any 'invitation' as he did. She had backed up, catching his member between her thighs, giving it a stroke. He had gasped then, taken just slightly of guard. It had been easy to enter her then but...the drawer was too far away...for now... As she turned he smiled at her and got rewarded with a kiss. Her tongue traced his lips before snaking in, nibbling softly on his lip. 

He rubbed himself slowly against her belly at the same time he kissed her. It was nothing special really with his kiss, no trick or manouver, just a simple kiss. He may not be in love with the women he made love to, but each thing he did with or to them, were filled with love for her - in that moment. Craig loved her for that moment in time, for what they shared, not only the sex but her company. It wasnt a simple fuck as some of his fellow male jockeys sometimes used willing women for. It was not just to ease a natural need. Deep down he longed for the real thing, but he didnt dare to let anyone that close, so he took the next best thing of what he could find. Perhaps that too was one of the things the women remembered. They were never treated like objects even if he perhaps deep down used them. He never openly treated them that way, it was more like short lived flings. He wasnt able to give longlasting promises or the whole of him, but he gave him the parts he could share and did everything he could to make up for his flaws.

She moaned softly into his ear, it may have just been a simple kiss, but sometimes the simple things were the most appreciated. She kissed him back as he rubbed against her, tasting him on her lips. She liked the feeling. He treated her more intimately than the other men she had been with so long ago. He was geared towards pleasure, always thinking about her needs, and, perhaps that was why she felt such a strong need to please him back lastnight. She wanted to make him feel better, to take the sorrow from his mind, if only for a few stolen moments. Tenderly, she stroked his cheekbone with the back of her hand and smiled at him. She wanted to thank him for making her feel wanted, she didn't feel like just a pretty face to him, but a woman that he cherished. 

She wasn't stupid enough to think that it was love, not for a second, although, she admitted reluctantly that the thought of it was nice. She had never been loved by a man before, simply used and tossed aside, even if it was on her terms. But, now she almost wished for something more after meeting Craig. She pushed the thought to the back of her mind, however. She didn't usually dwell on such things. Letting her hands wander they drifted over his chest and torso, and reaching the V in his hips her fingers softly traced them, but not dipping down to what was now standing up to meet her.

He let her stroke him and he shivered from her touch but then he lowered himself down, ignoring the small burn as he sat himself down on his knees in the tub before her. Inching as close as he could get he then took a hold of her rump. A quick glance up just to make sure but she hadnt resisted as he pulled her closer to his face. Teasingly he let his tongue part her petals. A shudder seemed to go through her but his hands kept her steady and in place. Another lick, one that went deeper, slightly probing and searching. Soon it found the hidden nob with in and flicked over it. Normally he knew he would feel her taste but standing in the shower he knew most of it - for now - was washed away. Ever so gently he sucked at it and then let his sensitive tongue explore her folds more. Soon he felt the taste of her, and he growled low in response, adding more pressure on what he was doing as well as the grip he had on her rump. Like he had been a lion, gulping down his meal, he picked up the pace a little. If he couldnt eat food, this was something that could take the mind off anything. His tongue went in deep again only to tease her center as he flicked over it as he licked upwards.

She cried out as his tongue massaged her, licking and probing like an expert. She had to brace her arms against the back of the tub to keep steady. "God,...Craig!" It came out as a desperate moan.

She was going insane, shivers rolled up her spine and every now and again her hips would buck against him on their own accord. The tingling sensation grew hotter as he continued to carress her with his tongue and she was teetering dangerously close to the edge. He continued, probably encouraged by her moans and sighs, and despite her best efforts the heat grew and flooded through her violently. His movements paired with the primal sounds he was making was all too much. Gasping, her neck stretched up and a wordless sound of pleasure erupted out of her open lips. She contracted violently, hips once again bucking, her knees weakend and she stumbled forward momentarily. Closing her eyes as the white heat ceased she caught her breath.

He caught her as her legs buckled under her and held her as her breath slowed back to normal. The man didnt do anything that hold her and he actually felt content with just that. Just because he showed arrousal didnt mean he wanted or rather needed to do it every time. It was just a natural response to what he felt. Of course he would never turn down an 'offer' if you could call it that, but he was just as happy to just give...it gave pleasure too...especially if the outcome was anything like this. He snuggled her closer so she straddle him. That put some strain to his groin but he ignored it. The hot water felt nice and he rocked her a little. Finally she seemed to come back to the world again and looked up at him.

"I think we need to get moving soon, kitten...its almost 6.40am..."

"Yes..." She agreed flustered and slowly rose back to her feet. Did he not want anything in return? Most men only wanted that, and didn't think about pleasing in the first place. Perhaps he didn't like her techniques and didn't want her to attempt them again? She had thought last night had gone well enough...She decided to shake the thought from head, it was Craig she was talking about, so the game changed whith him compared to other men. 

Finishing her shower, they helped each other back and fourth, putting a dollop of shampoo or conditioner on each other's heads and scrubbing for the other. They even helped with the drying off, although she skipped the more arousing zones so he didn't get too excited again. 

Walking to her bedroom she pulled out a few choice items of clothing. A bra and some panties, some socks and a pair of skinny jeans along with a white V neck T shirt. Slipping them all on she then pulled a pair of white topped cowboy boots over her feet. Running to the kitchen quickly she let Craig have what he wanted to eat, a cup of coffee and a piece of white bread, and she fixed a cup of coffee for herself, toasted a piece of whole grain bread and slapped some jam on it. 

They headed out the door once they had their breakfasts in their hands, eating it in the car on the drive over, which only took about five minutes. 

Pulling in to the long driveway they passed some pastures, horses in a few of them and topping the hill they came to the circle in the pavement where the main barns ans arenas were. "Welcome to Silver Stone." She said smiling at him. 

Hoping out of the car she told Craig to stay outside while she went in and talked to Hath, not wanting to overwhelm her with embarassment after yesterday. Grabbing the handle to the screen door on the old white farmhouse she let herself in. Walking across the kitchen, she knew where Hath would be if she was in the house. Crossing into the living room she turned into a doorway which led to the office. Hathien sat inside on a chair in front of her desk with her head resting on a hand. It looked like she was paying bills and notarizing checks. 

"Hey, Hath." Alayna gave a friendly wave. 

Hathien looked up from her concentration, a small surprised look shooting through her face before she covered it up. "Oh, hey, Alayna. What brings you in the office on a saturday?" Alayna noticed a small blush in Hath's cheeks, probably embarassed all over again after what she walked in on yesterday. 

"Hath, I have a favor to ask, only if you can swing it within the budget, of course. A friend of mine, a jockey, was injured on the job not long ago and he's out of work until he's fully healed once again. I was wondering if you had a few jobs he could do around the farm for a month or two while he got back on his feet? You...uh...you met him yesterday...briefly." 

With that Hathien's eyes opened a little wider. "Oh, him..." regaining her composure again she put a smile on. "Well, he could always exercise a few horses for us during the week, the pay won't be the best, but I could squeeze him in. Nathan's gone to Australia to pick up that Australian Warmblood gelding he purchased and won't be back for a few months, so we could use the extra help to fill in for him. I'd like to meet him...uh...formally before I make any decisions on hiring him, however." She smiled at Alayna over the desk. 

"Oh yes, of course, he's outside right now if you'd like to go ahead and meet him. He'll be staying with me until he can begin work as a jockey again." 

Hathien looked like she was preparing herself mentally for a moment, forcing the blush out of her cheeks and lead the way back to the kitchen and out of the farmhouse.

He didnt look to shabby, freshly shaved as he was, clean clothes and a good spray of deodorant. It had at least left his kitten sniffing as she stole a hug from him just before they left. He had just rolled his shoulders as the two women came out and he smiled towards them. It wasnt really his intention but he looked at Alayna as he started to smile and when the smile reached his eyes something else glimmered in their warmbrown depths. Even if he wanted to he couldnt really hide his natural charm, it was as futile as getting his hair to lay straight. It always seemed to have that naughty boy look, a look that seemed to pull a womans hands towards it, like gravity, in an attempt to correct it with pulling her hands through it. He still thought of Alayna as his gaze met the owner and held out his hand for a greeting. His hands, even slightly carousled, were warm and strong, and could both calm a agitated horse as well as stir a storm within a woman. Perhaps did she feel the charizma because it seemed like the blush grew stronger.

"Good morning Ms Rhun" he said, his voice slightly dark, proffessional, yet it held something, like a secret message. "You have a nice stud here, madam...I heard of your prized black back in England but I didnt had any luck on getting a ride on anyone there. Here it have mostly been some with him as a broodmare sire... " (he mentioned a few names) "I have had the luck to have as...mounts..." Another glance at the redheaded woman as he said the word 'mount'. At the question on what he could do he didnt ponder for long "I do anything, ma'am...I worked with TBs since I was 16 when I started as a exciserider and two years later I took my first licence. Before that it was mostly...I dont what to call it really...mostly english anyway...jumping, foxhunts..." A quick cloud passed his features "...had to give that up though...but I havent regretted my choice to be a jockey...if it wasnt for that tumble, ma'am...I would be already back in the saddle. I dont mind a horse with a problem...most of the time its people with a horseproblem...and some people just dont listen what the horse is saying..."

Alayna gave him a raised eyebrow as he glanced at her, a small smirk playing at her full lips. Professional, Alayna...nothing to make Hathien uncomfortable or she's not going to hire Craig on. 

Hathien took his hand in hers to shake it and recieved a firm grip as she did so. She always looked for a firm grip in a handshake, it let her know that the person was truly glad to meet her. "Hello Mr. Knight, I've heard a lot about your success in the race industry." She said and greeted him with a smile, concentrating to keep the blush off her face. She also had heard about his...ways...with women, there was no telling where all the hand she had just shaken had been. She trusted Alayna, however, she was a strong judge in character, something she admired about the woman. 

As he told of his experience she listened intently, thanking him for his compliments, and pleased that he had heard of Thalion and his prodegy. As he finished she nodded her head thoughtfully. From the way that he explained things it sounded like he was very good with horses, gentle and willing to work through their problems, not blaming it on the horse. 

"I can only hire you on for a few months, Mr. Knight, but I'd be happy to have you at our stable for the time being. We have a few problem horses that could definitely use the work. You'll start Monday, just come to work with Alayna." Smiling warmly she shook his hand yet again. 

"Alayna, if you'd like to give him a tour of the farm go right ahead." She addressed her kindly. With that she told them both goodbye and headed back indoors to finish paying bills. 

"Looks like you have a job, Stallion." Alayna winked at him. Come on, I'll show you around. She pointed out various important things around the farm, where the roundpens were, the shovels and pitchforks, the hay barn and the equipment shed. Then she took him through the mare and stallion barns, showing him each of the horses inside. "So, how about that ride?" She asked as she finished the tour. Grabbing some halters and leads off the wall she went into the mare barn and got an appaloosa mare out of her stall. The mare's head was raised high, eyes darting from place to place and ears swiveling. "This is Daisy...or Crazy Daisy as we like to call her. She's a filly out of the racing Appy 'Dude', if you've heard of him. The poor thing's always on her toes, so I'm hoping a trail ride will calm her down." Leading the mare to the stallion barn she then got out another horse, a pintaloosa stud named Arrow. "Arrow's a good boy," she said to Craig giving him a pat, "he's just hyper. Nothing you can't handle, I'm sure." 

Stepping into the tack room she brought out two western saddles, bridles and pads. Handing one of each over to Craig she told him to tack up.

"Thanks, kitten...for everything..." He held the saddle in his good arm but that didnt stop him from bringing her closer with his other, giving her a kiss, deep and passionate enough. The man really was thankful, he was used to the temp jobs, heck a few months with the same boss was actually a long-job for him. Maybe he could bring Barf down...if he got a place of his own. The womans apartment...he didnt want it to get 'Barfed'...Not everyone appreciated the amount of slobbery kisses and dogfarts the goof of a dog produced. Craig didnt mind, not when the dog loved him so purely and without doubt. It didnt matter if he had been gone a month or five minutes, the dog was just as happy to see him.

He looked at the stallion after he had released her from his warm hug. There was hyper and there was hyper, there was a big differance between raceTB hyper and normal horse hyper. "No, kitten, Im not good with your american breeds..." he smiled. For all he knew it was just  'fat' wanna-be TBs with spots. The stallion sniffed him but as soon as he lipped him, and Craig felt it was border lining to a nip, even if it wasnt a 'mean' one, he stopped him with a harsh but short 'schh' sound. The horse head went up, but not in a frightend way, only curious.

As 'his' kitten tended to the mare, he groomed the stallion, while he glanced at the saddle. Something looked weird at the backend. Was it room for two girths? Did they have a spare one in case the first broke? Americans and their ideas. He shook his head as he started to hum. Before he took the brush he let the stallion smell him. He was much kinder than many of the TBs he had been on, but then again all those horses knew was the track and to run. They was let out in small, often sandy paddocks, alone for just a short periods of time. After the stallion had lost interest he rubbed him in a similar way he would do with the brush but with his hands. Not exactly a massage but the horse grunted and wiggled his upper lip. After that he started with the actual grooming. It was perhaps a silly, timewasting thing but that way the horse got to know him, even in this hastey manner. He learned that even if he was new he could be trusted and perhaps next time he would be even calmer. He tacked the stallion up and left the stallions stall.

"You got a spare helmet, kitten?"

Breaking out of the kiss she caught her breath. "You're welcome."

Giggling, she watched as Craig scolded the curious stallion for his antics. Oh, Arrow, always into something. She watched him nonchalantly as he looked at the saddle, had he sat in a western saddle before? If not this was going to be interesting. He was used to having his stirrups up high, so she hoped he didn't mind the extra length on these ones, they were meant to be worn low, almost like dressage stirrups. 

She smiled as she watched him give the pintaloosa a small rub down with his hands. The stallion stretched his neck out and wobbled his lips and chin, eyes closing. I know how you feel, buddy, she though, those hands can do amazing things. 

Breaking her eyes away from the spectacle she focused on grooming Daisy, humming softly to the mare to keep her calm and giving a low shush or woah when the mare stepped sideways in the cross ties. She lifted each striped hoof up, picking the shavings out of them and ran a curry and a soft brush over her spotted hide. Hefting the heavy western trail saddle over her head she placed it gently on the mares back, always making sure she never laid it down roughly on a horse. They were heavy saddles, after all. Cinching her up lightly, hoping she'd release some air before Alayna got her outside she grabbed the helmets out of the tack room for her and Craig as he asked about them. 

"Here you go, Stallion." She said, lightly tossing it to him so she wouldn't spook either horse. 

Once they were bridled and outside Alayna adjusted her stirrups, tightened the girth all the way and hopped up into the padded saddle. "Need any help with that saddle?" She asked Craig, willing to step back down and help him with his stirrups if needed.

He smiled, narrowing his eyes slightly "Im not going to lie, kitten...I havnt done this before...so please, help...I will reward you...any way you like it" She seemed to flush slightly. "Oh, really, kitten?" he teased "...feeling naughty are we...well I guess I have to wait and see..."

It felt weird to sit in the saddle, but it wasnt that uncomfortable. The horse moved under him and he had to use most of his tricks to get him to behave. There were a bit of jiggling, walking to the side and over all not doing what Craig told him to.  Arrow seemed to enjoy being naughty but Craig was just as stubborn as the horse.

There were just not the horse that had made him start sweating, it was warm and a bit humid despite being rather early in the morning. In the horizon there were dark clouds so there might be rain later or at least some thunderstorms. The sweat made his white shirt stick to his body. After being mostly in bed he felt a bit sore but he missed this and when the horse at least for the moment walked as he should, his ears happily wiggling back and forth to catch the sound of the mans voice.

"Enjoying your ride, kitten?"

Rolling her eyes amusedly and Craig's words she jumped off of Daisy and led her over to the stallion to work at the stirrups. The stallion attempted to greet Daisy by bringing his head over to hers, but Alayna swatted him on the nose lightly "No making friends!" she scolded him and he jerked his head back quickly. The last thing she needed was the mare behind her lunging forward to nip the naughty stallion. Taking her time she ran her hand up Craig's leg as she pushed his feet out of the stirrup so that she could adjust them. When that side was down she walked to the other side and did the same thing. "All good to go." She winked at him and then swung back up onto the mare. 

Daisy was quite nervous as she started, not used to being outside like this. Her eyes darted back and fourth and her head was constantly moving to eye scary objects on the trail. She scittered sideways a few times, but Alayna steadied her with a gentle hand, sea-sawing the reins to bring her head back to her. 

"Enjoying your ride, kitten?" Craig asked with a lopsided grin. 

"I am." Alayna answered, "...but not so much as my ride last night..." she gave him a saucy smirk. 

They were in a copse of trees now, the trail running through a mixture of coniferous and deciduous trees. It was cooler in the shade of the canopy, thank goodness, and she was relieved to be out of the direct sunlight, her shirt was beginning to meld to her skin from the humidity and sweat. A squirrel chittered up above them suddenly and Daisy immediately reacted by throwing her body sideways, right into Arrow who let out a squeal. 

"Dangit, mare!" Alayna scolded, not losing her temper, however, and stopped and backed the mare to regain control. "Sorry, Craig. You ok?"

He had winced just a little as the stallion had reacted to the mares movement. A pang had shot up from his groin but faded as quick as it had come. "Its fine, kitten..." he whiped his forehead. 

They had been out for awhile now and he could feel a slight numbness in his legs. Normally his rides were pretty short, fast paced but short. The heat seemed to affect the horses now as well. Arrow walked with his head low. Craig had started to relax as well. They hadnt spoken much under the last 20 minutes and Craig had lost himself in thoughts.

Before long they came upon the creek that crossed the property, a fairly deep, rocky bottomed creek with clear water, and you could watch the crawdads and minnows swimming underneath of the glassy surface. 

"I think we need a cool down." Alayna winked, and slid off her mare. Taking the halters and leads out of a small pack tied to her saddle she tossed one to Craig, and unbridling Daisy she slipped the halter over her and tied her to a low tree limb where she could graze after she offered her a drink out of the stream. She slid her bridle over the saddle horn so that it wouldn't get misplaced, heavens knew the mare couldn't be ridden in a halter and lead alone. 

Once the horses were taken care of, bending down herself Alayna cupped a few handfuls of water and brought them to her lips, drinking them thirstily. Her throat had been dry, and the cool water felt great on her hot hands.

Craig watched her bend down, her firm behind seemed to taunt him. He walked up to her, stroked her rump and then gave her a light slap. "You got a nice piece of ass, kitten..." With that he removed his shirt and dropped in on the bank. When she had her back against him, placing the bridle on the horn, he had already dropped his pants. Slowly he went into the water. It was devine as the cold liquid closed around him. The womans mouth seemed to shaped like an O before she closed it.

He floated on his back, glancing at her. His smile grew as she started to unbutton her pants.

She turned her head up and glared at him as she felt her bottom be slapped. The look was half annoyance at being interupted, and half desire at what was most likely to come next. After tending to the bridle she kicked off her boots and slid slowly out of his pants, knowing that he was watching. Then she took her sweet time pulling her white shirt over her head, and dropped it on the ground beside her. With her back still turned she brought her hands behind her and unclasped her bra, that fell to the ground, too, and finally, she shimmied out of her panties, hips twisting at odd angles to slide them off. 

Turning around she slowly walked to the water, looking Craig in the eyes the entire time. Her's were probably already darkening with desire, she could feel the heat rushing to her cheeks. Delicately she took her first step into the water, it was cold, and she felt her body tense up. But, as she stepped further in, to the deepest part which hit her just under her breasts it started to feel much better. It was nice to be out of the heat. 

Wadeing over to Craig she squatted down, submerging entirely, and coming up quickly flipped her fiery hair back behind her, an arch of water spraying behind her as she did it. Looking down at him as he floated there she smiled wickedly, and bringing her hand up to move sinuously down his abdomen she suddenly stopped and pushed him under the water completely, giving a loud laugh at the face he made before he was dunked.

He hadnt expected that. A hand moved downwards and a smile like that normally meant something else. That was why he was so surprised as she dunked him under water. This surprise made him inhale a little water before his body went in autopilot mode. It burned in his lungs and he came up coughing. Had he been all healed it wouldnt have hurt, but some of the cracked ribs were not ok even if he could move around. He didnt say anything, not that he could, as he tried to cough up the water, but he had to support himself by holding a hand where it hurt the most.

*cough* "What was *cough* that for, kitten?"

Craig however couldnt hold a grudge for long, not towards a woman at least. He smiled and shook his head and beckoning her to come closer, a coy look in his eyes. Without real warning he splashed water in her face.

As he came back up sputtering water out of his mouth Alayna couldn't help but feel bad for dunking him. It was all in good fun when she did it, just being playful, but she grimaced as she saw him holding his ribs as he coughed. As he asked her what that was all about she frowned. "Sorry, stallion, that wasn't exactly supposed to go up your nose." She apologized. 

He smiled soon enough, however, and beckoned her over. When the wave of water hit her face she wasn't exactly surprised, after the coy look he had just given her, and she laughed as she wiped the water out of her eyes. Submerging quickly she swam straight until her outstretched hands felt his ankles. Stopping there she planted her feet and stood straight up, rising slowly out of the water. Reaching her full height she was eye level with Craig's nose, and smiling, she wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him into a small kiss, taking a moment to run her tongue along his lower lip before she pulled back and looked into his warm, brown eyes.

"Is that all I get..." he teased. However even small kisses, innocent ones, those tiny little nibbles could in the long run be quite amazing. His own hands caught her womanly forms again, pulling her closer, before they went down to the most plump part of her body. Her warmth against him was quite a contrast from the cold water around them. It had to come from some deep underground source because it was so cold and crystal clear. Not that he minded, it sort of helped keeping things under control. After he kissed her he let his lips trace the line of her jaw, down her throat, covering her collarbone with featherlight kisses before he reached her breasts. She had leaned into him and now he lowered her so her nipples were in line with the water. He smiled as the cold made them contract. "I better warm them.." he said, his voice a bit low and husky, before he let his tongue flick over one erect little 'button'.

"You may get more if you're a good boy." She responded deviously. 

She tipped her head up as he explored her neck and collarbone, closing her eyes as she enjoyed the sensation of his lips on her skin. Her hands wandered his back at the same time, one finger trailing down the trench where his spine was and ending at his lower back. From there she dipped lower running her hands along his muscular bottom, smirking she brought her head down to nibble the side of one of his ears. 

When he dipped her down further into the creek goosebumps formed on her arms and legs as a result of the chilly water. It felt nice contrasted with the hot, muggy air outside, though. She gasped slightly as his tongue found one of her raised nipples, the warmth of his mouth completely opposite of the cold stream. She leaned further into him, her groin pressing into his and her fingers raked down his muscled back, perhaps a little too roughly, as he continued to play with her breasts.

Craig chuckled low as she pressed her groin into his. 'The legend' wasnt unphazed by the closeness. "You want me closer still, darling?" He took the little nob and sucked at it, taking and releasing it all according to her reactions. He continued to tease her, with all the skill he had and enjoyed her resposes and ideas. Soon he wasnt sure if even the chill of the water could help him with the control, now it was mind over matter. Her responses made it hard to. As his hands had found her hot core while he was playing with those soft hills, she had called out, just a little higher than before. One part of his brain, a small part, did reflect at least shortly that some moments later that the horses had reacted to something but as she took hold of him and moved up and down his shaft that small part and thought was quickly clouded over and forgotten. 

He leaned into her, enjoying her closeness and her touch. It was from moments like this he seemed to suck as much closeness from as he could for all those lonely days.

Thomas walked through the dense forest thicket with a tool kit strapped to his waist full of hammers, nails and wire cutters. He had been out all day repairing some broken fencing in the back lots and the perimeter of the farm. Now he was wiping sweat from his brow with a tanned arm. Mercy, but it was hot outside. He headed for the small creek that ran through the length of the property, hoping to get a few sips of water and maybe splash some water on his face before heading back to the farm house. He wanted to beat the storm that looked to be on the horizon. 

Was...that a woman? He swore he heard a woman's voice...and she was either in pain...or pleasure? That didn't make any sense. No one was working today besides Hathien, to his knowledge. Heading towards the noise he attempted to pick his way through the undergrowth as quietly as possible. Peeking into the small clearing that surrounded the creek he saw the horses tethered to the tree before the figures in the creek. Taking a closer look that was definitely Daisy and Arrow tied up, but...who was in the water? They...weren't wearing any clothes...and they were awful close. Oh, Lord. 

Finally realizing that the redhead in the creek was Alayna a blush rose its way furiously into Thomas' cheeks. He should not be seeing this...not at all...who was that man? He had already seen too much. Turning around quickly he silently walked back towards the farm house, questions rolling through his brain at the speed of light. He desperately tried to get the image of Alayna naked out of his thoughts. He considered her a sister, almost, and seeing her naked, and obviously doing something innapropriate with a mystery man was not something he wanted to dwell on. Well, whatever was happening he was keeping his mouth shut for now. No sense in telling Hathien about it  now until he knew what was going on...

-----------------------

Alayna's hand ran up and down Craig's shaft under the cold water, she watched his eyes closely, observing what he liked, and what she could do differently. She alternated between fast and slow strokes, sometimes taking hold harder, sometimes softer. Her other hand dipped down under the water to take ahold of his testicles gently, moving her fingers across them while her other hand worked on his shaft. Leaning in she gave him a deep kiss at the same time, probeing her tongue into his mouth to tease against his toungue. She reveled in the growls that escaped his throat to vibrate into her own mouth.

As she touched the family jewels he gasped but couldnt help but to qoute the actor from that pirate movie with a smirk "mmm..gh...easy on the goods darlin'...easy on...mm..." He wasnt sure what was more delightful but his hips bucked against her touches. The man growled low as she kissed him, her tongue exploring his mouth and tickled his own tongue. He pressed himself against her as much as he could, felt her fit against his own frame. "I think we should go up, kitten...and warm a little..."

Saying nothing, but giving him a smirk she she waded over to the bank of the creek and stepped out. It felt immediately better as she stood out in the warm sun. She hadn't realized just how cold she was while in the creek. Looking up momentarily she saw the storm clouds heading in. It would be here soon, bringing a good amount of rainfall, and probably some thunder and lightning with it. She didn't want to get caught out in it, for the horses' sakes. There was not telling how Daisy would react to thunder and lightning while out on the trail. 

Finally reaching a patch of soft grass and dirt she laid down on her back, allowing her pale skin to soak up the small streamers of sunlight that leaked through the small clearing. She stretched, twining her hands and arms above her head and pointing her toes before relaxing and watching Craig make his way out of the stream. His skin looked golden in the sunlight that pooled overhead, and it illuminated the many droplets of water that now trickled their way down his body, catching on the angles of his lean muscles. She didn't hide that she was looking at him, and gave him a smirk as he closed in on her.

He shook his head, sending droplets of water in every direction, as he came up on the bank. There wasnt really a way to hide his arrousal but the woman that lay there, looking at him, was the source of it so she might just as well have a look. He wasnt really shy of being naked, just reserved when it came to the showers in the jockeyroom. Then he usually tried to get a shower in the corner and turn his back against the others. He sat down close to her and picked a straw of grass before he lay down on his (good) side facing her. The straw was tufted in one end and this end he slowly stroked over her belly, down under her navel before he went the other way up towards the hills. He let the straw circle a nipple, watched it contract and the woman shiver.

Good Lord, what other man would think of using a piece of grass and making it feel so good? Nobody but Craig, probably. The feathery light touches from the fuzzy end hightened her sense of touch. Now, every small caress it gave made her shiver, she could only imagine what would happen when his fingers came back down to touch her. She closed her eyes, hightening her sense of touch since she could no longer see. Her fingers grasped onto the tufts of grass below them, that throbbing sensation was growing again, and she was trying not to beg. She wasn't a beggar. If he kept it up, though, she might have to start.

His breath was like a breeze as he blew on her exposed neck. The man smiled as he saw her reactions. He always enjoyed pleasing women but he also loved to see them acting on what he did. Like it had been a paintbrush he let the straw travel downwards again. He had to sit up to reach however. With light movements he let the straw trace the lines of her groin and tickle the inside of her right thigh. She grasped the grass again. Soft lips kissed the edge of her hip and then followed the same way the straw had gone. He moved again so he could get better access. She seemed to bite her lower lip. It might have been the sound of the leaves in the trees but it might also been the woman letting out a sigh. Bringing the straw closer to her core he grinned as he saw her thighmuscles twitch just a little. He kissed the soft skin and gave small nibbles on one side before turning his head giving the same treatment to the other side as well.

When his lips came down on her hips they gave a slight buck. Her toes curled underneath themselves as he took his kisses lower. "Craig..." It came out as a desperate moan. The tingling sensation was growing, it couldn't happen yet, though. She needed to wait for him, it was always better with built up tension. 

Suddenly she remembered she had forgotten to take her birth control pill lastnight. She was so tired that she hadn't even brushed her teeth, which usually reminded her to take them. Now her only options were to hope that Craig had protection stashed somewhere with him, or he was going to have to pull out, which she was never too fond of. "...Craig?...*gasp*...do you have...hnn...a condom with...you?" 

Oncec again she was going to make him run off to fetch protection, but she wasn't too keen on the idea of having a baby. It would ruin her career as a jockey, and, to be honest, she just didn't want one at this point in her life...maybe not ever.

He was getting excited again, mostly from watching the woman squirm. Swearing under his breath he got up. Not for her request, heck he wasnt that keen on having a kid or paying support for one. Not only did he - normally - have at least one rubberhat on standby he also made sure that he was healthy. If anything he had the papers to show if any girl came accusing him of something. His wallet...there might be one left. Cursing lightly again he started to fiddling whith his pants and for some reason it was hard to get it out the backpocket. It didnt really help to look over to the woman that almost seemed to squrim away even if he wasnt there. Finally he got the wallet up and got the rubber out. He let the wallet drop onto his pants as he put the protection on with slightly shakey hands.

Returning to the woman he crept up between her legs, holding himself up by his arms. He nuzzled her belly and went upwards where he took one nipple in his mouth and sucked at it. Her response made him growl at her. He let her go and then proceeded to kiss her neck, nipping lightly just below her ear. "Do you want me, kitten..." It was a silly question...but you never knew....she might as well kick him in the nards again...he was just careful...like any other stallion approaching a mare...

She watched as he quickly ran off towards his pants, snatching his wallet out of them. Grabbing a condom desperately out of his pants he ripped it open and tugged it on. Letting his wallet fall he stalked back over to her.

As he came back he positioned himself over her, holding himself up by his arms. He proceeded to lick and nibble his way up her again Finding the sweet spot on her neck just below her ear he nipped her there and she gave a small pleasured sound

"Do you want me, kitten...?" Came his question whispered in her ear. Of course she did! She'd been practically forcing herself upon him since she met him in the hospital weeks ago. 

"What do you think, Stallion?" She asked in a husky, slightly hoarse voice. She was not begging, it just wasn't her nature. Instead she teased him by reaching down and drawing a finger from his tip all the way to the bottom of his chin and stopping there she gave him a violent kiss.

He entered her with a smooth, experienced thrust, not hard just secure. There came just a small, pleasured grunt from him. Her legs seemed to nail him to her, like she was making sure he wouldnt leave or escape. Like he would escape this. He lowered himself so he leaned on his elbows. This way he came closer so he could kiss her at the same time. It wasnt so much in and out, more of a rotating motion. 

"You call me stallion, kitten...now show me how you ride...school me..." With one hand he took a gentle hold of her and rolled over so she sat on him.

She had wrapped her legs around his waist, her feet pushing against his bottom with each thrust to get deeper access. She hoped she wasn't squeezing too hard, her legs were very muscular from years of racing and riding. Her arms were hooked under his and her fingers dug into his shoulder blades, leaving small red marks as they slid down. Her breathing had turned shallow, now, and wordless noises of pleasure escaped her lips. She arched her back off the ground so her erect nipples scraped up and down his chest with each movement. 

As he whispered to her he rolled her over, positioning her on top of him in one quick motion. She smirked deviously at him as he told her to school him, and mimicking her moves from the other day used her muscles as she contracted and released around him with each rise and fall. She cocked her hips to an angle where he could penetrate her even deeper, still, and she moaned loudly when she found the spot she'd been looking for. The tingling was growing into a white hot sensation, not much longer, now.

With his hands almost digging in her hips he met her movements, plunging into her warm, moist depths as far as he could as she came down on him. He held her tight each time, making sure she went all the way down, making a slight rocking motion of it. The squeeze she had on him, oh dear god...it moved, rythmically around him, alternating between a strong hold and a release, seemingly moving up and down. How women could master such feat was beyond him. He felt the glowing knot forming and he groaned, clenching his teeth. Another thrust, another low and then...his back tensed, his hold of her hardend...absolute bliss...

She came mearly seconds after he did, tingles shooting up from her center, making her back arch and her throat squeeze out a wordless moan. As the contractions came to an end she caught her breath by laying herself down on his chest, him still inside. She stretched his hands out behind his head, palms up, and traced her fingers lightly over his palms and the bottoms of his wrists, giving him a small kiss at the same time. 

"Did I tame the stallion?" She teased. 

Wiggling off of him she slowly got up and looked at the sky. Thunder rolled softly overhead and black clouds were forming nearby. They needed to get going really soon or they were going to be stuck out in lightning. Putting her clothes back on quickly she urged Craig to do the same. At least if it rained on them they wouldn't look suspicious to Hath when they came back sporting wet hair. Hers was so thick it was still drying, not anywhere near completely dry yet. 

Grabbing the horses she bridled them both while Craig got dressed again and had them ready when he walked over.

"I might need more schooling, kitten...and I might buck you off next time..." He sighed deeply and stroke her over the still damp hair. All too soon she got up.

He had washed himself of just a little before he put on his clothes, not that he minded that much but...to be somewhat drenched, she had really been...excited... not that he had been any less. The stallion sniffed at his pants and Craig chuckled. "Jealous much...well...I was a good boy...just so you know..." He and the stallion played a little, with Craig tickling the stallions upperlip. His groin was felt a little as he sat up again. Their ...action hadnt perhaps helped and he knew he would be sore when they came back...and perhaps even more so tomorrow...

"It takes a lot to buck me off...but you can try." She smirked at him, trailing a finger under his jawline, and when she got to his chin flicking it out. 

Thunder rolled across the sky once more, this time much louder and finishing with a loud crackle. Daisy danced sideways as it sounded and Alayna had to hold onto the reins tightly to keep her from shooting off like a rocket. "Alright, that's a good sign that we need to leave before it gets worse." She laughed, addressing Craig. 

Hopping up in the saddle she stroked the mares spotted hide and murmered calming words to her, stopping and backing her a few times to get her listening to the rider on her back instead of the thunderous booms resonating out of the sky. They took off down the trail at a brisk trot, about ten minutes later, however, sprinkles were felt. With another loud boom that left Daisy's head in the air it all came pouring down. Alayna's white T-shirt was soaked through in seconds and clung damply to her body. 

"How do you feel about galloping?" She looked over, asking Craig loudly, trying to be heard over the thunder and the rain, "You think your injuries will be ok?"

"They are what they are, kitten...you know...other athletes might have other things to fall back on...with own perfymes, crappy little bars that taste like hay that they claim are good for you if you want to be like 'them'....have you ever seen one of us? Horsepoop no 4 and a granulabar that taste like...I dont know...hay? I need to be on a horse to get better and I just have to ignore if it hurts a little..." He shrugged his shoulders.

He rode the stallion better now when he knew how the horse worked. As the rain came down on them he didnt hide his gaze as her shirt became as good as see through. His chuckle was low and a little hoarse. "Nice knockers, love...guess its cold out, ey?"

She shot him an amused glare at his comment about her "knockers". Then she looked down, oh my...her shirt was pretty much see through by now and her white bra underneath wasn't doing much to hide her from the cold rain. Looking up at him again she rolled her eyes sarcastically, opting not to say anything. Men. 

"Come on, then." She gestured with one of her hands, pointing in the direction of the farm house. She cued Daisy into a fast canter, which she picked up with a jolt, almost getting away from Alayna for a second before she remembered she had a rider on her back again. They cantered the rest of the way back, which took about ten minutes and rode up to the barn. Dismounting, she took off Daisy's bridle, placed the halter on her and clipped her to the cross ties. The poor mare was soaked, now, so when she finished removing her tack Alayna took a sweat scraper and scraped the remaining water off of the mare. As Craig continued to work with Arrow Alayna unclipped Daisy and took her back to the mare barn, placing her back into her warm, cozy stall. Running back out into the rain she returned to the stallion barn, soaked to the bone.

As she came back he took her in his arms to warm her. He was of course wet too but at least he was a little bit warmer than she was. She reccived a kiss on her forehead. "Is there anyplace where we can...you know get warm, dry and...toss you know what?" He gave her a wink. Looking in the direction she pointed he simply took her hand as she started to walk, interlacing his fingers with hers. He couldnt hide his limp or ignore that each step hurt but he tried to walk as normal as he could. A shower, a hot shower would hopefully make things alright...or better at least.

His body heat felt good up against her soaked form. How had such a hot day spouted such a cold rain? Oh wel...maybe the weather would finally cool down and they'd get some relief from the southern heat. She smiled up at him as he kissed her forehead. 

She pointed in the direction of the staff bathroom as he asked where they could dry off. It was a small bathroom, but held a sink, toilet and stand up shower in it, which was nice for the days when it got really hot. Grabbing a few towels from the small stand she offered him one and began to rub herself dry. Tossing her head down she ran the towel over her thick hair in an attempt to dry it off some. It felt good to have the friction of the towel warm her up.

He knew he had so to speak, poured the contents out, and then he had done a knot on the open end for anything remaining leaking out in his pocket. Yet as he reached for it...it was a little sticky. He frowned as he took it up. There wasnt anything sharp in there. With his back turned towards her, she was drying her hair anyway, he tried to look it over. It wasnt a thing he cared about to do but this...find...made him worry just a little bit. There...about in 2 or 3 inches from the top, a little, little rip...not much but... He bit his lip and turned around, almost at the same time he got a towel in his face.

"...Kitten...Alayna...we...I think we might have a problem..."

"Hmm?" Alayna asked, flipping her head up, tousled hair falling back over her back. "Problem?" She asked, half interested as she folded her towel up. Putting the towel away she walked over to Craig and finally gave him her full attention. As he held up the condom her eyes grew wider. Problem and condom were never good words to have in the same sentence. Never. Looking up at him her heart fell into her stomach. 

"Craig...I didn't take my birth control pill lastnight...I was so tired..I just layed down on the bed, and I didn't think..." Trailing off she ran her fingers aggitatedly through her hair. "Shhhhhhhhi...." She started to say, but stopped herself, trying to stay calm for Craig's sake. 

A million thoughts were running through her mind. Why didn't I just stay up a few minutes longer and take my birth control pill? I don't want to have a baby. Would I be a good mom? Heck no, I'd be a crap mom. What if I really do get pregnant? Do I have an abortion? Would I really be able to live with myself after doing that? What am I doing fooling around with Craig in the first place? I don't even really know the man. Heck, he doesn't even really know me. What are we doing? But, through all the thoughts she kept a straight face, looking up at him with a small amount of worry in her eyes. "People hardly ever get pregnant on their first try, Craig. Even if they're seriously trying for a baby and not using protection. Let's just....not worry about it. There's nothing we can do right now..." But she would worry about it, she knew she would. It was best not to dwell on it, though, so she pushed the thought out of her mind firmly.

"I'm....I'm getting kind of hungry. Do you want to go see if Hathien is fixing supper?" She wasn't really hungry. She had lost her appetite alltogether, but she was hoping some food would sooth her mind, and her now churning stomach. Placing her hand in his, as if to let him know it wasn't his fault, she led him back towards the old white farmhouse.

His mother had called him a mistake. Sure, she had been drunk, trying to drink away her pain. Still her words had hurt him and he had not forgotten them even if years had passed since. It had been just about a week after his father left. He had been a mistake and her father had made his father marry her. An accident. She had never spoken of his sister that way. It was like she had always been more proud of her. That he had taken care of them. Not a word. 

He didnt know how those pill worked, it wasnt exactly something you asked about if you were a guy. Perhaps he should look it up. Why had the bloody thing ripped? He couldnt remember when he put it there, but when they were at the creek he had been happy to have it. A wrinkle of worry showed on his forehead. Her words really didnt calm him down. Hardly? His father had and he was a bloody faggot. As she mentioned food his stomache started to growl. He wished he could eat, really eat, not having to wonder if everything tasted as well as it looked. The man sighed deeply as she took his hand and followed her like a good boy.

They reached the farmhouse once more, standing under the porch for a second to shake some of the rain off of their clothes and hair. It was still pouring outside, and didn't seem like it would give up for a while. Grabbing the screen door Alayna openned it to the sounds of crackling and popping, and the smell of home cooked food wafting through the air. Hathien always cooked big suppers since most of the staff usually ate with her. It was good for bonding, sitting around the kitchen table and chatting until they were all so tired they went back home to sleep. 

She gave a slight smile to Hathien, who stood by the stove frying cornbread, and glancing at the table saw Thomas sitting down who she offered a "Hello" as cheerfully as she could in light of the recent news. Thomas offered an equally discombobulated "Hey, Alayna." as he watched her sit down. She wondered what bothered him, the man was never worried about anything. Looking closer she saw a faint blush on his cheeks as he focused on the sweet tea that he was drinking. He hadn't seen or heard anything he shouldn't.....had he? Surely not. They had been in the middle of nowhere at the creek, and he was in the house when they had their little 'discovery' in the staff bathroom. 

Thomas kept his manners up no matter how much he wanted to go blush in a corner. As Alayna introduced him to Craig Knight,....Craigh Knight...the name sounded familiar, he leaned a long arm over the table and shook the man's hand as warmly as he could muster. He couldn't help thinking where those hands had traveled a few hours befo-No. Stop it Thomas. You're not thinking about that right now. 

He did find it comical that he was pretty much a foot taller than the small man. That's right, he was a jockey. He vaguely remembered seeing him on television lately for taking a nasty tumble off a horse naked....who rode a horse naked? What was Alayna getting into with this man? Glancing up at Hathien to see that she was still busy cooking he decided to chat with the two of them, seeing what the man was doing here in the first place.

Craig became a little wary when the man blushed at he looked at him. Didnt look like a nancy, altho he had never really seen Sven as one either. He shuddered but it might just have been the rain. Still he took the other mans hand and flashed one of his grins. Make an impression, then you wont be forgotten. The man seemed to be a big bloke so it was wise to be on the good side with that one, and just hope the man didnt plan on having him for breakfast.

"Hi there, as kitten said, name is Craig...you were Thomas right?" He sat down and snuck his hand under the tablecloth, stroking the redheaded womans thigh. The darkhaired woman that stood by the stove got one of those flashing smiles too, with a little naughty tossed into the depths of those sparkling, warm brown eyes. "Hi sweetie I mean...boss..." he winked at her, shrugging, the petname - as always - came naturally for him, he couldnt help himself "...it smells...delicious...boss..."

Had he just called Alayna "kitten"? Oh gosh, Thomas wanted to face palm right then and there. The other man looked uncomfortable as they looked at each other, sizing one another up. 

When Craig called Hathien "sweetie" and flashed her a smile Thomas couldn't help but frown a little. Who did he think he was coming into a new workplace and automatically screwing one of the workers and flirting with the boss. He was going to have to keep a close eye on him. Especially around Hath....if he did anything to her...a small ball of rage grew in Thomas' chest, surprising him a bit. It wasn't often that he got that angry, but the thought of that man laying hands on Hathien infuriated him to a surprising degree. He had known for a long time that he liked Hathien, he just didn't want to force her into anything, but he felt a very strong protectiveness over her and he would do anything to keep her safe. 

Hathien walked over to the table, long, black hair swaying gently behind her, and placed the plate of hot cornbread on the table. "We're almost ready to eat, just a few more things to set out." She smiled kindly as Craig complimented the smells of the kitchen and told him she hoped he enjoyed the meal. "You're welcome to come eat with us whenever you like," She said grabbing a plate of fried salmon patties off the counter to set on the table "I know you jockeys don't eat much, especially this kind of food," she said giving Alayna a look "but I'm still determined to feed you all as much as I can, so eat up!" Taking a seat by Thomas she gave him a smile. 

Thomas passed the food around to the others so everyone got what they wanted. When his plate was full he dug in. He was starving from fencing all day in the hot weather and ate in silence for a bit, listening to the rain fall on the tin roof of the old house. "It's good as always, Hath." He said giving her a grin. He ate every night with her since he lived on the farm in the double-wide trailer next to the house. Sometimes it was just the two of them, and sometimes it was all of the staff. It differed depending on the day and how busy everyone was. 

"So..." Thomas said, finally addressing Craig, "What did you all do today? Did Alayna give you a tour?" He meant it innocently enough, but he wanted to see how the man answered.

"Thank you, Ms Rhun...I appreciate that, although I suspect...as you say..." the man chuckled low "I dont eat much...and I cant really afford to pack on the punds...I wont get a ride that way..." he stroked Alaynas thigh under the table, teasingly "...perhaps I can offer my help with the dishes after? I would hate not to contribute with something." Politely however he took a little piece of everything on the table, even if it wasnt much, just barely a table spoon of each and a half of the cornbread. 

Craig eyed the man, the question was...innocent enough but something with his tone and...then he shrugged it off...he was imagining things. "Well, yes...not that I think I will find my way around just yet, but I think Arrow find his way home. Nice stallion, a little hot but...he is a puppy compared to Bubbles and AK. The man smiled. AK had calmed down but he was still a terror on hooves, not as the other bastard on the stud but if you didnt know what he could do, or if he didnt know you OR if he got spooked when you were in his stall, there could be trouble. It was different with Bubbles. He wasnt directly a kind horse, hardstrung, sensitive, nerves on the outside and straight out loco. With AK you could trust that he were the way he were...with Bubbles...it was like sitting on a gasbubble...you never knew when it was going to burst. Last he heard he did ok, he had scraped his knees and chest but other than that he had gone from the crash in much better shape than himself. "We didnt really do...anything....more than she showed me the land a little...its very pretty Ms Rhun, I understand that you are proud." The male jockey tipped his glass of water in a small toast in her direction.

Alayna twitched a bit in her seat. The man was rubbing her thighs underneath the table with his fingertips, she wanted him to keep going, but she knew if she made any faces she'd look suspicious to Hath and Thomas. So, she firmly laid her hand on top of his, pressing his hand down on her leg to be still, and gave him a glance. 

"Oh, no, don't worry about the dishes. I'll take care of those later, but thank you." Hathien smiled. She was becoming more comfortable around the man, getting used to his...seductive nature, so she found it easier and easier to interact with him. She watched as he took out a very small portion of each thing on the table, glancing from his plate to Thomas' she had to hold back a laugh. The difference was very amusing, Craig's plate holding next to nothing while Thomas' was piled about as high as it would go. 

Thomas nodded his head at the mention of Arrow. "Yeah, he can be a little frustrating, but he's a good, competitive stallion. Once you get healed up better maybe you can take him over some jumps. Hathien told me earlier that you would be working with us for a while since you were recently injured. I'm sorry to hear you got hurt on the job. It's never a good thing when you work in the horse industry." 

"Oh, thank you, Craig." Hathien said with a small smile in his direction. "The land and farm was inherited from the past owner of Silver Stone. I couldn't have imagined a more beautiful spot for a farm. I'm very fond of the rolling hills and forests, Kentucky definitely has beautiful geography." She agreed. 

Alayna grinned, it seemed that Craig was getting along well enough, and for that she was very happy. She had to admit she was worried he might be a little more...obviously innapropriate in front of the two. Once the meal was over and Alayna helped Hath store the leftovers away in the fridge they said their goodbyes and headed out into the rain to get in Alayna's car. They drove back to her apartment and dashed inside, tired of constantly getting wet and having to dry off again and again.

The man nodded towards the other man. "Well, he isnt the worst Ive encountered...Somehow I end up with most of the bastardhorses...I havent jumped over obsticles since I was a young lad. Surely I competed some but only minor local competitions. It was a long time ago...you know how it is when...responsibility knocks on the door..." He never saw the ever breifly look from the redheaded woman.

Later, as they came home to her appartment again, Craig sniggered a little as he just could shook his head to get rid of some of the water in his hair. It was usually a little longer than the cut he had now but about the time when Alayna left the hospital he had a haircut so it was shorter than normal. "All wet again, kitten? Is it ok if I take a shower...and I think I need to throw these pants in the washer later...its...up...stained in the pocket..." Without any hint of shyness he removed his shirt, unbuttoned his pants and took them off. He hanged them over back of the couch. As he passed her he snuggled close and  kissed her neck. "As always kitten, you smell devine..." With a light caress of her rump he left for the bathroom. Soon the sound of water was heard.

"No, Craig. You're never allowed to take a shower in my house. You're going to have to stand outside naked with a bar of soap and some shampoo." She told him sarcastically. "Of course you can, go get clean!" She laughed. He was so silly. So polite at times, and so naughty at others. She'd never understand it. She smirked as he cuddled up to her with a kiss and carress. He smelled nice too, now like horse and a little bit of sweat mixed with his usual muskiness and whatever deodorant he was wearing. 

She picked his pants up off the back of the couch to take to the wash, and as she did she heard a solid thump hit the ground. Looking down she saw his wallet on the ground, opened up from the way that it had landed. She didn't like to be nosy, but she couldn't help but see the picture sitting on the outside of it in one of those plastic sleeves made for pictures that were built into some wallets. Picking it up she brought it closer to her face. It of a mother with two children, a boy and a girl, and a man...she though...but his face was completely gone, burnt out by what looked to be a ciggarette butt or a lighter. Who were these people? It was odd having a glimpse into Craig's life since he was always so quiet about it...The little boy looked like it could have been him as a child. Why would he burn his father's face out of a family portrait? What could someone's father do bad enough to cause someone to do that? It certainly didn't look like a mistake, as his entire face was completely gone. Closing the wallet gently she sat it on the table next to the couch and took his pants to the wash, pondering the glimpse she had just taken into Craig's private life.

After his shower he was a good boy and cleaned up after himself. Not that it was much to clean, but some water had splashed outside. The shower had felt nice, warm water and all but he still felt som discomfort in his groin. He limped a little as he went back out to the livingroom with only a towel around his hips. He noted his pant where gone from the couch. The woman sat by the kitchen table looking thoughtful. Walking up behind her he moved some of her hair to the side and nuzzled her neck again. "Hey kitten, why so puzzled? Lost your...yarn?" He guess what she was thinking of and tried to lightend the mood. It wasnt exactly his dreamscenario and it wasnt due to that he had been careless.

"Just a lot to think about, I guess." Alayna answered, knowing that he would jump to conclusions and think about their little fiasco earlier that day. She was thinking about that as well as the picture she had found in his wallet. Moreso, actually, since it was a more pressing personal matter. Surely nothing would come of it....but there was always that tiny chance that something could. Raising her hand she rested it on his for a moment, which was placed on her shoulder, before getting up and stretching. Yawning, she then wrapped her hands around his torso and gave him a sleepy hug. "Goodnight, Stallion, I think I'm going on to bed." With that, she walked into her room, prepared for bed and slid under the covers. She didn't sleep well that night, however, dreaming of babies and the picture of a man with a burnt out face. 

------------------------------------------------------------(about a week later) 

Craig had been working with Silver Stone for about a week, now, and things were going swimmingly. He was making good progress with Arrow, and had adapted to working at the stable quite seamlessly. Hathien was getting more talkative around him, and Thomas, who had been unusually stand-offish to him had been giving him more of a chance lately, as well. 

She had just recieved the chinese take-out that she had ordered earlier, and sat down next to Craig offering him his box. She had ordered a spicy noodle and shrimp dish, and opening it up started devouring it immediately. She was very hungry since they'd been busier than usual at the farm lately. Punching the TV on she started the dvd player up with the remote. They were having a relaxed night of take-out and a movie, the movie being Secretariat, and they had fun pointing out the ridiculous ways that the horses and jockeys were portrayed. It was a good movie, but knowing first hand what being a jockey was like, they knew there was a lot they left out. 

"How's your food, Craig? You better eat at least half that box!" She wagged her finger at him like Nurse Marion had so long ago. She was constantly picking at him about his eating habits, her and Hathien had basically ganged up on him, trying to shove food in his mouth at any oppourtune moment. They weren't trying to ruin his career by making him weigh too much, just trying to make sure that he stayed a reasonable weight.

Craig snerked and poked the remains of his food. It was mostly just noodles left. They were of course tastey but he had lived by a narrow sort of diet for so long, being picky, starving himself to give the mounts he had a easy trip with out any extra weights. His usual method was to be almost precise on the dot when it came to the weight that was set on the card. That meant a mixture of starving and eating, something that he knew wasnt a good thing. That mixed with the drinking, that often was so he could numb his hunger, wasnt good either.

In a made up voice, and one of his smirks, he tilted his box to show her "..but mummy...look, I ate all my veggies..." Craig didnt trust the take-out food, especially not when it came to meat so he usually took dishes that was just vegetarian ones. One reason was that they rarely were spoiled, and if they were it was most of the time the veggies being mushy without any crisp left. He had asked for a little noodles and much of the veggie-mix but it seemed like the one on the phone either didnt know english or had just ignored his request. He was still full though, not that it took much.

He had a hard time saying no to his boss when it came to the food. It was almost like she was a mother hen that was very keen on that all of her chickens were fat and well fed. When he wasnt riding he had offered to do other chores on the farm, often helping Thomas who had warmed up to him. He still got some weird looks that the other man tried to hide the times when he had caught him starring. His skin had become even more bronzed colored since he either worked in just a white linnen or simply with a bare chest. The other man had joked about his size but Craig had showed him. Naturally he couldnt do everything the other man did but given his size the things he mustered were still quite impressive. Craig wasnt so sure the man would admit it to his face but he thought he had seen something that could be either approval or that he was impressed, the differance was a little hard to make.

A few times the two men, hard at work in the sun, barechested with just a pair of worn jeans and a cowboy hat on as they worked with replacing the fencelines, had caught the two women leaning against the porchrail watching them. Both with a cat-caught-mouse/cheshire cat smile on their faces. The first time Craig actually had caught Alaynas eyes were when he had poured some water over him from a bucket to cool himself down. She had blushed when he had smiled at her.

With a sigh he put the box down on the table and leaned back, patted himself on his belly at the same time he grinned, looking at the redheaded woman. "You just want to get me fat, woman....you and Boss....Im sure Thomas started out as me and then you started to feed him...what are you planning to do with us...or are you just making us plump enough so we cant get away...when you have your way with us?"

"Oh no! You've caught on to our diabolically evil plan! Now you're never going to be able to leave!" She said in mock surprise and leaning over gave him a quick kiss on the lips. "We're just making sure you don't turn into a bag of bones and flesh, actually," She said leaning back from the kiss, "I'm not really into men that are that skinny." She gave him a wry smile.

The movie was finished, now, and the take-out was...mostly eaten. She gave him a raised eyebrow when he had shown that he'd eaten all the vegetables. Well...at least it was a start. Getting up, she leaned over him to where her face was even with his. "I think I'm going to bed, Stallion. We've got a long day ahead of us tomorrow, and a hot one, too, by what the weather man says." She gave him another kiss, this one a bit more passionate than the one before, and headed to her bedroom to sleep.

------------------------------

She woke up the next morning with a terrible nausea in her stomach. It churned and roiled like a whirlpool inside of her, threatening to force its way out. Shaking it off, though, she got prepared for work just like usual and headed outside into the living room. She didn't eat anything, she didn't think her body would let her, but she did grab a glass of water in an attempt to stay hydrated. 

She put on a cheerful face, or as cheerful as she could make it, as she saw Craig. She gave him a "Good morning" and a weak smile. She had worked through sickness before, so this should be no different. Heck, she had ridden racehorses with a head-splitting hangover, so she was sure it couldn't be worse than that. Hoping in the car they set off for the stables.

With his upperbody glittering with sweat he still continued his work with what seemed neverending strenght. Earlier he had worked some with Arrow, the younger horses and now there was more fence work. With a farm like this the work never seemed to end. He was fairly good to see where work was needed and was quite well on making decisions on his own. On bigger things he asked of course but he probably surprised a few people that had just taken him for what the rumors said. Kitten had seemed a little off this morning, distracted but he had at least gotten a kiss before they parted at the car. Perhaps she was starting to get tired of him. They hadnt done the horizontal tango for what seemed like forever...at least going by what they had been previously. Lifting the hat up slightly he dried the sweat off his face with a cloth before he stuck it back down his pocket. He had joked with Alayna with his cowboylook, made her laugh with his tries to speak with the ma'am, gosh and other stereotype lingo. His hair had faded slightly in the sun getting lighter tips. Craig leaned against the shovel and looked towards the other man. Thomas were also barechested, there was no point in having the shirt on and then come inside stinking like a drunk skunk. It was better to sweat like this and then take a hose or something to cool down and then put on the shirt. Girls didnt seem to like sweat that much.

Alayna stood in Daisy's stall, grooming her and preparing to take her into the ring for a quick schooling. Her nausea hadn't let up and she'd been avoiding Craig all day so that he didn't see her this way. She wiped some sweat off her brow, leaning up against Daisy's side and clenching her eyes shut as another wave of nausea came. This one didn't let up like the others and she could feel a sour taste creeping into her mouth. 

Dashing out of the stall she closed the door quickly behind her, and she ran to the staff bathroom. Lunging towards the toilet she barely made it in time, retching and emptying what little was in her stomach. She propped her head up on one hand as her elbow rested on the seat of the toilet. Her hands shook as she grabbed some toilet paper to wipe her mouth. 

Knock knock knock

A soft knock at the door and Hathien's worried voice came floating inside, "Alayna? Is that you? Are you alright, it sounded like you were sick..." 

Crap. Alayna didn't want anyone to know she was sick, she just wanted to shrug it off and work as well as she could with the nausea. But, she wouldn't lie to Hath about it...not after she had already heard her. "Yeah...I, uh, haven't been feeling good since this morning." 

Hathien came in with that, and Alayna quickly flushed the toilet so she didn't have to look at the contents inside. She had a worried look in her eyes as she placed her hand on Alayna's back. "Come on, I can get Thomas to lunge Daisy in a little bit, you're coming with me inside." Helping raise her up gently Hathien walked her to the house and situated her on the couch with a pillow, blanket and a glass of ice water, as well as the trash can next to her if she couldn't make it to the bathroom. 

Hathien came back down and sat next to Alayna on the edge of the couch. She placed her hand on Alayna's forehead and had a calculating look on her face. "Hmm...I don't feel any temperature..." She looked long at Alayna, to the point where Alayna started to feel a bit uncomfortable and worried. "Alayna....I don't like to pry into other's private affairs...but this is something that I need to know." She paused for a moment and then looked Alayna in the eyes. "You and Craig have been using protection...right? There weren't any instances where you could have become....well....pregnant..?" She searched her eyes. 

Alayna's eyes grew wide and her stomach roiled again. She hadn't thought of that...she just thought she had picked up a stomach bug somewhere....Panic rose in her as she thought of the broken condom. Probably sensing that she looked distressed, Hathien placed a hand on top of Alayna's. "There was...one instance. We..we used a condom..but somehow it broke...and the night before...I-I was so tired that I forgot to take my birth control. Hath...y-you don't think I'm pregnant...do you?" 

Hathien looked at her with sympathy in her eyes. It could very well be morning sickness that the younger girl was experiencing. She didn't want to jump to conclusions, though, for the sake of Alayna's nerves. "Well...honey, you could be. Yes. But...we don't know that for sure. You could just have a stomach bug, like you said. I can...I can run up to the gas station and get you a test if you'd like...?" 

Panic continuing to rise in Alayna's chest she just shook her head "yes". Hathien squeezed her hand and walked out of the door, her diesel truck firing up outside. A single tear leaked its way out of the corner of Alayna's mint eye....she didn't want to have a baby...

Craig was still scratching his head as he went inside the house. He needed to refil his waterbottle and it was, for some reason, much tastier water inside the old house than anywhere else. Of course he had made sure it was ok for his boss for him to go inside, he had really just been in the kitchen and he wasnt the prying type. He had watched the boss come up to Thomas and whispered something, and that glance...he wasnt sure if he liked it, filled with the "I know what you did" stare... Sister Mary Joseph had stared at him like that when he was little. She always had a knack of knowing when he had been a naughty boy. Craig snickered...oh she should only know how naughty he had been. As he entered the kitchen he thought he heard a sob and a sniff coming from the backroom.

Hesitating slightly he walked towards the sound. It sounded like...

"Kitten? Are...are you ok...did you fall off?" A frown of worry was seen as he hurried to her side. He might not "love" love her but he cared about her. Love was a word he feared...for him it was more of a degree of "like"...love was dangerous and could hurt you. Love always betrayed you. Liking someone always kept a path free, gave no direct promises and there were no definate musts and do's.

Alayna saw Craig's concerned face peep past the doorway and into the living room, and she hurriedly wiped her eyes, attempting to choke back the sniffles that were caught in her throat. 

"No...no, I didn't fall off." She said, taking his hand in hers. She couldn't believe that this might be happening to her...after all these years, one small moment of letting her guard down could ruin her career. She couldn't be a jockey with a baby...there was no way. Her body weight at the moment wouldn't support a healthy baby, it'd start eating at her own nutrients because she wouldn't be able to supply it with the right amount. Heck, she didn't hardly ever even get her period anymore because of her weight, lack of body fat and hardcore exercise routine. 

She layed her other hand on her stomach. It was still churning and gurgling just like before, threatening to eject it's contents yet again. She closed her eyes for a moment to let the nausea pass and then brought them back to Craig's again. She had to tell him. There was no reason not to...they were adults, and she would handle this like an adult. 

"I haven't been feeling very well this morning...I threw up earlier..." She said with a grimace. "Hathien brought it to my attention that...I...I might be pregnant, Craig...you remember the day at the creek....there's a possibility..." She kept her eyes on his, searching for a reaction. Would he leave her if she was pregnant? Would he help support a baby? Would she be a single mother or would he stick around and play the role of "daddy"?

Where came the waves from? He was pretty sure he heard waves...it was a lot of wooossssshhhhhhing anyway. The woman moved her lips but there was no sound, well except for the wosh...he had heard some words before the woshwosh....pregnant....creek.... The sun had warmed him, his skin was warm but still he suddenly seemed to be so very cold and goosebumps formed on his arms. He suddenly felt a queezy too and had to swallow several times to keep bile down. He was used to the bile and sometimes the sour taste. Usually it didnt feel like this though. There had been a lot of mumbling the latest hour or so.

It felt like he had no blood left in his head. More of the woshwosh. With a thump he sat down on his rump and put his head between his knees, hoping the waves wouldnt crash into him. He had been a good boy and protect himself. What would he do with a kid? He didnt know how to play fotball...or...well he did...the yanks just insisted in calling it soccer...he had no clue on how to play their version of it...and rugby...he had played it...for two games....he was just too little, the coach had told him.

"Bloody hell...kitten...Im...sorry..." Normally his stomach was pretty stable but suddenly it did a 180 on him and it was just barely he managed to get hold of the trash can before his inside seem to come out the reverse order.

His face was certainly shocked, but he stayed with her instead of running off somewhere. That was a relief and she gave him a weak smile of thanks. She squeezed his hand as he apologized, and another hot tear rolled down her freckled cheek. "It's not you're fault..." She whispered as it fell, trying to make him feel better, as he was looking pretty pitiful with his head between his knees. 

What happened next she didn't expect at all, however, as Craig expelled whatever was in his stomach into the garbage can next to her. Why was he getting sick? Unless he was simply that nervous about the whole situation there was no reason for him to be. She propped herself up on her elbows and rubbed his back until he was finished. 

About that time Hathien came back through the door holding a plastic bag in her hands, and she quickly walked over to Craig as she saw him leaning over the trash can. Seeing what had just happened, she ran to a table by the couch and ripped a kleenex out of the box upon it. Walking back to him she put a hand on his shoulder and offered him the tissue to wipe his mouth. 

After making sure that Craig was alright, she handed the bag to Alayna, who took it solemnly and walked over to the bathroom to take the test. 

Grabbing Craig's shoulders, Hathien directed him towards the couch where she sat him down. If Craig was sick, too, there was hope that Alayna might not be pregnant. She might really just be ill. Hope rose in Hathien's chest at that thought. "Are you alright, Craig? Were you feeling bad this morning, too?" She asking him gently, raising a slender-fingered hand up to feel his forehead for a fever.

He saw his boss open her mouth. Wosh wosh. What? Woshwoshwosh? Woshelishwosh Wosh? Wait, where did kitten go? Cats liked cream. He had tried a small piece of the creamy thing for dessert that Alayna had ordered...although he had "dropped" it on her boob...and then they had missed half the movie. It had been just cuddling but...still...oh god...cream...the thought of the white made him almost gag. 

"Woshwosh Craig?"

Shuddering again he wrapped his arms around himself, sticking his hands in his armpits. He hadnt felt that bad this morning, a little stomach noise was normal. Now however...for some reason, some deity seemed to have his way with him. Why couldnt it be one of those sex...or wait...lovegoddesses... Leaning back he tried to block out the sound of the waves.

As Craig wrapped his arms around himself and leaned back Hathien became very concerned. She knew men didn't handle things like this well, but he needed to pull it together for Alayna's sake. "Craig..." She put her hands on his shoulders and shook him a bit, not too hard since he might still be nauseous. 

*SLAM* 

The screen door slammed shut and Hathien heard Thomas' footfalls on the kitchen floor. She panicked a bit...he never slammed the door unless he was angry, and he was hardly ever angry, at that. Thomas stormed into the room and Hathien looked up at him with pleading eyes. She knew she shouldn't have told him...

"Craig, I need you to come with me." He said and strode back out the door.

Thomas was furious. Who did this man think he was, coming into their farm and immediately impregnating poor Alayna? He didn't know half of Alayna's story, but the parts that he did know were enough to inform him that she had had a rough life. She didn't need any more trouble...she was just getting her life back on track with the farm staff there to help her. 

He watched as Craig walked onto the porch, where he was waiting for him, and as soon and the door shut behind him, Thomas rounded on him, forcing him to back up against the white boarded walls of the house. He stared down at the tiny man who seemed to be in some sort of daze. 

"Craig, you have to snap out of it, for Alayna's sake. I don't know who you think you are, going around and having relations with so many women. What are you thinking? What could possibly make you think, for one second, that it's ok for you to have a one night stand with a woman and then leave? I swear, if Alayna's pregnant and you don't help support her..." he had to turn around and calm himself. He hated this. He never wanted to yell at anyone this way, but, really, what was the man thinking? He needed a reality check, and Hathien wasn't going to give it to him, she was too nice. He knew the thoughts that ran through men's heads...he knew how tempting it was to just take a woman and have his way with her and then leave. But that was what set him and Craig apart. He had the discipline to resist those urges, while Craig acted upon them. 

He sighed and turned back around. "Craig...I'm not trying to tell you how to live your life....you seem like a good man, but Alayna is like a sister to me. I can't just let something like this happen to her without knowing she'll be taken care of..." 

-------------------------------

Alayna's hands shook as she held the pregnancy test up. She hadn't been to church in a while, although Hathien and Thomas asked her to go with them almost every sunday, but she prayed harder than ever before as she waited for the results to appear. 

After what seemed like an eternity the waiting time was up. Taking a deep breath she grabbed the test off of the kitchen sink, and.....

Only one line.

Only one line! She wasn't pregnant! A smile crept upon her face and she forgot about her nausea for long enough to run into the living room and give Hathien a relieved hug.

He found himself outside. The woshwosh turn into words. Thomas was yelling bloody murder. As the fresh air made him feel better, the words started to sunk in. His jaw tightened and his eyes narrowed. The man gave him a scolding like he would be a lad being naughty with the neighbours daughter. He still didnt feel up to paar, but this scolding...about him leaving...and in his mind it turned into that he would be like his father...that he could not take... He was NOT like his father.

"HEY!" He puffed himself up as much as he could and poked the other man in the chest. "You dont know a bloody thing about me, you bloody duffer (idiot)! The women you say I use...dont you think they use me? I give them what other men seem to forget! Attention! I try to give what they want and not be so bloody selfish! And you should just shut the fuck up of accusing me for leaving and not taking responsibility, you bloody wazzack!(idiot)" He gave the man a hard shove, but it only really made the man to take a step back, but that Craig didnt see since he stormed off the deck, and towards the gates. He didnt hear what the man said next. The things that stood in the pathway he kicked to the side.

Thomas didnt know. He didnt know a bloody thing.

Thomas found himself backing up as the little man in front of him finally found his voice and used it. He called him words he couldn't understand, poked and finally shoved him as he stomped off the porch. Thomas took it all with a grimace. He hated fighting. Absolutely despised it. So, he stood in silence as Craig thundered past him, and watched as he walked off without a word. 

---

Alayna released her hug on Hathien, tears of joy streaming down her face, and she could even see some wetness welling up in Hathien's eyes as well. She suddenly remembered the take-out they had eaten lastnight. It must have made them both sick....wouldn't be ordering from them again...She still didn't feel well at all, but the euphoria from discovering the good news was enough to keep her well, for the moment. She had to go tell Craig! 

Walking quickly towards the kitchen she heard the sound of Thomas' angry voice filtering through the screen door. Stopping before she went through it there was silence....and then Craig exploded. She had never heard him so angry before...what in the world had Thomas told him?! She heard Craig stomp off the porch and at the same time she ran outside. She rounded on Thomas and pointed at his face, "What did you say to him? Try to understand someone before you judge them, Thomas..." was all she said, and she jogged after Craig. Getting her keys out of her pocket she unlocked the car and urged Craig inside. She had to get him out of there before he decided to do something irrational. Whatever Thomas had said, she could tell it really hit a nerve. She hoped Hathien wouldn't count all this drama against him and kick him out of his job...

She hadn't told him she wasn't pregnant, yet, but as she looked at his face, she thought she might wait until they got back to the apartment...

How the woman got him in the car was beyond him, he was still fuming. He had put up with the looks, tried to be a good chap for her sake, tried to be 'buddy bud' with him even if he had a hard time bonding with other males. He did it for her so she wouldnt worry. This was the thanks for it? Narrowminded yank! What did he know about responsibility!?! Pampered little nancyboy! He moved and acted like he had gotten most things served on a plate. What did he know about real work, real responsibility and the hurt to be tossed aside like what you did and sacrificed had no value. What did he know to be left and abandoned? Craig didnt even look at Alayna once on the entire way home.

He walked up before her, waited for her to lock up and then went to the couch, lay down turning his back towards her. Perhaps it was time to get his own place.

Alayna gave him his space during the car ride, and even when he came home and turned his back to her. Tomorrow was Saturday, thank goodness, and they didn't have to go into work. Maybe she could get somewhere with him then...make him feel better, somehow...

She was so relieved to not be pregnant, but she was too stressed by the fight between Craig and Thomas to really enjoy the relief. She would tell Craig tomorrow. Hopefully that would put him in a better mood. She sighed and slid under her covers. She didn't get much sleep due to the fact that she still felt nauseated, and she was too busy thinking about how she could try to get Craig to talk tomorrow...

----

The next morning she woke feeling much better, she still had a bit of a stomach ache, but it was nothing compared to yesterday. Not bothering to put on real clothes yet, it was the weekend after all, she walked out the bedroom door in her nightgown. 

She saw that Craig was still lying on the couch under the covers. Whether he was still asleep or not, she didn't know. She walked over to the couch and sat down gently beside him. Lifting a slender hand she comber her fingers through his soft hair, simply sitting there until he either woke up or decided to talk.

It was just mumbles at first as the man talked into the back of the couch, then he turn around so he lay on his back. His eyes were a little blank, his cheeks looked like it had been tears running.

"...you know I wouldnt ditch you...no matter what he say...he dont...know me...its...perhaps not...the best time...but a baby...should always be wanted...and its never a mistake even if...timing wasnt right...Im not...one who leaves..." He closed his eyes. Most likely he would have to give up the horses...or racing at least...it was always a risk that something would happend and... a deskjob...was more secure...he had good grades so it wasnt like he would have to flip burgers.

She listened in silence as he talked, his voice a bit stuffy, like he'd been crying. She felt her own tears welling up inside her as he continued, and when he finished a hot tear fell over her cheek and onto his chest. She bent down and kissed him on each cheekbone where the tear tracks were and held his head in both of her hands. Resting her forehead on his she closed her eyes. "Oh, Craig...I'm not pregnant." It was a great relief to finally tell him, but she was worried he'd be angry that she waited till now. But, last night...just didn't seem like the right time to tell him. He needed to clear his head, and maybe a little bit of crying would help him do that. She wouldn't mention that she could tell that he did, of course. She knew men...never caught crying. 

"Craig....do you want to talk about yesterday? You know I'm willing to listen...and to help where I can..." She didn't demand, but she wished he'd at least let some of his bottled feelings out. It was never good to hold things in. She knew because she did it all the time. Hypocritical of her, she knew, but she desperately wanted Craig to feel better...

He couldnt help his huge sigh of relief, he felt the kiss on cheek but he didnt say anything. A part of him wondered why she hadnt said anything sooner. Did she punish him? It wasnt his fault it broke...he let out another sigh before he sat up. He gave her a sideglance, saw the tears in her eyes. It looked like she had slept somewhat good. He had hardly slept at all, pondering over solutions and what to do if she decided on keeping it. 

"Yesterday? I was accused of leaving you, not taking responsibility, not being good enough....of being a fucking dick that dont care dipshit about the ones Im with. Do you know most use me...its not just my doing...I listen, pay attention, I remember...but most of all I actually care...but hey...nobody believes that anyway...its better to go by the rumors right. He dont know a fucking think of where I come from. Fucking wanker probably sat on his powdered ass like a sissy in school...no worries there...trying to make ends meet..." Craig felt himself getting mad again and got up from the couch and started to pace like a caged animal. 

The man pulled his hands through his hair and let out another big sigh, and it almost look like it deflated him. "Well...so...no baby...are...are you happy or sad about it?" He didnt want to be insenstive, what if she wanted a baby and he had showed happiness over this result.

"You and I both know you're none of those things." Alayna said seriously as he rattled off what Thomas had accused him off. "Craig you...you've cared for me more than any man I've ever been with. You've been sensitive when I've needed it, you've thought about my needs before yours, you've been selfless, you've been my friend and you've been loving. Don't for one second think you're not good enough. Whatever it is that makes you think that, you need to let it go. I know it's easier said than done...but you've got to try." 

A bit of anger showed in her voice now, though, as he fired off judgements about Thomas, and she stood up and looked him in the eyes. "You're doing the same thing Thomas did, Craig. You don't know anything about him, either. He's lived a harder life than you think. Not everything has been easy for him, just like it hasn't been for you." With that her voice gentled again, just trying to get the point across that it was easy to judge. 

"I don't condemn you for how you act, Craig, so don't condemn yourself. People act the way they do for their own reasons." 

When he asked about the baby she shook her head. Sure, a part of her had been excited at the thought of a baby, and she was a bit more depressed than she thought she'd be when she learned that she wasn't pregnant. But, she knew it was for the best. She wasn't ready to have a baby and she was fine with waiting...or maybe never having one. She didn't know. "This isn't about me right now, Craig. It's about you. Thank you for asking, but, yes, I'm fine and that's all you need to know." Walking up to him she stepped in front of him, stopping his pacing, and gazed up at him with a straight face. Waiting for him to finally talk.

"Perhaps not...but I seriously doubt he had to do what I had to do, kitten..." The man must have given him a shove to, perhaps not with intention or he might have gone into the porchrail as he dashed off. His side hurt again. As the woman blocked his path and spoke that it was all about him he snickered. "Its all about me?" How he wanted to be held and hugged...but...he wasnt one that asked for things... Once more one of his hands went through his hair. The other gave her a tender stroke over her cheek before he sat down in the couch again. He took up his wallet, trailed the edges of the brown worn leather, then he flipped it open. It didnt contain much. In one plasticpocket there was a picture of Barf as a puppy, on the other side it was the photo of his family...or...ex-family. He took the photo out and handed it to her.

"See this?" His voice was a mixture of anger and hurt "This is my past, my story...and I would say you are the only one that have seen that." As she was about to give it back he held up his hand as a stopsign. "No...I dont need to have it back...you can throw it away, kitten because that family dont exist anymore." He pointed at the man that had his face burned. "That fucker decided to tell us over dinner that we were a mistake all along and that he was leaving to be the one he always had been. We were the blame, standing in his way. I never...I tried to get answers from him of why...the real reason...if he had found a better family...and I would have said we would change if we could but...he turned his back on me and didnt even give me a second glance. My mum had been married with him for 15 years, known him for 20 when he left, and she became depressed as he left." He pointed at the little girl. "I had to take care of both her and my little sister...I was about 15 or 16 then. I had to take the responsibility I was really to young for but I did it because...you know...its...family..." 

His eyes were stern yet sad in their depths. "I had to sell the house where me and my sister grew up. We didnt need the backyard and the money would be enough for a flat and a couple of months worth of rent and expenses. Mum spent most of the time in her room. My sister had her room and I slept in a pullout bed in the livingroom. I went to school and then worked evenings and nights." The man shrugged "It was not the optional but we...we didnt need any pity of scraps from the social services to get by. Besides they might have taken us from mum. At one point I had two jobs. Mum was getting better but she didnt work, she just sat by the telly and bought stuff on the saleschannel. I couldnt say no to her if the things she got made her happy." He pulled out the other photo that showed him and his sister. "After I finished jockeyschool, got my license and all, started to get rides I always sent home half of what I earned. I continued with that even after I came here...then...like last christmas...I was no longer my mums son or my sisters brother. I wasnt good enough. They had met and married a blueblood...and...I didnt fit into it all. They never told me they got married, that they moved on. They just...scratched my name and got rid of the photos like...I had never been there for them."

One hot single tear came down his cheek. "I never left them like my father did, I will never walk away from responsibility, Im not like my father."

She sat down on the couch next to him as he did, and when he fiddled with his wallet she had a feeling she knew what was coming next. She was surprised, to say the least, that he was going to show it to her, as private as he had been about his past life. She gently took the picture in her hand and looked at it, feeling the edges that were burnt around the man's face. 

As he told her that she was the first to hear his story she looked up at him, even more attentive now that she knew so much rode on the way this conversation went. She listened to the entire story in silence, letting him say what he needed to say before she responded. So, this was why he was always set on doing things himself, this was why he always wanted to please, and this was why he...generally acted the way that he did. It was a hard life and too much responsibility was shoved on him at too early of an age. She took his hand in her's as she pondered over what to say. She still held the photograph even though he told her to get rid of it. 

"Craig....we have to deal with the changes that life has given us the best way that we can...and it sounds to me that you /did/ deal with the situations you were dealt in the best way possible. You stuck with your family, cared for them when they couldn't, or wouldn't, care for themselves, and even when you moved on you still cared for them. What they did was wrong...they wronged you in a lot of different ways, it sounds, but, they're your family and you need to remember them through the good and the bad, even if they don't remember you." She pressed the tiny photograph back into his hand, closing his fingers around it. "You need to keep this, Craig, don't forget your family. Never forget them. Because, they can all dissapear in the blink of an eye, trust me, I know." With that she fell silent, not really knowing what else to say, or if she made anything better...or worse. 

Looking up at him she saw a tear slide down his cheek, and picking her knees up to face him on the couch she brought one hand around his back and the other behind his neck. Gently, she brought his head down into the crook of her neck and shoulder and embraced him tightly. She ran her fingers  through the hair at the base of his neck and rocked him softly back and fourth.

He relaxed into her embrace. "Em was here you know...she stood within a armlenght from me...havent seen her for...4 years...and she looked at me like...like dirt...they dont want me...they have forgotten about me so...why...it didnt take them much than a blink of an eye...to..." He didnt finish, only hugged her harder. Then like he realized how much he had revealed he got up again. "I...I go for a run...I didnt yesterday..." Why had he told her? She had said that he had blamed Thomas to judge him, just like he had judged Thomas... but she had done the same when they met. He didnt really cared about it. He left the photo of the family and the one where he was with his sister. "Just throw them away...I dont know why I kept them in the first place...." With that he left the apartment. He never went for a run, he hit the closest bar and started to drink. It wasnt a good solution, but he wanted to get rid of the hurt. He wouldnt have been any real trouble if they hadnt aired that show. With the amount of alcohol he simply didnt remember what happend. He just knew he got mad and then...the cops were pressing him down on the floor quite brutally. There were atleast three of them, two holding his arms and one that pressed a knee in his back.

Craig sighed. The bench were cold and hard. His head were pounding. Family always meant trouble...

In the blink of an eye Craig was out the door before Alayna could say anything. *Just let him go*, she thought, *he needs to be alone right now*. She opened up the drawer of the night stand next to the couch and slipped Craig's family picture in it. She was not going to throw it away. Why would he place that burden on her? To throw away the only memory he had left of his family? It was not her's to do, if he was going to get rid of the picture, he would have to dispose of it himself. 

She was restless for the remainder of the night. It had been hours since Craig had "gone for a run". She tried calling his cell phone at one point only to discover that it was in the house with her. So, now she sat at waited on the couch, not really doing anything besides worrying about him. It was almost midnight, now. 

Suddenly, her phone rang. Snatching it up she looked at the front...a number she didn't recognize...

"H-Hello?" came her nervous answer. 

"Miss O'Shea, this is Deputy Wyler from the local police station. We have a man here by the name of Craig Knight that says he knows you. Is this true?" 

"Yes, officer...he's been living with me for a few weeks...is he in trouble? Is he hurt?" She couldn't help the panic in her voice. What if something had happened to him? I million scenarios ran through her mind. 

"No, ma'am, besides some cuts on his hand and arm he's alright. We arrested him at a local bar for destruction of business property and public intoxication. If you'd like, you can come to the station and pick him up." 

"Uh, yes, officer...Tell him I'm on my way. Thank you." With that she hung up and slumped down on the couch, running her hands over her face and exhaling deeply. "Oh, Craig..." She muttered. She knew the need to drown her sorrows in alcohol, but what in the world had he destoryed? And why was his hand cut up? There was only one way to find out. Lifting herself wearily off the couch she put on some decent clothes and headed out the door. 

She drove about 15 miles down the road to the local police station and entered in. As she got to the secretary she addressed her, "I'm here to pay for Craig Knight's bail." The woman behind the desk nodded and Deputy Wyler came to escort her to the cells.

He sat on the floor, resting his head on the bench, on and under his arm a small pool of drool had formed. There were a rustle of keys, a highpitched squeak that pierced his head like a piece of heated pianowire going through a pound of butter. "Oh shut up....why dont you shut the fuck up, bloody...hell..Im trying to bloody sleep 'ere.....bloody bollocks!"

A soft voice calling his name. He looked up, redeyed, his hair on end and a few scrapes on his face. "Kitten..." His lowerlip trembled slightly making him almost look like a little boy that had taken a tumble and now stood before his mummy. She said some words to the bobby that had taken her to his cell. He felt like shit. Somehow he managed to get to his feet and keep himself up. He had to lean against the counter as she talked some more and then they left.

It was a little wobbly but he walked some how on his own as they came outside. At her question he stopped, the action making him fight a little for balance before he stood securely - for now. "Why...yo..you ask me why...they..laughed at him kitten...he...she...bloody faggot, he think...think they like him but they laugh at him...and then they...laughed...bloody 'Charlotte Night"...he even left his real name...Like she...he..." he flailed his arms a little as he started to walk again, his normally good balance seemed to have escaped him. "...they even showed her 'husband'...and they bloody kissed...for every one to see! That...that ....its..."

At that point he lost his balance and tumbled into a garbage can, it landed with a loud crash, spooking a cat who had been hiding behind it. The cat hissed at them before darting away.

He walked on his own as he stumbled outside of the police station, but Alayna walked close behind, hoping she would be fast enough to catch him if he fell. She was relieved to know he was ok, but he looked like he'd fallen into a dumpster, drank a bottle of whiskey, gotten in a fight and climbed back out again. 

He began to mumble incoherently. He was trying to talk to her...to explain something, but she couldn't make out much. Whatever it was it had infuriated him. Before she knew it he had stumbled into a garbage can and fallen over. So much for catching him if he fell...

Kneeling down in front of him she stroked his hair and looked into his bloodshot eyes. "Craig...what are you talking about? Charlotte Knight (she mistakes the last name thinking they're related...which they are..) who is that? Your mother? Is that what made you so angry?" She was trying not to infuriate him further, but she was also trying to understand. She let him sit there for a moment, hoping he'd sober up a bit in the process...or perhaps spill the contents of his stomach there before he got into her car...

He snuggled closer to the garbage can like it had been a pillow. His heart felt like it was being ripped to shreds. "I am a good boy...dont...dont tell Sister Mar...Mary Roberts...she is mean...I am a good boy...honest...she hit you with the ruler..." He heard voices and then a strong set of arms, that couldnt belong to a female, hoisted him up. He was placed somewhere soft, opening his eyes he saw the car roll out from a parkinglot. Next thing he knew he woke up on the couch. The sun was burning in his eyes. He felt the smell of coffee.

"...Alayna? Kitten?"

Leaning his head on his hand he called out again. One hand was tender. What the fuck happend?

Alayna hadn't slept at all that night, she stayed in the recliner next to the sofa to make sure that Craig was alright while he slept. When she heard him call her name she popped her head out from behind a kitchen cabinet. "I'm here, Craig, just give me one minute." 

Moving quickly she poured a cup of hot, black coffee and brought it over to the man at the couch. She handed it to him as she sat on the side of the couch and sighed. He looked better this morning, still a little beat up and out of it, but nothing like lastnight. The police men had been nice enough to follow her to the house and help get Craig up the stairs and on the couch. She had stipped him down to his underwear so he could sleep more comfortably. Plus, the clothes he had been wearing smelt strongly of smoke and liquor. 

"I guess you're wondering what happened, huh?" She asked, looking down at his chocolate eyes with pity in her own. "The police men told me...from the account of others at the bar...that you were fine until you saw something on tv that made you snap. You got up...and proceeded to punch the screen out of the tv....that's why your hand is bandaged up." Sitting there in silence for a moment she let it sink in. 

"Craig...are you ok?"

It was like he didnt dared to look at her. "Im sorry if I made you...worry, kitten....I just...its...my...dad...he was...on the telly...and they laughed...and the bartender...didnt want to change the channel...or...they laughed at her really...Charlotte Night...with a N...guess he have left his name behind now too...just...just dont say anything about that..." He finally looked up, his eyes red, as he looked at her. "...I guess I should pack my stuff now...you dont want me here anymore...I get that...its ok...I find something..." The man rose, and it was like he just now noticed that he lacked everything but his underwear. "...What the..." He gave her a startled look. "You didnt pick me up like this did you?"

Realization dawned on her face as he attempted to explain what happened. She had heard of Charlotte Night briefly on the news one morning and what "she" really was....that would explain a lot about Craig's behavior. It took her a moment to soak in that he was his son...they certainly didn't seem anything alike. She was sure that he thought she was judging him. 

She planted her hands on her hips, finally tired of his little pity party. He was allowed to mope and groan, but he sure as hell wasn't going to do it on his own. "Sit back down, Craig." It wasn't a request, it was a demand. "You have every right to say you've had a hard life, but why would you think I'd kick you out because of it? Do you really think I'm that shallow? ...I have to say it's a bit hurtful that you think I'd kick you out just because I know about your past." Her tone softened, now. "Craig, everyone has a past, and everyone has things in their past that they're not proud of, myself included, but you can't go around thinking that people will hate you just because they know a little bit of personal history about you." She smiled warmly at him, hoping it would rub off onto the man's down-trodden face. "You aren't your father, Craig, or your mother, or your sister. Just because they choose a different life doesn't mean that you'll end up like them. You have free choice, you're a free man. Just like right now, I'm not going to force you to stay with me, you can leave any time you like, you always have a choice..." 

When he asked about his underwear Alayna couldn't help but let out a very amused laugh, "No, Stallion, they brought you here fully dressed and I stripped you, myself." She gave him a wink and walking over to him embraced him in her arms as well, perhaps he responded better to physical comfort...it wouldn't surprise her. If that's what it took, then she was more than willing to give it.

Very hestitatly he pushed her away, a small frown on his face. "No...Alayna..its...its not because of them...and...you are not shallow...I just thought...with the trouble I caused...with the police...I didnt think you want me here...I just...I never talk about them...normally I can control myself...Im not the one that gets into fights..." He shrugged "Im a small bloke...its suecidal and Im smarter than that. I will defend myself or the ones I...care about...if I must...but I dont like fighting." He saw her small surprise of getting pushed away.

He stroked her over her cheek. "I stink, kitten...even I feel it..." Lifting the cup he took two sips before he put it down. "It was strong...and hot....like you..." He smiled at her. If he could he would tell her how much he cared about her, of all the possible feelings he had, but it was like it were impossible for him to say the words. Besides...today, people seemed to blurt them out with having no clue on what they really ment. It was just empty, shallow words without strenght and meaning. "Im so...grateful to have you in my life, Alayna...I mean that...If...if I would be the father...to anyones child..." he took her hand and kissed it, pressing his lips against the back of her hand "...I would be honored if I was the father to your child...I would be there for you...always...I dont walk away from responsibility...not even if it kills me..." He let go of her hand. Taking two steps from her he let his underwear drop to the floor. 

"Im taking a shower...I would love to get that hug...after..."

Her face fell as he pushed her away. What did he want?! Did he want words? Did he want physical touch? She had offered him both and he had just as well as shrugged off each! She was finding herself getting frustrated, which wasn't hard to do with her temper, but she tried her best to remain calm. 

Stepping back where he wanted her she addressed him. "I wouldn't kick you out for one night in jail, Craig. It's not like you murdered someone! If you had...well...that might make a difference..." She attempted a joke even though she didn't really feel like it. "You don't go looking for trouble, so I see no reason why you can't stay here until you're healed up." She gave him a small smile. 

Her smile got a little bigger at the sides as he stroked her cheek. She was starting to think that he just didn't want her to touch him. As he took her hand in his and kissed it he finally told her what she meant to him. She needed to hear that...she was a little worried that he felt like he couldn't see her the same way now that she knew about his past. That was ridiculous, of course, and she didn't think he'd actually react that way, but the worry had been in her mind all the same. Some moisture welled up in her eyes as he continued and she had to fight to keep the tears back. She smiled up at him and whispered a "Thank you..." as he let go of her hand. 

She giggled behind him as he dropped his underwear right there and headed for the bathroom. Once he was in the shower she decided to wait for him to get out while laying on her bed on top of the plush comforter. She was tired, after all,  she hadn't slept more than an hour all night, and the relief of finally having things back to normal and not having to guess about Craig's past was sending sleepy, happy waves over her. So, she laid down on the bed, stretched out on her stomach and simply waited for Craig to come back out.

When he was done with the shower and came out into her bedroom he found her asleep ontop of her bed. He sat down next to her, leaned over and gave her a small kiss between the shoulderblades. Letting the kisses travel upwards, he soon reached the neck. Soft, teasing nibbles as one of his stroked along the rest of her body. Some were experts on whine, cheese or holding a lot of facts in their head. Craig Knight knew women. Not everything of couse because a womans mind is unpredictable, but he knew as much a man could know. He tought he saw her smile.

"Are you awake, kitten?" 

Laying down beside her he smiled back as she rolled over to her back. Her cheek got another tender stroke before he let a finger trace her jawline. The man rested his head on the good side of her shoulder as he put a hand on her stomach. What if... He wasnt sure why he did it but his voice was light as he sang the first line. His mother had sung it a lot to his sister, he had sung it so she would go to sleep when his mother got depressed but he couldnt remember any song she may have sung for him. "...you are my sunshine, my only sunshine..."

He put one leg over her so he could snuggle closer. As usual the scent of her, the warmth and feel of her aroused him and he couldnt hide that but he didnt continue with his advances. He only wanted the closeness and warmth, the sound and feeling of her heartbeat.

She woke up to his lips traveling between her shoulderblades. She hadn't expected to fall asleep, but this was certainly a good way to wake up. When he asked if she was awake she answered with a sleepy "yes" and rolled onto her back to look at him. 

He began to sing softly. He had a lovely singing voice, soft but masculine. She wiggled closer to him as he sang and rested her head next to his chest as he scooted closer, also. He was very warm, men often were warmer than women, and she pressed into the heat, her flaming hair spilling across her shoulders and the bed. 

She didn't notice before how tired she was, but she realized that she was exhausted. She twined her free arm over his shoulder and closed her mint eyes, finding herself humming along quietly to his song. She felt so safe and warm in his arms, his body and his scent surrounding her. "You're so warm," she said as she smiled with her eyes remaining closed and stretched, wriggling closer to him still. She was trying her best not to fall asleep, to just lay there and enjoy the moment, but soon she found herself slipping into unconsciousness.

Mint eyes fluttered open slowly and Alayna smiled and yawned as she remembered where she was. Craig's arms were warm around her and he only had a towel around his waist, while she had a black and grey nightgown spread across her pale skin. She had always hated having such pale skin. It was always burning instead of tanning, but she had learned to embrace it, and discovered men seemed to enjoy kissing her many freckles. 

She guessed she couldn't have been asleep for more than 30 minutes. It was a nice nap, giving her enough energy to make it through the rest of the day. She must have shifted in her sleep, because now she was on her side, her forehead resting against his chest and one of her legs in between his. His leg was still drapped across her, adding to the warmth that surrounded her. 

She yawned and brought a hand up to rub at her eyes and push her hair out of her face. Bringing it down once more she brought her fingers up to run over Craig's torso, tracing the outlines of his lean muscles and observing his tanned skin next to her much lighter hand. His skin had gotten much tanner since beginning work at Silver Stone. She had occasionally sat with Hathien and watched as he and Thomas worked in the sun, sweat running tracks down his shoulders only to be washed off later by cold water from the hose. 

Tilting her head up she looked at his face, his eyes were closed and his features relaxed. "Craig..." she whispered softly, "are you awake?"

He grunted and pulled her closer with one arm, wiggling his nose just a little like something had tickled it before the other arm came up and lay over his face. The bed was soft and despite the fact the couch was ok, a bed was after all a bed and it felt so much nicer to sleep here, at least that was what his back claimed. Another part of him claimed a bed was good for other things as well and thought it had been out of the game far too long for its own liking. The arm that held her started to slowly stroke her where the hand happend to be, all on its own. Perhaps it was as a reaction to the womans touch. Then he blinked and looked down at her, smiling. "Hey kitten..." He nuzzled her neck, inhaled her scent and gave her earlobe a nibble and a very light suckle. He shifted his weight just a little so he came to rest on one arm, laying on his side, leaning slightly over her, her head resting on the lowerarm (on the arm he rested on). Gently he stroked her cheek, a tender expression in his eyes. The dream he just woken from had been nice, it had felt real and in a way it had felt sad to open his eyes and realizing it was just a dream. Despite that...he couldnt help but wonder how it would be. He loved what he did...and what would the reason be for giving that up?

She smilled as his hand touched her cheek and she brought her own hand up to place it over his and clasp her fingers around his calloused palm. Looking into his warm brown eyes she saw something almost like sadness in them, at least, more than was usually there. It was far below the surface, and another that didn't know him like she did might not notice it. 

"Were you dreaming?" She asked, thinking that might be the reason for his expression. She had dreamt a bit as well, and in her dream she was smiling at Craig while riding Valor. He was leaning on the black arena railing and occasionally shot her a saucy look and a lop-sided grin that made her giggle. She had woken up right when she got off the stallion and was walking towards the handsome man in front of her. 

Partly in an attempt to take the sadness out of his eyes...and mostly because she wanted to, she brought her hand to Craig's face and cupped his stubbled jaw in her hand. She raised her full lips up to his and brushed them across his own in a light kiss, afterwords parting her lips to let a small breath escape and caress his cheek. 

She smiled up at him teasingly before rolling onto her back, hoping he'd take the hint and bring his body over hers. She loved to feel the weight of a man on her, pushing her down into the soft bed, their hearts thumping against each other's chests, their skin rubbing and brushing with each small movement.

Craig closed his eyes as she kissed him and the man seemed to shiver as her breath tickled him. He felt her invitation hanging in the air and hesitated just for a few breaths. That he even did that surprised him. Had the previous events scared him? It wasnt something he usually thought of and he had trusted the 'contraption' in many years. Had he been lucky uptil now? 

Still with him supporting most of his weight on his arm, even if he was probably considered flyweight to most guys, he wiggled himself ontop of her and then bowed dow his head to kiss her neck tenderly. He did it slowly and seemed to place each kiss with afterthought. His left hand played the role as an adventurer on her body, stroking, teasing and pleasing different parts with just as tender caresses. He sniffed her neck, her scent filled his nostrils and he felt the beginings of that glowing knot forming. Why was he so turned on by scents? He of course got turned on by boobs and butts as well but...a womans scent, the feel of her skin...something with it... He let out a low mix of moan and growl as his hand took a light hold of her firm behind and squeezed it.

Alayna stretched her jaw up to invite his kisses on her neck, she sighed as his lips wandered up and down it carefully. Her hands went up into his still damp hair, stroking her fingers through the silky locks and smelling the scent of his shampoo as it was unleashed by her movements. 

One of her knees lifted up on instinct, placing itself between his legs and gently rubbing him through his towel, small movements back and fourth. Her breath hitched in her chest every now and again as his skilled fingers found spots on her that were particularly sensitive. 

She noticed how gingerly he moved, almost hesitantly. Was he frightened after the recent events? She knew she was, but she also knew how badly she wanted him. She had taken her birth control, if she hadn't she wouldn't even think about attempting sex...the ordeal had freaked her out, to put it nicely, and although she did realize the thought of a baby was somewhat exciting, she knew one wasn't ideal at the moment. 

She gasped and shifted her hips towards him as he grabbed her bottom, all thoughts of babies leaving her mind for the time being. She bit her bottom lip and closed her eyes as his hands held her, as small blush making its way into her cheeks.

The touch of her knee against...well it was really his most sensitive part of the body...both excited and worried him at the time. She had after all already hit him there once even if he probably had himself to blame for her actions. He couldnt stop, that much at least, the proof on how she turned him on, it was near impossible. Surely he could try and think of something else but... Her body felt hot against his own, even if she had a nightgown on, and she seemed to press herself up against him. A 'normal' guy, normal being one that wasnt in the industry of horseracing, would perhaps call her flat and bony but for one inside, one that knew why and was perhaps in a way just as "meager" compared to societys strict template on how you should look saw other things. 

Anything that could be spared when it came to bodyfat were missing on their bodies. What the woman perhaps "lacked" as some men would say when it came to the size of her rack, she had in the firm plumpness of her rump. Once she retired from racing, once she allowed herself to eat more than a sparrow, she would sprout or maybe not, Craig didnt really care. All women looked different and he loved them all, he got just as turned on to feel her body moving, squirming under his as he touched her, lightly rubbing his fingers over at least one little 'button' that had appeared. It poked up in a cocky way, straining against the silky thin fabric. Leaning in closer he gently nipped at it with his lips.

As his lips came down to cover her nipple her hips bucked under him involuntarily and her back arched up, her torso rising up to meet his. A small, frustrated noise came out from between her lips. He wasn't acting....well...like Craig. He would have normally ripped her nightgown off by now. Was he really so affected by the pregnancy scare that he couldn't even do what he loved best? Sure, she could tell that he was aroused, it wasn't difficult to notice the firmness underneath her knee, but he hadn't made any moves to go any farther than just touching. 

Finally, grabbing his head in each of her hands she pulled him nicely, but still firmly, towards her face. She covered his mouth with her own and drug her tongue across his bottom lip, begging to enter by gently prodding. She wasn't going to make him do anything that he didn't want to, but he had never seemed to have a problem with it before...maybe it wasn't the pregnancy scare, maybe he was just tired of her? The thought frightened her as much as she hated to admit it to herself. She had always made a point of being independant, and she knew Craig wouldn't always be there, but he was the first man that she'd been with that seemed to really care. 

Taking her head back she looked him in the eyes and wrapped her arms around him, bringing her lips to his ear she whispered to him, "Craig...it's ok..." She desperately wanted some kind of explination to let her know it wasn't her.

His eyes was dark with desire, scorching hot and steaming passion. Her kiss had ignited it even more and as her tongue went on, ever so teasingly, he pressed himself onto her even harder. He wasnt sure why he felt like he wanted to cry when she said it was ok. Most of the time he felt the expectations from others around him, owners, players...the women. They all wanted..expected him to preform...but the woman underneith him just seemed happy to have him here...no pressure, no strings. For that alone he...loved her...but he would never tell her that. The only thing he could do was to show her how he felt. That was the closest thing he could do than to actually say the words outloud.

Kisses as hot as could be covered her neck again and he moved lower, both of his hands now roamed over her body. The fabric of the towel felt course but he needed to have the beast locked up otherwise he might look like the worst type of...dirtbag... He sat up, catching his breath just a little, she seemed a little flushed as well. Craig took one of her slender legs and kissed the ankle, he breifly but gently massaged the sole of her foot before moving up the inside of her leg. If possible her skin was even softer - and paler - here. The sun had darkend his own skin and the difference gave a contrast, not only by color but also by soft and carousled. Despite a slightly worn hand, his touches were as soft and gentle as a pianoplayer, and Craig knew his keys well.

As soon as the words escaped her lips the man above her exploded, kissing her hotly, smothering her neck in kisses and nibbles. A small, relieved sigh, mixed with passion, made its way out of her mouth. She accepted him warmly, her own hands running up and down his back and across his muscled shoulders. 

Her legs wrapped themselves around him, locking at the ankles, in a desperate attempt to get even closer to him. His heat filled her with desire, and his hot kisses sent her reeling, her breath shallow and quick. 

As he wriggled backwards to reach her ankle she reluctantly unlocked her ankles, allowing him to leave and trail more kisses up her leg. As his hand reached her thigh her toes curled up under themselves in anticipation. A small moan crept its way out of her mouth, she was desperate for him, and aching feeling forming between her legs. Her hands gripped the sheets beneath them since they didn't have any access to Craig's skin. She opened her legs wider, allowing him better room to work and watched him as he moved further up her leg. He was so intent on her, and the sight of him drove her even more wild. It was taking a lot of restraint on her part to simply stay where she was, but she knew that good things came to those who waited.

The raw lust alone made him breathe a little heavy, lust caused by so many of his senses, the sight of her wincing, twitching and turn under his hands and mouth, the scent and taste of her skin and sound of her voice only enhanced the sensation. His chin scratched lightly against soft skin, turning a little pink, eager lips kissed the little sting caused by the courseness away. A light frown was seen on the mans face, even if it faded away quickly, the sayings and the rumours said about him never told much more than about his ways in the hay or his skill in the matter. Under that where a soulful and sensitive man, one that did his best to hide those features of himself, both from others and himself. He kept most at a armslength and it was only a few women that he spent more time with than just one night that sometimes got the chance to at least see quickly passing glimpses.

Craig growled low as his tender kisses started to close in on her center and he swallowed hard as she gave him access. He hoisted the fabric of the nightgown up slightly, not that he needed to see what he was doing. Nipping at her inner thighs with his lips, alternating between gentle ones and others with a little more passion behind them, he crouched between her legs. His hands cupped under her buttcheeks, squeezed them lightly and brought her closer to his face. The man continued to tickle and tease her, moving away just as his tongue was to touch her very core, blowing cool air instead. He felt that she wanted him, she wanted him closer...but he also wanted to see how far she could go before it drove her all to wild with desire to control herself. He had yet to see the completely feral side of her. So far she had always been controlled.

He was teasing her. She knew it. The passionate kisses and nibbles never made it to her desired destination and his touch was driving her completely insane. She groaned loudly, frustration lacing the edges as she gripped the bedsheets harder. She would not beg. She made it a point to never beg, demand, perhaps, but never plead. 

She had been with men before that had wanted her to beg for their affections, but in the end they were always the ones hoping for more from her, and she would leave them wanting. Perhaps it was from her perfectionist nature that she even wanted to be in control in bed...most of the time. But, her favorite thing, and something that didn't happen with her often, was when a man took complete control, calling the shots and leaving her guessing. 

She cocked her hips into him, hoping he'd get the hint, as good as his tongue felt she needed something else. Her legs spread wider, yet, and her hands twined behind her head, her back arching. That tingling sensation was growing and a slight throbbing was forming between her legs, it was almost a painful feeling. "Craig...uhhhn....Now." she demanded in a low, seductive growl.

It was getting close to painful for him. She arched against him, his hands, his body, in a way teasing him as much as he teased her. A short moment, he was fighting for the control, ignoring the deepest of natural urges. Even if she acted the way she did know he somehow knew that she was a little like him, killing the lonesome life with something casual and fleeting. For some reason he had taken upon himself to have the womans need pleased before his own, even when it came to the shortest of moments. He had learned a lot from all the women he had been with, what they liked and wanted. In some cases even their deepest fantasies and he gave as much of himself as he could, trying to make up with what was lacking with him otherwise with his knowledge on how to please and satisfiy.

He gave the drawer a impatient jerk, and it squeaked in protest and opened just enough so he could press his fingers down and with slight difficulty catch one of the rubbers. His hand shook a little as he opened the small package. A thought of worry passed him...what if this broke too? He took a shivering breath, ripped the towel off him and very carefully put it on. 

Slowly he crept back up in the bed, watched her as she watched him. He wouldnt be able to hide his feelings for her, not the state he was in or his eyes. Despite the courage he had on horseback, how he dared to tackle the wildest and most wicked of both stallion and mare still made him lacking one thing, to tell a person how he felt in words. With a little encuragement he got her on her knees and hands, even if it was breif she got a puzzled expression in her eyes, while he positioned himself slightly behind her to her right. He covered her neck, shoulders and back with nips and kisses, one his hands found her breasts and the other stroked her side, over her stomach and down to her thigh. Growling low in her ear he moved a little bit more to the left and as he moved he nuzzled her between her shoulderblades and nipped her lightly with his lips. He continued to touch and massage her with his hands as he slowly rubbed his pelvis towards her. He was ready, he knew she was ready as well, it would be so easy just to...glide into bliss...but he wanted her to feel like she was the one that had the control despite that he controlled so much else at the moment.

She closed her eyes to compose herself as got what he seeked out of the drawer. There was an odd look in his eyes as she opened hers back up to glance at him. She wasn't able to figure it out, it was something she'd never seen from him before. Before she could think on it more, though, he coaxed her into position on the bed and placed himself over her, nipping and kissing across her back. 

She closed her eyes as he growled in her ear. Something about the almost feral noises he made drove her crazy and she responded with a small noise of her own. A shiver rolled up her spine as he pressed his groin into her, and she pushed back with an equal amount of pressure. 

She couldn't do much for him in this position, but she tried her best by pushing her bottom into him and rotating it slightly. She could tell he was hesitating once again, she was hesitant as well, but there was no reason to be scared. Even if the condom did break she had taken her birth control pill, the scare from earlier was just a bit too fresh in her mind. 

As his face traveled back up towards her ear she turned her own to face him as best as she could and consumed him in a passionate kiss. Her tongue slid into his mouth easily, skillfully playing with his own tongue and reveling in his taste. As she did so she continued to push herself against him, signalling that she was more than ready. She admired that he had enough self restraint to give her the choice. To even try to pleasure her before he did himself. The tingling sensation grew at the thought and a small moan escaped her mouth to vibrate into his own, their lips parting slightly for a moment.

Letting one of his hands just momentarily leave her body to help his eager member finding the right path he felt himself getting sucked in. His hold around her waist became a little harder as she tightend around him so wonderfully. He made some sort of sound, but most of it was muffled into her back as he pressed his face against it. Like it was moving on his own he moved just a little, in a rocking, back and forth motion, all the while keeping his grip around her. He pressed himself as far in as he could but without doing so it might hurt. Not that he was hung like a stallion, no matter what her petname for him was. As he felt the knot building he moved a little quicker, he wanted it slower but her reactions, how her body massaged his most sensitive part, he couldnt really control that.

One of his hands gently kneeded her breast without doing it to roughly. He felt the center of it harden. Lifting his head a little he instead leaned the side of his head on hers so they were almost cheek to cheek. He felt some sweat run between his shoulderblades. Picking up the pace just a little bit still she continued to hold him tight. It made him moan low and deep. The few pangs from his groin he ignored despite the fact it felt a little different. There were many parts of him that every now and then hurt, but that was the life he led. 

Alayna gasped as he entered her, her breath coming in small pants with his motions, every once in a while a moan escaping. She arched her neck up in pleasure, his breath hot and rhythmic against her back. She did her best to concentrate enough to pleasure him back, muscles contracting and releasing around him with each thrust. 

Her nails dug into the purple bed sheets, she could feel sweat forming behind her knees and on her back, some of it mingling with his own and slickening their bodies, allowing for movements with less friction. 

She leaned her head against his as he brought his next to her's, her eyes closing in pleasure. As he moaned in her ear she couldn't help but let out a lusty "yes". His pace quickened and she moved with him, following his lead and allowing him deeper access. 

The tingling sensation was growing hotter, she wouldn't be able to hold it back much more. The anticipation he had formed by teasing her earlier had her more than ready, and she was lucky to have lasted this long. As his pace quickened even more she couldn't hold it back any longer, the tingling spread through her body and her body was wracked with contractions, her arms almost failing to hold her up. 

"Craig!" She almost screamed as the hot pleasure spread from her center. She could feel herself contracting around his thrusts, her neck arching up and her bottom pushing further into him. As the contractions faded she forced herself to stay tight around him, instead of releasing from the rush of pleasure. She wanted it to be just as good for him as it was for her.

As she came and squeezed around him even harder felt himself loading for an eruption. However if it was her had or if was himself, at this moment it wasnt something he tought of, either way it felt like he had spilt a drop of boiling oil on his crotch. He was caught in a stage he couldnt 'not react' to but at the same time it was nice it hurt all the same. He sucked in his breath and his fingers clasped around her hips, leaning against her back for a little, hoping it would pass. As he tried to move again he felt it again, just not as painful. It still made him whimper a little.

"Bloody...hell...ow..just...fuck.." Not the most romantic set of words. Craig carefully moved out of her, not completely flacid. Normally he liked to stay close as long as possible but standing the way he did seemed to put some sort of strain on whatever muscle he had pulled. Had they overdone it? He was not going back to any hospital! He was thankful for that he managed to reach a tissue from the nightstand to hide the used rubber in. It wasnt exactly the same as when you collected stallions. He leaned back, still a grimace on his face. It was passing but it was like he didnt dare to move. Talk about him ruining things.

"...so...sorry kitten...I messed up...you know I dont finish with a failure..." the thought continued silently in his head with his mothers voice "...of course you would..you are a failure...a mistake...how could you get in your head that you do anything well?"

She could feel him tensing against her back, his body went rigid and he leaned on her for a moment. Something was definitely wrong, she knew for sure after a string of curses erupted from his mouth. She panicked for a moment, not being able to see what was happening, just crouching helplessly on the bed. She attempted to crane her neck, but she couldn't see much, just an arm and leg that were now trying to slide off of her. 

He finally removed his weight from her and she turned around as soon as she could. When she found him he was leaning back on the bed, eyes shut and a grimace on his face. Concern immediately contorted her face. What had happened?

"Craig? Are you alright?" She crawled towards him quickly, sitting on her knees in front of him. Looking down she noticed he held his groin. "Oh no..." She whispered with a frown, "Was...was I too rough? Did I hurt you?" She cupped a hand on his face, stroking her thumb across his cheek in an attempt to calm him down and possibly make him feel better. Her other hand went down to his groin, attempting to pry his hand loose and see if there was any outward damage.

"No...no,no...not..you...never you..." he huffed "...and...to be honest...it could have been better...it was...peachy...now...not so much...bloody wanks for doctors cant fix...shiiit..." It hadnt been that bad for a few days and now it was like the muscles had put...well he wasnt sure if muscles had feet exactly...but...still...they had decided he had too much fun and wanted to punish him.

He felt her hands on his face and then...her other hand trying to lift his that he had cupped around his groin...like it would help. It wasnt like he was trying to cover himself, he never did such a thing. Yet he felt a little reluctant. "You cant see...." Most of his injuries were healed now, some had formed small scars across his belly, but they were not alone. He had crashed a few times before. The only difference this time was that he hadnt had anything to either hold on to or to protect anything else but his head.

A slightly pained grunt escaped him as she prodded a little. The legend was happy to see her and tired to greet her but gave up since his master didnt do anything to help him up. He rubbed his face, if he just lay still for a little bit...perhaps it would pass...no matter what he wasnt going to skip his job.Thomas had given him a list on things that needed to be done and they where checking the list, one thing after the other. Like always he wanted to make sure his boss was happy with what he did. #...she just pity you...she thinks you are a failure too...you cant even get a job on your own...you had the girl ask for you...you are just like you father...#

"Are you being shy, Stallion?" She teased, trying to lighten the mood and maybe distract him from the pain. She gave up after he protested, though. Chances were she wouldn't be able to see any injury since it was all beneath the skin. Instead, she sat quietly with him on the bed waiting for his pain to subside. As she did so she looked at his face once again. As well as the physical pain, emotional pain played in the depths of his chocolate eyes and she frowned, the good feelings from earlier washing away completely. 

The two of them just didn't have an easy life. Even with each other bad things were always happening. So much drama and pain, was her life always going to be like this? Scooting to his side she clasped his free hand in her's, entertwinning their fingers, and laid her head to rest on his shoulder, simply soaking in the company of another. At least they had each other...for the time being...It was nice to have someone around all the time. Especially someone as caring as Craig. She had never gotten used to the loneliness after her mom and dad died, even with Hathien and the rest of the staff there for company. It just wasn't the same. She let a small sigh out and closed her eyes, trying to memorize the warmth of his skin on her cheek, knowing that some day he would have to leave. 

"You know, Craig, you really don't have to sleep on that couch anymore." She said with a half-hearted smile. "Maybe the bed will help you heal up better. There's no way you can lay on the couch for a few months and not be sore..." She smiled at the thought. It would be nice to have someone to cuddle with at night, someone to take the loneliness out of her life for the time being.

He ignored the fact that his groin still was shooting up daggerlike bolts of pain, he wrapped a arm around her so she came to rest in the nook nest to his chest. A sigh escaped him before he kissed her forehead. "I guess I was to eager...but...you turn me on...pussycat..." he smiled softly. "I can sleep with you? Here? #Airhead# He shook his head lightly. "If you are ok with it kitten, your couch is comfy if you compare it to some motelbeds Ive slept on...heck...Ive slept on benches too..." He pulled her closer, her warmth against his felt...for now at least...it felt right.

Moving his legs slightly he tried to feel what sort of movements that hurted the most. Perhaps he should keep himself grounded for the coming week. Afterall he hadnt been up and about more than two weeks and it was hardly a month ago or so, perhaps slightly over, since the accident.

She laughed at his responce, " Yes, Craig, this bed, right here," she patted the comforter to make her point, "It's the only bed in the apartment, silly." She smiled up at him to let him know she was just kidding. "Why don't you rest for a bit, maybe you'll feel better after a nap." She kissed his cheek and got off the bed. 

Strolling over to her closet she picked out an outfit for the day and took it to the bathroom to shower. After a nice shower she left her hair down wet to air dry. It was sunday, after all, not like she had anywhere to go. Her mom and dad had always made her go to church with them when they were still alive, but after their deaths she stopped going. Something in the back of her mind always nagged her to go back, however, and Hathien constantly asked her to join her to worship. 

Feeling clean, and washing away the sweat from earlier, she stepped out of the shower and dressed.  Walking from the bathroom she left the bedroom quietly and went into the kitchen to fix the two of them some lunch. It wasn't much, just a can of tuna with barely any mayonnaise and some relish. She toasted a few pieces of wheat bread to make them both a sandwich, and poured some green tea into two glasses. Grabbing her plate she headed for the living room, and on her way peeked into the bedroom to see if Craig was still laying down. He was, but she couldn't tell if he was asleep or not. Either way she didn't want to wake him, so she plopped down on the couch and quietly watched some tv. Maybe they could give Hathien and Thomas a visit later that night.

Someone tsk:ed at him. And sighed. Craig blinked as he woke up. At her suggestion a nap had after all sounded nice. With a little bit of manouvering he had manage to lay on his side. His nose got filled with her scent so everything felt just fine. Then, as he woke to the sound of someone moving in the kitchen he heard that someone had to be in the room with him. He woke with a jolt. It was like a grey, medium thick vail but...it looked like it was his mother. "Mum?" he said, not too loud. #You dont even know your own mother. Oi! Like its not bad enough you let the poor girl stand and make a meal for you...if you can call what you eat a meal...you are suppose to be a man...you should take of her...but...who am I fooling...just look at the mess you did...its so typical of you!#

Craig grunted and shook his head. As he looked up the figure in the corner was gone. Rolling over on his back he sighed deeply, he had felt a little off lately. His mother seemed to have been at the bar too, urging him on in his drunken state and he had been sure she had been there. Of that he hadnt said anything. He had been drunk after all. Thankfully he had stayed under what seemed to be his limit for not getting a hangover.

Ever so carefully he sat up. It felt better but it was still tender and he moved with a short of shuffling move. Perhaps this was due to the riding too? He had missed that, the feeling of a horse moving under him so if there had been any warnings from his body he had ignored them.

"Hey kitten..." he said as he came out to the livingroom. The worn bag of his was still out here so he had to come out here allmost buttnaked. He had remembered that he had washed some of his underwear and had managed to put them on without too much trouble. Not that he was shy to strut around naked but it was at least a little more decent. "...what are you watching?" Slowly he sat down next to her and smoothly put his arm around her, offering her to lean against him.

She heard some rustling from the bedroom and then Craig popped out of the doorway, shuffling over to the couch. She couldn't help but giggle a bit at him, his hair was more messy than usual, probably from her fingers running through it earlier and he rubbed at his eyes blearily. As he plopped down on the couch next to her she leaned over into him as he wrapped his arm around her. 

"Just animal planet." She answered him. There was a documentary about big cats on and she had been watching it for a bit before he came into the room. "Are you feeling any better?" She asked, looking downwards where he had pulled his muscle. "I was thinking if you were, maybe we could pay Hath and Thomas a visit later tonight? Play some poker or bullcrap?" 

It had been a while since she had last gambled. She played board games and cards at the old farm house some nights with the farm staff, but none of them bet anything. It was always for fun, and usually ended up in the others losing to her. She had her fair share of experience with gambling, once again in her "wild days" which she hoped to put behind her, now. 

"Sure we can, kitten..." he kissed her head gently "...games are fun..." His fingers made invicible figures on her shoulder. Her skin always seemed so soft. Like she had been catnip he leaned towards her and sniffed her neck, as thanks for the sniff he left her a kiss on the neck. It felt good to sit like this, no stress to go to the track, worrying about that last pound, sitting til the last minute in the sweatbox feeling like you were going to pass out and with your stomach growling so loudly you almost expecting people to look at you weirdly.

"...so...poker...are you any good?" He smiled softly. If anything next to his profession as a jockey he was a gambler. Perhaps that was one reason why he had developed a knack of working with troubled horses, he looked at the small details that could give away why a horse acted the way it did. For every reason there was a cause. It was just a matter of finding and to see the reasons, not just to condem the horse as impossible.

His own face was rather "blank" when he sat around the gamingboard, he never reavealed anything, no matter if it went good or bad. Usually not even a lightly dressed woman could get him unfocused.

She smiled as he kissed her neck, closing her eyes for a second. "Hmm? Oh, I've played my fair share of poker..." She said with a raised eyebrow once he pulled his face away from her neck. "I was in Vegas for few months...." She felt her face darkening at the thought of that time in her life and decided to think about other things. 

"Here," She said picking his plate up from the coffee table, and shoved the tuna sandwich in his face, "Eat up. You'll need to eat something if you plan on beating me at poker." She said with a grin. 

She waited for him to finish eating, contentedly watching the rest of the animal documentary. Once he was done she urged him to put on some clothes and she placed his plate in the dishwasher as he got ready to head to the farm. 

Soon they were out in her car, she had brought two decks of cards with her and called Hath to let her know she was coming. When they pulled into the long drive she recognized a white F350 sitting next to the outdoor arena. She sighed and rolled her eyes, realizing who was here. "Great...Morgan Scott is here." Looking at Craig she gave him an exasperated look as she explained. "He's the countie's snottiest rich boy, using his daddy's money to buy new trucks, trailers and horses. Don't get me started on his attitude..." She muttered. The man had had a crush on her ever since she was hired on at the farm, and had made innapropriate comments too her plenty of times. She always responded snarkily, angering him to the point where he would go away, or she just wouldn't talk to him at all, completely ignoring him. She saw him walking back from the mare barn, probably checking out the breeding stock in there. He was a handsome man with dark brown hair and eyes, fairly tall at about 5'11". She would have considered getting to know him better if he didn't annoy her so badly. 

Stepping out of the car she shot a glare towards him as he walked up to greet them. 

"Alayna, it's been a while." He smirked at her, completely ignoring Craig at her side. 

"It has." Was all she said in return, attempting to ignore him and make her way to the house.

His normally warm brown brown eyes seemed to darken to a almost black as the other man spoke. It was not the fact that she had told him about his personality as they got out of the car, or that the man ignored him, he was used to being treated like a dimwitted nobody by owners. It was rather the way the man looked at her. Sure he could look at a woman too, but he never looked at a woman that way. Protectivly he put his arm around her and pulled her closer and it wasnt until now the other man seemed to notice him.

"Well, well..you got a Gimli as a cover I see...just less hairy..." the man chuckled like his joke had been hillarious.

Craig frowned and turned away to go towards the house. You could be blind and still see that the man was full of himself, blinded by his own madeup glory and shine. A voice stopped him as he had walked a little.

"Hey! You are Craig Knight huh? The jockey that rode...what "Murders Kiss"?"

He turned, perhaps he had underestimated him?

"Yes sir,...its me...and it was 'Assassins Kiss'...he is..."

The man waved away his answer like it had been a swarm of pesky flies. A vile smirk played on his lips.

"You know you walk like you have fucked a rake, right...that wont give you any ladies! Learn from me, man....then maybe you might get lucky...altho I cant really see what you have to offer...that I cant."

The man fired of a sleezy smile towards the woman. It was just words, Craig knew that...heck he had worse called after him. He just stared at the man, clenching his jaws. #See...everybody can see that you arent good enough...you shouldnt ruin her life too...just like you ruined ours...we have it so much better without you...# He shook his head a little and gave the man another dark stare, but he didnt say anything. He might be business, important business and you simply didnt punch business on the schnaz for being....rude. Unless he touched him or...'his' kitten...or did anything to harm anything on the farm his hands were tied.

Alayna planted her feet on the ground and stood stiffly with Craig's arm wrapped around her. Oh, how she longed to slap that silly grin off of Morgan's face. He was such an infuriating man, but, unfortunately, he was also a good customer. Sometimes she thought he only came back to see her. 

She frowned and glared at him as he talked down to Craig, her hands balling up into fists. She could feel the anger rising into her cheeks, they were probably flushed along with her eartips. 

His last comment brought Alayna over the edge of fury, he might be a customer, but there was never a reason to talk to someone like that. "He walks that way because he's f***ing me, Morgan." She spat at him and turned, pulling Craig into the farm house and slamming the screen door, leaving the man outside to think about what she had just told him. 

"Sorry about that..." She muttered, turning to Craig once they were out of his sight. "What a snob..." 

"Who's a snob?" Hathien asked, walking around the corner from the office. "Oh...did you bump into Morgan on your way in?" She grimaced. The man didn't dare make innuendos towards Hathien since she was the farm owner, but she knew how he treated the other girls. 

Alayna took a deep breath and smiled at Hathien, not letting Morgan ruin her night. "You ready to play some poker?" She asked with a grin, "Go grab Thomas and we'll set up the card table." They set up in the living room and before long Thomas came walking into the house, freshly showered after a long, hot day she was sure. Someone had to care for the horses on the weekends, and that someone was usually him. 

He gave a grin when he saw everyone, lingering on Hathien. When he saw Craig his grin turned downwards into an embaraced grimace. "Hey, man...about the other day...I'm really sorry." He said looking at the man in front of him and running a hand through his wavy hair. It was a genuine apology and he aparently had felt so bad about the other day that he didn't even try to take Craig to the side to tell him, just blurting it out in front of the girls. 

Alayna smiled at him and then to Craig, hoping he would accept the apology and move on so that things weren't so awkward anymore.

Craig shrugged "...I should probably say Im used to that sort of talk...its just words...he wanted to get me pissed...I take it he likes you?" He added the last low, but before she could answer, or if she had heard the last at all they were already inside and they bumped into Hathien. Craig did his best to stand more straight up and walk normally. Barely a week in the new job and he was walking like he would be on his last leg. His grin was because of this a little forced as Thomas came in. Since he left England and the incident with Sven he had never made friends with any male. Drinking and gambling buddies perhaps but they werent really friends in those terms.

"Its ok, Thomas...but just so you know...despite what you have heard about me...Im not a guy that mess up and leave..." #Of course you would, you are your fathers son...not that anyone would ever need you or want you...you are so pathetic!!# He gave the other man a new try of a smile but it didnt feel real. Standing up straight seemed to make it hurt more. Carefully he pulled up a chair and sat down, it felt slightly better this way.

Hathien seemed to be collecting something in the kitchen so he opened up the cardbox. He smiled a real warm smile at Alayna and gave the other man a friendly glance. "While we are waiting I can perhaps entertain you a little?" (he does this trick http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=oLjEulT6ssM)

Alayna laughed and clapped her hands once the trick was over. She had seen it a few times in Vegas, but she could tell Thomas had never seen the like before and he looked genuinely baffled. He scratched his head and laughed while saying "That's something else!" 

Hathien sat down next to Thomas and Alayna, placing a plate of crackers and peanuts on the table as well as some cold cokes. "What are we playing tonight?" She said cheerfully. 

"I was thinking some poker might be fun," Alayna smiled, "Do you and Thomas know the rules?" Hathien didn't, but Thomas had played a few times so he invited Hathien to be with him for the first game, showing her the rules and his best poker face...which was hilariously awful and caused Alayna to laugh out loud a few times. 

Craig was much harder to read, obviously he would be since he was more of an expert on the matter, like herself. She found herself sending him saucy glances, attempting to ruin his concentration. He won the first game and she won the second, poor Hathien and Thomas never even making it close to a win. It was good fun, though, and she found herself laughing a lot throughout the night. 

Thomas was back to his old self and cracked jokes occassionally, nudging Hath in the ribs and generally being a goof. She could tell he was really trying to make things cool between himself and Craig again and he chatted with him across the table about his racing career, the horses he had ridden and what tracks he had ridden at. 

Alayna leaned back in her chair and raised her hands over her head in a long stretch at the end of the second game. It wasn't too late, yet, and they had time for another game or two still.

He had laughed at Thomas when he heard her again, echoing in the back of his mind like she would have been his conscience. #Look at you...trying to make friends...you try that, son...but you will never have friends...who would want someone like you...# He had caught Alaynas eyes under the course of the evening and had just met them with a mirroring gaze back. He knew three things in life, horses, cards and women in no particular order. She stretched and he smiled at her, his eyes saying more than his voice would, giving steaming promises of what he could do with her. Descretly he put his hand on her thigh, squeezed it lightly and let his finger just brush by her core. #Oh...you seem to have forgotten you are damaged goods boy...you really think she will keep you around now...who keeps a broken toy?# His smile faded and he removed his hand, moving it to pinch the bridge of his nose. He had been getting these weird headaches lately and then...his mother...why did he seem to hear her...was it because he had thought of her lately...and his dad...

"Im all up for a new game...of this or something else..." He leaned towards the redheaded woman and whispered low with a hoarse voice "...later we can play cards on our own too...strippoker...because I dont think those too..." he gave the others a playful eye "...I dont think they would dare too..."

Alayna giggled again at a joke Thomas had cracked and leaned back in her chair to look at Craig. He gave her a heated gaze and when his hand slipped under the table to caress her she tried her best to not make a face. Instead her mouth just openned a bit, her breath shuddering out quietly. When he removed his hand and pinched the bridge of his nose she frowned over at him. He didn't act quite like himself, not that she claimed to know him super well, but she did know him better than others and he seemed a bit off. Perhaps it was from the other night at the bar, that was slightly traumatic for him, she guessed, and he still had some scratches on his arms. 

When he leaned over to whisper in her ear she simply grinned and shook her head once. She noticed Hathien and Thomas shifting awkwardly in their seats watching the two whispering. Breaking the awkwardness, for them, at least, she suggested one more game and then going back to her apartment. They played one game of bullcrap for fun, which had them all laughing and accusing each other of cheating. Alayna stood up when it was over and helped Hath clean up the food and the card table. 

Saying goodnight she stepped onto the porch and unlocked her car.  She chatted idly on the way home, in good spirits and too awake to think about going to sleep yet. Once they entered the apartment she turned to Craig and waved the decks of cards in her hands. "How about that game of strip poker, Stallion?" She asked with a raised eyebrow and a smirk. "I'll grab some scotch." With that she headed to the kitchen to prepare some glasses.

Craig grinned and wiggled an eyebrow. "So...trying to make me drunk, kitten? You think that will improve your game? Whenever you got a queen you wiggled your nose...did you know that?" It hadnt been noticed if you werent a cardplayer yourself. He knew that he had played with his chips when he got really good cards, but when he realized this he started to twirl them everynow and then, especially making it haphazardly so others couldnt really be sure if he had a good or bad hand.

Even if it felt better now he walked a little slower but he followed her to where she stored the alcohol. She had just taken the bottle down as he came up to her from behind and wrapped his arms around her, nuzzling close, resting his chin on her shoulder with his eyes closed. It felt nice, but why it felt nice he couldnt really say. What was different with her compared to everybody else? He never kept  track on how many he had been with but he had never really had any problem hooking up with someone. A few times it had even been two at a time but he prefered to give his attentions to one at a time, despite that it seemed like a rule that a threesome was all mens biggest fantasy. Many seemed to assume this was the case with him too.

His hands left their resting place around her waist and stroked her along her body, at the side of her thighs and then up towards her rump that he then grabbed and gently squeezed while he nibbled her neck. After that he stepped back and went back to the couch with two glasses. "You comming?" he called over his shoulder.

"Yep," She giggled, "You won't notice any of those things with a fuzzy head." She turned her neck and winked a mint eye back at him. As he came up behind her and wrapped his arms around her torso she smiled and leaned her head against his. It was so nice having him around, little things like this made her feel wanted and appreciated, and for that she always felt the need to tell him how she felt. But, half of her was too proud to admit that she needed someone, and the other half was afraid Craig wouldn't know what to do with the words she offered him. She knew that he was a genuinely loving, caring and kind man, but she wasn't sure if he had ever had a real relationship before, and if he would be worried that she would demand it of him once she told him how she felt. She would never demand anything of him, but men didn't always understand feelings the way that women did. 

So, she kept quiet, and instead soaked up his touch and warmth on her skin. She grinned as he teasingly walked away, beckoning her to where the poker chips and cards were set up on the small table in the kitchen. She grabbed the bottle of scotch and brought it with her, in case either of them needed a refill. 

"Well, Stallion, I'll let you have the first move." She said teasingly as she sat down across from him. She picked up her cards and gave them a quick glance with a blank face. Not a bad hand, but not the best, either. She cocked an eyebrow at him as she waited for him to make his move.

They were even and seemed to lose every other hand each while trying to tease the other during the game. Craig felt himself straining against his pants and he shifted in his seat. He glanced down, his hand was an average one, looking up he smiled at her as he put more glow to his gaze. She returned the same. Twenty minutes later he gave a damn about the cards and the game. As the round finished he put his cards down, got up, hoisted a perhaps a little confused kitten up in his arms and carried her to her bed. His groin strained a little but he didnt care. Carefully he laid her down on the bed and sat down beside her. "I dont need a game to strip you down, love...I can do that myself..." he grinned "...the whole night have been a game of tease...all I ever wanted to do...was to make up for...this morning..."

The voice taunted him, but he muffled it out, he didnt want to listen. Ever since his mom came out of her depression she had been bitter and despite that he brought home enough money to support them all so she didnt have to work she had complained. Emily had taken her side of course.

Since socks had been the first to go in their game he didnt need to remove those. He leaned over her, lifted her shirt just a litte, exposing some skin just above the pants. Tenderly and with just a feathery light touch he kissed it, he blew some warm air on the same patch before he let a line of similar kisses follow the edge of the pants. As he returned to the center he slowly unbuttoned it with one hand. The newly exposed area got some of the same kisses he had given her waist. His lips returned there while he with a hand under her lowerback gently lifted her up just enough so he could slide her pants off.

Alayna bit her lip and tried to focus on her next move. Craig had been giving her saucy glances from across the table, and she was having a hard time concentrating on the game. Was this how he always played? She could see how it would mess with one's mind, her's had turned to fuzz already. If that's what it took for him to win then so be it, she'd be a more than happy loser. 

 When she heard his chair grind across the tiled floor suddenly she looked up with a start only to find herself being hoisted up into Craig's arms and hauled off towards the bedroom. She clung her arms around his neck, still catching her bearings. For an injured man he sure moved fast. She looked up at him heatedly when he sat her gently on the edge of the bed. 

"Craig...you don't have to feel like you need to make up for anything..." She said looking into his warm eyes, now much darker than usual. "This morning was perfect...for me..."

"Are you sure you're ok--" She began but was cut off by a gasp as Craig kissed the skin beneath her pants waist. She hoped he was well enough to do this, but she couldn't find the strength or sense to protest. Instead, she layed down on the bed to assist him in taking her jeans off. 

Once they were off she sat up again and grabbed the bottom of his shirt before he could do anything else, lifting it quickly over his head. Once she tossed it aside her lips found his and her tongue plunged into his mouth. Apparently the tension from earlier was higher than she thought. Her hands ran through his hair and caressed the back of his neck. Still kissing him, her hands traveled their way down his torso and her slender fingers found the buckle of his belt. Unbuckling it without much problem her hands then found their next obstacle, and she quickly undid the button and zipper of his jeans.

Her touch seemed to set fire to his skin, ignited by her kiss. The desire it woke within him made him moan deeply in his throat and he pressed her closer to him. Bringing his hands up under her t-shirt he unhooked her bra a with smooth move with like a 'snapping-move' two of his fingers. If you just took the time to practice, they werent that hard to open. Practice makes perfect. His hand gave her back a light massage at the same time he held her close. With his other hand he reached in the arms of the shirt and got the bra's shoulder strap off. Switching hands the one that had been rubbing her back now did the same manouvre the other had done. Realeasing his hold just enough, he pulled it out.

He nuzzled her neck and ear as he did this. "Tah-da..." he whispered smiling like he had preformed a magic act. He liked to feel her breasts against his own chest, but just having this thin fabric inbetween was a little more exciting. It was like having something wonderful, just out of reach, near yet so close. He kissed her similar to the way she just had kissed him. Eagerly he explored her mouth, taking in every sensation of it. There was no hurry.

Dropping her bra to the floor the hand now returned to her body, stroking it, caressing it, before landing on her rump. He liked her rump, thats why he couldnt resist touching it all the time. Pressing her close like this wasnt exactly helping when it came to his own evidence of his desire that probably did his best to struggle free. He didnt bother trying to hide it. She knew that she turned him on this way and why should he hide that. Leaning back slightly, holding her chin in his hand, stroking it with his thumb, he looked at her, eyes so dark with emotion and desire.

"Oh...oh...Kitten..I..." he wasnt sure how to continue..what to say. The voice laughed at him. Craig gave his try up, instead he kissed her again, harder, fiercer, giving her in action what he was unable to say.

"Well done, Stallion..." She chuckled against his ear at his husky "Tah-da". Her mouth opened hungrily with his kiss, allowing his tongue immediate access and greeting it with her own. When he pulled her closer she felt his erection against her own groin and pushed lightly into it, hoping that it would be more pleasureable than painful for him in his current state. 

She looked back into his eyes, her's filled with the same desire, when he pulled her head back and stroked the edge of her chin. 

"Oh...oh...Kitten..I..." 

He covered her mouth in a passionate kiss. 

*You what?!* Her mind was screaming at her, but she returned his kiss with as much fervor as him. A sudden wave of emotion rolled over her and her hands traveled over his back in an embrace as he kissed her. When she pulled her head back she found the crook of his neck and placed gentle kisses in it. She was sitting in his lap at this point, and she brought her ankles around behind him, pushing him closer to her. She couldn't seem to get close enough.

He let out a soft groan as she rubbed against his member. Her kiss had been as forceful as his when it came to intensity. He felt a slight tingle of pain but he pushed it aside. What was a little pain when he sat at the edge of heaven with a angel in his lap? Making sure her legs werent in the way he lay down backwards so he lay on his back. He brought a pillow down and placed under his head so he wouldnt have to hold it up too much.

After correcting her location just a little, so it wouldnt hurt if she moved about. With a fingertip he softly followed some freckles on her hip, his hands travelled up to her belly. Somewhere, deep inside he couldnt help but wonder. What would they have done if it hadnt been a scare? He knew he would have supported her in what ever her choice had been. Why had things like this never really crossed his mind before? What if he had kids out there he didnt know about? He could remember faces and horses but not much fact...well about the horses there were no problem...but names quickly faded away, especially if there had been alcohol mixed in.

Teasingly he had let his hands go upwards and was now circling the shape of her breasts. He saw her nipple harden and poke the fabric. Ever so slowly he let his thumbs go over them, in more of a tickle than a rub.

As he laid down Alayna trailed a single finger down his bare chest. When her hand reached his unbottoned pants she slowly rolled them down his legs, pausing occassionally to place kisses and nibbles on his torso. Once his jeans finally reached his ankles she pulled them over his feet and off the side of the bed. 

Crawling back over him she made her way slowly upwards once again. Kisses started at the fabric of his underwear, up to his treasure trail, and when she made it to his navel she dipped her tongue inside before working farther up. She pressed her chest up against him as she slid the rest of the way up his body, her perked nipples inderneath her shirt drifting across his skin. 

Once her head was facing his again she smiled at him and kissed the corner of his mouth and worked her way up his cheekbone, finally to land a nibble on the lobe of his ear. "Show me what you're made of, Stallion..." She whispered lowly while she was there.

Leaning back he let himself relax, enjoying her touch and kisses. Once more he had one of those silly printed underwear, these had one of those 'magic lamps' on and the text 'rub for good luck'. Not that she needed to rub anything...it was enough just to think of her...He tried no to think of Jessie. She seemed happy with having things as they where...friends with benefits...and...he was probably happy for that solution too...yet Alayna made it feel different and he wasnt sure why she made it so. He got a warm fuzzy feeling just looking at her, and when she looked back at him, at times it felt like his heart would miss a beat. If possible he would hold her in his arms all day but naming what he felt, out loud...he didnt dare to do that...

He felt himself shiver as she rubbed her body along his, it was hard to lay still, but still he lay. He looked up at her under slightly narrowed eyes. "What Im made of?" He gripped her firm behind and pressed her closer, grinding slightly against her. A roll of desire rolled over him and he bit his lowerlip lightly. His hand found its way under her panties and soon, after passing over her rump, he found her center and let his fingers tease and test her, all the while rubbing against her slightly. His other hand had taken a light hold of her head, with his thumb stroking her gently over her cheek, and kissed her deeply.

Alayna moaned loudly into Craig's mouth as he kissed her, her hands balling up into fists on his chest in an attempt to keep herself under control. Did the man know the passion and emotion he ignited in her? He was going to undo her if he kept touching and kissing her the way he was. Her breath came in deep shudders and she tried not to squirm on top of him, keeping special mind of his injuries. 

One of her hands unclenched itself and traveled down to his V. Pausing at his underwear she slowly trailed her hand under the elastic band to find his manhood there, very happy to see her. Very gently, hoping this wouldn't hurt his strain any more, she ran her hand up and down his length, alternating in pace and pressure. 

She looked in his eyes as she did, judging his reaction and which movements were more pleasureable for him. He was still touching her, as well, and she was finding it hard to concentrate, but for his sake she held it together. 

That intoxicating knot was growing from her center again and a few more wordless moans escaped her mouth. Her breath was coming in pants, now. "Craig..." She groaned against his chest, her body tensing.

The urge to thrust became bigger as she stroked down and up his shaft and he had to concentrate as he locked his gaze with hers. His hand had found that sensitve nob at her front. The space between them seemed crowded now with both of their hands, teasing eachother to the brink of mad desire. He didnt want to move, if he could freeze this moment, sort it from everything else. He gave her a hard one armed hug, pressing her against him, inhaling her scent at the base of her neck, he acted like someone was trying to rip her away from him. Everything he had ever loved had always been taken away, disapeared, left or got lost. The ones he had trusted had lied. That had made him change slightly, become harder, if you kept yourself alone, things didnt hurt as much if you was the one in control.

He heard him speak his name against his chest, felt her body tesing and felt his own body react to hers, like an shivering string on a bow together with the arrow. She was ready, heck he was ever so ready, felt his desire and passion pulsate through his body. Stretching his arm he realized he wouldnt reached the bloody drawer and he didnt want to move, he didnt want to leave heaven. She stroked him again, pushing him closer to the brink of bliss, making him lean back his head, moan deep in his throat and hold her harder.

She gasped as he pulled her closer still, her muscles twitching underneath her pale skin. She continued to move her hand, stroking and caressing with her fingers. Her other hand went to his head, cupping the side of his face in her palm. 

She kept the eye contact, dark chocolate eyes meeting a mint green. Every now and again they would squeeze shut as the knot in her grew hotter, but she would open them moments later and continue to search his eyes. She could get lost in his eyes, the dark pools of his irises seemed to go on forever, with beautiful copper highlights running through them. 

She could tell he was close to the edge, she was as well. It was taking a lot of will power to last this long. She made a desperate noise in her throat, her body begging for release. Stroking her thumb across his cheek bone she layed her forehead on his and whispered, "...it's...uhhhn...ok, Craig...just let go..."

Her eyes shot open wide and looked into his as she let herself go, plunging over the edge into bliss. He mouth openned to let a loud moan escape, breath rushing out of her lungs only to gasp more back in. Her hips bucked against his hand and her muscles clenched. She tried her best to continue her stroking, it faltered and stopped at moments, but after the pleasure had run it's course through her body she relaxed and resumed again with more fervor. She wanted desperately to make him feel the way she just had.

Fighting against a hopeless cause, dragged towards the inevitable, he bucked against her hand. He didnt like to come like he would be some pornstar, spewing himself over somebody else. It made him...in a way to feel cheap. Holding back was starting to hurt. Her hand moved over the sensitive rim and then tip and he let out hoarse moan. It was like trying to stop a tornado with his hands, he had managed to hold it off once but now the almost burning feeling retured, spreading in his loins. In a hopeless attempt to hold it back he crunched up, both his face and body, before her touch, one final firm stroke sent him over. 

#Look at you...you are disgusting...you sicken me!# "...Im...sorry.." #How could you even think that I would have invited you to my wedding? You really think I want to go deeper down in filth than Ive been...Im finally and Emily are finally happy...without you! What would they say if they knew what you did?# "Im sorry..." The fog cleared slightly and blinking a few times he looked up in her mintcolored eyes. "I...I wanted to make it better...for you.." he slurred.

"Sorry for what?" Alayna asked breathlessly. Sweat sheened on her body and caused her Tshirt to cling to her skin. She layed on Craig's chest now, unmoving, just trying to catch her breath. *What in the world is he apologizing for?* she wondered. "Craig, you didn't do anything worng..." She assured him. 

She gave him a concerned look. "You look a bit dazed....are you ok? Did I hurt your injury....?" She asked with a frown. The last thing she wanted to do was cause him more pain. It seemed like every time she tried to make it better for him she only caused more pain or frustration. She sighed and looked at his eyes once more, caressing the side of his face with the back of her hand. Her other hand slipped out of his underwear. It was a bit sticky, so she rested that elbow on the bed, trying not to get her comforter too dirty. Maybe that was what he was sorry for? If that was it then he had nothing to worry about. She understood it was a natural reaction, and she had even given him permission to do it...so why was he sorry?

He blinked a little more. "What? Yeah...Im ok..." He gave her a loopsided grin as he moved just a little, for now at least it didnt hurt. "Magic hands..." he mumbled "...it doesnt hurt any..." The man glanced at her hand, now with the heat subsiding, the raw urge retreating there was no real problem moving. Carefully, because he wanted her to remain were she was he manouvered himself so he could reach the nightstand and grab a few tissues. "Usually that...is a mishap..." He actually felt something that reminded him of blushing. 

Suddenly he smirked, like he got an idea. Moving her slightly, so she sat more on his belly he made her lean down towards him. Carefully he nipped the fabric, just lightly touching her nipples that seemed to be jolted awake...or if it was her. He nipped again as he let his hands find their way under her shirt. She seemed to shiver as he reached them. Forming nicely under his palms he gave them a soft squeeze. Tightning to hard little buttons her nipples became erect under his hands. He let his thumbs pass over them and he smiled at her reaction. Ever so slowly he brought the shirt up so he got a clear view and access. After a few playful and teasing licks, just lightly letting it flick over them he removed the shirt all together.

Holding her firm and close he alternated between the two in his mouth. It seemed odd perhaps but he enjoyed this. He buffed at it lightly before letting it get sucked in again, he never did it too hard even if he mixed hard and soft as well as licking and nibbling. He heard her breathing and moved one hand down to her core again. He had never entered her but now he let his finger touch her more intently instead. 

She frowned slightly at him as he shrugged off the words he'd muttered moments before. Repeating "I'm sorry" wasn't exactly a normal thing to do...especially during sex. She took the tissue that he handed her and wiped her hand off, setting the tissue aside. "It wasn't a mishap," She smirked at he reasuringly, "I meant for that to happen." She winked at him and giggled when she saw a very faint blush creep into his cheeks. 

She wanted to inquire about how he was feeling more...the way that he was acting was worrying her, but before she could say anything he hoisted her up once more. As he coaxed her to bend over him and his mouth found her breasts she bit her lip and blushed, trying to control her breathing. 

"Craig..." She moaned his name as he lifted her shirt up and continued to tease her. When his hand slipped into her panties once again her hips bucked against him and she closed her eyes, arching her back. It started all over again. The tingling sensation was back and she found herself biting her lip. He was so bent on pleasuring her and making up for this moment. Not that she minded in the least, but she didn't want him to feel like he had to.

Catching her mouth, trapping one of her moans with his mouth, he kissed her deeply. Why he did this, with such feverish desire doing his best, up and beyond, to please her he didnt know. In some sort of desperation of the feelings that had been built up, feelings he wasnt sure on how to handle, feelings that had to be let out somehow. He let it the only way he really did know how to do. 

He rolled to the side so he now leaned on his elbows on either side of her. Spreading out his attention he kissed, and ever so lightly sucked on her neck, but never so hard it would leave a bruise. Her scent worked like catnip on him, he just wanted more, and more and more. His arms and hands nestled their way in under her, and he embraced her, holding her so tightly as he could without crushing her. He felt her breasts against his own chest, felt her beating heart beating with his in a rythm old as time itself.

Moving downwards he took hold of her panties with his teeth, pulled them down and then removed them all together with his hands. With the help of his mouth and fingers he continued to please her.

She woke up the next morning naked and in the midst of tangled sheets with Craig lying fast asleep beside her, his arm around her waist. She yawned and smiled as she remembered last night. Oh, but he knew exactly what he was doing. She just hoped that she had given him as much pleasure as he had her. She was totally relaxed, still in a good mood from lastnight, if a bit sore, but it was a trade off she was willing to make. 

Rolling over to where her face was in front of his she nibbled the tip of his nose. "Time to wake up, stallion..." She murmured at him. She wished so badly to just stay in bed and lay quietly there with him, but she had duties to attend to....such as food and work. Pecking him once more on the lips when his eyelashes fluttered open she smiled at him and scooted off of the bed. 

She took a quick shower, dressed and then headed to the kitchen to prepare both of their breakfasts. She fixed his usual of black coffee and a slice of white bread, while she had some coffee with creamer for herself and a banana. Flipping on the news she saw that today was going to be another scorcher. Good thing she was in a tank top, it was the only relief she had from the heat since she couldn't wear shorts to work. She yawned once more and ran a hand across her face. She didn't get nearly enough sleep lastnight, so today was going to be rough. Grabbing a thermos out of a cabinet she poured some extra coffee in it for the both of them. Craig would probably need it more than her since he worked very hard lastnight. She heard the shower turn off in the bathroom. It was almost time to head outside for another day of work.

"Hey kittykat..." He had come up behind her, wrapping his arms around her, still wet from the shower. He had only his jeans on, his tanktop yet in his hands. Her neck reccived some tender kisses and nuzzles before he grabbed the cup of coffee. It had been years now since he had abandoned tea and even longer since he had eaten it in the typical british way with scones. Vaugly he still remembered his granny...her scones...he smiled at the memory. #She was a crazy old hag...I was never good enough for her son but who left? It was her son! Leaving me alone with two kids...# His smile faded and got replaced with a frown. He rubbed his face with one hand and put the cup down the sink with the other, cleaning it out with some water. With a smooth move he put the tank top on. "Ready kitten?" He smiled at her once more but it didnt really reach his eyes this time. In the back of his head his mothers voice continued to taunt him.

Some hours later he rose to his feet, stretching his back. They had made a overhaul on the fences in one of the smaller pastures. One could think it would be less job with it but it was really the other way around it seemed. The horses that had been in this one had seemed to enjoy both leaning against without touching the wire and had even managed to gnaw on some places. From what he knew this was a pasture used by those that wanted their mares covered or other with 'guesthorses'. Since his boss had none of either at the moment it seemed like a good time to fix said pasture.

As he looked around he saw that he was running short on nails and waved towards the other man that he was going to get some more. He shouted a question if Thomas needed some too and got a comfirmation that he needed more as well. He wiped some sweat off his brow. As he came closer to the storage he thought he heard a loud thud and something falling making a slightly louder sound. That wasnt really something to react to, it wasnt strange to knock something over. What he saw next as he took one step around the corner, made him stop, dead in his tracks. #See, she dont like you anymore..you are yesterdays news...you should leave...you dont want to disturb her now...would you?# He clenched his jaws, tightning his fists. So much for not liking him. Luckily he saw the boxes of nails just by the door so he grabbed them and turned to leave when a sound made him stop, fury rising within him faster than he thought possible. Where the boxes of nails flew he wasnt sure, he wasnt even aware that he had tossed them. Some sort of wordless angry roar rose in throat and he closed in on the man. How he manage to jank him away despite him being so much smaller with less mass was something else he really didnt think about. He just knew that he in blind rage was hitting someone and as the person fell he continued, seemingly unable to stop.

It was scorching. Alayna was covered in sweat and it was only mid-day. So far she had excercised and hosed off Valor and Vanya. Both horses were fabulous, and despite the heat they worked just as hard as she did, so they were dripping with sweat by the time she dismounted. Stepping out of the mare barn she paused at the water spiket and got a few long drinks, wiping her mouth after she was finished. It was almost lunch, so she headed towards the old farm house to grab a sandwich before going back to work. As she walked she scanned the farm for Craig. Apparently he and Thomas were fencing again today, and were probably in one of the back lots where the fences were more abused and forgotten. 

Walking down the dirt road towards the house she passed the equipment shed. A flash of movement appeared in her vision inside of the building and she paused, looking inside. It was too bright outside and too dark in the shed to see anything, so, carefully she stepped inside. As her first foot fell on the dirt floor of the equipment shed an arm lashed out to wrap around her waist and drag her towards the tin walls. Her instincts kicked in immediately, and drawing up her elbow she slammed it back as hard as she could into the attackers stomach. She heard a rush of air shoot out of their lungs along with a startled grunt and she took the opportunity to begin running. 

Before she could make it anywhere, however, her attacker grabbed her wrist hard and she threw her weight against them. Twist and turn as she might, though, the unknown person's grip was like iron around her thin wrist and didn't budge. Suddenly, her back was slammed into the tin wall and both of her hands were being pinned up above her head. 

Her eyes shot up to her attacker's face, finally getting a good look and she growled. "Morgan Scott, what in the hell do you think you're doing?!" 

Morgan's face held a sneer and he seemed to still be catching his breath from her earlier elbow to his gut. "I'm getting what I want." He answered with a low voice. At that Alayna began to thrash against him, trying her best to wriggle out of his grip. But, he was too big, and he had slammed his hips into hers, pinning her further to the wall and stopping her from lifting her knee to hit him in the groin. 

She tried to turn her face away when his came at her, but his free hand he used to clench her jaw with, holding her face still and savagely covered her mouth with his. She was beginning to panic. She usually kept her cool in these situations, but it was beginning to look helpless. She couldn't scream like this, and she obviously couldn't get away. In another attempt to free herself she caught his lip in her mouth and bit down hard. He pulled back with a bloody lip and glared at her. He used the hand that was already clenching her jaw to squeeze even harder, his nails digging into her skin and her facial muscles protesting against the pressure by shooting pain up to her temples. She let out a wordless noise of pain and he took the opportunity to kiss her once more, this time jamming his tongue into her already open mouth. 

Her eyes openned up again, searching desperately for something that could help her....when she saw Craig in the doorway. He just stood there with a hurt expression on his face. Why didn't he help her?? Couldn't he see what this man was doing to her? A single tear slid out of the corner of her eye as he turned to leave the shed and she squeezed them shut, a small, desperate noise escaping her mouth. 

The next events happened quickly. Suddenly Morgan was ripped off of her, she stumbled back on the wall and slid sideways a few steps. Looking up quickly she saw Craig absolutely wailing on the larger man. He had him down on the ground, alternating fists and swinging in a blind rage, a furious noise coming from his mouth. She wasn't quite sure what to do. Should she let Craig keep going and teach Morgan the lesson that she wasn't able to? Or should she attempt to drag him off of the larger man? 

Before she could make up her mind, though, Thomas came sprinting around the corner, long legs screeching to a hault in front of the shed entrance as he saw what was before him. "HEY!" He yelled at the two men furiously in his deep drawl, "You two break it up!" But both men just kept swinging at each other, totally disreguarding Thomas' yells. So, taking a few big strides towards the two Thomas grabbed each by the shoulder and jerked them roughly apart, taking the small gap of time to stand between them. "What do you two think you're doing?!" He demanded angrily at both of them.

His whole body was shaking with adrenaline. He had yet to feel all the punches and bruises the larger man had given him, didnt seem the small stream of blood that came from one of his brows nor the slight ache from his newly healed ribs. There hadnt been a kiss of passion...the other man had tried to force himself on her...and he had just looked at her...and almost left. #You are such a loser, a failure... isnt this clear by now? Oi, you are hopeless! You wouldnt be able to sort shit from anything!# He saw a opening and hit the other with all the power that he could muster. 

Despite being the one on the bottom the other man was bigger and most likely stronger than he was. #You are such a duffer (worthless person)# He let out a angry roar and showered the other with his anger, on his father, mother, his sister, and Sven who in his eyes had betrayed him. 

Suddenly someone yanked him off. Thomas. He had almost lifted his hand for a punch before he saw who it was. The man on the floor had begun a swing that almost reached the other man, and he probably didnt care that his swing was a near miss. Crawling to his feet the other man glared at him, gone was that look that said that he was so much better than him, instead there were a glare of hate. 

"He is a jealous fucker! Darn inbred teapot!" The man spat out some threats, closing in on him only to get stopped by Thomas. He didnt say much, he knew he would say bad things, he would get angry. He rarely got this angry, but her outcry had woken that slumbering animal in him that reacted to those in need, he went beserk and couldnt be stopped. #You are not letting him have it? Just because a baboon just came into the room...I should have known you were a sissy#

It was only a low growl that escaped him and he tightend his fist. A quick glance at the woman, he didnt dare to look at her for long. He wasnt a fighter, not really. He had almost left her to him. He was just as bad as him. With a quick yerk he got lose from Thomas hold and left. As he did he heard the other man and the voice in his head calling after him in unison "#Coward!#"

Alayna stood quietly after Craig left and listened to Thomas lecture Morgan heatedly, telling him that all their deals were off and that they didn't want him coming around the farm any more. They decided not to press charges, probably because they didn't have the money to compete with the Scott family. She had explained to Thomas what had happened as he gripped Morgan's arm in his hand, preventing him from running off. Morgan protested, of course, saying that Alayna had been the one to kiss him first, but Thomas wouldn't have any of it. 

Her body was trembling slightly, now, shock settling into her as she realized what just happened. She watched as Thomas shoved the man roughly out of the equipment shed and in the direction of his expensive truck. They watched him stomp all the way to his truck, and leaving the driveway he slammed his foot on the accelerator, black diesel smoke rolling out of his exhaust and gravel flinging up. One of the horses in a pasture nearby cantered away at the loud noise. 

A deep breath escaped her mouth as he left, her body finally able to relax. She didn't expect it to shake her up like it had, but now she was extremely tired and emotional from the recent adrenaline rush. Thomas walked over to her slowly and looked down at her, inspecting her jaw where Morgan had squeezed it. "Are you ok, Alayna...? ...I'm so sorry...you're starting to bruise..." He asked in a soft voice, observing with a wince. 

She shook her head quickly. "I-I'm fine, Thomas....Thank you..." Leaning in she gave him a grateful hug and he returned it. Pulling back she looked back up at him. "I'm just going to go see if Craig is ok..." The tall man nodded back to her and headed towards the house, Hathien was standing on the porch, now, no doubt wondering who had just screeched out of their driveway. 

Alayna walked slowly, and warily. She couldn't shake the thought that Morgan might have come back and was waiting for her once more. She shook her head to clear her thoughts, she was just being paranoid. Her hands balled up into fists until her knuckles turned white. If he came back next time she'd punch him in the jaw so hard she'd knock him into next tuesday. There was no way she was going to let that one little incident get the best of her. 

Continuing to walk the grounds and search for Craig she ran her hands across her jaw. It was really sore, now, and she could tell where the bruises were when she pushed. Glancing at her wrists as she brought them down she noticed that they had bruises the shape of fingerprints on them as well. 

She found herself nearing the pond, the side of it that backed up against the woods, and she saw a sillouhette of a man standing near it. Walking slowly towards him she finally came up beside him, standing quietly. Looking up at him she grimaced, she could see bruises forming on his face as well as blood that had dried on his brow. "...Craig?...Are you ok?" She asked in almost a whisper.

Descretly he tried to dry the few odd tears that had escaped from his eyes before she saw it. He didnt want her to think that he was bawling like a sissy. She had walked up to him quietly but he had heard her. He didnt dare to look at her. The voice laughed. It felt like his nose was going to fall off. When her voice broke the silence he had almost expected her to say that she wanted his things out of her place. He still didnt dare to look at her.

"...Yeah...Im...ok...are....are you ok?"

He wanted to take her hand, to take her in his arms, hold her, protect her from anything...but he wasnt sure what to do. He had never felt this way for anyone before. Sure, he had liked other girls...he liked Jess a lot, but something made Alayna stand out even more. She was spreading like a virus in his veins. #You are sick and twisted...she dont need that...she does not need you...she should get herself a nice rich husband...like I did# The frown he made made the small cut on his brow to open again. It didnt bleed much but the flies were starting to get attracted to both that hand the scent of sweat.

The sweat made the cut sting a little but it was easier to think of that then the confusion he felt. What would the boss say? Surely it was his fault but this was America...here you sued people left to right...what if he caused something....somehow he had to confront the man if he did...just so any lawsuit would be on him...as a single person... "You should probably take pictures of that....for proof..." His voice was colder than he meant for it to be. Oh, how he just wanted to hold her. 

"I-I'm fine...just a little shaken..." She looked down at the ground. He hadn't even turned towards her when he spoke. Was he angry? She guessed so since he had just been in a fist fight, after all...but still, she just wanted some comfort, and he was the only one that she wanted it from. She sighed softly, her body still trying to calm itself down from the recent adrenaline rush. Her eyes were forced to the ground and she didn't know what to say. Was he angry at her? For kissing Morgan? It certainly wasn't by her choice. His mouth had tasted like alcohol, she was sure he had been drinking. 

She looked up at him when he reguarded her with a cold voice. It made her flinch slightly and her mouth formed into a small frown. "We're not pressing any charges..." She said softly, "Hathien can't compete with them in court.." That was always how it went. The bad guys were rich and got away with whatever they wanted, and the bystanders were helpless to do anything about it. She was happy they weren't pressing charges, though. She didn't want Hathien wasting her hard earned money on her account.

She wasn't quite sure what to do or say. She was desperate for some sort of comfort. Anything to make her feel better. She didn't make it a habit of worrying about her own emotions, but right now she was at the edge, feeling like she could cry and the drop of a pin. How did her life get so messed up? These kinds of things didn't happen to normal women...if her mother and father were still alive this would never have happened.....but, she never would have met Craig, either...and that was something she couldn't imagine. Her life was so much better with him in it. Sure, they had had their ups and downs, but everyone did. She was just happy that she was able to share them with him. She could feel the tears welling up into her eyes at the thought, but forced them back with a hard swallow. Looking over she found his hand, knuckles bloody and slightly swollen from the fight. Slowly, she lifted her hand up and slipped her fingers in between his, entertwining them and squeezing his hand tight. "Thank you...Craig..." She whispered hoarsly as she looked at the ground. "If you hadn't done what you did...I...I don't know what would have happened..."

As her fingers interlocked with his, he finally turned to face her. His brow slightly frowning, in a mixture of worry and anger. She looked so small and scared. #You are a selfless prick! Bastard!# His mixed feelings shimmered past in his eyes, his fury and anger, his fright and how he felt about her. He didnt speak much about feelings but it didnt made him cold and heartless. How many hours had he spend with AK just to let the horse know he had a friend in this world that had ever since he was a yearling had treated him so badly. He had seen the talant in Bubbles despite his dangerous nature. He wasnt sure what was going to happen to the dark monster now.

He was passionate man and devoted to most things that he did, he took his time to make things right. Of course he had his flaws too, just like everybody else. Some of them he wasnt proud of but he had them none the less. Despite that he didnt go to church anymore, he still had a small golden cross with him that he usually had on as he raced. Every now and then he said a silent prayer. He didnt like to fight. It was wrong to strike another man, no matter how angry you got. But he had forced himself on someone....someone he loved..

When her words of thanks came over her lips, he sighed deeply and squeezed her hand back. Inside he fought with himself, if he should let her be or take her in his arms. All the while the voice taunted him. He swallowed hard before he spoke. "I dont...I dont like hitting people...if I get angry...and it takes a lot to get me there...I usually run...it clears the head..." somehow he couldnt get the words out on how hurt he had felt when he at first had thought she had kissed him willingly "...if...if Thomas hadnt showed however...I would...I could have...killed him..." He made a failed attempt to smile "Im a lover...not a fighter you know...but...I.."

Just as little as he could stop himself in anger, just as little he could stop himself now. Without any real warning, he kissed her, with a raw hunger, covering her lips with his own as he made her walk backwards 2-3 steps so she stood with her back against one of the big trees. He wanted to say how scared he had been, both for her and his sake. If the other man had gotten the upper hand he would surely look worse now. If Thomas hadnt come...would he, in his fury, killed the man?

When he turned to face her she looked up at him, her eyes were probably rimmed with tears that threatened to spill and she cursed them for being there. She didn't want him to see her like this. Not when he had enough of his own problems to deal with alread...he didn't need to worry about her's as well. 

When he began to talk she listened quietly. She was afraid that if she spoke the tears would come bursting out of her. So, instead she listened and consoled him with a squeeze of her hand, her thumb running gently across his swollen knuckles. 

Suddenly, his mouth was over her's, and panic rose in her for a split second, the events from earlier still fresh in her mind. Once she got her bearings, though, she deeply kissed him back, a tear leaking out of the corner of her eye. She could never mistake Craig and Morgan's kisses for being the same. Morgan's was rough, forceful and painful, while Craig's were passionate and gentle even when they were heated, like this one. He pushed her back into a tree, she could feel the bruises on her shoulder blades from being slammed up against the wall, and her jaw protested slightly at the movement. 

Pulling back gently she then wrapped her arms around his torso in an embrace. That was it. She couldn't hold them back any longer, not when his arms were around her. Large, hot tears fell from her eyes, trailing down her cheeks and falling onto Craig's arms as a few small sobs came out of her mouth. Her knees seemed to buckle and she felt her weight being supported by him.

In a fog he felt her for a moment get stiff, he heard the sobs, felt them. It took some breaths longer before his brain connected and like someone had tossed a bucket of icy water on him he backed off, a scared and confused look upon his face. #Look what you did! You made her cry! You are worse than he was! She didnt cry with him! Monster! You are the monster! A bad person!# He watched her tearsoaked face, her bruised chin, the smear of blood he had left on her. He had never forced himself on anyone...and now she was crying. He raised his hand to stroke her cheek but then he saw his bloody knuckles, his gaze went to the other that was in the same state and he let them drop to his sides.

"I...Im sorry Alayna...I...didnt...didnt mean...Fuck!" With that he backed away more, turned on his heel and ran. Craig Knight never ran away, he never ran away like he would be a teenage weepy girl. He had never run when things at home got bad, he stayed and took care of things. The voice laughed like a wicked old crone, urging him on as it taunted him even more. That she had kissed him back with a similar hunger, with her arms around him, his mind didnt seem to have registered.

#You are a sorry excuse for a man...if you even can call yourself that...but like father, like son I guess...Pathetic! You are not even half a man! Allow me the laugh!# "Im not like him...Im not like him.." he repeated as he ran. "I would never hurt a woman..." #Well, why was she crying then?# "I just wanted...wanted to..." #You are just little wanker that thinks he is all that!# At first it had only been whispers, like it was one of your own thoughts, but more and more the voice had become his mothers. Sometimes he even thought he heard his sisters giggle. Other times he had felt like a presence of someone, but as he turned he had been alone.

When he was little, when things at home became too much he always sought comfort from the horses and now his feet found their way on their own to Arrows stall. Nobody saw him go in. The stallion neighed low as he saw the man. He was still new to the stallion but he still remembered him from their last ride. Craig sat down slightly under the feeding bin so anyone that walked past wouldnt be able to see him just like that.

He had been nothing but trouble for her...and now he had caused trouble for his new boss too...not only had she lost a client...she might have gotten an enemy too. Who knew what they could do. At least that Morgan person wasnt in cahoots with Baldhead and his croonies...or...at least as far as he knew. He was a coward. Nobody liked a coward...and now he had hurt her...Perhaps he should leave now...she probably wanted him to leave....His heart pinched him as he thought of it. What if she knew about his past...

Alayna's tears clouded her eyes, but suddenly she could see and feel Craig moving backwards. He mumbled something almost too low for her to hear, and suddenly he was running the other way. 

"Craig!" Alayna called after him between sobs. When he quickly dissappeared she sunk to her knees in the tall grass and sobbed into her hands. Why was he running? What did she do? Was he tired of her? was this his excuse to get away? She cried even harder, finding it hard to catch her breath and her hands were shaking. She hated crying, especially letting others see her cry, it was embarassing and weak...but she hadn't minded crying in front of Craig, if only he would have just embraced her. Instead, she was alone once more, dealing with her problems on her own, like always. She was used to it, but the thought of having someone there to provide emotional support was nice...

Calming herself down she rubbed the backs of her hands across her eyes to dispell the tears. A few still leaked out, but she was able to function better now and slowly stood up. Where had he gone? Had he left for good? Her heart wrenched inside of her at the thought, and another tear escaped the corner of her eye. She didn't know what to do. Should she look for him? Should she leave him to have some time to himself? 

She wouldn't chase him.... He would come around in time if that was what he needed...if not...well, then she guessed he was already on the next bus out of the tiny Kentucky town. She walked over to the dock of the large pond and sat down on the edge. Removing her boots and rolling up her pants she stuck her feet into the cool water and stared at her reflection. Her cheeks were tearstained and her eyes and lips were swollen from crying. Her flaming hair was a mess from the struggle and there were bruises on her jaw as well as a small smear of blood on her forehead. 

She was so tired all of a sudden, her mint eyes sliding shut occassionally. Curling up she laid down on her side on the dock, hugging her knees up to her chest and drifting into a deep sleep.

He had remained in his little corner for awhile, leaning on the boxwall almost drifting off, with just a few lone tears that had found their way down his cheek. They had made a small path through some dust. Arrow suddenly nickered to someone. Secretly Craig hoped...and at the same time he hoped that it wouldnt be 'his' kitten that came. It wasnt. The voice that greeted the stallion was masculine.

"I know you are there" said the voice.

"You want the Nobel prize for being the finder of lost jockeys? Im sorry to inform you there is no such thing..." he muttered. The man was nice but even if Craig had accepted the excuse he still had the feeling that the other man kept a close eye on him. It was like he was jealous. He had seen the other man eyeing the boss like she had been the fish and Thomas was the cat on the other side of the window. Did the man want the two women for himself? He had never seen him do any move towards Alayna at all...

His ribs ached, as well as his jaw and eye. How did he end up getting beat up all the time. The bruising from the fall had just about all vanished...and now this. He glanced at his knuckles and sighed.

"I guess I have to go and have a talk to Hathien now right? Thats why you are here?" He had never really been fired before so he didnt know what to expect, but he guessed that could be the only reason for Thomas to go get him.

Thomas sighed and ran a hand through his auburn hair. They were in quite a pickle. Once Morgan told his father his side of the story he was sure the police officer would be paying them a visit. Who knew what would happen then. "No..." He said, looking through the bars and downwards at the smaller, bruised man. "Hathien has been informed, and she's aware of what happened, but she doesn't need to talk to you. We're both putting our trust in you, Craig..." He said seriously, hoping the man realized how gracious they were being. 

When he talked to Hathien he had suggested the thought of firing the man. He was a good, hard worker, and a decent man but he also seemed to pull trouble along behind him. Hathien had refused immediately, crossing her arms and her lips forming into a frown. "We have to give him a chance, Thomas..." she had told him firmly, " I trust Alayna, so I trust him as well. If what you say is right, he didn't do anything wrong..." Their discussion had gone on for a few minutes longer, discussing the consequences of what had happened today and what it could do to the farm. 

He walked over to the stall door and slowly slid it open. Arrow walked over immediately to greet him, and he rubbed the stallion's forehead as he looked at the man sitting in the corner of the stall. "Alayna has been a lot happier since you arrived, Craig...I don't know if you realize that since you didn't know her before. She needs you, and I'm just guessing that you need her, too." He cleared his throat. He wasn't any good at this mushy stuff, but he would try his hardest to get the point across, at least for Alayna's sake. Giving Arrow one last pat he stepped back out of the stall and slid the door shut. 

Pausing he addressed the other man through the stall door, "If you love her you need to go to her, Craig. This hasn't been the best day for her, either..." With that he walked out of the barn silently, leaving the man to his thoughts.

Five minutes passed before the jockey was seen walking through the barndoors. His stomach turned, sending twisting jolts of stinging pain up his throat. They were putting their trust in him...they all did...and he and run to hide himself. For once the voice didnt say anything. This was a mess he had caused. He would take the hit alone. They needed to take pictures as proof, the sooner better than later. Then they had proof, not just their words.

He saw a figure down by the pond, her red hair flowing in the wind. Carefully he walked up to her. She was sleeping. His heart ached as he saw her tearsoaked cheeks and the bruising. It was his doing at least partly. There were so many things he wanted to say but as he opened his mouth, no words at all came. He got down on his knees and started to lean over to kiss her. Suddenly he felt himself getting grabbed by the shoulders, a knee at his gut and then he semitumbled over her, head down first in the pond. Luckily it wasnt so shallow he broke his neck going in the way he did.

It was both nice and a bit desgusting to go in. He wasnt that fond of having is body tangled up in plants, especially slightly slimey plants, and as he got to his feet, coughing and spitting some clang to his arms. Together with one huge chung of some sort of plantmaterial that hung from his head he looked like a scarecrow - the pondversion. The water had made the tanktop form slick against his body, and the jeans sat pretty snugg too.

She had looked scared as he had resurfaced, like some sort of lagoonmonster from some old B-movie. Soon enough however, the corners of her mouth had started, despite everything, to twitch.

She had been startled awake by the sound of someone walking across the dock and leaning down over her. All her shocked mind could think about was Morgan coming back to get her, and she did the first thing that came to her mind, which was to knee the intruder in the gut and cast them into the pond. Sitting up with a start she looked down in time to see a head pop out of the water, sputtering water and coughing. 

Her wide, mint eyes took in the person before her, only to discover that she had thrown Craig into the water...not Morgan. The expression on her face slowly turned from shock to amusement as she took the situation in. The corners of her mouth twitched upwards and soon a laugh was shaking her body, her eyes squeezed shut. He looked like a swamp monster with algea covering his skin and weeds draped across his shoulders and arms. 

"Oh..." She managed to get out once she caught her breath, "I'm so sorry, Craig...I thought you were...someone else." She realized then that a huge feeling of relief had swept over her body at seeing that Craig had returned. She thought that he had left for good and her heart was breaking at the thought. Did she love him? The thought confused her and she didn't really like to admit it to herself. She had never loved anyone in that way before...sure she had loved her parents, but that was a different kind of love. Loving Craig Knight could mean a lot of trouble...but she was willing to endure the trouble to keep him. 

She dispelled the thought for now, she would ponder it more later. Right now she needed to focus her attention on the soaked man in the pond. With a small smile she looked at him and offered him a slender hand.

As a young boy he had been in the knack of getting himself into trouble somehow, not big and serious trouble, but trouble non the less. However, thanks to a  already then charming nature he had gotten away with most things. He also had from a young age had that little spark of mischeif in him. He had loved to see her laugh, despite the slimey goo he was in. Perhaps she shouldnt have reached for him if she had seen that little spark in his eyes or the grin on his face. He made sure it was her good arm before he took a step back as he held her hand and pulled her in such way she tipped over. However he caught her so she wouldnt get in head first like he did, it was more a dip for her from the waist down.

Slimey and all he wrapped his arms around her, his mouth eagerly searching for hers. He didnt give a hoot that he might be spelling pond at the moment. Even if he lacked the words to say, he once more tried to express himself through action, the best way that he could. His hands travelled over her back, trying to touch as much of her as possilbe. They pressed her hips closer to his as he deepend the kiss. He kissed her like he had been a ancient warrior that had been gone years from his love. In a way it felt like it. 

They didnt spend that much time together while working since most of the things he did know were 'handymans work'. When he had shown that he in fact have more skill than a trained monkey sitting on a horseback, Thomas seemed to be more than happy to get some help with that sort of things. Surely it was work that could have been done by Thomas alone, but with two set of hands it all went so much faster. Craig didnt mind. It actually felt nice to be away from the track, something he would never have guessed. The track and the track alone had been his life for so long he had almost forgot how it was outside it.

Nuzzling her neck, still with her as tight to his body as possible he spoke "...Im sorry kitten...I thought that...did I make you cry...Im so sorry if I...did something wrong...I just..." he helt her tighter, like even if he let go even the slightest she would pop and vanish like a soapbubble.

She had to admit that she felt pretty stupid for not figuring out what was going to happen when she stretched her arm out for him. Perhaps all the emotions and worry from the day had clouded her mind. She shut her eyes tightly and held her breath as she fell into the pond, but, with great relief, Craig caught her before she was completely submerged. The mud underneath her feet squished through her toes and the algea on top of the pond clung to her skin. She let out the breath she was holding and openned her eyes to give a slight smile to him. 

Suddenly his kissed her. Passionately. Sure he had kissed her that way before, but this one...it was different. Sweet and wanting, gentle but full of desire. She returned it just as fervently, a desperate noise coming from her mouth. His hands traveled her as he kissed her and she brought her's up to entertwine in his wet hair. He held her close, pushing her body into his, and she responded by allowing him to and by pulling him closer as well. 

When he began to talk she laid her head against his chest, her arms around his torso. His words hurt her, she hated that he was in pain, but she had to tell him how she had felt as well. "Well...yes..." She admitted. She was never one to back down from giving her opinion or telling the truth, and she wasn't going to stop now, it was the best thing to do for the both of them. "It wasn't all you, though...I was scared, Craig. Being scared is something I'm not....accustomed to...And then when you left...I thought that you were tired of me. That you weren't coming back...." There. She said it. Now her body tensed, waiting for the reply. How would Craig deal with it? She knew he didn't like talking about his feelings...but you couldn't run away forever. Her eyes remained dry, she had already cried out everything, so she simply continued to lay her head against his chest and hope that he wouldn't leave again.

His hold of her remained the same and as she leaned her head on his chest, he rested his chin ontop of her head. How could she ever think that he was tired of her? If he had been tired of her...he wouldnt even have stayed a day, heck...would he even have let her pick him up? "I told you that...I wouldnt leave you...and if...I was forced to...somehow...I know I would find my way back...if...you were there..."

#You sound silly, but thats is what to expect from a baboon...you are not but a trained monkey...waiting for his banana. You are such a good little monkey!#  What he just said was probably as close he could come to say how much he cared for her. "I was...scared too..." he mumbled into her hair. #Scared? How will she think of you as a man if you tell her you were scared! Wuss!#

They stood there, embraced, in silence for a unknown pass of time when suddenly someone shouted to them.

Alayna hugged him tighter as he explained himself. A relieved feeling sweeping over her entire body and she relaxed into his arms. They stood there for a while in the cool pond, just holding each other and not daring to let go. She closed her tired eyes as she finally calmed down for the first time since the incident today. 

"Hey! Where'd you two get off to?" Thomas' voice echoed over the tall grass around the pond. 

Alayna heard a small grunt and then Hathien's voice, "Shhh, Thomas! We don't know what they might be... doing..." her voice trailed off and Alayna could imagine the blush growing on Hath's face. 

Alayna grinned and stepped reluctantly out of Craig's arms, the algea on the pond swirling around them at the movement. She tucked her hair behind her ears the best she could and waded to the edge of the pond, Craig following behind. She looked down for a moment...she had forgotten she was wearing a white tank top...it was stuck to her skin and had become close to transparent from the water. Luckily she was wearing a grey sports bra underneath, but it was still innappropriate for work. *Oh well,* she thought, *can't do anything about it now.*

She climbed up out of the pond and onto the bank with a bit of difficulty as the sides were muddy and slick. Finally making it, her head popped out over the grass to see Hathien and Thomas walking towards them. 

When Hathien saw her she rushed her steps to get to her and wrapped her in a relieved hug. "Oh, Alayna...I'm so sorry that this has happened to you...I never liked Morgan, he-" She stepped back suddenly, she must have felt the water from Alayna seeping into her clothes because she looked down and blushed. The front of her grey shirt was stuck to her skin and Alayna let out a small chuckle as she saw Thomas looking at Hath, trying to act concerned, but failing. 

Hathien looked back up at her questioningly. And Alayna smiled at her, "Craig snuck up on me and I kind of....threw him into the pond," She said looking back sheepishly at the man who was picking pond scum and moss off of his skin. "He wasn't too happy about it...so...I got the same treatment." She laughed. 

Hathien and Thomas just shook their heads and laughed. Hathien looked at her with concern, then, really taking in Alayna's appearance. "Did he hurt you, Alayna?" She asked with worry in her blue eyes, she could tell that Hath was taking in the bruises on her jaw and wrists. 

"I'm...I'm okay." Alayna said with a stubborn look on her face. "I never did like that bastard..." she muttered.

Hathien then tilted her head to the side to take in Craig, blushing slightly as she took in his muscle shirt soaked and sticking to his skin and her face darkening as she noticed his bruises. "You're ok, too, Craig? I'm glad you punched him..." She muttered angrily.

He shrugged as he looked down at his knuckles and the small stains of blood on his shirt. "If you think I look like shit...then you should see the other guy...but really...Im been in worse brawls, ma'am, this is nothing..." he tapped a imaginary cowboyhat, and he couldnt help the playful, somewhat smarmy wink he gave her next. He didnt really think of the way he did it since he was the type of guys that could make the weirdest action a bit charming.

The voice hissed something that he couldnt really make out, it made him stop midmovement and to others it might look like he was listening after something. Then he seemed to shudder and shook his head. He turned towards Hathien and Thomas, a frown of concern on his face. "Any of you have a camera? We need to document her injuries and she should...and I...and probably Thomas also...write down everything that happend...Even if our words against them...and you think you will remember...its still good to write things down...The bobbys love their reports sometimes...and the more details...from what I know they are more likely lose interest if you dont have your facts straight." 

For a moment he looked down at his feet, and as he looked up at Hathien, worry shimmered in his eyes. "Im to blame for this..and if...if something comes of this...I take the full hit of it...you can...fire me now if you want to...I understand if you do..." He didnt care what Thomas had said...he wanted to show that he was aware of what could happend and was more than willing to take the bullet for it too. "I shouldnt have...done what I did...but...Ive seen things..." As sighed and pulled his hand through his hair, it left a nice trace of some green smear.

Hathien watched on in amusement as Craig tipped his imaginary cowboy hat. She thought she heard a small grunt from Thomas and glanced over at him. She listened to him as he suggested taking photos of what had happened. 

Hathien nodded her head in agreement. "You're right, Craig, we should have some documentation. She pulled out her phone and took pictures of everyone's bruises and scrapes. She had Craig lift the back of Alayna's shirt and she snapped a few shots of the large, purple bruises on each of Alayna's shoulderblades from being slammed against the barn wall. Hathien grimmaced, this was never something she thought would happen at their farm. 

She looked silently at Craig as he suggested being fired, and when he was finished talking she shook her head quietly. "No, Craig. I'm grateful that you interveened. If you hadn't found Alayna when you did...well...I'm not sure what Morgan would have done..." She looked at Alayna with a grimace and Alayna's eyes focused on the ground beneath her. 

"Come on," Hathien shrugged her head in the direction of the house, "We need to get you all inside so you can write down what happened." 

Alayna walked wearily to the house. She was still so tired, but she tried her best to recall everything that happened and wrote it down, handing in to Hath when she was finished. Hathien took it and read it, a grimace spreading across her face as she did. Thomas and Craig wrote their parts as well. 

"Do you think you're ok enough to come to work tomorrow?" She asked the two of them. "I can give you a paid day off if you need it..." 

Alayna shook her head. This wasn't going to stop her from coming to work, plus, her injuries weren't nearly bad enough to stop her from riding. "Ok.." Hathien said, "I want you to go on home now, though," She demanded, "You've had a long day, and you would be leaving in a few hours, anyway, Thomas and I will take care of what needs to be done. You two go home and rest." She smiled at the two of them. 

Alayna smiled greatfully, she was exhausted and wet...so she didn't complain about having to leave. Saying goodbye she ducked wearily into her car with Craig and headed home.

They hadnt said much on their way home and part of him was a little worried with her driving but she insisted. When they came home she walked up the stairs like a zombie. Hathien had whispered someting to him about shock coming after and he guessed she was right. He helped to get her clothes off and then like she had been little helped to get most of the pondsmell off her, and washed her hair. The other washing he left her alone to do. Touching her as it were felt like a dangerzone. After she was done he made sure he rubbed her dry and warm. For some reason she felt cold. He helped her get some PJs on and then he tucked her down in the bed. It seemed like she fell asleep before her head touched the pillow.

He showered and shaved, since some of the gooey stuff just didnt want to come off otherwise. Like ants tickling him he paced back and forth in the appartment after he had got dressed again. It was still to early to sleep, and by the looks of it Alayna would sleep til tomorrow. He stroked his now rather smooth chin, he looked much younger like this. A hand went through his hair, it had grown long too. He had seen a hairsaloon not far from here. Just in case she would wake up he left a note on the fridge.

The latina woman in the hairsaloon reminded him of Rosa in Canada. After being a bit suspicious of his bruises she warmed up to him as he told her what had happend. It turned out that she was quite the chatterbox but he didnt mind that much. It felt nice to get a little pampered. He hadnt picked a especially hard cut to do, just to make it shorter just about ½ inch. It was softer now in a way. If it was possible he looked younger still with the combination of a smooth chin and shorter hair.

On his way home again he passed by a small store, by chance he walked in and saw they had some fresh flowers. He hadnt really seen any special kind of flowers in the appartment, he had grabbed a rather sorry looking bunch of roses when he saw them, almost tucked in the far back. They were far less impressive than the roses, despite them looking bad. He sniffed them and it made his heart pinch just a little...they smelled just like her and that sealed it.

Carefully he opened the door but there was no sound. He popped his head trough the bedroom door and found her still sleeping. He gave the flowers some water and put them at her bedside. One part of him had felt silly but he had written a little note that he had put in them. "Kitten, A rose by any other name would smell as sweet. /Stallion" It was perhaps cheap to in a way quote Shakespeare, but the old sod knew his words and what more romantic were there than Romeo and Juliet. He looked at her for a few minutes before he went to the couch to watch some TV, but it didnt take him long before he fell asleep, the day finally catching up with him.

Alayna woke the next morning startled by the alarm clock next to her bed. Jerking her head up quickly she smacked it with her hand to make the annoying noise stop. Bringing her hands back they had brushed across something on the desk. Openning her bleary eyes more she squinted at the nightstand. Were those....flowers? Confused, she picked up the small card in the middle of them and read it.

"Kitten, A rose by any other name would smell as sweet. /Stallion" 

With a shocked expression she raised her eyes to behold a beautiful bunch of wildflowers in a pretty crystal vase. Her favorite. How did he know? She smiled wide and pulled the flowers closer to her nose so that she could smell them, they smelled wonderful, like the ones that used to bloom around her house in Pennsylvania. She sat the flowers back on the stand carefully and rolled over on her back to stretch, running a hand through her hair as she did so. It was slightly damp....she didn't remember taking a shower...but she didn't feel dirty, and she didn't smell like pond water anymore. Had Craig washed and dressed her? She looked for him on the other side of the bed but he wasn't there, so she guessed that he was already up. 

Sitting up she heard the noise of cups clanging softly together from the kitchen and smelled coffee brewing. She smiled and scooted to the edge of the bed to get up. She didn't expect for her body to protest the way it did, but it did just that, quite fervently. Her whole body ached, and her knees didn't seem to want to unfold to stand. Forcing herself up she took a moment to adjust before moving. She shuffled over towards the door, passing a mirror on the wall. Looking into it she frowned at herself, the bruises on her jaw had grown darker and her eyes had a puffy look to them. Her hair was a mess from drying while she slept and it lay haphazardly on her shoulders. She attempted to straighten it out by brushing her fingers through it, but it didn't do much. 

So, sighing, she walked through the bedroom door and into the living room to find Craig pouring some coffee in the kitchen. Walking towards him as smoothly as she could she came up behind him and slid her arms across his chest, embracing him. "Goodmorning..." She murmered into his muscled back. 

He turned around to face her and she almost didn't recognize him. He must have gotten a haircut and shave because he looked five years younger. He had a bright smile on his face and she couldn't stop the urge to pull her fingers through his freshly cut hair. "Ooh." She grinned, a bit breathless, "You look nice today, Stallion." Pausing she looked up into his eyes. "Thank you for the wildflowers, Craig, they're beautiful, and my favorite. I'm not sure how you knew.." She said with some disbelief. "And, thank you for everything else, too..." She said with an almost shy smile, and she stood on the tips of her toes to give him a sweet kiss on his lips, lingering a moment to show her appreciation.

He had slept well, his mom hadnt troubled him all morning and now as she had woken up. letting him know that she liked the flowers, he that next to never bought anything to any woman, happend to by the whim of luck even get her favorites. As she kissed him he just grinned. For once, for some reason he felt extremely happy. Happy and silly, silly and goofy. His grin grew as he leaned forward towards her face. He had woken early and as he flipped through the channels there had been a old Disney movie on one. Grinning but looking serious he started to sing, in a fake southern accent with british tint, "Zip-a-dee-doo-dah, zip-a-dee-ay! My, oh my what a wonderful day! Plenty of sunshine heading my way! Zip-a-dee-doo-dah, zip-a-dee-ay! Mister Bluebird on my shoulder. It's the truth, it's actch'll. Ev'rything is satisfactch'll. Zip-a-dee-doo-dah, zip-a-dee-ay! Wonderful feeling, wonderful day!" He had taken her hands and started to skip around her. 

The day before had been...weird...stuff happening and he just wanted her to be happy and laughing. So...the heck with that he was acting like a mad man. As he sung the last he dipped her. With the school he had gone in they had learned ballroom dancing, and despite the fact that he hated it then, he still remembered it. He still knew all the stuff with holding your frame and the steps. His warm brown eyes glittered as they gazed into her minty ones. Normally he wasnt this upbeat, impulsive. It felt like he was king of the world.

"Oh gosh, Craig," She grinned wide, laughing as he started to seriously sing Zip-a-de-doo-da to her. When he grabbed her hands in his and began to dance she moved with him the best she could in her current condition. When he dipped her she giggled out loud and let her head hang back, one leg popping up dramatically. If anyone saw them like this they'd think that they had both gone completely crazy, but she had to admit that she liked this more carefree side of Craig. It was good to see such a burdened man break free and just be silly. 

She laughed as he sat her back on her feet and ended the dance, pushing her hair back over her shoulders since it had decided to do its own thing during their little dance. "Nice dancing, Stallion, you have some moves." she winked up at him and smirked. "Now that I'm good and awake I think I'll go change." leaning up to his ear she whispered in it, "Maybe later I can pay you back for giving me a bath lastnight..." She smirked up at him and then turned on her heel, heading back to the bedroom for some clothes. 

She threw on a pink, white and yellow, floral tanktop as well as some skinny jeans and boots. Coming back out into the kitchen she grabbed her breakfast and herded Craig out the door towards the car. They were going to be late if they didn't hurry. She had woken up later than usual, most of the time she got up before her alarm clock. 

Arriving at the farm an unsettling feeling crept over her. She became weary of her surroundings and was paying attention to the most minute of sounds. Shaking her head a bit she tried to bring herself out of her paranoia. She was just nervous from yesterday.

He noted her nervousness and took her hand. It was not a firm hold, but more reasuring and comforting. Pulling her closer he wrapped his arm around her waist and leaned in close to her ear. "If he comes...if he dare come...if he does anything...he wont have a Zip-a-dee-doo-dah-day...ever...Im just saying..."

After kissing her passionatly goodbye and waving at Hathien that had almost walked into them, and that had blushed almost to the color of a poppy he walked towards where he and Thomas had ended their work yesterday. He put on a toolbelt so he had everything close, loaded himself with some nails and set to work. Nobody would be able to ascuse him to lazy about on his fanny. Thomas might have more muscle power but Craig was quite positive that he had at least a little more stamina, just to the difference in muscle. It was like with horses. Surely a huge horse could pull a heavier load, but the almost lanky horse, that didnt have so much bulk (such as muscles) to carry were often able to longer distances.

The two women passed on the horses and he caught Thomas looking. He followed his gaze, he looked at their boss with the same look as a dog outside the butcherstore, so close yet so far. He snorted. It wasnt his business, not his place and he hardly knew the man. He wasnt one to pry or ask personal stuff like him being a girl. 

As he took her hand she looked up at him with a slight frown, she had been hoping he wouldn't notice her nervousness. He didn't need to feel like he should look after her all the time, heck, he had bathed and dressed her last night. As touching as it was that he did it, and however much she appreciated it, which was a lot, it still made her feel a bit like a small child. But, he had her laughing again at his next comment, and some of the worry left her. 

She joined Hathien after he kissed her and walked off. She glanced over at the woman who studied the ground, her cheeks blushing and she was obviously trying to act like she didn't notice. Alayna just grinned, she wasn't embarassed, but she felt bad that it made Hath so uncomfortable. 

Hathien looked up and met her glance with a small smile. "You feeling ok today?" she asked, checking out her bruises. 

"Yeah...I'm fine. A little bruised, but it doesn't hurt." She lied. She didn't like to lie, but she knew that Hath would fuss over her if she admitted it. Plus, she took some ibuprofen before heading out today and was waiting for it to kick in. They went into the mare barn, Alayna pulling out Vanya and Hathien getting Daisy. Tacking up quietly they rode over to the arena, passing the boys as they worked on a strand of fence nearby. She gave Craig a small smirk that the others didn't see before passing. Reaching the arena she started to exercise Vanya, asking for leg yields, extensions and collecting. The champagne mare responded obediently underneath her. 

---------------------------

Thomas watched the two women pass by. Hathien had glanced at him and then looked ahead again with a small smirk on her lips. He sighed. If only she knew....but he was too coward to tell her. Too afraid that it would ruin the friendship that they had had since childhood. He returned to work with more force, pounding the nail into the oak post harder than before. 

He heard the man next to him let out an amused snort. "What?" He asked with a little more aggrivation in his voice than he intended.

Craig was still in a slight teasing mood, but with the difference between them it needed to be done a little smootly, not that he was scared. "Love is a smoke raised with the fume of sighs, Being purged, a fire sparkling in lovers' eyes, Being vexed, a sea nourished with lovers' tears. What is it else? A madness most discreet, A choking gall and a preserving sweet." Faithful old Shakespeare! If he had done good in any subject it had been litterature and in that he had been most interested in the old romantic fart. "You should tell her..." Then he chuckled a little, but it was to himself, more than the other man. He was just the right person to say anything like that. But wasnt it always so, it was easier to tell others what to do than to do the same?

"Things happen, some rich sod might come along and sweep her off her feet...or some eurotrash casanova...and than you will regret that you didnt even asked her out." His mother nagged on in, gnawed at his mind but by now he didnt react so much to it. Like he had sneered to someone that stood on his other side, under his breath, he turned back to Thomas, deciding to direct the talk back to work. It had looked like the talk of dating or actually DO something on his own made him scare. "Just a last thing...we can go out the four of us...I think there was to be a fair or something soon...thats innocent enough...even 'friends' can do that..."

Thomas looked at him slightly confused as he listened to him quote Shakespeare. English was never his strong subject in school. Heck, most of the subjects in school weren't his strong points except for his agriculture classes. He was better with his hands than with his brains. He had street smarts, so to say, and not book smarts. He just looked at the man for a moment and then gave him a chuckle. Well, that was a surprise. He honestly didn't expect Craig to start spouting Shakespeare. He knew the man was smart, but it was a surprise none the less. 

"Yeah...I'm thinking about it..." Thomas muttered with downcast eyes when Craig told him he should tell her. How do you tell your best friend something like that? Something that could ruin your friendship forever? But the man had a point...he didn't want to go through life seeing her with someone else. That would kill him. He glanced at Craig as the other man made a face in the opposite direction from him. What was that supposed to be? Some kind of sarcasm? He shrugged it off and grabbed another steeple out of the bucket, hammering at another piece of wire. 

He looked back at Craig again as he began to speak. When he finished a lop-sided grin formed on Thomas' face. "Yeah, you're right...the county fair starts tomorrow night. I'm sure Hath would go. Good idea!" He slapped the man appreciatively on the back, happy at the thought of getting to spend some time with Hathien outside of the farm, which didn't happen too often. 

The girls passed by again, heading the opposite direction, now on sweaty horses. The rest of the day was very uneventful, which Alayna was definitely happy for. She was sore at the end of the day, her body still aching from yesterday, and now from riding about 8 horses. They had all stopped for lunch at the same time and sat around the table in the farmhouse eating some leftovers from the other night. Suddenly the boys gave each other a grin and Thomas mentioned going to the county fair tomorrow night. The girls both agreed happily and Alayna gave Craig a look. She could tell he was up to something, an amused glint was in his eye. 

When it was time to go home Alayna hoped in her car but Craig didn't follow. "What are you doing?" She asked as he stood outside the farm house. He explained that he and Thomas were going to go to a local store to get him some clothes for the fair. "Oh, Lord.." She laughed and rolled her eyes, "You boys have fun, then." She said with a wink. "See you at the apartment."

This was probably the first time ever he had been shopping clothes...with a man. The mere thought of it made him laugh. It begun like a silly little giggle that then grew. He couldnt really tell what was so funny either. It had started while he was in the dressingroom and he had actually asked Thomas to get him clothes so he would look like "the locals". So the man had been walking around the store with him at first picking out stuff to try. When two of the storegirls discovered him however they scooted him partly out of the way, at least the younger of them. She quickly told him that she adored him. For once tho he didnt really pay her no mind. Surely he treated her with his normal charm, and 'upped' his accent a little, and made her blush with silly little petnames. The other woman had tried to get Thomas to try some clothes. 

As Craig came out of the dressingroom after putting on a new set he found the other man, wildly blushing with the woman on her knees in front of him, with her head at waist high, straightning out a beltbuckle. If it was probably not needed but this particular woman seemed to take what she wanted and that might have left the polite Thomas in a pickle. He probably hadnt counted of the womans next move. Craig grinned from ear to ear. "You are brave...doing that out in the open..." The woman looked up and smiled at him and her co-worker. "That looks dashing on you, sir...not that your friend look like anything less" She stroked the big shiny beltbuckle like it had been one of those arabic oillamp from the stories, like she was making a whish...or something else. "This look like nice...on you, sir" She got up on her feet and almost fell, making Thomas catch her in his strong arms. He did his best to help her find her balance and then went back inside the dressingroom. Playfully Craig nudged the girl beside him, teasingly glancing at the blushing man before he went in "...nice move, ey?" 

A bit later they walked out of the store, Craig with some more bags than Thomas. On his head he had a brand new hat and with childhood glee it made him feel all cowboy-y. The jockey knew he looked fairly good, even with the traces of a fight on him. Perhaps it might have made him look a little 'rustic', a little dangerous. Some of the women that they met smiled at them and he taped his hat in greeting. After passing a group of teenage girls they could hear them break out in a typical girly giggle. All the while the voice had been shouting at him, but he had been able to hide most of it. Was he going crazy, Thomas didnt seem to hear or see it.

"You...you think she like it?" The question seemed to come out of nowhere. #You look like a little boy playing dressup! This is how it starts! Soon there will be dresses and you will take her make-up!# Craig shrugged. "Not that I will try on dresses or anything later"

Thomas squirmed in his chair. The woman in front of him had her head bent down in a particular position...and he was a man, after all. He could hear Craig laughing from inside of his changing room. Was he watching what was happening to him outside? What in the heck did the man find so hilarious. He certainly didn't think it was funny. 

"Uh...ma'am..thank you, but I can do that myself..." He began, reaching a tanned hand towards the belt buckle that he was trying on. He didn't even need a belt buckle, he had plenty from shows, but the woman had insisted on him trying this one on. It was nice, but it was also expensive, and he couldn't really do expensive at the moment. 

He gave Craig an uncomfortable look when he finally came out of the dressing room and blushed harder as the woman proceeded to touch the belt buckle now fastened to his waist. When she tripped, he reached out and grabbed her arms. There was no way he was letting her fall into his crotch, knowing his luck someone in town would see and make up rumours. It was a small town, so he knew almost everyone there. 

Finally, they made it out of the store and Thomas let out a relieved breath that he didn't know he was holding. Luckily he got away without purchasing the belt buckle, but he bought a few more shirts for himself since he seemed to get his dirty pretty quickly. He was no style expert, so when Craig asked for some help with looking like the locals he basically grabbed whatever he saw on the racks that he would wear himself, which mostly consisted of plaid shirts. They were pretty much all he ever wore besides plain T's. 

"Yeah, of course she will!" Thomas answered him, "don't you know I run the style in this town?" He said sarcastically with a lop-sided grin on his face. At Craig's dress comment Thomas just looked sideways at him and gave him, what he hoped was, a friendly smile. Weird. The man had been acting strangely for the past few days. Muttering things to himself, laughing out of nowhere and now these odd comments. Was he on drugs? 

He shook the thought from his head. He didn't know what the man's issue was. Maybe he was always like this and he was just breaking out of his shell? Reaching his truck finally the two men hoped in and headed down the road, Thomas going towards Alayna's apartment to drop Craig off. They didn't do much talking on the way back, every now and again Thomas would pass someone he knew and rev his truck or give a wave, and he hummed along with the country songs on the radio. 

They finally pulled up to Alayna's apartment and Thomas gave him a wave goodbye. "See ya later, man. If she doesn't like the clothes tell her it was all me!" He said with a laugh, and then drove away.

He waved good bye to the man, corrected his new hat and went up the stairs. "Kitten? Im home!" That sounded weird. Home. It was...her home, not his. At least it was better than what he first was going to say. Honey. He couldnt call her that. What would that make him. A bee? Hurrying home to the hive. He was not a bee...not bi either. #Of course you are, you thought he looked good when he tried that on...# Mentally he answered the voice that he certainly had not. He shook his head in a vain attempt to lose it. The voice was usually worse in the mornings and during the day. It usually seemed to calm down after lunch or so. 

He sniffed the air. "What are you making? It smells good" Only then he noticed that she stared at him. He looked down on himself, perhaps he had spilt something, but when he couldnt see anything he started to look around the appartment. "Something wrong?"

Alayna looked at him with a cocked eyebrow from the kitchen. "You look like a regular cowboy, Stallion." She laughed. He was silly today, much goofier than he usually was. It was refreshing to see him so...bubbly, but it also concerned her for some strange reason. Something wasn't right. 

"I just popped some popcorn." She said with a smile as she answered his earlier question, "Wanna share?" They sat down on the couch for a bit and watched some tv while they ate popcorn together. Every now and again a small giggle would come out of Craig's mouth, and she hoped he was laughing at the tv, although sometimes it wasn't at a funny part...

She leaned back on his chest, he was up against the arm of the couch laying on a pillow and she sat between his legs with her feet crossed. His arm reached over her occassionally to grab some more popcorn. She was still sore from the day and wriggled around every now and again to find a more comfortable position. It had been a long day, but it was nice to just sit now and relax.

He leaned in closer to her and folded some of her hair behind her ear. She had moved about, pressing slightly against him, probably without realizing it, but sitting where she was and doing that, as well as leaning against him so his nose filled with her scent. It was a doomed thing really. He kissed her right behind the ear, let small but hot kisses travel down her neck down to the collarbone. Both of his hands snaked around the upper part of her torso to cup her breasts. He didnt do that much really, just held them, his finger just about teasing the center of them. He continued to kiss her neck and smiled a little as his action seemed to have made it impossible for her to get the popcorn she was just about to take, in her mouth.

"Never poke a sleeping bear...or dragon...lill'lady..." He let his hands roam a little on their current location, teasing her. As her head turns he catches hers mouth and kiss her. One of his hands goes up and folds softly around her face, deepening the kiss. He feels the hot, new glow deep down in his stomach that seem to fire up each time he see her, each time they touch. Surely the feel of her body next to his have other effects but this isnt the same. His kiss deepends more, the sensation of it is almost too much. He feel her shivering and he wraps his arms around her as their lips break the contact. He just holds her, letting his chin rest lightly on her shoulder.

His kissing took her by surprise, just as she was about to eat another handful of popcorn. She should have seen it coming, really, it was Craig after all. She shivered against his touch, cocking her head to the side as he kissed her neck. 

Never poke a sleeping bear? What did he mean by that? She was just sitting there....ohhhh...Realization dawned on her. Her squirming must have awakened the dragon, she hadn't meant to. She was simply shifting around for a more comfortable position. She giggled and turned her head to give a snarky remark, but before she could his mouth pressed over her's in a hot kiss. She squirmed more, just to irk him, as he kissed her, moving her bottom closer to the center of his spread legs. 

As suddenly as he had started, he stopped, resting his head on her shoulder. Well that had done it, now she was all hot and bothered and he just stops? Her heartbeat was still fast paced and she was attempting to control her breathing. She turned her head to face his and placed her mouth next to his ear. In a low, desiring voice she whispered, "You know, stallion, I told you this morning I would reward you for taking care of me lastnight..." One of her fingers came up to stroke down his face, pausing at his cheekbone to sweep lightly across it.

When her finger passed over his lips he opened his mouth and sucked it in, let his tongue flick over it. Tasted like popcorn. Then he let it go. He smiled. Her voice had given him a unspoken promise, more than her words did. "So you did, kitten, so you did, I guess I am at your mercy then...my body is yours...all yours..." His eyes had darkend with desire as he looked at her and glittered slightly in the flickering light from the TV. 

Taking her hand in his, he brought it up to his face, kissed it tenderly on the inside of her wrist before placing it on his chest. He wanted to say that part of his heart, it was hers despite the numbers of women he had shared a moment, bed or night with. But no words came. His own hand covered hers, interlacing her fingers with his own. His words that normally flowed so easily couldnt when it came to matters of his own heart. For one that seemed so carefree and happy, liked by many he was a really lonely person. At best he had his dog. Barf must think that he had sold him. He was used to that he was away for a bit but this was probably the longest time they had been apart.

He had closed his eyes and opened them just a smidge as he felt her kisses and nibbles on his neck as she pressed him back towards the pillow. They made him shiver, but in a good way. Her touch was both feathery light as well as secure. With a simple move she had straddled him, sitting between his belly and the growing proof of his desire she awoke in him. His own hands didnt lay restless but explored her welltoned body. #She doesnt love you! She just want you to think she does, she has some other motive...Im sure of it!# He let out a grunt in response, what did she think he had. He wasnt one of those jockeys that was so famous that they got to be in those big races....nor that show on animal planet. A new kiss and a soft nip on his neck made him growl low. His hands found their way to her face and he guided it and those wonderful lips to his own and he kissed her deeply with as much passion he could muster.

She leaned into his kiss as he parted his lips to allow her tongue access. She playfully moved her tongue against his, a game of give and take. Finally, her chance to show him how much she appreciated him. Before now he was always the one wanting to give pleasure, but tonight was his to recieve it. 

She broke off the kiss and trailed more up to his ear, lingering there she nibbled on his lobe gently and then whispered huskily into it, "Just relax, Stallion..." Her hands had found the bottom of his shirt as she said it, and running her hands under it she explored with them while kissing him down his neck and to his collar bone. 

Leaning back, she took the first button on his plaid shirt into her deft fingers, and one by one she tantalizingly slowly undid them. When they were all undone she smirked at him and helped him shrug out of it, discarding it on the floor next to them. He looked like he was making a move to grab the bottom of her shirt, as well, and she firmly grabbed his hand. "Ah ah ah, Stallion..." She said wagging her finger at him, "It's not about me..." 

Raising the hand that she had grabbed to her lips she placed a gentle kiss on each finger tip, then returning to his pointer finger she covered it with her mouth, her tongue swirling over the length and enjoying the salty taste of the popcorn. Releasing it, she gave it a gentle nip on it's end before moving on to the others and giving them the same treatment.

He had closed his eyes as she took his hand and sucked on his fingers. The sensations that went through his body or if it was a light breeze, made his nipples harden. Each time she touched him see it seem to ignite a small wildfire. She had taken his word that he was her to do with what she pleased for each time he tried to touch her she everyother time slapped his hand away. It was hard for him to lay still, it werent many times he were with women and they took the control. It excited him a little, not knowing what to come.

A lowpitched growl came from his throat as she kissed him and he did his best to prolong it. His hands had managed to escape her hold and now pressed her slightly backwards. The added pressure and the rubbing motion on that special area even if it had just been brief excited him more. He always wanted more with her. A little was never enough. She wiggled a little, even if she didnt mean it or not it was just right and he moved his pelvis against her. It was just some fabric between them and bliss. He moaned low.

She smirked as he pushed her back, he was so eager to try to do something himself. As she shifted her weight he moaned against her, looking down she realized what she had done and gave a devilish grin, moving her pelvis more in small, slow circles. A knot was growing in her and she attempted to ignore it. She stopped him from touching her, but that didn't mean that she still wasn't turned on, just being around him turned her on. 

She lay one slender hand on his tanned chest and pushed him back to his original position on the couch, laying against the arm. Trailing her finger down his chest, circling a finger around his navel, and then through his treasure trail she arrived at the waist of his jeans. Pausing, she brought her hand down to push against the front of his groin, kneading gently for a minute. 

Stopping, she moved her hands to his button and undid it, leaning her head down as she did so that her hair brushed across his bare chest. She took care of his zipper next and grabbing the waist of his jeans, she coaxed him to lift his hips up while she slid them down to his knees. 

Sliding slightly back she dipped her head down to leave hot kisses on his inner thigh, blowing hot air on them as she finished. She kissed her way over the fabric on the front of his underwear  to the other side and did the same thing. 

She looked up into his eyes for a second, both of their's a few shades darker with passion. She gave him a reassuring smile before grabbing the band on his underwear and pulling them down to his knees where his pants also rested. She had unleashed the dragon, and it rose happily to greet her. Cocking her head to the side, she let her hair flip to one side, to spill across his belly. 

She grabbed the base of him in a firm grip, bringing her hand up and down a few times before bringing her mouth over about half of him. She covered her teeth with her lips and used her tongue tease him. Slowly,  she brought her mouth up and down while sucking, forcing herself to go down as far as she could over him.

The man had scrunched his face up like he was in pain, he bit his lip but a low moan of pleasure still escaped his lips. He pressed his head down into the couch as he pushed his hip upwards slightly. She had pushed him back, and with a slender finger sent like electric jolts through him by a simple touch. He felt his eager member move, fighting against his confinement, as she stroked the outside of his pants. By their own accord his hips twitched and he pressed against her hand. He opened his eyes a smidge as she unbuttoned his pants and pulled them off him.

Her next move was close to unbearable but in a good way but it felt like he was going to burst, especially as she came near his erect center. He gripped a hold of the arm of the couch, it gave a short sqirk sound in complaint. He wasnt as buffed up as for example Thomas, he had more a lanky set of muscles, he was muscular only just it didnt 'puff' out so much on him. He had a bit of trouble holding on to her gaze, his body seemed to twitch and tremble, just waiting for her next move.

If it could, it might have roared as she let it free when she pulled down his underwear. Like the freedom had been some refreshments it bobbed slightly against his belly but rose towards her as she came close, almost like a happy dog greeting its master. Like a silky red cloak her hair spread across his belly he then felt her touch him, first with her hand which made him suck in air between clenched teeth. His hips did a small thrusting motion all on its own and yet another moan slipped out. It grew louder as he felt the warmth of her mouth embrace his ever eager member. He had to concentrate not to start thrusting, but he couldnt help that his legs moved.

"Mmmmhhhgnnnnngggoood...kKit...tennhhg..." It was hard to form the words, even one as simple as the nickname he had for her. One hand still kept a grip on the couch while the other searched for her. Finally it found her shoulder, naturally it would have landed on the base of her neck but even in this haze he seemed to remember that not everyone liked that, it felt like a force and not something done by free will. Not everybody like doing what Kitten was doing so, so well. Therefore his hand remained on her shoulder and grasped at the fabric that was there.

Rolling his head back he moaned again, felt the fire spreading in his loins. He still had the control but the movements of her tongue, the warmth of her as well the sucktion formed by her lips and mouth made it hard for him not to just let go. However he had said he was hers, even if he wanted to return this, even if it was hard, he had promised...He could only try and hang on, wait as good as he could, and see.

Alayna grinned inwardly as she listened to the noises coming from Craig's mouth, long, pleasureable moans tinted with a British accent. Good, it seemed she was doing her job well enough. She finally had the chance to pleasure him and she wanted to do it right. 

She kept up her rhythm, alternating every once in a while to slower or faster, sucking harder or softer. Finally, taking him out of her mouth she kissed him from his base to his tip, moving with the squirming motion that he was creating. She brought her tongue into the fray as well, dragging it up the length of him as one hand supported his base. 

Her free hand found the soft skin between his member and his bottom and traced gentle circles and figure eights there as she continued to kiss him above. Bringing her mouth back down over him she went even deeper than before and continued to suck and tease with her tongue. Soon, now, by his squirming and moans she didn't think he'd last much longer.

He couldnt help his low deepthroated whimper as the pressure grew like a vulcano in his loins. Had he longed so much for her? Her touch? It was getting harder to hold back and it started to borderline to unbearable. He never really noticed as moved her mouth away, instead his entire being went up in the sensation of her touch, of that special hidden patch behind the family jewels. He did a reflexive buck with his hips and had to fight not to do another as he felt her coming down on him again. Like an avalanche, passning the point of no return, he still fought to keep the control. He had...had to give her the chance to back away.

"uhhhfu--ck...Kit...Ahhl...do..dont..move..stop if...Im...mmmggg...cant..." His jaws were clenched and he did his best to look at her but his eyes kept rolling back "...uhhhmmmg...yooooou..will get it...on...in...if you...continue...cant...hold..."

Alayna paused and looked up at him as he protested. He was squirming more, now, and seemed to be really fighting to control himself. It was amazing what a human's touch was capable of making another human feel. She gave a sympathizing grin in his direction, "Relax, Stallion, I've done this before...I know what happens next." 

As she said it she took a hand and grazed it along the edge of one of his hips, then brought it up to trace the V indentation of his muscles. "Just release..." she purred, "Consider it a thank you....'kitten style'" she smirked. With that she dipped her mouth down to cover him one last time, working faster than before since she knew that he was close to the edge, pushing him for release. 

She studied him as she did it, watching his head roll back on the couch, the strain of the muscles in his neck as he clenched his jaw, the slight sheen of sweat that now covered his entire body. He glowed in the orange lamplight like some type of greek god, powerful and muscular. One of his hands dug into the couch while the other was still balled up in a fist securely at her shoulder. And his moans...oh, his moans, how they drove her on to perform to her finest. There was nothing she liked more than hearing a man enjoy himself, and she was glad that she was able to have that effect on Craig.

The man gasped for air a few times, grew stiff and then with a mix of groan and moan he released himself, his hips bucking wildly as he came. Of that he had no control or was aware of the fact. The man was long gone in a flashing world of white lights. All he felt was the warmth of her mouth, her tungue that seemed to collect it all and her hand that kept stroking him while the other ever so gently had cupped his balls and very gently massaged them. Slowly the world stopped with its merry twirling jig. His hips moved in a final twitch before he lay still, totally spent. His chest moved like he had been running.

#Selfless prick! Bastard! Its just all about your needs and desires isnt it!?! You forced her into this! Idiot!# He shook his head a little, his brow in a light frown.His body relaxed in a big sigh and he gave her a smile. "Come kitten..." He did his best to ignore the voice, somehow he knew it was just in his head. Perhaps he had been under too much stress and it was only a bad reatction. When she came within reached he pulled her in and then over him. He kissed her on her forehead, cheeks, nose and finaly her mouth, as he deepend it he felt the light salty taste. He held her close "Thank you...it was...wonderful...I wanted you so badly I couldnt...make it last...but if you are up for a second round..."

Alayna gave him a soft smile as she crawled over to him, laying on his heaving chest and relaxing into his his warm body as he riddled her with kisses. Her hand stroked through his freshly cut hair, playing with the feathery tips that seemed to stick up wherever they felt. 

"I'm more than ready for another go, if you are, Stallion." She grinned at him. The hot knot was still in her stomach. Turning him on had turned her on as well, and now she felt a desperate need to release the tension. She couldn't say no to him. She smirked and traced small shapes on his broad shoulder. 

"Take a minute to catch your breath" she said with a small, mischevious grin pulling at her full lips. Getting up slowly she walked into the bedroom and shut the door so that he couldn't see her. Pulling a drawer open she waded her hands around, searching through the different fabrics. Finding what she was looking for she pulled them out and threw them on the bed. She had acquired a few pieces of fancy lingerie over the years, and the little number that she pulled out of the drawer was a sheer black lace push up bra and panty set with cream lace trim. It wasn't as fancy as some he had probably seen, she was sure, but she hoped it did the job.

She quickly stepped out of her other clothes and into the new ones, and pulling the stubborn bedside drawer open she grabbed a foil packet out of it before she headed back into the living room. She took her head and whipped it forward before she openned the door up, shaking it around and mussing it up with her fingers. Tossing it back she looked in the mirror, it was cascading to her shoulders, now with a poofy volume to it, and her waves had come out, slightly twisting and curving around to frame her face. 

Deeming that she was now ready she openned the door slowly and stepped seductively back over to the couch, looking straight into Craig's warm eyes all the while.

He had been muttering to himself, almost arguing with the voice but as the door opened and he saw her walking towards him there was nothing but raw passion twinkling in his warm eyes. The voice could say whatever fuck it wanted. He had wondered why she had left but now he saw that she had as it was said, slipped into something more comfortable. Not that he really looked at the stuff she was wearing, he only saw her. He had wiggled out of his pants and underwear completely. After he had gone up to met her just as she came up to the couch he took her in his arms, embraced her for a short moment, pressing her against his body. It didnt take that long for 'someone' to figure out what was going on, and now poked her just lightly as it came up between them like a envious dog. His need wasnt as urgent thanks to her 'service', now he would be able to take his time. 

Keeping her standing he started to kiss her collar bone, then over her shoulder as he started to walk around her. How long would she be able to stand up, he wondered. The man repeated his embrace from behind, only now his hands cupped her breasts as he pressed her towards him, just lightly pinching her nipples, one hand then went lower and stroked over her sensitive core, testing her at the same time he rubbed against her. With small, teasing kisses and nibbles he explored her neck up towards her ear. Her scent, as always, aroused him even more and he growled low. He couldnt help that he smiled at her response but he didnt let her sit down just yet. "Stand, kitten.." he asked.

Going down on his knees he kissed the small of her back as he stroked those firm buttcheeks. Most seemed to forgot that the backside could be sensitive to tender affections to, not just pinching. He held her firmly in place but he didnt support her, she wobbled a little before her hand came to hold at his shoulder. A stroke with one hand went up the inside of her thigh and hooked on to the panties with a finger, breifly touching her core. He smiled at the hitch in her breath as he did, those panties was just in the way. Tugging them down he used his teeth to pull them down, rasping his chin slightly on her pale skin. He had frowned a little as he saw the bruises but she didnt seem to think of them, at least not now.

She leaned her body with him as he kissed her all over, sometimes here, other times there. She gasped lightly as his hands found her breasts, and her back arched slightly pushing her backside into his unclothed groin. She stood obediently as he had asked her to. She wasn't used to taking orders, but she didn't mind for this particular reason. 

Her breathing grew more rapid as he hit his knees behind her, and a moan rose from her throat as his lips found the small of her back. Her knees were turning to jelly, and she used Craig's shoulder as a support. She bit her lip hard as his finger suddenly grazed her core, her neck arching up and her hair falling down between her shoulderblades like a fiery waterfall. Her body shivered as he grabbed her panties in his teeth and slid them slowly down, his stubble slightly prickling her leg. 

She attempted to compose herself as she lifted her feet for him to discard the panties. *So much for lingerie*, she thought, smirking. She ran her fingers through his hair since his head was at the right hight, and tried to still her breathing by concentrating on the soft strands beneath her pale fingers.

With no panties on he had the whole glory of her backside exposed. As much as he liked breasts he liked the butt too, at times perhaps even more since many seemed to forget about it. He bit her, but softly without leaving any marks, and let out a soft growl deep from his throat. Just as she smelled devine she tasted the same too. Small goosebumps seemed to form on her skin. As he gently tasted her, his hand went up between her legs again, at first just gently stroking the inside of her thigh before reaching the core. Skilled fingers soon found the spot and pressed up,down and around. Another grin at the reaction. 

She hand pulled her hands through his hair before but his hair seemed to now have transformed to a good handle, but how she got a grip on the newlycut straws he had no idea. Carefully he realeased him self from it as he moved around to her front. He met her eyes with a smile, and he kept her gaze as long as she was able to before she seemed to disapear when he let his tongue duplicate his fingers previous move. The dragon was once more proudly standing, the sound, scent and taste of her was a great 'helper' of that. Soon his tongue got company by his fingers that helped bringing her closer from the inside.

A groan hitched in her throat when he bit her backside and her hands clenched into his hair. A little bit of pain with pleasure always made the experience a bit more...interesting, and Craig knew how to do it right. That knot was growing more, now, her pulse resounding softly in her ears. She was sure she was starting to flush, her cheeks, shoulders and her chest were probably all a soft pink by now.

Her hips bucked when his skilled fingers found her core, and a whimper escaped her lips before she clamped them shut again to bite at her bottom lip.  She was vaguely aware that he had taken her hands out of his hair and moved to the front of her. She looked down at him through hooded eyes and he grinned back up at her. When his tongue delved into her, though, her head shot back, straining her neck upwards and a shocked moan bursted from her lungs. 

The tension from earlier was amplyfying the sensation and all of her nerves seemed to be going haywire, every little touch driving her crazy. Her hips bucked once more against her will and it caused her knees to faulter. She had to shift her weight and widen her stance to remain upright. 

Her breath was coming in pants as his finger entered her and she could feel a drop of sweat roll down her back. The knot was becoming unbearable, now, the tingling sensation was growing and she was finding it hard to hold on. Could she handle this standing up and unsupported?

Suddenly warmth spread up her body from her core, and her back arched almost painfully. She clenched around his fingers, her muscles contracting rhythmically around him, and she came with a desperate moan. "...uhhnncrraigmm!" Her knees buckled under the pleasure, but she was briefly aware of Craig's hands holding firmly onto her hips.

Sometimes it worked, sometimes it didnt but he was all for the experiments, especially when it came to this. He had gotten the idea as she started to squeeze around him and he felt the taste of her comming. His tongue had teased her more as she rode the wave but this might be something else. His hand had found the small package and after putting it on and leaning his back on the couch for support but still having his feet on the floor he guided her down on him. She seemed to be still in the heavenly blur of her peak and she practically just glided in. Her warmth and her still contracting sides made him let out a low moan. It took some strength from him, and energy, muscles flexing under a tight skin, he wouldnt have been able to do this if it hadnt been for the couch. His hands on her hips both guided the speed and the 'force', he pressed her down as far as it was possible and without reaching any restriction. As far as he knew women could adjust to the mans...equipment...to some extent at least. He liked to feel all of her squeezing around him. She had gasped as he entered her, but not from paid he hoped. It hadnt looked like it anyway. As well as pressing her down he thrusted upwards. Her hands grasped at his arms and chest like she was trying to find some sort of hold. He was coming closer and it felt like she was building up again, perhaps it would work.

"Lean a little back,..mm...Kitten...thats it...now...just...mm...just do as you do when you sit down in the trot...ommhh..yeah...if you need it, put your hands on my thighs..." She seemed to hear him at least. One hand still rested on her hip, helping her with the pace while the other once more touched the nob in front, following and mimicing the movments. He let out another gasp, her hold around his shaft was rythmically bringing, pulling him closer to the edge of swirling bliss.

She was still contracting as he guided her down and onto him, and she gasped at the full, pleasureable sensation. When her head cleared a bit she worked at finding her balance on him. He helped instruct her, and when he explained it in equestrian terms she understood immediately, shifting her hips into him so that he could get to the deepest parts of her. 

She rose and fell slowly at the start, contracting and releasing around the length of him at the moments that were most pleasureable for him, while cocking her hips to hit the spot that felt the most divine for her. It was the best of both worlds. Her hands pushed against his thighs as she moved, and she was greatful for his support. 

He kept rhythm with her, thrusting in as deep as he could go when she came down on him. His fingers gently caressing her core were making it hard for her to concentrate, and it took her a moment to notice that she was digging her nails into the tops of his thighs. She let go as soon as she noticed, biting her lip instead. That glowing, hot knot of pleasure was building beneath his fingers again and she picked up the pace, rising and falling more quickly, but still giving just as much attention to him through contracting around him. 

Sweat was beading on her, now, and her mouth was open, panting out hot breath with each thrust. "C....Craiguuuuugghn..." She moaned loudly as the tingling sensation grew deep inside her. Her head was tilted back once more and her eyes squeezed shut with concentration. She rotated her hips over him, now, urging him closer, letting him know that she was almost ready.

Breathing heavily he moved his hand from her hip to between her shoulderblades and brought her upperbody down towards his, the hand that had been teasing her front took place on her hip, guiding and following the pace like the other had done before. Like teasing erect little buttons her nipples poked out towards him and greedily he took one in his mouth. He thought he heard a whimper and she seemed to squeeze around him extra hard as he sucked at it. Repeating the movement proved it and he moaned low in pleasure. His tongue flicked over it a few times before he sucked at it again. The little scare they had flashed before him. What would it be like? #She dont want you as a daddy! You are a loser! LOSER! Nobody wants a nobody!#

The moment came faster than he had expected even if he knew it was close, it didnt take him totally by surprise but almost, he had just started to play with her other breast and nipple as he felt the heat rising rapidly from his loins. He let go so he wouldnt bite her by mistake and placed both hands on her hips. A few low grunts and a growl slipped out before he exploded, pouring himself into her. She made a noise, something that to him in the twirling light and buzzing sound that came, soundeded like a cats mewing before she collapsed ontop of him. If this wasnt nirvana, he didnt know what was. 

As he started to come back to reality he found her head resting on his sholder and from what he could see her eyes was still closed. Tenderly he stroked her over her hair with one hand while the other came to rest on her back. It felt nice...just to lay like this. No rush, no run, no white lies that you had a early morning and needed to go soon after the deed was done. He moved up the couch a little, but she didnt seem to notice or care. Just to be sure he controlled so she was still breathing. After a little bit he shifted a little so he could slide out of her and he dumped the used protection at his pants. Her breathing seemed heavier now. He didnt mind however. He pulled the blanket over them and continued to stroke her hair, after a while he closed his eyes...and finally he too fell asleep.

She woke up unclothed and laying against his rhythmically falling and rising chest with a blanket around them both. They were still on the floor and she wondered how they had managed to sleep soundly in that position all night. *We must have been too exhausted to move*, she thought with a grin. She shifted her weight slightly and brought a hand up to cup his face, the other on her chest. 

She gave him a warm kiss on his lips, brief, but sweet, and his eyelashes fluttered open. "Goodmorning, Stallion." she grinned up warmly at him and brushed the back of her hand over his temple. "I'm a happy kitten," She said jokingly. "I might just start to purr." She was almost too hot laying there with their collective body heat warming them, so she grabbed the edge of the blanket and pulled it off them. 

Reluctantly, she decided it was probably time to get up. Thank goodness for her internal clock or she might have overslept, otherwise. "I'm going to hop in the shower." She told him and kissed the corner of his mouth. 

They both got ready for the day and hoped into her car, heading for another day of work before some fun at the county fair later that night. She had already picked out a dress to wear. If there was one ultra girly part in her it was the one that liked clothes, and she enjoyed the chance to get dressed up every now and again.

He swore under his breath as he hit his thumb again, barely five minutes after he hit it the first time. Like it would help he glared at the hammer and then the nail. Great, just great. He had been distracted by the riders, especially the redhaired one that sat upon Daisy. The moves she made reminded him about the previous night. Glancing to his side he saw that Thomas had stopped working too, looking at the other rider in the paddock. His eyes were also filled with desire but with the hint of puppylook longing. Craig sucked at his thumb. God, it was hot out! He took off his newly purchased hat and whiped the sweat of his forehead with his arm. It didnt help that much. He gave a low whistle to get the other mans attention, no reaction. "Oi! Mr Daydream! What do you say about a waterbreak?" Somehow it had worked out so he was working more by Thomas side than his actual boss. It was many things that had been dragged behind when that other bloke, Nathan something left. Surely he rode Arrow now and then but he actually thought this practial things were fun too. There had been a couple of times it seemed that Thomas had been surprised that he actually had some knowledge about farmwork and what was needed, but most of all that he didnt stood around and waited to be told what to do. It was mostly one question on what needed to be done today, what the plans were and then he went to it. Of course he asked if he was unsure but overall he did things on his own accord. Soon the two men had learned eachothers workstyles and the work flowed smoothly.

Craig took the bucket and poured the cold water over him, ignoring that he had his tanktop and jeans on, it was so hot today that he would be dry in no time. The water made the fabric stuck snuggly against his body. He took up the waterbottle that they had placed in the shadows. It felt devine as the water filled his mount. He looked at Thomas again.

"So, big guy...nervous?"

Thomas shook himself out of his thoughts from looking at Hath, and followed the Brit to get a drink of water. His thoughts had been anything but clean, watching her hips tilt and flex into the saddle while she rode Gun, her skin gleaming with a sheen of sweat. He was trying desperately to think of something else, something boring, when Craig spoke to him. 

"Wha-? Uhh, oh. Yeah," He admitted rubbing his hand across his slightly sunburned neck, "I have to say that I am a little. We don't get the chance to go out much, here. I'm used to just working with her at the barn." he drawled. Of course he was nervous, sure they had gone on long trips together to horse shows, but somehow this felt different. He guessed that the common stereotype of people going with their significant other to the fair made him feel that way. 

He glanced over to see that the girls were done working their horses and were heading their way to put the horses back. Hath wiped some moisture from her brow and scritched the stallion's dark neck, that now shined with a thick layer of sweat. As they came up towards him, he deliberately took his bucket full of water and doused himself with it when he knew that she was watching. It slid heavenly over his head and down his shoulders, the cool water washing away some of the fatigue and sweat. It made his light grey shirt cling to the lean muscles of his torso and back, and they flexed slightly as he brought the bucket down. 

He caught Hath's eyes looking at him, her lips slightly parted, but she snapped her head back in front of her as she noticed that she was checking him out. She had her long hair down, despite the heat, and a white T shirt on. White T shirt.....He glanced over at the hose that they had used to fill the buckets. Oh yes. He couldn't help the impish smile that crossed his tanned face, and his olive eyes sparkled with mischief. 

As the girls passed into their respective barns to put the horses away he gestured for Craig to come closer. "What do you think of a little water fight to beat the heat?" He whispered to the other man, grinning wider now.

Craig chuckled and rubbed his hands. "Sounds like a splendid idea! We have been good chaps today I think...we deserve some play time..." Almost against his will he had warmed up to the man. #Oh, look out, he is just trying to get your guard down! Sooner or later he will probably want to shower with you! Remember how Sven looked at you!# The mention of his friend made him snarl towards the bush that in his mind was his mother. But from anger he flicked back to the joyful glee he had on his face moments ago. He rubbed his head a little, felt it throbbing a little. It was probably just the heat, he took new eager drinks from the bottle. "So...what did you have in mind?" He frowned a little, what was it with the strange look? Mentally he shrugged his shoulders.

It took Thomas by surprise when the man made a quiet, angry noise in the other direction and then turned back to him with a grin on his face. He gave him a concerned look. Something was up with him, something seriously wrong, he reckoned. It wasn't his nature to pry, but he might have to mention something to Alayna about it later...after the fair. 

Craig seemed totally fine once again and looked towards him eagerly to hear the plan. Putting a grin back on his face with some effort Thomas gestured towards the hose. "Well, we've got a hose there at our disposal, and a couple of buckets...I say the general plan is just to douse the crap out of them  when they come back", he snerked.

Listening carefully he could hear two pairs of footsteps coming back down the dirt road towards them, as well as the girls giggling and talking quietly to each other. Hathien knew about his joking nature, so he was sure she wouldn't be too angry with him. Maybe a little flustered, but she would get over that soon enough. 

Peeking his head around the corner he saw them approaching, luckily not leading any horses, or their plan would have gone out the window. He signaled for Craig to turn the hose on, and he crimped the hose with a hand so that no water came out just yet. They had already filled up the two empty buckets of water, and Craig was in charge of those to douse Alayna in whichever way he deemed fit. 

With a wordless yell Thomas popped out from behind the shed wall to face a startled and wide-eyed Hathien. Alayna had made some kind of move to go for him, her knee rising in a reflex to, what he guessed, hit him in the groin. Thankfully she stopped herself after noticing that it was just him. 

"Crap, Thomas, no!" Hathien squeaked at him as she saw the crimped hose held threateningly in his hand. The man gave a smirk and came at her, instead of running she attempted to grab the hose out of his hand, and now her arms were above her head, struggling to keep the hose crimped and herself dry. Thomas could have overpowered her easily, but instead he toyed with her, grinning down at her as she looked up at him with a mixture of desperation and ammusement in her blue eyes. Her body lost it's balance and she bumped up against him, not being able to stop herself with her hands, which were clasped in one of his above her head. He let out an almost innaudible grunt and tried to keep the thoughts out of his head the best he could. 

He looked down at her now and gave her an almost sympathetic laugh before jerking his hand free and uncrimping the hose. Cold water shot out from it and doused Hathien's head. She had attempted to scream, but closed her mouth quickly as the water hit her face. It covered her hair, soaking it and making it even longer than it usually was, as well as darkening it to an almost pitch black. Her shirt was giving way, as well, as the onslaught continued, and the material began to form itself to her flat stomach as well as giving way to the white sports bra beneath. She squirmed in his grip as she seemed to begin to notice what her shirt was doing, and doing the only thing she could to fight back, she brought one of her legs to the crook behind his knee. The action knocked him off balance easily since his body was being wracked with laughter, and they tumbled down in a heap of arms and legs, Hathien on top of him.

She stood next to it all, giggling wildly it seemed at the scene, unaware about the threat that came up behind her, however at a safe distance, he had learned his lesson. The man smiled and next to silently he put one of the buckets down. He let out a low whistle and as she turned around he tossed the content of the bucket on her. She didnt get much time to react before he emptied the second bucket on her. "Whos is a wet pussy...cat now?" he jeered. Thanks to the distance he had a few seconds of reaction time. She had a smile on her face but she still came after him. He didnt really want to get away so he kept just barely out of her reach.

Alayna was drenched now, and sprinted after Craig like a woman on a mission. She could tell that he wasn't giving it his all and she caught up to him fairly quickly. Reaching out she grabbed the back of his muscle shirt and hauled him towards her to deadleg him in the back of the knee. He fell  backwards with a thump and she hurriedly hopped up to sit on his chest, her knees on either side of his head. Reaching  around her neck she gathered her soaking hair, and brought it all in her hands over his face. She wrung it out slowly on his forehead with a smirk. "That's for calling me pussy." She jeered as she sat triumphantly on his chest. 

Hathien was furiously blushing by now, her shirt soaked through and tinted with the color of her pale skin underneath. She scrambled to get off of Thomas. She had fallen right on top of him and the hose fell on them both, drenching her further. Her face was up next to his, but she couldn't see him because her dark hair had fallen all over his features, cloaking him from sight. She could hear him cackling underneath her, though, and his body shook under her's with his laughing. 

Did he know what these kinds of things did to her? She was totally unsettled now, her brain scrambled in her skull and she was having a hard time thinking of anything else but his body wriggling underneath her's. Finally, she found her bearings and hauled herself off of him, struggling to stand. Her hair was stuck to her and dripping wet. She looked to her side to see Alayna a few yards away, sitting on Craig's chest and wringing her hair out on his face. 

That did it, the shock wore off and she burst out into a side splitting laughter. She was so business-minded most of the time that she forgot to have fun. That was one of the many reasons why she liked having Thomas around, to keep things light and remind her that work wasn't always serious. 

Her blush remained, but she looked down at a laughing Thomas to see that he was blushing as well. "Sorry, Hath," He said between laughs, "I had to do it." With that he sat up and wiped a tear of laughter out of his eye. "Thought maybe you'd need a shower before we headed to the fair." He said with a cheesy grin. 

Hathien just rolled her eyes at him with a smirk and offered him a hand. He took it, she felt the rough callouses rub against her own palm, and she hoisted him to his feet.

He wasnt sure how, but in someway probably when she looked back to her friend and boss he got a opening and managed to flip her over. Most got mistaken by his size that he wouldnt be strong. She lay on her back, her minty eyes big and her chest heaving slightly. Leaning over her face as he stood on all fours over her he nibbled her ear and neck down towards her collarbone, remembering well to do it the way she liked it. "I can get you wetter still, kitten...without using my hands..." His voice was low, hoarse and refilled with desire. Her top did bad job hiding her bra, and perhaps it was because that he knew how it looked like but he thought he could just make out two slightly darker spots through the fabric. With a surge in his eyes he looked down and then into her eyes and continued in the same voice "...and the girls are happy to see me...you think they remember last night..." He let his tongue flick over his teeth.

Craig chuckled low as he got to his feet. Poor little kitten, perhaps she remembered the night all too well. He looked at her face and grinned as he with a light swag walked up to the other two. On his way he picked up his hat. "Hey Hot Chicka Wow-wow" he said to Hathien with a smarmy grin and a eyebrow wiggle. "Cold water fits you, ma'am...Excellent choice there, sir" he said and winked to Thomas.

Alayna found herself on her back with Craig overtop of her, sending hot kisses down her neck. She tried to keep her composure. She knew that Hath and Thomas could see her. Her fingers dug into the soft dirt beneath her and her breathing shuddered in her chest. As he talked to her she gave him a defiant look, trying to hide the smoulder that she felt in her own body. Her girls most definitely remembered last night, but she kept her composure as much as she wanted to rip his clothes off right then and there. 

As he got off her she sat up and rose slowly to her feet. At Craig's snarky comment to Hathien she rolled her eyes and murmered a silent "Sorry" on her lips to Hathien. Thomas just chuckled and blushed where he was, but poor Hathien was almost red, her arms shot subconsciously over her chest at Craig's comment. A smile was on her lips, though, so at least she wasn't angry at him, just a bit embarassed. 

Alayna grinned at the two as she passed them. "See you two later tonight!" 

They hoped in her car to drive back to the apartment. The ride back was filled with snarky comments as they discussed the water fight. She made sure to twist her hips a little more when she walked up the flight of stairs to her apartment, just to spite him for getting the better of her earlier. 

Before she even got into the bedroom she peeled the wet shirt off of her, it was becoming uncomfortable and cold. "Dibs on shower." She winked back at Craig, "I need time to tame my hair."

Wrapping his arms around her and did his best to warm her body with his own. "I guess Im banned from joining you?" He nuzzled his way to her ear. "Time can be spent in many ways kitten...surely there are more fun things to do than to fiddle with your hair?" At her response he just chuckled and stepped away, acting all defeated. "Okey, okey...I be a good boy...for now...I be...naughty...later..." He left the bedroom and went out to the kitchen. Soon he heard the shower. 

His mom started nagging on him. She started to really irritate him now and he didnt care if he hurt her feelings any more. He gave her snarky comments but she didnt seem to hear them as she sat in the couch. She was always here...all the time...why couldnt Em take her out. They worked all day. He gave them money and everything. Still she nagged. Just as he heard Alayna open the bathroom door she finally left after he basicly dragged her up. He didnt want her here...at least not now.

He felt a little grumpy tho. As he passed her he gave her a quick kiss and went to take a shower himself, he probably needed to shave too. When it was as hot as it was it started to itch when he let it grow.

She had shooed him off gently, and now she stepped into the shower, enjoying the warm water and the time to think to herself. He troubled her lately, he wasn't acting like he normally did. He muttered every now and again and his expressions changed from one second to the next. She frowned as she thought about it, scrubbing the shampoo into her hair at the same time. She heard a noise through the door. It sounded like Craig....was he talking to someone? She couldn't tell, no matter how hard she strained her ear to hear. The only audible word she could make out was "Mom"....Mom? She didn't think that he spoke to her anymore. Was he talking with her on the phone? His voice sounded slightly irritated from what she could tell. Was he lying to her about his family? Maybe he was still on speaking terms with his mother...or maybe she had attempted to contact him and he was angry about it.

With a troubled mind she shut off the shower and toweled herself dry. Her hair damp and falling in twisted clumps to her shoulders. When she opened the door and stepped out he walked past her and gave her a peck on the lips. A peck? From Craig? His expression had looked troubled and her expression became worried as she looked after him. 

Sighing, she walked over to her closet and pulled out the dress she had decided to wear, a simple, floral sundress with earthy tones. She shrugged into it and put some sandals on her feet, then strung some leaf shaped gold earings through her ear. She did her makeup quickly, not much, but some browns and golds on her eyelid as well as a bit of eyeliner and mascara. Some lip gloss, of course, was applied, too. 

She dryed her hair as quickly as possible, and when that was finished she brought out her curling iron and set to work. When it was all finished she looked at herself in the mirror. Her flaming hair tumbled down beside her face in big, loose waves, a small braid thrown in at the side of her temple. Her eyes looked almost cat-like from the eyeliner she had applied, and her lipgloss caught the light reflecting from the ceiling lamp. She sat down on the bed and waited for Craig to finish. He was shaving, she guessed, because she could hear the razor swirling around in the sink water as well as a scratching noise as he pulled it along his face.

His spirit lifted a little as they showed on the fairgrounds. Perhaps it was due to the little snugglemoment he had manage to get after they got out of the car. They had parked near some bushes and he had reached under her dress with his hand teasing her. There were still some remains of a blush on her face. Craig felt utterly pleased with himself because of it. He had muffled most of her sounds with a kiss. He tapped his hat and "ma'am'ed" the ladies that he met, some of them giggled in response. He got some glares from the men the women were with but since he didnt do more than say hi, what could they do. His eyes didnt really look at the women as they had done before. They might pass over them but the one he looked at the most, with that special surge in his dark caramel colored eyes was the redheaded woman beside him.

A hand 'innocently' went over her rump and caressed it as they came up to the other couple. Craig just grinned as she reprimanded him. He knew she wasnt mad at him for real. Very teatrically he bowed before the others. "Good eventide, milady Ruhn and lord Birch, I hope yee travel here went well?" 

Alayna grabbed his hand on her bottom and took it off, poor Hathien and Thomas were probably nervous enough without Craig groping her and embarassing them further. Instead, she interlaced her fingers through his as she brought his hand back down to her side. She tried to force the blush out of her cheeks from earlier, if the man didn't quit touching her like he was she was going to have to take him back to the car and they'd just ravage each other there. 

She looked at Craig with a mixture of confusion and amusement as he bowed to the two in front of him and slathered on his British accent. They looked at him with a similar expression, but greeted him with warm "hello"'s. Her concern grew once again, and she forced it down. Tonight was a night to have fun, not to worry. 

"Hey guys, don't you two look nice." Alayna smiled at them and they both returned it. Hathien was in a nice pair of jeans and a pretty periwinkle shirt, and Thomas, of course, had a nice plaid shirt on with some jeans and a pair of his nicer boots. They stood awkwardly apart, both with slightly nervous looks on their faces. 

Trying to relieve some of their stress she suggested playing a game. Looking around she saw a game where you threw baseballs at some glass bottles. She signaled them over, and when they walked up to the booth she addressed Crag. "Think you can win me a stuffed horse, Stallion? Maybe I'll name him Stallion, as well, and sleep with him from now on." She teased quietly next to him, so that Hathien and Thomas didn't overhear.

"A horse, a horse! My kingdom for a horse!" He leaned closer, whispering like it would be something dirty "A horse is a horse, of course, of course, And no one can talk to a horse of course. That is, of course, unless the horse is the famous Mr...Ed" The man chuckled low, paid the man in the booth and got the baseballs in return. They werent really like cricketballs but it wasnt that much of a difference. He hadnt been the worst in the team at least. The voice disturbed him at his first throw and almost made him hit the boothguy instead. He said his excuse and fired off the other it a quick order. The balls sent the bottles flying in all direction due to the force he had thrown them in, partly ignited by his irritation. Had she followed them here. He casted a slightly annoyed look over his shoulder. For others there were nothing but a large garbagebin there, on top lay the remains of a popped baloon. She better not follow!

He pointed at the stuffed horse and got it. Teasingly he juggled it between his hands before hiding it behind his back. "I got the horse, of course, of course, now I want my reward, of course, of course...."

Alayna looked at him as he talked in a seductive voice about....Mr.Ed? She gave him a weird glance, her eyes slightly squinted at him and one brow raised. What was he doing? She had known him for a while and he was never like this before....was this the real him? She sighed, and watched as he threw a ball, almost hitting the man in the booth, and then glared towards a trashcan nearby. She glanced sideways at Thomas and Hath, who looked back at her and slightly shrugged their shoulders. 

He won the horse on his second throw, the milk bottles went flying and the man at the booth, a little shaken from his close call, handed the little black horse over to Craig. She smiled as he began to hand it to her, and then gave him a defiant look as he hid it behind his back. Leaning up on her tip toes she pecked him politely on the lips, grabbed the stuffed animal with one hand, and while she did so whispered in his ear, "I can't give you your full reward right now, maybe later tonight." She smiled at him, trying to brighten her mood no matter how worried she felt. 

They walked on for a bit, and hearing some music they turned their heads. There was a drunk man up on a stage singing "Achey Breaky Heart" into a karaoke microphone. Alayna giggled and they went over to the tables in front of the stage to sit down. People were eating there, so they got up and went to the concessions, Alayna and Craig both ordering a beer and she got a sandwich as well. Hathien just getting a coke and a bbq sandwich, and they sat back down at the table to watch people humiliate themselves. The girls chatted to themselves, talking about upcoming shows and when Alayna would be able to compete again. Listening slightly to the boy's conversation it sounded like Craig was trying to convince Thomas to get himself a beer and then join him on the karaoke stage.

He didnt have much luck on getting Thomas up on stage. The guy might need a beer first to losen up he figured. Himself on the other hand, despite feeling a little funny, it felt like the world was his stage. He had never been shy in the first place and didnt mind being in the stagelight. Finally he manage to get Thomas to promise to do the next one together with him if Craig went up solo. The man probably figured he wouldnt do it. How wrong he was. As he flipped through the folder with availible songs he spotted one he actually knew without reading on a screen. 

"Thomas, pick out the one you feel you can do....while I do this one..."

There had been a little bit of silence, except for the murmurs of voices gathered on the fair when the music suddenly started again. He stood with his back against the ones seated, kept the pace with his boot. On que he turned and started to sing. As he sang "Im a burning effegy of everything I used to be, youre my rock of empathy, my dear" he had walked up to the redheaded woman and looked directly into her eyes. As he caught his breath he kissed her on the back of her hand. 

He walked along the stage and got everybody clapping in rythm to the music. Somehow he manage to get his voice to sound very near the real thing. Some of his moves were playfully suggestive. Not offensive or 'overobvious' but he knew kitten knew what he was refering to. At least by the look of her slight blush. He got warm by both moving about and singing so he might have been red in the face too. As he finished and bowed, most of the ones at the tabled clapped their hands. Some even whistled. A group of teenagegirls stood in a group and tissled and tassled and he did a hattap in their direction, and that set off a small exploation of giggles as they ducked for cover.

With a huff he sat down and took a sip from Alaynas beer. "Well Thomas, old chap...picked a song?"

Alayna watched with a big grin on her full lips as Craig got up on stage. The song was perfect for him, since he seemed to grab everyone's attention the second he got up on stage. She bit her lip and blushed slightly as his back was turned to the audience, his thin, muscular waist moving in slight circles. 

She found her worries drifting away, this was more like him, more like the Craig she knew and...loved?  She couldn't help but give a small giggle as he came up and kissed her hand, singing straight at her, his warm eyes delving into her mint ones. She grinned up at him and subconsciously wet her lips. As some of the girls in the audience giggled and crooned at him she couldn't help a slight feeling of jealousy growing in her stomach. She had never been jealous of a man before...why would things change with Craig? Perhaps because he actually cared for her, or so it seemed in the brief time she had known him, she admitted to herself that she cared for him, too. 

As he finished his song she let out a loud whoop and clapped her hands, laughing. "Nice job, Stallion!" She said with a smile as he came and grabbed a drink of her beer. He went up and did a few more songs to give the unwilling Thomas a chance to pick a song. The next song, "Feel", he sang with a lot of soul, looking at her as he did so. She couldn't help the way that the lyrics pulled at her heart. They were so....Craig. If anyone had known him the way that she did their heart would be breaking for the man. She clapped again once the song was finished, as well as everyone else, who were now cheering for him to do another. 

He obliged by singing a song called "Supreme", he stared at Hathien and Thomas while singing it. When they both registered the lyrics Hathien blushed furiously and Thomas stared at his own hands. It was cute, really, him trying to get the two together. She had been sending subtle hints to them both for the while that she had known them, and still nothing. Perhaps Craig Knight could work his magic and get the two together. She hoped so. 

The third song was finished, and it was beginning to seem like a Craig Knight concert. He came over and grabbed Thomas by the shoulder, dragging him up on the stage, the taller man reluctantly following behind. The song began and Alayna's eyes went instinctively to Hathien. It was "Over" by Blake Shelton, a very....promising song. 

Poor Hath sunk down in her chair a bit, but she surprised Alayna by looking into Thomas' eyes while he sang, he looked back, as well. She could tell that she was breathing hard, that some sort of emotion was running through her, conflicting her. Thomas had a nice, deep singing voice, and the two men's voices complimented each other well. Women's shouts rang out randomly in the crowd as the two men sang. She decided to stop focusing on Hathien's reaction and looked deeply into Craig's eyes as he sang.

He let the other man take the lead on this song, only backing him up, a bit of a strange thing - Craig Knight as a wingman. However, like against his nature and carefulness about letting people close to him he had started to get fond of the man. His only fault seemed to be his damn shyness. It was Bobs uncle that the two liked eachother perhaps even more. He renewed his gaze on the redhead. They got a good set of clapping and whistles when they where done, Thomas seemed to suddenly realize where he was and wanted to dart away but Craig manage to hold him, hissing slightly between his teeth while smiling that it wasnt polite to not thank the audience, it jinxed things. So the big lug tried to look confident and bowed like him.

Craig felt like he had walked the desert when they got back to the table. His head had started to ache a little, his moms voice hissed in the background, old hag went on about something. He couldnt really hear and he didnt care either. The woman next to him looked worried so he took her hand and kissed it. "Dont worry kitten, Im fine...I was just thinking about stuff..." He glanced towards the others, they seemed to sit closer together but it might just be to hear eachother better, but it was a start. "They will regret it if they at least dont try...life is short...far too short...why fill it with regrets and 'I should haves'?"

She smiled and clapped as the two men ended their last song. Glancing over at Hathien she saw that the woman clapped too, a smile playing at her lips. She looked like she wasn't sure whether to be happy or embarassed. 

She watched Craig saunter over to their table. He still walked like Craig, radiating a confident aura about him, but his face was slightly warped, like he had tasted something bitter. She looked at him with some concern as he came back to the table, and, of course, he proceeded to tell her that he was just peachy. She sighed, wishing that he would tell her the truth. Something was wrong, lately, and she needed to figure out what it was. 

When he sat down next to her he looked at the two beside them and commented. She nodded her head at his very true words. "I'm glad I gave you a chance, Stallion," She smiled at him warmly "Even though I'd heard a lot of misconceptions." She took his hand in her's and held it tightly, enjoying the cool night. 

They rode a few rides together, but then decided to call it a night. There was work to be done tomorrow, after all. It was funny to watch Hathien and Thomas ride some rides together, the momentum from them often forcing the two together. They had let their guards down, some, and now seemed comfortable with sitting close to each other, and making more eye contact than usual. 

They told them both goodbye, and that they had had a fun night, Alayna still clung to the little black horse that Craig had won for her. Before she could leave, however, Thomas pulled her aside. Hathien chatted with Craig as he did. 

"Alayna...uh, I'm not trying to sound mean, or like the world's biggest jerk...but I think that you need to keep an eye on Craig." With that she almost put an unnamused look on her face, thinking that Thomas was being overprotective, but he continued before she could. "He's been acting...stange lately. He mutters to himself when we're working, sometimes he laughs at things that aren't funny and other times he'll make angry faces at innatimate objects. I, uh...just wanted to make you aware....he's a good guy, and I'd hate to see something happen to him." He said with an ernest look into her eyes. "I had a fun night tonight, thanks for letting us come along." He grinned, trying to lighten the mood. 

Alayna just nodded her head when he spoke to her, trying to keep the concerned look from creeping onto her face once again. "Thank you, Thomas." She said with gratitude. So...it wasn't just her, he really was acting differently. But, why? She caught herself pondering and looked back at Thomas, this time raising her voice to include Hathien in on the conversation. "Thank you all for coming with us, we had a great time." She smiled. "You two better go home and...get some sleep." She smirked. 

Looking up at Craig she smiled at him, attempting to keep the concern off of her face, and they headed back to her car.

On the parking lot others were leaving too and some of them had been around the stage when he sang. Now a few of them, one being a busty brunette, were almost allover him, despite the fuming eyes of the man beside her. She would have been in his lap or got a good sized fist in his face if not his kitten had stepped in beside him, wrapping her arm around his waist and putting her hand in one of his backpockets. He smirked at her comment, it seemed to put out the glowing light in the brunettes eyes and the other pair left, with the man glaring back a little before he seemed to put his annoyance over to the lady.

Craig smiled at her, letting his own arm around hers. He pressed her up against the car when they got to it and let his hands stroke her sides before he let them come to rest on her hips. His kiss was deep, long and filled with heat.

She leaned into his kiss, her mouth opening to allow his tongue in that was sliding across her lower lip. When he kissed her everything seemed to be ok once more. No weird looks, no muttering, just the electric passion running between the two of them. Her hands wound up to his head, attempting to stoke his hair, but instead finding his cowboy hat. Grabbing the top of it she took it off, still kissing him, and layed it on the hood of the car. Bringing her hands up she twined her fingers into his hair. "That's more like it." She whispered against his lips. 

His hips had penned her to the car, slightly rubbing up against her, and she couldn't help the small noise that came out of her mouth. Ever since earlier when he'd kissed her near the bushes, despite the concern and the worry of the night, she longed for him. His touch had given her promises. Promises that she wanted him to fulfill. 

His lips tasted slightly of the beer that they drank earlier, she guessed her's did too. She didn't drink as much as him, since she knew she would be driving a short distance home. Instead of tipsy she was just slightly buzzed, just enough to make her happy. There was no one left nearby in the grassy field that they stood in, and it was peacefully quiet, crickets chirping and the stars above them glistening brightly.

Going lower his hands, that had started to move about again mostly due to her small sounds, found their way to her rump. At first they just gently caressed it, gripping it firmly to move it closer to his hips. Going lower and then up again one hand found its way under her dress. He smirked at her gasp as his fingers tickled her, he had worked on trickier locations. It was no full, clear reach but enough to hopefully arouse her enough. She let out a small sound that he muffled the most of with another kiss, just as deep as the previous one. He had shivered when her fingers went through his hair, he liked that. The farmwork had started to build a new set of muscles on him, but since he kept his meals small still, there were still not much fat on him. 

Her own hands roaming didnt leave him unaffected. He growled low in her ear and nibbled her earlobe before sucking gently at it. 

Her breathing increased as his hands wandered under her dress, and she felt her body respond to him immediately, her nipples perking under her bra. Her back arched against the car and she was glad to have it's support. She let out a small moan as his mouth found her earlobe, his hot breath covering it. 

She slid one hand under his shirt to explore his chest, grazing hotly along the taught skin that covered his muscles. She rubbed her fingers across his nipples, which were perked as well, and she grinned at him. Her hips ground against his as she moved them in a small circle and tilted them into him, giving him a sort of massage through his jeans. 

Her skin was flushed and her breath was hot against him as he continued to tease her. Vaguely, she remembered reaching into her pocket to unlock her car. Best to do it there so no random stagglers came by to see two naked bodies writhing on the ground, as much as the thought amused her. She pushed the button on the automatic lock, and the car beeped and lit up inside, almost welcoming.

"Saved by the car, kitten?" he smirked as he let her go. There was a clear buldge in his jeans but he didnt bother to hide it. There was nobody than her around. As they came inside he reached for her again, pulling her over on him so she straddled him. This time he was focusing on what he had best access to and something that would be easy to hide in case a bobby would come to check things out. He had brought his hands under her dress, where they had unhooked the bra and now he nuzzled her chest, through the thin fabric of the dress. He pressed them together slightly, let his thumbs move over them as he kissed her neck. He growled as she moved on him. For now the tiger had to be locked up, he had not brought anything with him. This was nice too.

Pinching them just lightly without being to hard made a small whimper escape her and she rubbed harder against him. Craig grinned "..who are a eager little kitteh?"

She bit her lip hard as he teased her chest through the thin fabric of her dress. She couldn't stop wriggling around under his touch, no matter how hard she tried, her muscles wouldn't cooperate and they continued to twitch. 

Her hands were in his hair once more, but they traveled slowly down him, caressing as they went. When one of them found his jeans button she quickly undid it, allowing enough access for her hand to squeeze through, and she found his member straining against his pants. She grabbed it through his underwear, sliding her hand across it and squeezing at certain points. His noises of pleasure made her continue, she had scooted her hips back onto his legs more, so she had plenty of room to work. 

"Looks like you're just as eager as I am..." She said in a breathy whisper against his ear. Covering it with her mouth she flicked her tongue across it and let go. Her other hand ran, once more, under his shirt to caress the tanned skin underneath.

With a slightly shakey move his hand found the shift to the seat and folded it back so he came in a sort of lying down position. It always added some excitement on doing it on a place where they could be discovered. He groaned as her hand touched him and a gasp escaped him as well as she began to stroke him. His trapped member strained against the fabric of his underwear. How she manage to arouse him so easily was beyond him, normally he had more control than this. His head pounded again but he ignored it. He had to. He didnt even care that he spotted his mother in the far end of the field looking. It had to be her...maybe... His eyes rolled slightly back as her hand moved inside his underwear taking hold and moved rythmically over all of him. At this point he didnt want anything else than plundge deep into her warm well. He let out a soft moan again. "Blimey...kitten..." As she whispered in his ear it sent little goosebumps down his neck. Eager...that was to put it mildly.

It was with slight frustration he pulled down her dress some so her breasts got exposed, her nipples perked against him. Like he was hunted by hunger he sucked one in and worked on it with both a sucking motion and his tongue. Her hand came around his neck in a slightly harder grip, pressing him closer, he didnt mind and sucked at it harder. How he enjoyed the sounds she made, it made him growl low in response as well the way she touched him. With him showing her breasts such affection it seemed hard for her to keep the even pace but it didnt matter. Just her grip around him made it feel nice. They needed to buy more protection...as far as he could see from this morning they had used up the last one. He let out a gasp as a heatwave rolled over him, it was the first warning, and he bucked slightly against her hand by reflex.

He kissed her hungerly, covering her neck and mouth with hot passionfilled kisses, almost like she was a meal that had been kept away from him, he kissed her like he was forced away, forced to leave, like this was the last time they would spend together, that this was their last goodbye.

Alayna woke up with a start the next morning to the sound of her cell phone ringing. She rolled over in her bed and grabbed it off the nightstand where it lay, propping it clumsily up to her ear. She was still exhausted. The...events from last night had kept them both up a little longer than they should have been. A blush ran over her involuntarily as she remembered it. 

"H-Hello?" She answered groggily, in her rush to answer it she hadn't looked to see who was calling her. 

"Alayna? It's Hathien, I'm sorry to wake you up but we need you and Craig at the barn as soon as you can be here. I can't explain right now, but I will when you get here." She sounded worried. Had one of the horses hurt themselves?

"Yeah, sure, Hath. We'll be over there as soon as we can. See you in a bit." She said, not holding her up any longer because she sounded rushed. She ended the call and sat the phone back on the nightstand. Rolling over, Craig was next to her laying on his belly with his arms under his pillow, fast asleep. She put her hand on his shoulder and shook him gently. "Craig...Craig, wake up. Hath needs us at the barn early today, I think something's wrong." 

With that his eyes fluttered open and he gave her a concerned look. The two of them got ready extra fast, skipping breakfast entirely, and headed out the door.

When they rounded the top of the hill at the long drive they pulled up to see flashing lights of two cop cars. Alayna and Craig gave each other a concerned glance before stepping out of the car. 

Hathien was on the porch talking to one of the police officers and they walked over to them. "....a saddle, bridle and breastcollar." She was saying in a weary voice to the police officer. 

"Thank you, ma'am. We're going to investigate immediately." He told her, and stepped off of the porch to meet another officer. 

"Hath....what happened?" Alayna asked, looking around at everything. Besides the police officers everything seemed to be normal. 

"We were robbed lastnight, Alayna." Hathien said, sighing and running a hand across her face. "They took some tack, equipment, tools and other odds and ends. We just wanted to call you all here so that you two could go ahead and get some work done...Thomas and I will probably be busy with this for the rest of the day." 

Alayna and Craig talked with her for a bit longer about the incident before heading off to work.

Craig yawned as he tacked Arrow up. He had no problem usually getting up early...but now much sleep had it been...3-4 hours at best. He yawned again as he sat up, heck he seemed to yawn every other minute. A coffee might have helped but when their boss called they had rushed to work. Who could have robbed them? Arrow moved under him and he had to think about the horse small antics than who the bad guys could have been and why. For someone that hadnt ridden english for a few years things came back pretty fast anyway. He had a good seat and soft hands, only thing he forgot now and then were to lenghten his stirrups. At one time he had tested to canter Arrow a little, with short stirrups. For being new to that Arrow had done well, no trackbreaking times but still good. The stallion had found it fun but Craig knew that he was a eventing horse first and fore most. It made him realize he missed his job.

The had been out for about an hour or there abouts when he narrowed his eyes as he looked across the field. He blinked and looked again before he turned to the woman beside him. "Kitten...didnt you mention that who was it...Foster? Forestberg..or..." he rubbed his forehead, strangely his mom hadnt bothered them today "Frei...Fr...the german sounding name...Fürsts? Didnt Hath say that they moved and that the place have been deserted for a good while? There are a van overthere now. One that I havent seen around here before..." 

Alayna squinted in the direction that Craig pointed. There was a van there...a large one without any windows in the back. It certainly looked suspicious for a barn that was supposed to be abandoned. 

"Yeah..." she distractedly murmured at him, "I feel like we should check it out." She said looking over at the man who was now trying to settle the stallion beneath him down. "I don't think we'll be able to do it on the horses, we'd better tether them somewhere." She said, and jumped off Dagor's back, he scooted sideways as she did and she held onto the reins firmly in case he decided to pull back. 

They tethered the horses to some trees nearby, making sure that they were both far apart from each other since they were both stallions. Walking slowly and quietly they headed for the old, beaten down looking barn. As they got closer she thought she heard some voices inside of it, an occassional bark of laughter. Coming up to the side of the barn, now, she looked in between the wall slats and saw three men sitting down inside drinking beer....glancing around some more she saw saddles, and tools, and equipment that belonged to the farm. 

Her cheeks flushed with anger. Who would be a big enough jerk to steal from them? They weren't rich, sure they had nice stuff, but they had all worked their butts off for it, not to get it taken away by some slackers sitting around drinking. She peeked inside one more time, trying to see if she could make out any of the men inside. One that sat with his back facing her got up and turned around to get another drink and she squinted her eyes to see his face.....was that...Morgan Scott? Her heartbeat rose and a slight panic overcame her, she didn't have any time to tell Craig what she had seen, though, before she heard a set of footsteps rustling through the grass behind them.

He was used to knifes as weapons, perhaps even brass knuckles and other minor weapons, but actual guns were simply something you saw on TV, the bobbys of course had guns. However as he heard the click he knew what it was. "Do not move! Slowly turn around, hands to the sky, slowly..." The owner of the voice had a strong spanish accent and it was just barely you could make it out what he said. As he grinned fatty lips still managed to expose a set of yellow mistreated teeth. Under a beaky nose were a thin moustache with just the begining of grey at the edges. Over one brow there was a big, thick scar. Over all he had a filthy look, his t-shirt had started to turn yellow with old sweat and had plenty of stains. In his hands there were two guns. "Señor, señorita...we do not need curious eyes...now...please..." The man looked around "...walk..." As they passed the car Craig noticed that it had been covered in some sort of military netting to disguise it. He felt a hard  poke in his back "...I said walk Señor...I will...not say please again..."

The stench of tequila was strong, heck Craig wasnt sure if he would dare light a match in front of the man. Still, with a gun in his hand, and probably jumpy he didnt want to take any chances. However when the man poked just as hard on Alayna he turned, fury in his eyes and he pushed her slightly behind him. "HEY! We are doing what you want! There is NO fucking need to push her! If you bloody hurt her I...kill you!" The fat on the mans chin jiggled as he laughed. "Kill me Señor?" He gave another, harder poke with the gun as the smile suddendly vanished "...you forget who hold the gun, Señor...now..go!"

As they came into the barn the man, probably mexican Craig now guessed, he shouted. "Señor Boss! I found some pests on your doorstep Señor...I think you know them..."

Alayna's jaw clenched as the ratty looking Mexican called his boss over. She knew who it would be, there was no way Morgan was in this group and wasn't the boss. She closed her eyes for a moment to compose herself, the fear that briefly shot through her at seeing him earlier was coming back. Had that one little incident really shaken her that much? She felt weak and hopeless as she admitted to herself that it did. But she mustered all the gumption she could find in her, and when Morgan stepped up to them she gave him a cold glare. 

When he saw that it was her malice crossed his features, only to be covered up soon after with an unimpressed expression. She could smell the whiskey on his breath, and when he stepped closer to the two of them his body slightly swayed before he regained his balance. "Well, hello again..." He said, leaning in towards her face. Before he could say anything else, though, Alayna spit in his face, shooting daggers at him with her expression. 

He straightened up quickly and brought a hand to his face to wipe it off, it had hit him just below his right eye, and the man's fury now showed clearly on his face. The Mexican made a move at her, but Morgan held his hand out to stop him. Maybe she shouldn't have done it, maybe their survival depended on them cooperating, but she couldn't make herself do it. She'd fight this man tooth and nail before she went down. 

"All of you leave!" Morgan shouted to the three other members of his crew. "I want to chat with these two alone....especially the...lady." He said with a sneer around the last word. The others reluctantly left, where they went she didn't know, but after a few moments she couldn't hear their voices any longer.

The other man tossed a rope on the woman. "Tie him up!" Morgan said, doing a head motion towards him "I know you can tie a rope Alayna so no funny business! I kill him if you do anything funny!" With that he showed his gun and pointed it on the shorter man. Strangely Craig didnt feel fear, he heard his mother, had she overpowered the men outside? He didnt really belive that but still. He got out of his silly little 'lost in space look', that had only lasted for a few seconds, when Morgan gave the woman a harsh push almost making her tumble. Once more he felt the raw anger he had felt when he hit the man boil up inside. He took a step closer "What is your fucking pro..." he didnt get to finish since he got the gun shoved up his face. "One more step asshat and I blow your head off...Alayna knows Im a good shot...never found out who shot that goat now did ya...it was pretty awesome...Ka-bahhhh...." the man laughed "...I cant understand why someone havent thought about making a goatfirework thing before...its just to shove it up the ass and let it run..." 

Turning towards the woman who had stopped her moves he sneered again. "Did I tell you to stop, baby? You will tie him up...and I will teach you not to mess with me! If you try anything funny...he gets it! Understand?"

Alayna's heart was racing, but she was still glaring at Morgan. She was worried for Craig, if he didn't hold back his rage Morgan might....she didn't want to think about it. She had to stay positive and find out a way to escape. Reluctantly, she walked over to Craig, slowly as she was able. She took the rope and looped it around him a few times, giving him a meaningful look, hoping that he would take it as a clue. She tied the knot fairly securely, as an equestrian, she knew many different types of slip knots. This one wouldn't come undone if you pulled the part coiled around Craig, but if Craig could somehow manage to pull the very end of it, it would all fall in a loose pile around him. 

Morgan took her arm and tugged her aside, checking the rope by pulling on it forcefully. "Maybe she doesn't want you around anymore..." He teased the bound man before him, "You're not getting out of that." Alayna glared up at him for his comment. "Come with me, baby, I've got something to show you..." He grabbed her by the arm, and she fought against it, panic rising in her chest. No matter how she moved, though, he was much stronger than her and didn't even seem to budge as he drug her a few yards across from Craig, to where a large wooden support beam for the barn stood. When he let her go she slapped him across the face with all of her might. The man didn't seem fazed, even though a large, red handprint was already forming on his cheek. The only thing it succeeded in doing, it seemed was to make him angrier. 

He grabbed her wrist hard and twisted it behind her back, her bones and muscles creaking under the force. Grabbing a pistol off the side of his hip his cocked it and pointed it at Craig across the barn. "I told you..." He said menacingly, "If you fight, I'll kill him. Don't think for a second that I won't." The pain in her arm was blinding, now, and all she could muster was a pitiful shake of her head as an agreement with him. She'd do whatever was needed if it meant saving Craig's life...and she was pretty sure she knew what the price was. 

He sat her down in front of the poles, and taking both her wrists behind her, he tied them together so that she was attached to the large wooden beam. Her ankles he tied together as well. Once he was finished he stood and looked down at her, grinning triumphantly. He took a few steps up to her and dropped to his knees, bringing his head next to her ear he whispered into it, the smell of whiskey so strong it burned her nose, "You don't know how long I've been waiting for this." 

After he said it he clamped his teeth over the ear he whispered into and bit down hard. Alayna's body jolted with the shock of it, but she managed to hold in the pained noise that threatened to come out of her throat. He chuckled at her as he brought his head back and squeezed his hand over her jaw like he had done before, then he leaned his head close once more and spoke loud enough for Craig to hear, "I want you sore, Alayna. I want you to know where I've been, every kiss, every thrust.." and with that he brought his lips down on her neck and sucked hard, a hickey would be there when he moved. 

She didn't fight him. She just sat...and looked at Craig across the barn from her. Her bottom lip quivered slightly with a sob that wanted to escape, but she swallowed it back, not wanting to let him see how scared she was. Morgan worked his way down to her collar bone, and bit it painfully on the spot that had been broken a few weeks ago. She cried out at that, but realizing what she had done she shut her mouth quickly, not wanting to give him the satisfaction of hearing her pain. He chuckled and did it once more, this time she held it in. 

Suddenly his hands came up to the neck of her shirt, and grabbing it with both of them he moved them quickly apart, the fabric in between them spliting down all the way and completely seperating her shirt. She really started to panic, then, and her exposed chest heaved as he placed his hands on her breasts. She squeezed her eyes shut trying to block out the fear. 

---------------------------------------------------------------------

There it was again....who was neighing so much? Thomas had had a rough enough day as it was, dealing with the farm's stolen property, trying to comfort Hath and work at the same time....and now he was afraid that a horse had escaped their pasture. Glancing into the turn out that Arrow was supposed to be in he didn't see the stallion anywhere. He rolled his eyes, "Great..." he muttered. 

Arrow escaped all the time, but the good thing was, that when the spotted stallion did, he never shut his loud mouth. They'd followed his neighs to where he was many times before. So, reluctantly, he tacked up Luna quickly and gave her a quick pat before jumping up on her. They headed into the woods at a brisk trot, following the sounds of the noisy stallion.

He wasnt sure how long it took for him to get lose, he only saw himself move in a slowmotion to where Morgan where, planning to rape the woman he loved, yes loved, in his view. His face was red with anger as he kicked the gun that the man foolishly had placed beside him away and as the man got to his feet and turned towards him he socked him right in the face. However the man must have been in a few fights because that didnt seem to phaze him that much. Morgan roared as he came at him, blood coming from his nose. "I will kill you!!! I promised I would!" Craig casted one look at Alayna before he had to concentrate on his opponent.

They were pretty equal when it came to strenght, despite the difference in size. That his cahoots didnt hear anything was beyond him, perhaps they had fallen asleep in the house. Old boards broke as the two men fought, shoving eachother into old stalls and walls, hitting on eachother hard and violent and soon blood stained both their shirts. However Craig didnt really seemed feel any pain from the blows he reccived.

After a bit both of them seemed to run out of steam, panting and grunting as the blows hit their bodies. Morgan swayed slightly and Craig held on to the side of a stall. The last blow to his head had made him a little woozy. The other man attacked him again, with new force but he managed to fight him off again and finally got the bullseye on him and Morgan fell to the ground, half dazed. Craig in his rage that had been reborn as the man fell pulled him up and punched him again before he let him drop to the ground. He heard Alaynas sobs but blimey he was so tired...he needed to just take a little breather.

#You fight like a five year old girl! You are not a real man! A real man would have protected her better! You are a fake! A mistake! She see that now!" He turned his head and glared at the voice that had to come from the door. Then he heard Alayna scream, a highpitched scream. In the corner of his eye he breifly saw the broken board coming at him, a sharp intense flash of pain, and he felt so light. He felt a gush of something warm on the side of his head just above his ear, he touched it and saw his palm all red as he brought the hand forward. He swayed a few steps to the side, saw the man still on the floor with a broken piece of board in his hands. Had the man hit him? The world began to spinn, faster and faster. Craig staggered again, fighting like a drugged horse to stay on his feet. The warmth was now to be felt on his chest. Blimey...did he bleed that much? A sob made him look up. Kitten!

He never really made it all the way to the tied woman until his legs collapsed under him. Craig made an attempt to crawl but only managed to stretch out his arm to touch her leg before the world spun into darkness. The last thing he heard was her sobbing and his mothers cackle. 

Under his head something dark red was pooling, slowly getting sucked up by the old floorboards.

Thomas trotted Luna through a bend in the trail, still following the rambunctious stallion's calls when he finally found him. He was tacked up and tethered to a tree...odd. Walking Luna towards him he then saw Dagor a few yards away, also tacked up and tethered. It had to be Craig and Alayna.....ohhh...last time he stumbled on something like this he saw things he shouldn't have. His mind told him to go back to the farmhouse, but his instincts told him that they wouldn't be gone for nearly so long, they wouldn't shirk their duties for that long...Trying to figure out what to do about the situation he happened to look up through a clearing in the trees and into a field where the old abandoned barn sat. He did a double take when he saw the large van sitting outside of it, covered in mesh in an attempt to hide it. Could that be the thieves from last night? 

Before he had any more time to think about it he heard a blood curdling scream shriek from inside the barn....it was a woman's voice...and he didn't know if his mind was playing tricks on him or not but he could have sworn that it said "Craig". That was enough to get him moving, he cued Luna into a gallop and flew towards the barn, he slowed her to a trot as he reached the barn entrance, but he didn't dismount. Instead he rode the mare onto the barn's dirt floor. Looking at the scene before him his stomach dropped. Someone, he guessed Alayna since he saw red hair, was tied to a support beam with their back facing him and sobbing. Craig was on the ground, one arm outstretched to touch her leg, his eyes were closed and blood was everywhere on and below him. And then there was a man with a broken board in his hand attempting to get up, although he faultered and stumbled repeatedly. Realization dawned on him as he saw that it was Morgan Scott, he connected the pieces quickly as he saw some of the farm's stolen valuables sitting around the barn. 

Not wasting another second he spotted a pistol on the floor and brought Luna up between it and Morgan. Dismounting, he went around the mare and grabbed it quickly. Coming back around he pointed it at the, now standing, Morgan. The man looked pretty beat up, but he slurred a chuckle at Thomas as he pointed the gun towards the man. "You wouldn't hurt a fly, Thomas." He mocked, "You're too big of a chicken to shoot a man." And with that Morgan lunged at him, totally brushing past the pistol that was pointed at him. Thomas jerked his body sideways, sidestepping the man, and brought the pistol up above his head. He brought it down hard into Morgan's temple and the man fell in a heap at Thomas' feet. 

Thomas didn't have time to register what he'd done, instead he ran over to Craig and Alayna, a hopeless feeling creeping up him as he took in both of their conditions. Alayna was still sobbing, tied to the beam, her shirt was ripped open and there were dark marks on her neck and chest. He didn't have time to blush about the exposed woman, because then he looked down at Craig to see him still lying in a pool of blood, completely unconscious...or...dead? He squated down next to the man's head and put two finger's on his jugular, there was still a faint, rhythmic beat, but he could tell the man had lost a lot of blood. Quickly, he brought his own shirt over his head and balling it up in his hands, pressed it hard to the gash in Craig's temple. He would have untied Alayna, but he felt like this was the bigger priority at the moment. With his other hands he fumbled his phone out of his pocket and dialed 911, luckily he still had a bar or two of service out here. 

The ambulence and police crew came in through a different road and were there in about 15 minutes. Hathien was informed and now she and Thomas were on their way to the hospital after quickly putting up the horses.

Joseph Ross was a man that liked what he did for a living, despite the blood, gore and everything else he got to see daily. Even if he had stared death in the eye several times he also had the chance to help people and save lifes. If lucky he even got to see new life being born. His flintgrey eyes that held a hint of blue in them now looked at the young woman before him. She was was close to hysteria with blood on her ripped shirt, blood that wasnt hers. She hadnt let anyone really touch her so they couldnt be absolutely sure of that fact however, but the amount and the state of it since it started to dry, spoke of that fact. Chock was one of the reasons to her behavior, he knew that, the other was the trauma she had been through. He kneeled down beside her and looked at the woman that sat next to his patient, she seemed to have just as little luck calming her down as the nurses but at least the darkhaired woman got the other to remain seated.

It tugged at his heart to see the young woman so upset. From what he could read from her papers that had been filled in by the medics there was a young man that had been injured on the same location as well. There might be some connection there. They had taken him straight up for exrays to checkif there were any bleeding to the brain, this was after they had finally managed to stop the bleeding to his head. There had been some bloodloss but thanks to quick actions at the scene before the medics showed it had been kept under control. He had been hit with a board of some sort it said, but Joseph had never heard of a board like that, not one that caused this. Of course it all depended on how the board hit. Perhaps it was inforced also somehow and the only he could ask for information on what happend was the woman infront of him. He tried to smile, to calm her down with a friendly face, but she didnt seem to see him. Her eyes were all red and poofy, tears flowing and she tried to get up but was held back by the darkhaired woman. In a way she reminded him about his wife for fifteen years, a woman he loved just as much now as he had done when he first saw her, the first day of med-school. It had been love at first sight. He shook his head, just because it was their day today didnt mean he could get lost in thought. Joseph glanced at the other woman. She seemed a bit shaken up as well, perhaps she needed something to for the shock as well. But for now his priority was Miss O'Shea.

"Miss? Miss O'Shea? Listen to me! Miss O'Shea...we need your help to find out what happend, both to you and the young man. The medics couldnt get any information from you on the scene and the police that spoke to Mr Birch just got his part of the story. Now we need yours too. Miss O'Shea, Alayna sweety, do you hear me?" He shook her knee lightly.

The doctor, with short darkbrown hair that was starting to turn silver by his ears, then took her shaking hands in his warm and big ones. "You are safe now...he is safe, your friend, but for you to help him even more, and if you want to see him, you need to help us first...can you do that? We also need to tend to your own injuries, miss O'Shea, Alayna...you need to breathe, calm and easy, and tell us where you are hurt..."

Alayna's mind was blurred, she couldn't think of anything else but the hysteria that had overtaken her. She had stopped crying, but now her body was cold...so cold, and her limbs were shaking uncontrollably. She just wanted to get up and go to him, why wouldn't anyone let her? Hands were constantly pushing her back in her seat, and if she had had the energy or strength she would have shoved them off and ran away. 

A man hovered in front of her face, now, and she briefly looked at him, he was dark haired with grey eyes and a soothing voice. He placed his hand on her knee, but she ignored it, glancing around the room, her chest heaving. Where was Craig? What had they done with him? 

When the man mentioned Craig her eyes snapped back to his, and she tried to force her brain to pay attention to what he was saying, no matter how much it was screaming at her to get up and find him herself. She continued to look at him as he talked, one particular word sticking in her mind..."Sweety"...it was what her dad had called her, and the man reminded her slightly of him, calm and supportive. The world was slowly coming back into view and mind as she focused on him, she clung to every word that he told her about Craig.

Soon she found herself explaining to him what happened, she hadn't really even registered that she was talking, and the words were coming out disconnected and not in complete sentences, but she explained in whole what had happened to both of them. Ending, she looked pleadingly into the man's eyes, "Craig...where is he? He's alive? I...I'm okay...can I go see him?" she had lied to him, the arm that Morgan had twisted behind her back screamed in pain when she tried to move it, but that was her only real injury....what did it matter next to Craig? Why couldn't she see him? She was so cold and tired...she wasn't going to be able to stay awake much longer, she had to see him now. She was briefly aware of Hathien's hands on her shoulders pushing her down, and she used what energy she had left to struggle against her grip, her arm shooting pain through her.

His eyes got a little sterner. "Miss O'Shea...Ive been a doctor for fifteen years...I saw that flinch so I dont think you are okay...I cant let you go see him unless we get to look you over. You have most likely gotten a chock as well. Its not something to take easily either..." He glanced at the darkhaired woman. Being fully focused on his patient he hadnt really reflected on her, he knew her from somewhere. He held out his right hand to her. "Im sorry ma'am, my name is Dr Joseph Ross, in case you would need my name...you look a little pale yourself, are you feeling ok? This...Craig Knight, he was an employee with you? I see here he was released from the hospital not that long ago...seems to be a magnet for bad luck?"

At his wave a nurse came in with a hospitalgown and started to help Alayna to change, kindly but firm. Walking around with a bloody, ripped shirt didnt make anyone happy. "Take her up to exray, she need a one on this arm and then you can take her to room..." he glanced down in his papers "...room A314..." He jotted something down the journal and handed it over to the nurse who had managed with a little sweettalk to get the redheaded woman down in a wheelchair.

"Miss Ruhn, you can either go directly to that room or you can follow Miss O'Shea. Let me know if you feel you need something for the stress. Will you have somebody more visiting? The room has a phone with a direct line out if you need to call, just follow the instructions on the side... I will be back with news."

The jockey was pale, very pale and almost looked like a young boy as he lay in the hospital bed. A big bandage was wrapped around his head and a IV with fluids were attached to his arm. It was a eeiry silence in the room. When Joseph got into the room the faces, except the man in the bed, looked up at him. Especially one set of eyes shone like he would be the one that would be able to wake the man up with some sort of magical want, and they were pleading with hope. He saw it falther as she registered the look on his face. News like this was never fun. He looked down at his journal. How many times had he done this? Countless and it never got easier.

"At first we suspected it was just a concussion caused by the blow to his head, he had some bloodloss due to a hit to an artery so he had some transfusion as well. However, the exray tech saw something and ordered some extra films. Those have now developed. Im sorry but..we have discovered a tumour about on the same place where the strike hit. That started some sort of chainreaction and the brain have swelled some, thats why he hasnt woken up yet. Do you know if he have acted strangely in anyway? If so how long have he done that? He had a exray done when he was at the hospital last and it should have been discovered then." He halted himself "Im sorry...for this...it looks hopeful but there is always a risk with these things...does he have any family? Just in case..."

His heart bleed as he saw the redheaded womans reaction, but this was the downside with his job. The only thing he could be happy about was that she wasnt alone when he brought her the news.

Hathien took the doctor's hand and shook it as warmly as she could given the circumstance. She was feeling a bit lightheaded herself, the day's events just kept getting worse and worse...how could this have happened to them? It broke her heart to watch Alayna shake, sitting in the chair and eyes darting around like a deer that had just been hit by a car. 

"Hathien Rhun." She introduced herself as he told her his name. She shook her head as he talked to her. "Yes...he's been imployed with us for a few weeks now...he was in the hospital before that when a racehorse he was riding crashed through a fence with him. He's...accident prone, I guess." Hathien admitted with a small smile, thinking fondly on the man's knack for hitting his thumb repeatedly with a hammer while fencing. The smile faded quickly, though, and she sighed. 

She listened to his instructions in silence, Alayna was gone to another room to be changed into a hospital gown, and Thomas sat quietly beside her with his head resting on one of his hands. When the doctor left they both sat together for a moment. Hathien looked over at him with a defeated look, and he returned her gaze with one of sorrow. That expression did it, his olive eyes looked broken under the weight of the recent events, her bottom lip began to tremble and her eyes welled up with tears. When he saw the tears spill over her cheeks he turned and wrapped her in a secure hug, she felt his calloused hands pull her closer to him and she rested her head into his shoulder as she silently wept, wrapping her own arms around him as well. 

------------

They were in Craig's room, now, she and Thomas stood next to Alayna who sat in a wheelchair. As Joseph explained the situation Hathien's heart dropped, a hopelessness filling her as she looked at the pale man lying motionless on the bed. She looked towards Alayna when he mentioned the tumour, the woman's face crumpled into a pained expression and fresh tears fell over her cheeks. She brought her knees up into the wheelchair and hid her face behind them, clinging to herself with her good arm. 

Hathien moved quickly to her side as fresh sobs wracked her body, and she ran a gentle hand through her red hair, kneeling down beside her. She wanted to cry once more, too, but she needed to stay strong for the young woman next to her. She took her hand in one of hers and supported her as she attempted to speak to Joseph. 

"He...he had be-en acting strange...for a w-week or so..." She managed between the sobs that were shaking her body, "He would laugh...at things t-that weren't...funny...I was getting...worried." She stopped briefly as some wordless sobs came out of her mouth, Hathien continued to stroke her hair. "He...has a m-mother and sister.." she continued once she could talk again, "b-but...he doesn't speak...with them a-anymore.."

Joseph hummed as he heard the sob-racked information. "A week...perhaps the swelling started then...and pressed onto..yes...yes its a possibility. Soon there will be nurses coming in to prep him for surgery, I see no point in waiting...fact is it might be worse if we wait. You dont have any number for them?" He sighed at her shaking head. "Well, I guess its not much to do then. Its not me that will preform the surgery though, but dont you worry, our neurosurgeon Andre West is very talented and have won many awards for his research."

The nurses that came in were silent. Like white shadows of the halls of death. The seemed to move without a sound, doing their chores like robots, mechanical and like it was done by predefined steps. They didnt say anything to the people seated next to them. Five minutes past when another nurse, blonde and bigchested, popped her head in. She was pale and it looked like she had been crying, she waved, trying to get the woman seated in the wheelchairs attention.

"Ms O'Shea...what...what happend?" The nurse took up a cross from her pocket and held it tightly in her hands. She shook her head like she didnt want to believe what she was being told, new tears was forming in her eyes. "Oh heavens, no..." The nurse left after telling the other woman that she would try and see if the operation would take place in the OR that had a sort of deck where med students and other personel of the hospital could watch the surgeries, all in the name of knowledge. If so she would try and report during it since she suspected that they wouldnt get any news until after the surgery was done. The nurse didnt care the look she got from the other two, they apparently didnt care as much about Mr Knight as she and Ms O'Shea.

Marion had returned to Alayna's room later that evening and apologized to her for not being able to watch the surgery. They wanted him in a private room where the surgeon could concentrate better since it was such a delicate surgery. She scuttled out of the room with a sigh after giving Alayna a hug. 

The three of them sat there for hours, Alayna had finally fallen asleep due to exhaustion and shock, so Hathien and Thomas made a quick trip back to the house. The surgery wouldn't be over for hours yet, so they decided to make themselves useful. They grabbed some clothes for the both of them as well as Alayna and Craig since they had a key to her apartment. Passing out of Alayna's bedroom Hathien saw the stuffed, black horse that Craig had won her at the fair sitting on the ruffled sheets of her bed. She snatched it up as an afterthought and brought it back with her to the hospital. 

They sat back down in Alayna's hospital room and Hathien placed the plush horse in the crook of her arm, she reflexively curled around it while she slept. Her and Thomas sat back down on the couch in her room, waiting once again for news on the surgery. 

"You ok?" Hathien asked, looking at Thomas. "Yeah...wasn't exactly planning on knocking a guy out with a gun today, but..." He said with a bit of a smile. Oh, Thomas, always trying to lighten the mood, no matter what the situation. "How about you?" He asked, looking seriously at her, now. 

"I'm fine..." She answered rubbing a hand along her face and playing with her hair. "Just...didn't expect all this to happen. I'm worried for Alayna if...Craig doesn't make it..." She said with downcast eyes, not wanting to think about it. She was very fond of the man, herself, and she would be devistated if he didn't make it out of this. 

Thomas took his big, warm hand and wrapped it around her smaller one. "We just have to trust in God that he will..." he said, and they sat there quietly like that for a long time, both of them eventually drifting off to sleep.

It was early dawn when the surgerystaff rolled the man back inside the room. Now with a bigger bandage around his arm and a heartmonitor attached to the bed. The man was if possible even paler, despite his tan and he looked like he was covered in some sort of wax. Joseph came but as he saw the three sleeping he decided not to wake them up. He looked with a worry in his eyes at the man in the bed. It had been a few scares but they had in the end managed to remove it, the trouble sort of started afterwards. At one point he stopped breathing but they got it started right away but he didnt repond well to the sedatives and now he was in a coma. They didnt know if he would wake up. He wasnt sure if it would be counted as good or bad news. The coma made it possible for him to heal without pain, but all they could say was that he wasnt braindead...it were still activity.

He returned two hours later. Andre had said it was just to wait and he would come by and introduce himself and talk about the surgery. Joseph was a ER doc, he knew a few things about the other fields but mostly about trauma. 

"Good morning..." He sort of regretted his words...how could it be good. The redheaded woman held the mans hand in a grip like it would mean he would vanish if she let go. "...we...I have asked the surgeon to come here to talk about the surgery...he should be here any minute now"

Alayna continued to cling to Joseph's hand as Andre walked into the room. "Hello, I'm Andre West, Craig's neurosurgeon." The man was tall and dark eyed and headed, and he walked in with a slightly weary face from so many hours performing surgery. "We had a few difficulties during the surgery, but we did manage to remove the tumour." He said looking at all of them. Alayna felt hope surge in her chest. When he woke up she could go see him! "Unfortunately, however.." The hope crashed and burned in a heartbreaking heap, she could feel her eyes tearing up over those two words, "...he is now in a comatose state. He didn't respond to the sedatives well, and we believe that this is the reason why. There's about a 60/40% chance that he will survive. 60% being that he will...and 40% being that he will not." He gave a pause to let that sink in. Alayna was still fighting the tears, her hand a vice grip around Joseph's hand. "If he wakes, there is a 15% chance that he will be left in a vegetative state..." 

Alayna squeezed her eyes shut at the information, still holding Joseph's hand with one of her's and gripping the plush horse in her other. What would be worse? Having Craig dead or in a vegetative state? It was almost better to be dead than not knowing what you were doing for the rest of your life. She didn't want to not have him here, either...she would take care of him, she doubted that his mother, sister or father would...she hoped desperately that he would recover. She just wanted to talk to him again, to love him again...Tears flooded down her cheeks once more and she curled into a ball on her side, hugging her knees to her chest.

---------

It had been a few days and nothing new had happened. She spent most days in Craig's room, simply sitting by his bed and holding his hand. Hathien and Thomas had to go back to work the day after the incident, but they kept her company at night. She was sitting now by his bedside, listening to his heart monitor beep rhythmically.  She brought her stuffed horse up from her lap and layed it in one of his arms, perhaps when he woke up it would remind him of her...

She took his hand in her's, like always, and layed her head down on them, breathing in his scent, which was now almost completely masked by the smells of the hospital. Her eyes were puffy with dark circles underneath of them, she hadn't been sleeping, she couldn't keep food down...her stomach was too upset and refused to hold anything. She had caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror, she had looked horrible, face sunken in and eyes dark underneath, but she didn't care. The only thing that mattered was Craig. 

Without really realizing it she began to whisper to him softly. "Craig....I miss you. Please come back." Tears had began again, she hadn't cried so much since her parent's funeral. "They say that people in comas can still hear what's going on around them..." She squeezed his hand tighter. "I've never felt the way I do about you, about anyone before....you...you're my first love, Craig. I love you. I'm sorry I didn't tell you before...I was scared of my feelings. I don't usually get so attached to people. This doesn't change anything....when you get better you can still go wherever you wish...I..just wanted you to know..." She sighed in between the tears and closed her eyes, wishing this was all just a bad dream.

*beep*

*beep*

Somewhere in something that felt like a slur of syrup and mud he tried to walk forward. It was darkness behind him and he knew he had to keep moving forward. 

*beep*

*beep*

The sound. If he moved towards the sound. It was like his feet was stuck. He moved but didnt. He glanced backwards, the darkness was still there but now when he looked ahead there was a dim light.

*beep*

*beep*

"Craig"

It sounded familiar. Felt like he should know it. He knew he had heard it before. Said in different ways. The voice. He should know it too. He couldnt place it. It was like it was something important.

*beep*

*beep*

He was almost there now, the darkness far behind him. He had made it. It had been only darkness before. Pitchblack and cold. A image of a face. Green eyes. A voice. A scent. That had kept him moving even if he didnt know why. He only knew he had to. He heard a mumble now, distant but close. A scent that seemed to sting in his nose. Something was itching on his forehead. His hand. It didnt seem to be able to move. Was it trapped? He had to look at it. Why couldnt he see anything. Oh, yes...he had to open his eyes to see. Light, burning light and he closed his eyes again. His next attempt was more careful and he opened them just a smidge. Someone sat beside him. It felt familiar.The person was holding his hand. It felt nice.He wanted to do something, touch the person. 

The only thing that moved was a small twitch of his little finger.

Alayna was lost in her misery, her head laying on Craig's hand, when suddenly she felt a twitch underneath her hand. Did she really feel a twitch? She sat still for a moment....there it was again! Her hand shot off of Craig's and she looked intently at his fingers for any sign of movement. She caught a small flicker in the corner of her vision and looking over she saw his pinky finger move just slightly. He was moving! 

She stood up, gazing over him now, her hand had gone back to his, squeezing it tightly and feeling the small movement beneath it. She looked at his face, it was still relaxed, but soon she began to see the smallest fluttering of his eyelashes. "Craig!" She said ecstatically, and a large smile split her lips for the first time in days. 

They fluttered more, now, she could see the warm brown of his eyes that she had missed so much. "Oh, Craig!" She whispered, new tears falling down her cheeks. But these were good tears, these were tears of happiness, and she had never been so happy to cry in her life. 

---------------------------------------

Hathien got a text from Alayna around noon, a pang of fear shot into her chest as she wondered what it might be. Openning the message she read it, *He's awake!* It said. Hathien grinned widely and stopped what she was doing immediately, sprinting to the outdoor arena. When she got there Thomas was working Luna and he rode up to her with a concerned look on his face until he noticed her ecstatic smile. "He's woken up and he's fine!" she said breathlessly to him, her mouth tugging up into an even bigger smile. Thomas returned it immediately and ran his hand through his hair, relieved. 

Thomas put Luna in her stall and Hathien locked up the house. They had a surprise waiting for Craig when he woke up. They had contacted the kennel that his dog, Barf, was at when Alayna was rummaging through his wallet to give the hospital his medical information and she found the kennel's business card. Barf was then picked up by Lillian, who had gone out of town for a few weeks on her vacation time. She arrived yesterday evening, and unloaded the big dog who wriggled happily all over the place when he was taken out of his traveling kennel. He immediately ran to Thomas, jumping up on him and slobbering wet kisses all over his face and hands. Barf had stayed tied up to a steak in the ground all night since they weren't sure how he was indoors, and they had been letting him roam around with them while they worked today. He happily sniffed around at all the new smells and greeted the horses, some of who bucked and leaped playfully as the big dog lumbered towards them. Now Thomas had him on a leash, and they had cleared with the hospital that they could bring him in, so, loading him up in Thomas' truck they all headed happily for the hospital.

There was a lot of activity around him. So many people. Pokinging and feeling on him. Checking the machine that stood next to him. Writing down things. They smiled so he figured it was something good. He glance to his side, only moving his eyes, it was hard moving his head, arm, foot anything. The person in the white coat had asked him to, he had tried but the doc had placed his hand on the hand he wanted him to move so it hadnt been much of a move. Why did he want him to move his hand if he then pressed it down the way he did? 

He hadnt spoken much. Mostly yes'es and no'es, or rather small shakes and nods. All the while despite the hustle and bustle that went on in his room, like a vigilant statue that stood guard beside him, was that redheaded woman. She had tears in her eyes, but she smiled, so she wasnt sad he figured. Her grip around his hand was constant, like letting go would mean that the tiniest of winds would take him away.

The room suddenly seemed to get filled by a whole kennel of howling dogs. It started out in the hallway and then a big dog appeared and attached to his leash a big man followed behind, trying to slow the dog down as much as he could. Craig wondered why they brought the dog here. It was clearly happy to see him, doing its best to jump up the bed. When it couldnt it settled with licking the crap out of his hand while whimpering and wagging its tail like propeller and all the while wiggling the rest of its body, so much he thought the dogs skin would come flying any minute.

In company with the dog there was a big sized man and a woman. They were happy to see him to. Craig didnt say much. Just tried to smile as the three talked. The redheaded womans hold remained on his hand. Since the dog hadnt been allowed up in his bed it had settled and now lay sprawled on the floor with its big head resting on the other mans feet. Craig couldnt see it but a pool of drool was starting to be collected underneith its lips.

After awhile a nurse came in, she said something that made the two that had come with the dog to rise and start packing things up. By this time Craig had begun getting sleepy and found it hard to keep his eyes open. The redheaded one remained. She looked tired, he saw that now. Why was she here? She must be something important to him. He tried to think, but nothing... it was something important, he had it on his tongue but...it was like it was just beyond his reach. She sat there smiling, she had brought his hand up to her cheek, before that she had kissed it.

Craig licked his lips, tried to form the words. He had to ask. Part of him regretted it as he saw the look in her eyes change slightly, but he had to ask.

"Who are you?"

All of the movement in the room stilled as he asked Alayna that one, simple question. Her heart shattered in her chest for what seemed to be the thousandth time since the incident. Was this it, then? Was he part of the 15%....the part that said he would wake up and not remember anything? She squeezed her eyes shut for a moment. If it was true, and he didn't know who she was, then she didn't need to cry in front of him. She had to stay calm to keep him reassured. "I'm Alayna..." She said with a slight hoarseness to her voice, "...do you remember me?" Her hand was still gripping his, and for the first time in a long while she prayed, begging God that he would remember her. 

-----------------

Thomas' heart broke for the woman holding Craig's hand like it was her lifeline. He glanced at Hathien to see that tears were forming in her clear, blue eyes and he sighed, rubbing a hand across his face. This couldn't happen to her...she had been through so much already. Why couldn't things just work out the way they were supposed to for once? The big dog at his feet sat up and he patted his head, it was theraputic in a way and Barf just gazed up at him with adoring eyes. 

He hadn't even remembered his dog...when he came barreling into the room Craig had attempted to pet him, but there was no recognition in his eyes. That was when he had started to tense up, realizing that if the man didn't know who his dog was, then he wouldn't know who they were, either. Everyone's breath was held as they waited for Craig's reply.

She was sad, he saw that much. He hadnt ment for her to get sad and he made a try to squeeze her hand. For a few moments he closed his eyes, tried to find some ounces of strenght before he looked up again. The other two looked sad too. Had he said something bad? Was he suppose to know them. He was starting to feel a little frustrated. Looking at the woman again he looked at her lips as she spoke.

"Al-ay-na...Alayna..." He licked his lips again, then a small smile or at least the beginings of one could be detected. "...Alayna...are...you...my wife?" She started to cry again, and this time it wasnt just light sprinkles. The darkhaired woman came to her side and made her let go of his hand as she took her out the room. What had he done? He hadnt meant for her to get so upset. His eyes searched the room and found the other man. He looked a little sad too. Craig tried to smile the same smile again. He tried to say something but then the other man got up, came up to the side of his bed and patted him with what seemed to be a very large hand on his shoulder. "You dont have to say anything, Craig...just know that we all love you...that is the most important thing..." The dog saw its chance and wiggled its way up inbetween the standing man and the hospitalbed to get to the one in the bed. Its tail spoke of the joy it felt to be that close to him, it made the entire bed shaking, and before the standing man had the chance to stop him the dog had licked almost all of his face.

Craig tried to focus on the mans face. It was the same thing. The feeling that he should know him. "Are you my brother-in-law? My wifes brother?" 

"No..." Thomas answered with sympathy in his voice. He looked down at the man who looked back up at him confusedly. He could tell that Craig was trying desperately to recall them...that gave him some hope. That he should even feel guilty about not knowing them was a good sign, it meant that there was a small flicker of recognition there, even though it couldn't exactly be called recognition. 

"Don't worry about who we are right now, Craig. I know you have to be tired. Just sleep and we'll be here when you get up." He said reassuringly. Patting the man on the hand, he walked wearily out of the room. All of these emotional ups and downs were starting to wear on him. 

When he left he shut the door quietly to find the women standing outside. Or, rather, Hath was standing with her hand on Alayna's back, but Alayna was squatting down on the floor, her forehead resting against her knees and bawling her eyes out. Thomas gave Hathien a grimace when he saw that she was crying as well, not as hard as Alayna, but tears were streaming down her beautiful face. He couldn't stand to see her in pain, and it almost made him emotional seeing her this way. He never really cried, himself. Growing up, his father was always his role model, he always wanted to be as hard working and successful as him. When his grandfather died his father didn't even cry then, just took it in stride like that man that he was. So, now, he swallowed hard to clear the lump in his throat and walked over to the girls. 

He kneeled down beside Alayna and gently placed his arm under her good arm and lifted her to her feet. She didn't protest, simply allowed herself to be moved around in her sorrow. Wrapping an arm around Hathien's back, as well, he pulled the two women towards him in a hug. Even though his father wasn't, he had always been a hugger, like his mom. Alayna and Hathien's heads rested on his chest and their tears soaked into his shirt. He simply stood and gave what support he could, stroking each of their hair and embracing them.

The almost foxcolored dog whimpered, it hadnt wanted to leave the room but he had followed the big man anyway. Since he came to the new place he had seeking that mans company the most. And now these people was doing the hugging thing - without him! He pressed his large blocky head inbetween the man and one of the women, the redheaded one. Being a young dog still he had a lot of puppynonsense going on. He was so full of love but he didnt really know what to do with it all so he started to nibble like crazy on her shirt or any fabric of hers that his front teeth could get hold of. All the while his tail was wagging. He knew they was sad but didnt know why.

Craig lay in his bed. Like he could do much else. He was very tired, so very tired and he closed his eyes. Alayna. He spoke the name outloud. For some reason the name made his groin tingle.

A few days had passed since Craig had woken up, and still there wasn't much progress with his memory. Alayna had a headache, no food, no sleep and crying constantly would do that to you. The doctors were threatening to tube feed her if she didn't eat soon. She just couldn't, though, no matter how hard she tried. She either just didn't eat, or whatever she ate would come back up. 

She walked slowly towards Craig's room. She went there every day, still, hoping that he would remember something. Hathien and Thomas were at the farm working, but, like before they were coming over every night to spend some time with her and Craig. He was still convinced that she was his wife and that Hath and Thomas were married, which, under any other circumstances would have been hilarious, but not now...

She opened the door to his room and he smiled up at her. Not the same smile that she had seen so many times before, but more of a forced, friendly smile. She smiled back at him and pulled a chair up to his bedside. Maybe today would be different....she had had lots of conversations with him throughout the days, throwing in little tidbits to hopefully remind him who he was and who his friends were. She just hoped that the effort would soon pay off. The doctors told her that there was still a chance, which gave her the hope to fight on.

The dream have been strange, blurred like he had been trapped inside a bubble, able to see and hear everything but unable to interact. He couldnt make it out. There had been a womans scream and he had seen himself move, then pain, confusion and...darkness. From that dream something else had emerged. The woman was there again and she held a baby in her arms. There was a small reddish tuft on its head so it had to be hers. She was smiling at him. It felt nice and it felt so much like he belonged with them. The next moment, a flash like lightning and he had ducked away by pure reaction. When he looked up again there was no baby and the woman was crying and he had been unable to go to her. She looked just like the woman that said she wasnt his wife, but she had to be someone important because she came every day. Alayna. Whenever he thought of her, spoke her name outloud, he felt arousal. She had to be special. Just before she came today, he had a rather...intense dream, and he wasnt sure how to hide his condition. She had spooked him when she opened the door so his smile had been a little strained. It wasnt something you wanted to get walked in on. Not that he had done anything to make it happend. She had been in the dream, or he thought it was a dream anyway.

"Hi Alayna..." he looked at her, she looked tired, exhausted, drained. There was still not much strenght in his arms but it was getting better. As she sat down beside his bed he took his hand. He was worried. "Have you eaten anything today, Alayna? They said I was to get soup today...do I like that? Do I have a favor..." One of the nurses had put in a radio to amuse him when he was alone. When the music came on, he stopped midsentence and just stared at the radio. "Pussycat?" His questioning eyes went from the radio to the woman. "Why do I know this song? Is it our song?" Rubbing his forehead he then sighed. "If Im not your husband...what am I? Were we getting married? Did we...did we break up...because we lost the baby?"

Alayna looked up at him hopefully as a hint of recognition lit up his eyes when the song came on. Her spirits fell again, though, as he couldn't seem to recall what it meant. That was a good sign though, she thought, encouraging herself to stay positive, the fact that he remembered it at all was good. 

His next question shocked her. He remembered the baby scare? But he thought that they had lost it, instead... She then made a decision that the doctors had warned her against....they said not to flood all of the information on him at once...to do it by tidbits and snippets so she wouldn't overwhelm him, but he was so close. He just needed reminding....

"Craig.." She started cautiously, "We were never married. I met you in the hospital after I had been bucked off a horse. You are a racehorse jockey...you  were in the hospital because the horse you were riding ran through a fence with you. Since then you have been living at my place and working at the farm that I work at. About the baby...we did have a baby scare at one point...but nothing became of it....we're...very very good...friends." She ended with a sigh. She made it short and sweet, still attempting to abide by the doctor's orders. "You don't have to say anything...just think about it for a while." No rush...the doctors said there was still hope.

Sitting quietly for a moment she noticed him squirm in his bed, his knees were up as he rested and he shifted them around. She glanced at him as he moved....was that...uhhh....Maybe his body remembered before his mind. The thought gave her some kind of odd joy. "Craig.." She said nonchalantly, trying not to embarass him since he didn't really remember her, "Do you need to get up and go to the bathroom? I can help you get up....here." She stood up and walked to the other side of the bed, reaching for his hand she grasped it, and bending over him she placed her other arm behind his back to push him into an upright position.

Friends. Good friends. He shifted in the bed, trying to find away not to make his current state to obvious. It felt like he needed to pee as well. She had we had a babyscare. What did that really mean? And he was a jockey? Racehorses? Running through a fence could be the reason for the thin scar he had on his belly. He shifted in the bed again. It hadnt helped at all to pull his legs up. Bathroom? 

Suddenly she had bent herself over him, her arm behind his back, offering her support. But he didnt feel that. A shiver went through him as the smell of her filled his nostrils. Another deep breath and it was like inhaling some sort of drug, he wanted more. However it affected him more than he thought was possible. He let out a low whimper that he did his best to muffle. The man took a deep breath. He had been able to walk with support to the bathroom. 

The woman had lifted the blanket and Craig did his best to force down his rebellious organ. The closeness to her warmth, and her scent still in his nose didnt help. Then as they had come about halfway her IV stand got tangled up with his, he looked up at in confusion from concentrating on the steps, he hadnt seen it before. Both tried to get out of the tangle but it ended up with them getting more intwinned and they soon found themselfs facing eachother, being very, very close. He just had this hospitalgown on, one of the type that sort of left your bum exposed if you werent careful. There was no way he could talk his way out of it. His contition that was. 

somehow she didnt seem that sad, her hands resting on his hips, stroking him slowly on his sides back towards his rump. He could only stand back as a bystander as his body remembered and reacted. With a low groan he pressed her against him, felt her body under his hands, his mouth finding her neck but as he noticed the bruises there he backed away a ittle with his lips, and went for her mouth instead.He growled low as the arrousal seemed to collect itself in his groin. His hands had found their way down her jeanspants now and slowly worked her against him. Her own hands touched him, stroked him over his back and when she started to kiss his own neck he moaned again.

"Oh...blimey woman...m...Alayna...what...what are you doing to me?... mmhomm.."

She hadn't expected it to happen...she felt almost guilty about it, really, if he still didn't remember. His body most certainly did, and she felt him hard against her belly. A small, sad noise escaped her when he pressed her against him. Did he remember? Or was he just acting upon his urges? His touch traveled over her and she shuddered underneath it. She had missed the feeling of him so close that it almost hurt at times, now that he was holding her again she seemed to melt into his hands. It was bittersweet for her...she still didn't know if he remembered. 

Her plush lips had found his neck automatically, and she trailed sweet kisses down it to his collar bone. His calloused, but gentle, hands had found their way into the band of her jeans, sliding down towards her bottom, like he always used to do. A whimper escaped her lips at the motion and she had to fight to stay standing. Her body was weak and she was lightheaded, but she didn't care, she had to absorb this moment with him. 

A hope was rising in her chest as he groaned her name into her ear. Taking her hands off of his back and slidding them up to cup his face on each side she then rested her forehead on his, taking a moment to catch her breath. "Don't you remember...?" She whispered desperately at him, stareing sadly into his dark, brown eyes. "It's me.....it's your kitten..."

A hoarse groan came from his throat as her hands left his back and went up to his face. He met her minty green, felt himself getting drawn in. Kitten? Then, suddenly and without warning like someone had blinded him with a headlight, a flash that seemed to split his head in two. It made him moan and he leaned on her. Her scent filled his nose once more. The man was breathing in pants like he had been running. His hand went up from her waitst touching his head, felt the bandage there like it was the first time he felt it.

"Kitten? Alayna?" he finally managed to say. "My...sexkitty...my...Alayna..." emotions made his voice thick and a little shakey. "You are ok? I failed you...I failed you baby..." His shoulders shook, tears started to form in his eyes. He remembered her scream, the other mans touch. He should have let her stay behind while he checked the barn out. "God...Alayna...baby....Im so, so sorry..."

Like his life depended on it he suddenly clanged to her, and then proceeded to press her backwards to the wall behind her, attacking her furiously with kisses all over her body. He moaned low as he kissed her, as his tongue met hers. His tears mixed with hers. He pressed his body as close as he could to hers, and moaned once more as his eager member rubbed against her belly. His head hurt, pounding and memories came swirling back in thousands, not making it better. It was like it was a tornado in his head, one that had sent his memories twirling about like papers on the wind while he fought to catch them. In the middle she stood, like a beacon, his rock. All he could do now was to cling to her, clinging until his world stopped spinning.

"Kitten...my kitten....Alayna...I...love you..."

A pang of fear rose in her chest when he grabbed his head and squeezed his eyes shut, panting hard and clinging to her. Had she done something to hurt his injuries? She would never forgive herself if something bad happened as a result of this. 

At his next words, though, words of recognition, her heart leapt and she was completely taken over with emotions. Tears of joy streamed down her freckled cheeks and she pulled him into a tight embrace, making sure to be careful of his injuries and IV. Her hands stroked over his skin, savoring it like she was meeting someone who had be gone for far too long...and he had. "It's ok, Craig..." She comforted him between sobs, "I'm perfect....now that you're here...I...I thought I had lost you." A new batch of tears sprung up and she clung to him even tighter, her fingers gripping into his hospital gown. She loosened one and let it stroke through his feathery hair, reveling in his touch and the warmth of him against her. 

When he pressed her back against the wall she went willingly, her body ached for him, screamed to get closer...nothing seemed to be enough. Her hands clung to him desperately as he kissed her deeply, her tears still falling down her face. She could faintly taste the saltiness from them when they fell to the corners of her mouth. She could tell he was struggling, trying to cope with the flood of memories,. So, she broke off the kiss and simply embraced him, letting him lean on her since she was supported with the stark hospital wall. She ran her fingers across his back and through his hair, like a mother comforting her upset child. That's what he was right now, confused and frightened and seeking comfort, she felt the same way without him. The thought of him leaving this world had been enough to completely devistate her, she was trapped in her own depressed thoughts, thinking that she would never see him again. She honestly didn't think she would have been able to cope with it...she had already lost too many...not him, too. 

Now that he was in her arms again she couldn't seem to let go, and they both desperately clung to each other for a moment. Her head was in the crook of his neck and she inhaled his scent deeply, intoxicated completely by it. When he began to speak again she pulled back slightly to look him in the eyes. 

"Kitten...my kitten....Alayna...I...love you..."

He was completely earnest when he said it, the look in his eyes was filled with such devoted passion that it made her gasp slightly, new tears forming at the corners of her eyes from happiness and she was flooded with emotion once again. "I love you, too, Craig Knight..." She whispered hoarsly around the tears, and then she covered his mouth in one of the most passionate kisses she could muster.

It was the first morning since he came back to her apartment. The evening had been ok. He was still very sleepy, and he had headaches on and off but apparently they might hang on for a month the longest, however it would be less and less. He knew she meant well but he had practically been on his own since he was sixteen, it was at that age he became an adult and even got the responsiblitly of taking care of others, way to soon. His mother had cared for him before then, but not with any real love. Now Alayna almost smothered him. He had sighed and counted to ten. It was small things and they were really cute that she tried to make it special but...it felt a little much. As soon as he just frowned a the tiniest or was caught just staring out to nothing, lost in thought, then she came up to him with a worried look in her eyes.

He was supposed to be off work for two weeks but he was still going to follow her to the farm. There he would at least have some company and but that was not why she wanted it, she had demanded that he would be there so she could keep and eye on him. The doctor had thought it might have been a good idea if it was ok with everyone else. What he thought nobody really asked. 

"Kitten...making coffee isnt going to kill me...please...sit...down...I beg you...you are making me nervous. You go ahead drying your hair...you look like a little troll..." He tried to smile at her, putting his annoyance to the side. 

Alayna gave Craig a face when he commented on her hair and reluctantly left to go dry it. The humidity was making her hair curl up in tighter waves and frizz out. He was irritable with her, she could tell, but she was so paranoid about every little thing. Maybe he should have just stayed at the apartment for the day...it was awfully hot outside today. She sighed as she came back into the living room, ready to leave and he gave her a bit of a strained smile. She grabbed her coffee cup and they were out the door. 

Arriving at work she immediately busied herself with the horses, trying to catch up on training. She tacked up Valor and rode him out of the barn, wiping away the sweat that was already beading at her brow. She rode to the arena, and after working him in each gait both ways proceeded with the more advanced dressage manouvers. They were in the middle of a canter pirouette when she heard a hammer ringing out rhythmically nearby. She finished the pirouette and let the stallion walk out, relaxed, patting his thick neck praisingly.

She rode him out of the arena and towards the clanging hammer, thinking that it was Thomas, she was going to chat with him for a second before heading back to work. Rounding the corner of the fence her face grew stern when she saw that is was Craig hammering! What did he think he was doing? He was still recovering from brain surgery and he thought it was ok to hammer in 100 degree heat?! 

"Craig!" She scoffed worriedly, a knot of anxiety had grown in her stomach when she saw him working. "What are you doing?! You don't need to be outside in the heat, go back in the house and help Hathien with phone calls or something!" She rode the stallion closer and now she was beside him, looking down into his defiant eyes.

For some reason, who ever had fixed this part of the fence years ago had probably been interupted, because the nail were standing out about halfway. The section was in the near corner and it was probably nothing to worry about, but if a horse would hurt itself he knew he would feel bad. Then after the first one he had seen two more. It was when he worked on the last, his kitten came and she looked at him like he had done something bad. 

"What Im doing? It was just three nails...its no biggie sweetie...honest...dont worry..." He sighed, suddenly realizing that she would try and watch over him here too. He walked up to the horse, let it sniff him and softly nibble at his hands as well as giving him a few scratches before he came to the riders side. He stroked her leg, from her calf up to her thigh and when he got there he went slightly inwards. Squeezing her thigh softly, his fingers lingered in the outskirts of her center. There was of course no way she would feel anything, especially since he couldnt reach the lenght that was needed for it, but sometimes a soft 'almost there' could excite a person. Not much of course, more like waving a carrot in front of a mule kind of thing.

What seemed very reluctantly she left him, but he caught her looking back several times like to check that he didnt continue with the fence. Sighing he turned around after the forth time to return the hammer. When he got to the storage, that was still a mess after the break in he figured that he might be of use if he fixed stuff in there.

Alayna sighed and rode Valor back towards the stallion barn. It's not that she wanted to bore him to death...but he couldn't be going around doing physical labor. He had stitches oh his temple, still, and he could bust them if he used his body too forcefully. She rubbed her temple, a slight headache forming. 

Untacking the dappled stallion she hosed him off thoroughly and stuck him back in his stall. She stepped back out of the barn and headed towards her car. She was going to ride Vanya next and her bridle was in the trunk since she'd taken it home to give it a good cleaning. 

Her pace quickened automatically when she began to pass the opening to the equipment shed. She was almost passed it when she heard something clang down and a small curse from inside. She froze in her tracks, her heartbeat pounding in her ears as fear overtook her. Slowly, she stepped towards the entrance to the large shed, her nylon halter gripped tightly in her hands. 

Once she stepped inside she looked around, eyes having difficulty adjusting to the dim light. Suddenly, she noticed there was a figure standing about 3 yards away. Before even thinking that it might be someone from the barn she lashed out with her leadrope and it narrowly missed the figure. It spun around and she now noticed that it was Craig, a startled expression on his face. He was carrying a saddle in one hand and a wrench in the other, the later of what must have clanged to the ground earlier. 

"Craig..." She said, voice shaking slightly from her earlier fear that now turned quickly into anger at seeing him working once more and the fact that she had gotten scared so easily and even lashed out at him, "...What are you doing? I...I didn't know who you were." She gestured towards the saddle he held, "What are you going to do with the saddle? If it needs to be cleaned I can do it later. You're supposed to be resting, Craig...The doctors said no physical labor for two weeks!" She chided, trying to get the point across.

Craig had seen himself as pretty levelheaded, there was no use getting mad at a horse. It was an animal and reacted as such. Why it reacted as it did probably was because of something you did. Not everytime of course, not with every horse but it was a good way to start, and not automaticly decide that it was all the horse fault. He tried to do the same with people, there was no point in react with anger if someone yelled at you, it was better to try and find out why first. It never helped just to yell. Felt better perhaps but certainly never helped to fix anything. Now however this was starting to test his patience. In returning the hammar he had seen the saddle on the floor, sure that it wasnt the best they had and he thought he heard Thomas saying that it needed restuffing, something anyway so it wasnt used. But that didnt mean it should be laying on the ground. When he had bent down to get it he had seen a wrench and picked that up to. Or, he had tried to. The saddle got caught and not to drop it he had let go on the tool, and it had made a loud noise as it landed.

He heard a noise and started to turn around. Next thing he knew he saw a leadrope come at him and narrowly missing him. It made it swear under his breath and the hold of the saddle got harder. As her scolding started again he felt his annoyance grow again. He hung up the saddle and placed the wrench where it should be before he spoke to her.

"Im out of the sun, being a good boy. I came in here to return the hammer. Its good to return tools to where they should be so others that needs the same tool can find it. When I came here it was messy. What is the first rule about storages or tackrooms. Dont make it messy. Messy storages or tackrooms create problems. So, I figured I could do that. Its not heavy, its not out in the sun. Im a good boy. Saddles, broken or not, should not lay on the ground. So I was bending down to get it up....the only thing that have been close to hurting me...is that leadroap...and it was pretty darn close you hit me...in the head with it..."

His voice had been calm somewhat even if he couldnt hide his annoyance in it. Stepping closer to her he saw her heaving chest, the a bit of angry sparkle in her eyes mixed it a whole lot of worry. Never before he had anyone to worry about him, not even asking if he was ok. It felt strange and he wasnt used to it. He had always been alone even if it at times had been his choice to be it. 

As he came closer she had backed a few steps but got stopped by the wall. Despite him feeling annoyed over that she was treating him like a baby she still turned him on, badly. If the nurses hadnt started to talk very loudly outside the room that day who knows what would have happend. There hadnt been any sort of cuddling since. He closed in on her, making her come close to him as he kissed her neck and let his hands roam her body. There was a sound, and as he felt her arms around him he figured that it had to be the leadrope that she dropped. He kissed her passionatly, teased her and then he stepped away. It was hard but he did. She had to understand that he wasnt a big boy, he was a grown man, caring was one thing, overdoing it another.

"Oh...thats right... no physical labor...I almost forgot...now I better go and help Hathien align papers on her desk, oi vey if they are crocked..."

When he stalked towards her she attempted to back away, but her shoulders pushed into the cold surface of the equipment shed walls, instead. Panic rose in her chest momentarily as it reminded her painfully of the last time she was in here. But the man that kissed her now, even though he did it hungrily, could never be as savage as Morgan had been, and she found herself relaxing into him. There was frustration in his kiss, and she returned it with frustration of her own, their teeth hitting together at one point. 

Just as he'd began, though, he stopped and walked off after a snarky comment. She knit her eyebrows together in a frown and poked out her lower lip. So he was going to play this game? She was only looking out for his safety, she didn't see why he had to be a jerk about it. She stomped out of the equipment shed in a huff only to bump into Thomas. Literally. She ran smack dab into his chest and they both let out a grunt. She stepped back aggitatedly and looked up at the tall man who let out a sheepish, "Sorry, Alayna, I didn't see you th---"

But he was cut off by her before he could finish. "Thomas! Craig was just in this shed trying to clean things up! Why the hell didn't you already have that done? He's just going to be nit picking at the things you haven't gotten done all day, and then I'm going to have to go and tell him to stop, and piss him off even more!" She gave him a look before stalking past him and over to her car, yanking Vanya's bridle out of it. 

She was in a terrible mood. Nothing seemed to go her way today, Craig was pissed at her, she had gotten the shit scared out of her in the equipment shed and her headache was getting worse. She walked back to the barn in a huff and got Vanya out of her stall. Luckily she was an easy mare to ride. 

She tacked her up and mounted, heading for the outdoor arena once again. The mare responded obediently to her cues and did everything asked, which bettered her mood a bit. She didn't like to be angry when riding, it was never good for her or the horse. But, she was usually good about disconnecting herself from her anger when on horseback. She was doing a pretty good job of it, now, but it was only pushed to the back of her mind, sitting and boiling like a pot of water about to overflow.

Like a dog with muddy paws he had been scooted out the door by the bosslady, only thing missing was that she didnt use a broom to do it. He had only tried to help, to be of some use. It had just been a bookshelf, sitting there in parts, no biggie, it was not like you needed to be big or strong to do it either, you didnt need to be a bloke in Thomas size to do it. He hated not to be of any use. It would drive him crazy he knew it. He would never be able to just sit, rolling his thumbs. He had been released after three weeks from the hospital and he had been climbing the walls. Most likely he had still been there if it hadnt been for Kitten, he knew that. She had promised that she would look after him, she had even 'crossed her heart' on it. Perhaps thats why she was so overdramatic over everything he tried to do? Perhaps it was wrong of him to be annoyed? If this was hard on him, when he forgot things, even easy things that he should know, sometimes he forgot what he was currently doing if he got interupted doing it, it was probably hard on her too since she couldnt do anything about it. The doctors were positive though, that would pass in time. 

They had said with the recoveryspeed he seemed to have he would saw no problem for him to be back to 'normal' soon. But they couldnt exactly say when soon was, but had vaugly said something about a month or so, it wasnt something like happend like a snap of the fingers. Joseph Ross and the neurosurgeon Andre West had been a little annoyed with the way Kitten had made his memory come back, saying it might just as well have backfired and made things worse. Craig had meant that if his body remembered, it was probably just like a blanket that needed to be removed and his Kitten had done just that, and that it hadnt been anything they could have done. He was thankful for what she had done. Never before had he really raised his voice to those that cared for his wellbeing but he got angry on them for 'attacking' her. Not that he had could have done much at that time. He had still been weak to be up for longer times, but he had done his best to look angry as he sat in the bed.

He had been sitting on the deck for a bit, a normal person would probably have loved just sitting about doing nothing, but not him. Everybody seemed to have things to do except him. He loved to work, especially here at the farm, it almost were as fun as racing. He was more of a practical man despite the grades he had got in school. His mom had said it was so typical of him to throw it away. They had asked him about the voice but he had never said it was his moms voice. He hadnt said what she had said either. He hated shrinks and he knew they would made him go to one if he had said anything. He glanced down at his belly. It didnt show but he was sure they had tried to make him gain some weight in secret. The hospital had been less than happy with his weight and called him scawny. He was sure they had tried to pump him full with some extra fat IV fluids or something.

After sitting on the deck he went for a walk, that couldnt be forbidden he figured. As he passed the arena he saw Kitten work Vanya, she looked angry but even in that state she was beautiful. He felt both his heart and 'co-pilot' down below react and tingle as he thought of her. He had told her that he loved her. Those words he had never said to a woman before. Not to anyone except to AK and Barf. He smirked. Barf had gone close to ballistic when he had greeted him. Alanya said the dog had shown the same happiness at the hospital but at that time he hadnt recognized him. Now however the big lug of a dog followed Thomas like a shadow, a constantly drooling shadow. Craig hoped that the man wouldnt slip on the drool, he had done that a few times, making Barf jumping on you thinking that it was all a fun game you made up just for him, covering you with slobbery kisses.

Barf had despite a normally goofy behavior proved to be a decent guarddog. He was large enough to be respected. The dog had helped Thomas escort a nosey reporter off the land, a steady growl in his throat. Even if the vets car had been unknown to him the reactions had been different. That had never been a problem. The dog had however lifted his leg and peed on the vets leg as they stood there talking. It had been mostly laughs since the vet, just barely, had noticed and moved out of harms way. It was funny but perhaps not the best 'professional' introduction.

Craig sighed as he continued to walk. He did feel a little tired. Finding a spot in the shades under a tree he lay down, scratched the bandaid he still had to wear at least for a week longer, his hands under his head and but before that he tipped his hat over his face a little. He had almost drifted off to sleep, having a rather pleasent daydream about a less dressed Kittykat in the skimpy little dress he had bought for her in secret. A dress that should be arriving today. It was just in the right color to match her eyes, the silky fabric would form around her body like a second skin. He was a little nervous about it. What if she didnt like it? 

Suddenly he heard someone coming closer. There was a surprised call at the same time he heard someone stumble and then he had his arms that he had lifted in reaction, full of a warm soft body. Two soft hills got pressed against his chest and what had to be a womans belly against his own. One of his hands still rested on whoever had landed on him waist as he used his other to lift his hat to see who it was. It was a woman and she was blushing, her lips not that far from his own. She had brown, straight hair with what seemed to be a red tint to it, her eyes was much darker brown than his. He raised one brow, and put on one of his normal smarmy smiles, one of those he had used back in the day before he met Kitten.

"Well, hello there Tumblefoot..."

Lillian had had a great vacation, but she was glad to be back home around the people and horses that she loved. The first thing she had done after greeting Hathien and Thomas was head to the stallion barn to check on some of her favorite ponies. They were all happy to see her and offered loving nibbles and kisses to her when she leaned in close. She poked Rome in the nose when she came over to him, "I heard you bucked Alayna off, naughty! AND sent her to the hospital! You're in trouble when I ride you later, jerkface." She scolded. The grey stallion just stood and stared at her uncaringly with his ears back. She loved the big jerk even though he was a handful most of the time, and she grabbed his nose and planted some kisses on it before heading to Dagor and Arrow, her other competition stallions. 

Once she had properly said hello to everyone she headed back towards the outdoor arena. Thomas said that Alayna was there, so she wanted to say hello before she got too busy. Thomas had looked a little miffed as she spoke to him, she wondered why? She walked through the grass as she went, playing with the tips of it that brushed against her fingertips. Suddenly, she saw a figure laying down in the grass in front of her. It was too late to stop, but she tried anyway, successfully tripping herself up and falling straight on the stranger. He, it felt like a "he" anyways, plenty of muscles and a flat chest, grabbed onto her as she fell. Her eyes were squeezed shut for a second as she preppared for an impact that never really came. Instead she was gently brought down onto a warm body, her's pressing firmly up against their's. She felt a blush instantaniously force its way into her cheeks, and when she got her bearings she looked up to find herself face to face with a handsome stranger. He had warm brown eyes and a very inviting smile that he shot towards her as soon as she had looked at him. 

When he spoke to her she snapped out of her stuppour and began to fumble around, attempting to get off of him. "Oh, I'm so sorr---I didn't see you...I..." She continued to squirm, trying to find a spot on the ground to push herself off of him. By now she was so embarassed she just wanted to go crawl in a hole somewhere. 

------------------------

Alayna had finished Vanya's workout and gave the mare a loving pat. She was still angry, but it had gotten better since she began to ride. She decided to ride the mare around outside of the arena for a bit, giving the mare and herself some time to cool off after their workout. She had seen Craig walk by earlier, so she went in the direction that he had. If he was going off to work on something else...She had gotten him out of the hospital, now why couldn't he just relax for the two weeks and sit still? 

Vanya's ears pricked at something in the grass nearby and Alayna rode her towards it, wondering what the mare had seen. She was trained as a warhorse, so Alayna always trusted the champagne's instincts. As they came closer she heard muffled human voices....what in the world? The mare stopped suddenly and Alayna leaned over her side and looked down to see.......Lillian on top of Craig?? Lillian squirmed on top of him and he smiled at her before he noticed Alayna over top of them. 

Was this how he was going to get back at her, then? To go back to his old ways as the infamous Craig Knight and grope the first woman he saw, which happened to be Lillian. She couldn't believe it. She didn't think that Lillian would do this to her...but there they were, right below her. Anger clouded her mind, and instead of saying anything to him she shot him a glare and trotted the Nordanner off, back in the direction of the mare barn to untack her.

He had heard more noise and had looked up just in time to meet very, very angry minty eyes. Now what? Then he realized that he still had the woman in his arms. She was doing her best to get up but all she manage to do was to shove her knee between his legs, and with a very straight, quite hard she hit him directly on the nards. Stars flimmered in front of him and he simply couldnt call out to Alayna, to explain that this wasnt anything, he could just whimper as he pushed the unknown woman away and curled into a ball. It took him a bit to get his grip together. He didnt even care to introduce himself or listen to what the blushing woman was saying or what her name was. He hurried, limping just slightly, as fast as he could to the mare barn.

Before he got there he heard the sound of a familiar engine and saw her truck wiz by. It was a little before their quitting time but on the other hand they had come earlier today. He took off his hat and scratched his head. There was no way he was asking the others for a ride. He assumed it would be questions...or at least stange looks. He could walk. It wasnt THAT far.

It turned out it was far. The sun was still scorching and soon he was sweating like a horse. He had taken off his tanktop to have something to wipe the sweat off with and he felt it burn on his back. Some car went past him, some honked at him, but nobody stopped. Craig clenched his jaws stubbornly. It was no point to try and run, it would just waste energy, especially in this heat. Why didnt he take a bottle of water with him? There was a begining of a headache coming. He kneeled down to rest some at the same time he saw a familiar truck coming. It turned around as the driver saw him and opened the door so he could get in.

She glared at him. Still pissed. VERY pissed. Well...he had dealt with pissed horses, both stallions and mares, usually the best thing was to wait them out. Women wasnt the same as horses, but at times they did react similar. Her eyes went back to the road before them but he saw the grip she had on steering wheel. He sighed and fumbled with his hat. At least she had come back for him. That was always something.

As they parked the car she slammed the cardoor. She never slammed the door. Craig wasnt sure what to do, of this he didnt have much experience. She hadnt said anything in the car, and he wasnt sure what to say. Sorry for almost falling asleep and a woman fell on me? Sorry for staying out of trouble like you wanted and having a woman fall on me? She had stormed up the stairs, leaving him behind. Perhaps she didnt want him anymore. Perhaps she had just looked for an excuse. He sat down at the first step of the stairs, placing the hat on one knee and his tank top across the other. People always seemed to assume the worst of him it seemed. He thought that perhaps she would be different. If she really thought he would cheat on her, why did she think he would do it at work...not when there had been so many other times and opportunities. He lightly scratched the band aid again not really sure what to do.

She fumed. There was a package at the top of the steps as she stuck the key in her door, so she grabbed it on the way in and shut it behind her firmly. He didn't come in...didn't follow behind her, she peeked out the window and he just sat on the stairs with slumped shoulders, sweaty and looking pitiful. 

She took a few deep breaths, trying to calm herself and glanced at the box that she had set on the kitchen table. Why did she let her anger overcome her so easily? It boiled up on it's own, spilling into her brain like some kind of parasite that she couldn't get rid of. She hated being angry, hated to lose her cool, but unfortunately it seemed to come with being a red head. 

Walking over to the table she took the package into her hands and looked at the address. It was sent to the right place...but what was it? She didn't order anything. She grabbed the tape on it and ripped it open a little more savagely than she meant to. Reaching her hand inside she felt something soft, almost silky. Grabbing onto it she pulled it out, when her hand cleared the opening of the bag she saw that it was minty green in color. Pulling whatever it was the rest of the way out she unfolded it to see a beautiful cocktail dress in her hands. She didn't buy it, that was certain.....that meant that Craig had to....

She suddenly felt very bad for treating him the way she had been. She knew that he wouldn't do anything like that to hurt her, no matter what his past consisted of. He loved her, he told her straight out, and she had a feeling that he didn't tell many people that. She loved him too...and she shouldn't be treating him this way. Not without an explanation. A sudden pang of guilt washed over her as she looked at the beautiful dress in her hands. There was no telling how much it cost him...he shouldn't have bought it for her, he had to worry about expensive hospital bills, now, he certainly didn't need to spend the money on her. 

Sighing, she folded the dress and layed it down on the table, then she rubbed at her temples, trying to make her headache dissapear. Walking over to the door she turned the handle and openned it slowly. The man looked back at the noise and met her eyes. She gave him a sympathetic look and attempted a smile, which probably just made her look more guilt-ridden. "Come on it, Craig..." She said quietly and gestured towards the living room with her head. Some anger was still there, but it faded quickly as the man returned her gaze and got up.

He looked at his hands as he sat down in the couch. She hadnt said much more than those words. As he came in he saw there was a box on the table. Could be the dress he bought, could be something else. 

"I dont know who she was..." he began, then realising it sounded just like an excuse when you had cheated. "...I mean...I dont know who that person is...I just saw she had brown hair. I have never seen her before. I had laid down to rest in the shade since I didnt get to help Hathi with anything either...and before I knew it I had a woman in my arms...and she wasnt you..." he glanced up at the woman that stood there, arms folded across her chest. Felt like being at the headmaster...again...he had been a naughty boy. "...she wrecked a pretty awesome dream I had..." he continued "...about you...and the creek..." He sighed deeply. "If it makes you happy she kneed my nards pretty hard when she tried to get up...they still hurt..." Still nothing.

It had been rather expensive, fancy brand and fancy designer but he didnt care. Who needed to save money when you never knew when your time came. What good had the little money he had managed to save be if he had died. 

There was still not a word from her. He was still so hot from the walk and he just wanted to lay down. His head had started to pound and he leaned it in his right hand, letting his fingers rub his forehead. He wasnt sure what else to say or do. Swaying just a little he stood up.

"I guess...I have to pack my things then..." That was the only thing he could think of, a thing he could do if she didnt want him anymore. He fought the dizzyness as he walked into the bedroom to get his bag and his few belongings.

She listened quietly as he attempted to explain himself on the couch. It would be like Lillian to trip and fall onto a sleeping man...then knee him in the balls. Inwardly, she gave a little giggle about that, but felt bad about it afterwords at his pained expression as he squirmed a bit on the couch. When he mentioned leaving he got up and walked into the bedroom slightly swaying as he went. 

She followed him hastily and came up behind him, placing her fingers on his waist she guided him over to the foot of the bed and pushed him down gently onto it. With him now sitting she took a seat beside him and placed her hand on his knee. "Craig..." She started with a sigh and looked into his tired eyes, "Just because I get angry with you doesn't mean you should leave...never assume that....The truth is that I'm a little hot headed." He gave her a funny look, "Ok," She admitted with a small laugh, "Maybe more than a little. I'll get angry, but that doesn't mean that I've stopped loving you. I was just worried earlier, I...If you got hurt like that again I don't know what I'd do..." She looked down now with a pained expression, gripping his hand a bit tighter like he would leave any second. "I was miserable when you were in your coma, Craig, and it's going to take me a while to heal from that scare...and the one with Morgan...just like earlier today when I almost hit you with that leadrope...I was so consumed with my fear I didn't even wait to see who it was..." A lump was building in her throat and she swallowed it down. She had done enough crying for 10 people in the last week, she didn't want to cry anymore. "And about Lillian, that's the girl who fell on you... I believe you." She said with a smile towards him. "She's so clumsy there's no way that that story couldn't be true," She laughed, "Besides, I trust you anyway, I just let my anger get the best of me..." 

"I'm sorry..." She told him softly, bringing a hand up to brush along his cheekbone. "I saw the dress...it's beautiful...thank you." She decided to accept it without a fuss, he was a grown man, if he wanted to spend his money on that then she would accept it gladly. It really was a beautiful dress, and she couldn't wait to try it on. "How are your nards feeling?" She asked with a giggle before giving him a sensual kiss on his lips.

Whatever she had said vanished in a fog as she kissed him. He couldnt help that he moaned softly, wrapping his arms around her he pulled her over him as he leaned back on the bed. He wasnt sure why but as he felt them he tried to squeeze his eyes shut, to hinder them from emerging. Still some escaped from the corner of his eyes and he stiffled a sob. He didnt cry, he never cried and now he cried because she kissed him. It was so silly. He let go of her, sort of dropping her to his side and sat up again, his head in his right hand and wiping away those fucking tears with the other. 

When Alayna noticed a small sob escape Craig a startled look appeared in her eyes. Was he crying? She wouldn't have noticed it if she hadn't been kissing him at the time. Now, he gently placed her to the side and sat up, wiping at his face and holding his head. She sat up, too, and looked at him worriedly. 

"Craig...what's wrong? Is your head bothering you that bad?" Panic started to rise in her, maybe he shouldn't have left the hospital so soon. If she hurt him by taking him out of the doctor's care too soon she would never forgive herself. She leaned over towards him, worry completely overtaking her features. She cusped the far side of his face in one of her slender hands and gently tilted his face to where she could see it. Her heart broke when she saw the tears sliding down his cheeks. He was a beautiful cryer, warm eyes shinning with wet tears and his lips were slightly swollen. He had a slightly defiant look in his eyes, like if he tried hard enough he could just stop the tears from falling. She took the thumb of her free hand and wiped softly at his tears as they fell, wanting desperately to make whatever was bothering him all better. 

Was it her? Did she really upset him that much when she got angry at him? Worry filled her voice, "Craig...please tell me what's wrong...."

He swallowed hard, fighting not hard not to let any more tears out. Men didnt cry! Besides, crying had never helpt him. His dad had left despite him crying, begging him to stay. Despite that he loved him. That had only showed him that love could never be trusted and here he was loving this woman and he was crying.

"Nothing is wrong, Kitten, my head is...ok I guess...but I love you...and I learned...early...that its dangerous to love someone...you let them take a piece of your heart and then they leave. I have kept the distance, kept things...light with no ties or strings, no musts and no rules. But then I met you...Im not going to lie Kitten...but I know you know about it too...Ive been with many women...Ive lost count...but I have always been careful, Ive done checkups and Im clean as a whistle. "

Taking a shivering breath he leaned into her, he crawled up in the bed and lay his head in her lap. He was so, so tired. He wanted to show her how much he loved her but he was so tired. He had missed her, her body, her touch so much, he had missed the feeling of her skin under his hands, the scent of her, her sounds, but somehow he just couldnt. Taking her soft slender hand in his he brought it to his lips and kissed it. His voice changed, got slurry, sleep claiming him. "I...I hope it fits..." Then his hand slowly relaxed and dropped hers.

She looked at him seriously as he talked to her, and in silence. It wasn't often that Craig opened up, and when he did she took heed to every word that came out of his mouth. Her heart ached for him, and the fact that he had such a rough start at life. Her parents had died when she was eighteen, leaving her to fend for herself since she had no close family, so she knew how he felt, at least slightly so...there was no way she could understand completely what he had been through. She was just going to have to support him and show him love, hoping that some day it wouldn't hurt so badly for him. She hoped it wouldn't hurt so badly for her, either. She still missed them, still longed to run back into both of their arms and embrace them, but the cold truth was that she couldn't, and after her few rough years after their deaths she came to better terms, knowing that they wouldn't want her living the way she had been. 

Now she had the man she loved laying with his head in her lap and she tenderly stroked his face and hair with her hands, coaxing him into sleep and hoping that he would feel better when he woke. Soon, she found herself drifting off into sleep as well. The emotions from the day and the headache that still pounded in her ears made her drowsy. So, she moved his head gently to her stomach where it could rest while she layed back and drifted off, enjoying having him beside her once more. 

-----*Dream*

She stood in a long, black dress. Her cheeks were tear stained and she was in a windswept grave yard. Snow was falling in small flurries from the sky, but the cold and the wind didn't make her shake, it was her sobs. She stood over a black casket, gazing down at the lifeless form inside. It was Craig. Even in death he was beautiful, his face finally relaxed and at peace with himself. His hands were folded onto his chest and she gingerly touched one, grimacing against the lifeless cold that his skin radiated. Her other hand came up, and it was filled with a small bunch of wildflowers, she lifted one of his limp hands and placed them underneath it. A tear rolled down her cheek to drop onto his hand, but he didn't lift it to wipe the tears off of her cheeks, he continued to lay motionless in the silk lined box.

Her shoulders bowed under the weight of her devistation and she grasped the side of the coffin to keep her knees from buckling. Leaning down she brought her lips towards his, her hair brushed against his face, the fiery red contasting against his pale, bloodless skin. As she began to lean down the last few inches to kiss him one last time a hand reached out from behind and grabbed her by her neck. Yanking her hard backwards and she let out a strangled scream. 

"I've been waiting for you, Alayna." Morgan's voice said emotionlessly into her ear, and she was sucked savagely into a deep blackness, falling and screaming out Craig's name in vain. 

-----

Alayna woke with a gasp, sitting up on the bed quickly and while grasping at her neck. Looking around she realized that she was in her apartment, on her own bed....but where was Craig? Panic shot through her and she stumbled up off of the bed and ran towards the doorway that led into the living room. Looking around with wide eyes she saw Craig at the counter fixing himself something to drink. She covered her face in her hand and sighed heavily, trying to calm herself after seeing that he was ok. Heart still pounding in her chest she walked slowly towards him.

He turned around at the sound. She looked scared. Dropping what he had in his hands he met her halfway and took her in her arms. "Baby, Kitten, youre shaking? Whats wrong?" The man wrapped him in his arms, pressing her against his warm naked chest. It was late, normally they would go to bed now but it seemed like the both of them had fallen asleep. 

As she told him his heart hurt, it felt like it was splitting in two and he held her closer and it was like he tried to shield her from the world the best he could. "Im so sorry he touched you, I should have gone and looked in that barn myself...then he wouldnt have hurt you...I wont let anything happen to you again...I promise you that..."

Lifting her chin gently with a finger he kissed her deeply with all the skill he posessed. He wished he could make every hurt she had felt to go away, to remove every ache and sorrow but he knew he couldnt. All he could do was to be here, to love her, to laugh and cry with her. His other hand found its way down her back over her rump. He gripped it lightly and pressed her towards him. Her scent, again so close to him, once more aroused him. It was like it didnt take more than a whiff of it to make him turned on.

Alayna clung to him and he embraced her, burying her face into his chest. The dream had been so real...So lifelike...and she ran her fingers across his warm skin just to prove to herself that he was actually here. That this wasn't a dream. 

"It was a blessing that it happened...in an odd way..." She murmured into his chest, then she lifted her face to look at him, "If he hadn't hit you over the head the tumor might have gotten worse...might have grown larger...you m-might've..." She trailed off and looked down. She didn't want to say it, especially not after the dream. 

Suddenly his mouth was over her's, and she opened her mouth to allow his tongue access. A relief washed over her as he kissed her passionately. She was afraid she would never experience a kiss like this from him ever again...She returned it with just as much passion, trying to channel the way she felt about him into a kiss. Her hands running along the back of his neck and into his hair ran over him with a secure, but velvet touch, and she felt him shiver beneath her. 

A whimper escaped her throat as his hands found her bottom and pulled her closer. She gladly obliged, enjoying the feel of his warm skin as it pushed against her's. Now there were no tears, simply love and devotion, and a longing that had built up into a desperation to feel him again.

She was right in a way, but he didnt wanted to think of it, not now at least. Like he was afraid that if letting go just the slightest would mean that she would disapear he kissed her again and then tugged lightly at her bottomlip, sucked at it before letting go. He kneeled infront of her and lifted her shirt, and started to lightly kiss her belly, his hands going up from her rump to the small of her back. He scritched her lightly, felt her shudder slightly. It was strange how her touch together with her scent could affect him so. He had always been for the scent of a woman, her real scent not really the fake one created by a thick layer of perfume.

He continued to kiss her, and his hands had now found their way to the buttons of her pants. Ever so slowly he pulled the zipper down, letting a kiss met each part that got exposed. A small printed pattern with pink flowers showed on soft green base. Carefully he got the pants over her hips and let them drop. He lifted her leg one by one and rewarded each lift with a kiss on the inside of her leg near the knee. 

A noise hitched in her throat when he sucked on her bottom lip and she pushed herself closer. When he knelt down she frowned slightly, not liking the new distance between them, and did what she could to keep her hands on him. So, she cluched her hands to his shoulders, stroking his neck and face from time to time. 

Her body shuddered as he ran his hands up her shirt and her hips gave a soft buck, eyes shutting and lips parting. His touch was intoxicating, it was like he had slipped a velvet glove on over the callouses from all of the years of hard work. Now they grazed up her stomach, stroking, and his kisses fell soon after. They were hot and tingled her skin. 

Her hands gripped tighter onto his shoulders as he unbuttoned her pants, and she looked down through hooded eyes to watch him work intently on removing her pants. Her breathing was becoming rapid, and she bit her lip as he kissed her legs. 

There was a moment of hesitation in her mind, that he shouldn't be doing this. That he would hurt himself even more, but the thought was soon forgotten when his fingers began to travel back up her leg. He was a grown man...he could decide what he could and couldn't handle. Right now she was just going to savour his touch that she had missed so desperately.

Still on his knees he moved his kissing upwards, just about under her bra. One hand had gone up from the small of her back up towards the hook of her bra, and with a move that had to have been practiced he unhooked it with a simple snap. That gave his tongue and easier access and with the help of his nose he buffed the bra out of the way, at least as much out of the way as he needed. His lips soon found what he searched for and he sucked it in. As he did his other hand went up on the inside of her leg and his fingers started to tease her core, rubbing slightly at the sensitive nob in front. The hand that had unhooked the bra supported her a little but it couldnt hold her up completely.

He moaned softly as he sucked at her again, now on the other breast. They were like hard little buttons now and he let his tongue flick over it, enjoyed the soft sounds she was doing. She gripped his shoulders and one hand went up to his hair, lightly tugging at it. She had done it with both hands at first but he had twitched as she by accident touched the band-aid. It didnt hurt, the stitches were all healed but it was like he was aware that the area could be sensitive. 

She leaned heavily against him, her breathing seemed to come in pants. With two fingers he entered and pressed in and slightly up at the same time he sucked hard. He felt her tightning around him and as he removed his fingers he moved down slowly with his kisses. As he came down to her underwear he tugged at it with his teeth first before pulling them down. He glanced up just breifly but she seemed to have her eyes closed, and she gripped around his shoulders like it would keep her from drifting away. She let out what seemed to be a surprised yelp as his tongue found the bundle of pleasure. He growled low, he had missed her, god how he missed her, he sucked at the nob, enjoying her taste and sound that came from her.

She writhed against him as his fingers brushed and stroked underneath her. She was trying not to, but her hands dug gently into his shoulders, she needed the support at this point, her knees didn't seem to be working properly. His noises set her off just as much as his touch did, they were so raw and animalistic. 

"Nnnhnnn...Craig..." She breathed as his fingers entered her, moving to the spot that he knew was pleasureable for her. That combined with his lips and tongue on her breasts was almost enough to drive her crazy. She could feel small beads of sweat forming on her lower back, and every once in a while one would trickle down to roll across her pale skin. 

When he started to kiss down her torso her body shivered in anticipation, and a desperate moan rolled out of her mouth when he began to pull her panties down, nipping at them with his teeth teasingly, first. When his tongue flicked across her, oh God, his tongue, her hips bucked into him against her will. He alternated the way that he moved it and she rotated her hips on instinct, guiding him with her body. Her core was throbbing with an aching pleasure and her head was stretched back. She was completely helpless in his arms, like she was in a haze of pleasure. 

She forced herself to open her eyes and look down at him. He was totally concentrated on what he was doing and love and passion radiated from his touch. He must have noticed her looking at him because he glanced up for a moment and they gazed at each other through half-lidded eyes. A mischeivious look crossed his eyes and then she felt his tongue slide across her again, the tingling sensation almost becoming unbearable. It made her snap her head back up and squeeze her eyes shut, as well as a loud moan that forced its way out of her lungs. 

Did he realize what he did to her? That every little touch, noise or look from him drove her insane? She wriggled around again, the pleasure was growing and she was on the cusp of complete bliss.

He never slowed the pace, never gave the fire that burned inside her time to flicker and die, constantly he gave it more fuel, heat and air, all the things needed for a really big fire. As her juicies flowed he licked them up and he used his tongue to tease and tickle her most sensitive place for more. Her sounds didnt leave him unaffected. The confinement of his pants was almost becoming painful. As she started to wiggle he held her firm, giving her no chance to 'escape' his touch. Keeping that hold with just one hand and arm he used his other hand to help please her, his fingers entered her like before. He moaned low as she squeezed tightly around him and sucked at her nob again, letting his tongue tease it afterwards.

"God, I love you so much, I could die for you..." His words got mumbled into her, he wasnt sure if she heard him but it didnt matter. He meant it all the same. He worried a little about the hospitalbill, but Clarice might be able to help, he rather owed his friend money than the hostpital or state....or the loansharks. He hadnt heard anything from Tobar lately. His debt was paid but still. You never knew with that man. He would find you no matter how much you tried to hide. 

The man pressed himself closer and seemed to bring even more fire to his passionate touches.

She called out desperately as he continued with as much vigor as before, her flingers clenching into him now and her breath huffing out of her chest. How he managed to melt her into such a helpless puddle she didn't know. No other man had been able to do what Craig did to her. There was no doubt about how skilled he was in the act of lovemaking. She was sure he had had plenty of practice...she had too, but no one she had ever been with could be even slightly compared the man kneeling at her feet. 

It was getting closer now, her hips twitched as she stood, but his hands held her steady. She bit her lip and her breathing increased speed. She was almost completely in a haze, now, totally cluless to the rest of the world that wasn't Craig Knight. Somewhere beyond the haze, though, she heard him speak, and his words combined with his fiery touches sent her plummeting headlong over the edge of bliss. The tingling pleasure shot up from her core and into the rest of her body, causing her to clench her fingers and toes where she stood. Her hips bucked as the contractions started and she called out his name loudly as she tossed her head back. 

She managed to stay standing with him supporting her hips, and when she came back to reality she sunk down to her knees to face him. Wrapping her arms around his neck she caught her breath as she rested her forehead on his, both of their hot breath panting out of their mouths. Finally catching her breath she looked up at him and he met her gaze with his warm chocolate one that were now a few shades darker. She gave him a loving smile before covering his mouth in a passionate kiss, letting her tongue roam his bottom lip as she asked for permission to enter.

His hands had traveled upwards on her body as she kneeled down, and now as he opened his mouth and let her in, his fingers combed through her silky hair. Her kiss was as passionate as his had been and he sighed as he held her close. Fear gripped him at the same time, made his grip around her harden. Love was dangerous, he had learned that so long ago. It killed you. Yet...here he was...in love for the first time...

He had liked Jessica, but she had never really said anything on how she liked it, but she had been the woman he had spent most time with. The thought of the future scared him. His time here was limited and it grew shorter for each day. When it was up he would return to the tracks and the constant traveling. Perhaps he could pay Hathien to have Barf here, perhaps he could be with Alayna at night, keeping her safe. The dog had the smarts of a barndoor at times but his size and the look of him might scare bad guys away...however...Barfs job would probably be to guard the farm...otherwise what sort of reason would he have to stay there.

Why did he think of the day he had to leave? He pushed the thought back and away. There werent much jobs around here, most folk seemed to hold on to their money. He understood them.

As she kissed him there was a hesitation, a slight pulling away of his body and tenseness of his muscles. She wondered if everything was alright, if his injuries were hurting him. She still had to tend to his needs, the bulge in his pants was quite obvious. Breaking off the kiss she put a hand on his chest and coaxed him to lay down on the floor. They were going to be tired the next morning, but she didn't care, she had to show him, somehow, how much he meant to her. 

---------------

The next morning she woke up on her side, Craig's leg slung over her hip and she could hear him breathing deeply. They hadn't bothered with pajamas and she dreaded getting out from under the covers since the air conditioner had made the room quite cool. Sighing, she rolled over to face him and gave him a playful kiss on the tip of his nose. His eyebrows fluttered open and he smiled at her, giving a big stretch afterwords. 

"Guess it's time for the real world..." She mumbled at him, reluctant to get up, but knowing that she had to. She rolled back over and pulled the covers off of her quickly, then ran to the bathroom, planning on taking a hot shower to wash away the chill. Before she made it to the door she heard a noise come from Craig, still laying in the bed, almost like a purring sound and she giggled before shutting the door behind her. 

Once they finished getting ready for the day they hopped in her car and drove off to work. When they got there Barf lumbered over enthusiastically to greet them. He jumped around at Craig's feet and the two roughhoused for a moment. After laughing at their antics she decided she should probably tack up and ride, so she gave Craig a kiss, and he gave her a squeeze on her bottom before she headed off to the stallion barn.

He had put a toolbelt around his waist - without tools - and he had showed Kitten this, he just wanted something to fasten his waterbottle on. It wouldnt work trying to fasten it on his pants. He stood for awhile watching her ride the horse, chuckling as Barf tried to get the horse to play with him. Despite the dog being close to a year now, at least that was what he thought, he was still very puppylike, quite gangly with a lot of skin and big lips. He might look terrifying as he came at you at full pelt, lips flipping and drool flying, but there werent anything sweeter.

Figuring he could try and investigate the land by foot, and perhaps spot things that needed fixing and you couldnt see from horseback. It would be a pretty decent walk but the part he chosed was pretty much in the shade all the way due to all the trees. Barf followed him for once, temporarily abandoing his new hero (Thomas). Craig guessed that the other man either found out the dogs weakness, beer and cupcakes, or he had found something new the dog liked. Barf was not above stealing but wasnt always so good at it. A trail of slobber usually told you who the theif was. That and the ever so guilty look in his eyes and the troubled set of wrinkles he got. Barf did not have a pokerface, that was for sure.

Craig passed the creek and sat down there to rest for a little. Barf played in the water all on his own, chasing the fish, dunking his head under water, fully expecting the fish to either wait for him or to swim into his mouth. That it wasnt good to try and breathe in UNDER water didnt seem to stick. It made for a good laugh however and Craig was even lucky enough to catch it on film with his cellphone. The place brought back some memories. They had been a little hazy at first but the longer he sat here the clearer they got. While the dog played he flipped through the photos he had. Most was of Barf, a few of AK and most of those were of the horse looking snarky with his ears pinned but then there was one of Alayna, taken when she was unaware of it. The sun was lighting her face up from the side, it made her eyes glitter and her hair glow like fire. He stroked the cheek of the photo-Alayna and then he kissed the screen. Realising he did it he felt a little stupid. He wasnt a teenager anymore...He took up a letter from his backpocket. She hadnt seen it and he wasnt sure if he should show it to her either. The sender of the letter was from his past and she was his future. There was no point in dwelling in the past.

He took the short videoclip he just took of the dog and sent it to his firey sweetheart along with a text *Til the stars fade and the light dies. Til the mountains crumble and the seas dry, til the world turns into desert, til the end of this world and the start of the next, I will continue on just to kiss you.*

Alayna's phone gave a beep in her pocket and she halted the big draft, Blackhawk, that she was riding. She gave him a pat before looking at her phone, the poor boy was so large, and black coated to boot, that sweat was already shimmering on him and they hadn't done much. Pulling up the message she found a video. She clicked on it to see Barf shoving his face into the clear water of the creek, snatching at small fish to no avail. She gave an unflattering snort and giggle as she watched it. Silly dog, he was a goofball. He kind of made her want one, though. It would be nice to have a wagging tail happy to see you every day. 

About to put the phone away, she noticed a message written underneath the video. She smiled warmly as she read it. Such beautiful words from a man who many deemed a womanizer and playboy. But, she knew better, despite his past, from all they had been through. She typed him a quick message since the stallion she sat on was becoming irritable from standing idly in the sweltering heat. *Oh, my Knight in shinning armour!* it read. 

Smiling broadly she stuck her phone back in her pocket to continue the stallion's dressage work. What did she do to deserve such a man?

After have been walking about an hour after leaving the creek he came to what had to be a backroad of some sort. It was smaller and obviously not used that much. He followed it to see where it led to. As the bush on either side cleared some he saw he had come to the main road that had to be the same that went outside the farm. This section seemed to be a dumpsite because it was junk scattered everywhere. He was about to turn around and walk back when he heard something. Barf had reacted to something as well. He stood like a statue, head tilted and every skinflap seemed to shiver. The sound came again and Craig started to search for the source of it. It was however Barf that found the box from where the sound came.

Like history repeating itself, as he opened the box there was a puppy inside, a fluffy little puppy on a blanket with copperpennies. It yipped in a typical puppymanner when it looked up at him, seemingly not scared at all. Barf was very interested in the pup, and his entire body seemed to wag from the rotating tail. There was some puppypoop in the box but no sign of food or water. He didnt have any food to offer but as he took out his waterbottle it showed how thirsty it was. He looked at the time. Kitten would still be busy with the horses. Perhaps Thomas could help out. He took up his cell again and called the man.

"Hey...its me...I need a lift...no...Im...not on the farm...and no Im not...no you wont get into trouble...wait..."  *"Barf down...you cant lick her like that..she is a bab...no...I said no..."* "Sorry, I think its the offroad just before you turn into the farm...beyond the creek...uh-huh...I have someone here that needs help and I think its too far to walk back..."

Thomas' curiosity was kindled at the call. Craig had obviously found something...or even someone, it almost sounded like, that needed help. So, setting his wrench down on the hood of the tractor, the dang thing had quit again..., he yelled towards the arena to Alayna that he was gone for a minute and would be back soon. She just nodded her head at him, concentrating on the Andalusian below her. She had apologized to him for the other day, he hadn't asked for any apology, but it was nice to know that whatever had bothered her wasn't his fault. 

He climbed up in his truck and started it up, smiling and reving the engine for a minute to hear the diesel purr. Hathien poked her head through the screen door at the noise and gave him a look that said 'where are you going?'. He rolled down his window on the passenger side to tell her he'd be right back. She just rolled her pretty eyes and smiled, dissappearing back into the house. 

It wasn't hard to find the little road, he knew pretty much every little back road in these parts since he lived her as a child up to the age of twelve. He turned down the little one lane road. Oddly enough the road wasn't quite deserted, a few people lived at the back of it, mostly in trailer houses or small homes. The upper part of the road on the right side was cattle land and he passed some grazing Angus and Herefords on his way to Craig. The left side was the woods of their property, now dense with leaves and with bright, lime green leaves from the summer heat. 

He saw Barf first, who must have heard his truck, and came bounding up towards his truck. He laughed at the big dog and ruffled his wrinkles around as he stepped out of the truck. "Hey, Craig!" He hollared, looking around for the man. Craig's face popped out by a bend in the road, and he said "Over here." and gestured for him to come over. He walked over to see him cradling something small and fluffy in his arms, either a puppy or a kitten, he guessed. Barf followed him over and ran to Craig, looking up at the ball of fluff intently, trying his best to sniff at it from where he was. 

The little bundle squirmed around in Craig's arms and made a high pitched bark, definitely a puppy, then. "Find ya a puppy?" He asked as he came up close. "It sure is a cute little feller," He smiled, "Looks like a Sheltie/Aussie mix or something..." Craig offered for him to hold the puppy and he reached out to cup it in his large, tanned hands. It looked up at him with large puppy grey eyes and immediately began to lick the salt off of his hands, adding in a nip every now and again. He held it up and looked under it. "Looks like a little girl, what're you gonna do with her?" He asked as he pet the slightly dirty puppy, she needed a bath and she felt a bit skinny. 

People always abandoned puppies around here, sadly. He had taken a few to the local humane society, himself. Stray dogs liked to come to the farm, for some reason, and they were always looking for their owners or sending them to be adopted.

"I figured that I could give....Lil Ms Penny Pee...to Kit...Alayna..." He looked down... "in case...shit happens..." It still plauged him that he had failed her during Morgans attack. He wasnt even sure what happend to the man and didnt want to ask her. "You should probably not hold her too close, she have finished my waterbottle and I already got some on me...I think she have been here at least 24 hours...from what I can tell she is very dehydrated." Craig couldnt help that he was worried. The second he picked the puppy up he felt it was the dog for her.

"You think the vet is in the office now...I dont want to risk anything with taking her back to the farm now and let Barf sniff on her more than he have...at least she didnt have any fleas so up until recently someone took care of her..."

Thomas grimaced a bit as Craig mentioned 'anything happening'. Alayna had acted like everything was fine and dandy every time he was around her. But, he had seen the fear in her eyes that day, the complete panic and dismay of having rape attempted on her and watching a loved one get smashed in the head and bleed on the floor, clinging to her leg even unconscious. A small shiver rolled up his spine as he remembered the dread he felt as he rode up to the gory scene. 

At Craig's advice Thomas moved the puppy a bit further away from his shirt...it didn't really matter anyways, he guessed, sweat and grease were already on it, so why not puppy pee, too? He probably had grease on his forehead, come to think of it. Looking down he noticed there was a dab of it on the puppy's nose as it gazed lovingly back up at him and he chuckled. 

Thomas took one of his cleaner fingers and lifted the puppy's lip up....her gums were a pale pink. Pressing his finger firmly to her gum he held it there and then released, watching intently. The gum under his finger had turned white, the blood being pushed out of it, and now that it was able to flow freely back into the area it still didn't return as quickly as it should have, taking a few seconds for what should have taken less than one. Some of her saliva was on his finger as well, and feeling it between his forefinger and thumb it was slightly sticky beneath his fingers. They were all signs of dehydration. 

He gestured towards his truck and they both climbed in after he handed...Penny, had Craig called her?...back to Craig. The puppy sat quietly in Craig's arms on the ride to the vet, probably tired and hot from being trapped inside the box on such a warm day. How could someone live with themselves for abandoning such a helpless life form? The thought sickened him. She was probably only 6 weeks old, barely old enough to be away from her mother. It was a good thing Craig had found her when he did...

Pulling into the vet's office, which was a short trip from the stables, he addressed Craig before they got out of the truck, "We're regulars here, so they should be able to get us in quickly." When they walked in the secretary, Dorothy, was at the front desk. She was a sweet lady, in her early fifties with dark hair that was pulled up into a bun and a pudgy body that reminded him fondly of his grandmother's build.

 "Hey Dorothy!" He greeted her warmly, "We've got a puppy here that we found on the side of the road...looks to be a bit malnourished and dehydrated. Think y'all can get her in today?" He knew it was almost time for the office to close, but they were good friends with most of the staff and vets here. "Sure, Honey, let me see the little darlin'" She said as she stretched out her hands. 

Craig placed the little fuzzball into her plump fingers and she hugged her securely to her chest. "You all can follow me to the back if you'd lik---Ohh..." She lifted the puppy away and a large blotch, slightly darker than the navy blouse she was wearing, was all over her ample bosom. Looking down at it she began to laugh. "Well obviously she still had some fluids in her!" 

Dorothy, still giggling, took the puppy to the check-up room and placed her gently on the metal table. "Johnathan will be here right soon, he's just finishing up with a neuter." She informed them and Thomas nodded his head. After a few minutes of waiting, and a curious puppy that he kept having to scootch away from the edge of the tall table, Johnathan walked in and smiled at the two of them. He was the chief vet and a very smart man, the kind that Thomas had a hard time conversing with because he talked like a veterenary dictionary read. He was a kind man, though, and Thomas could tell that he had a passion for his job. 

He checked the puppy over with diligent fingers, recording her heart rate, temperature (which she gave a yelp at) and other important vital signs. He comfirmed that she was malnourished and dehydrated, but, besides those two things she was, in fact, very healthy. He shook the two men's hands and left them with instructions on her care for the next few days, until she would begin to feel better. They said goodbye to him, and then to Dorothy on the way out, who was busying herself with wiping at the blotch of pee on her blouse with a paper towel. Getting back into the truck they made their way to the farm, the girls were probably wondering where they had gotten off to.

"Oh Thomas, you dont think you can drive me home instead?" Craig asked when they where almost at the farm. "I think I need to do some shopping for Pee first, you can just drive me to town and then home if possible. I think it might be best for her to be somewhere less distractive and calm. I just want to get some puppy food and other things."

He bought all kinds of things except food, dogshampoo, chewtoys, blankets, a crate as well as a collar and a leash. As he came out there were three or four girls in their early twenties around the open cardoor, aww-ing and ohh-ing. As he came up he saw what had drawn their attention even if it hadnt been a hard guess. Thomas looked a bit akward for all the attention, since some of the girl seemed to take the oportunity to touch his abs as they were 'just' going to pet the puppy in his arms. The brunette that stood closest to him didnt do it that subtle. Barf did his best to charm them too but it was like his days had past when he could charm the ladies, at least in that age. Now drool and dirt vs fancy little dresses never really clicked. But that didnt mean he stopped trying to be cute. While at it he had snuck over to the drugstore to buy something for himself and his Kitten, he bought a large batch, just in case. Although...with the puppy it wouldnt be much of that he figured. As the other man was to drop him off he asked him not to say anything about the puppy. Just that, and only if she asked, he went home...he could tell Hathien, but not Alayna...he wanted her to have a surprise...

When they got home he gave the puppy a meal and a bath, but since he remembered the ways of Barf he brought her with him as he went to get some small things he needed for tonights dinner. It wouldnt be anything fancy, it was really just mac n cheese, but it would be something sort of homemade... Just as the girls had been drawn to Thomas, it didnt take long for the girls to find him in the store either, since he had the small pup with him in a large bag he had found in the apartment. It may look a little silly but there was no way he was leaving it outside the store. The puppy followed him around for a bit after they got home but soon it crawled into the crate and fell asleep. He had put the crate in the bedroom.

Suddenly, just when he was starting to fix dinner, he heard the sound of a familiar car. A door slammed and that sort of made him worry. When she got in through the door she had a mixture of anger and worry plastered on her face. It was almost like she had expected him to lie on the floor.

"Hey kitten...welcome home, hungry?"

Alayna had been worried for the rest of the day since the boys didn't tell her where they had been for so long. Knowing them they were probably getting into trouble and doing things they should be...like work, for Craig, at least. She huffed as she got in her car. A swell of anger trying to rise in her, but she shoved it back down. She wouldn't lose it like yesterday, there was no need for such anger. 

Thomas had been less than informative when he came back to the house without Craig. She pestered him about where they had been, but he just dodged around the questions, stammering slightly and pretending that all of his attention was taken up by petting Barf, who stood between them wagging his tail. She had managed to get out of him that he had taken Craig back to the apartment, and that she could go a head and leave, not having to drive him home with her. "Thanks..." She muttered to him and stalked over to her car. She was slightly worried. Had they done something where Craig had gotten hurt and Thomas took him to the house to rest? Had he gotten too hot on his walk, earlier? She never should have let him go by himself...she couldn't stand to see him going crazy in the hospital one more time. He was chomping at the bit to get out this last time, and he hadn't even been in there for his whole term! 

She drove home faster than she should have, and when she got out of the car she shut the door harder than usual. Climbing the stairs quickly she twisted the door handle to find that it was already unlocked, so she pushed it open. She poked her head through with what was probably a startled expression only to find Craig working at the stove in the kitchen. 

"Hey kitten...welcome home, hungry?"

"Y-yeah...," She said confusedly, "What are you making?" She dropped her purse at the floor and made her way over to him. Why on earth would he have Thomas bring him home just so he could make supper for the two of them? The silly man. She guessed they had meant it to be a surprise, which was why Thomas wouldn't tell her about what they had been doing. He was so surprisingly romantic at times, like the text earlier. A sign escaped her as she settled down, the anger leaving her. 

She came up to him, and as he turned to face her she wrapped her arms around  him in a tight hug, resting her chin on his shoulder. They stayed like that for a moment until he pinched her bottom, and then she let out a small yelp and swatted his shoulder. "Ow! If you're trying to be romantic that's not the way to go about it." She said sarcastically and stuck her tongue at him teasingly, then grinned at him to let him know that she wasn't angry. 

She was really hungry after a long day of riding, and the thought of having homemade macaronni and cheese made her stomach rumble slightly. She helped out where she could, grabbing bowls and forks as well as pouring them some tea while he worked on the noodles. Once he was finished he dished her and himself out a helping and she took it with a playful, "Why, thank you, Mr. Knight." 

They ate it on the couch while they watched their usual of the Animal Planet and she complimented him on his cooking skills. It was very good, much better than she could probably do. She was a pretty useless cook, she couldn't even toast pop tarts without burning them half the time. She hadn't had much practice, though, so maybe it would change with time...the thought brought on another, and she wondered for a second what it would be like to have Craig as a husband and her being his little wife, cooking him a homemade supper each night. She snickered a bit inwardly at the thought, it seemed so ridiculous, Craig settling down with a woman...she just wasn't sure if he ever would....she wasn't sure how she felt about settling down, either, even though the thought of not settling down made her a little sad. They were certainly two peas in a pod.

The meal turned out fairly well, he could do some dishes ok but wasnt afraid to try new things. Worst case scenario was that you had to throw it away. Worst thing he ever had was salmon with gorgonzola, it had looked fancy enough but tasted like a zombie took a crap on a rotten fish. When he didnt know what she liked he took the safe road. He had seen her snicker and he couldnt help to grin stupidly as well. That the puppy hadnt come out to check things out was strange but the poor thing was probably to exhausted and tired. It would probably be needing to be walked soon. 

"Oh...yeah...I met someone today that I spent the day with...Penny...thought you want to met her...Thomas thought she was very cute...she kissed him even if they just met and he loved to have her in his lap...If I werent so wellbehaved there might have been a fight over her..." Craig chuckled as he looked at the tv, missing her expression. "...I invited her over here by the way...think she is still sleeping in the bedroom...guess she got all tuckered out from our little tumble on the floor before..."

As she got up, leaving his side, she had a strange expression on her face. It was like he had betrayed her somehow.

She raised one eyebrow at him as he mentioned...Penny, was it? She frowned and her bottom lip puckered out as she stood up to head to her bedroom. The story sounded odd....and she didn't think that he would do anything that would be so pointedly devistating to her, but, still, his past came to mind. She shook the thought from her head. No. Trust. She trusted Craig just like he trusted her...that's what relationships were built on. Trust. 

She repeated the word to herself as she walked sceptically into her bedroom. She reached for the light switch by the side of the door frame since she couldn't see much, just shadows of the furniture inside, and when she did she stubbed her toe on something. Hard. Letting out a curse she grabbed her toe, and as she did something let out a high pitched yelp and darted under her bed. 

Shocked, she looked down to see that she had stubbed her toe on a large crate that had a blanket on top of it.....a dog crate. Recognition finally clicking in her brain she gasped, forgetting completely about her sore toe, and got down on her hands and knees to lift the skirt of her bed up. Peeking underneath she saw a small, fuzzy puppy peering back at her with large, grey/blue eyes. It inched closer to her as she patted the floor, finally bounding up to her the last foot or so. She grabbed it gently as it came into her hands and she pulled it the rest of the way out from underneath the bed. 

A puppy! How did he know that she was thinking of getting a dog?? "Craig!" She squealed, "She's precious!" She took in the ball of fluff squirming and yipping in her hands for the first real time. She was a beautiful coppery color...like a penny, and she had white markings on her face, neck, paws and the tip of her tail that now wagged furiously. Her little ears were attempting to perk up, and they looked like triangles with the top corner folded down. She giggled as the rambunctious puppy wriggled in her fingers, nipping at the tips of them and licking her wrists once the fingers became boring. 

She found herself tearing up slightly. No one had gotten her a gift like this since...well...her parents, and that was a long time ago. She hugged the puppy tightly to her shoulder, feeling her soft, warm fur tickle her freckled cheeks and she let out a laugh. She felt like a child at Christmas time. 

Looking up, she saw that Craig had come over to lean on the doorframe of the bedroom, watching her as she played with Penny. Getting up quickly, with the puppy still in hand, she hurried over to him and wrapped her free arm around his neck, squeezing him in a tight hug. "Thank you!" She said ecstatically, "She's perfect..." The puppy rubbed around in between them as they hugged and she gave a small giggle. Pulling her head back she looked him in the eyes, grinning widely, and gave him an appreciative kiss on the lips.

After taking the puppy for a walk together and some more playing she and the puppy, who he teasingly kept calling 'Pee', had fallen asleep on the couch with the puppy on her belly. Carefully he lifted the puppy off her and then proceeded with carry her in to the bedroom and tucked her in. It looked like she was really sleeping now, her face didnt seem so tense and worried, in fact he thought he saw a soft smile on her face. As he came back the puppy was awake again. To prevent any accidents he took it out again and the puppy seemed to get the idea of doing its business on the small lawn beside the stairs. It wasnt the most fun taking up the small droppings but it couldnt be left there either.

About and hour later, when he had gone to bed he sighed and gave up, the crying from below the bed made it impossible to fall asleep. Alayna on the other hand didnt seem to have any problem, she hardly moved as he got up. The puppy wasnt hungry, wasnt interested in doing anything more outside, it just sat down on its butt and stared at him. As they got up to the apartment again and he went to bed the crying started - again. Another sigh and he got up.

"What do you want?"

"mmmjip!" 

"No..."

"jip"

"No, you cant come up in the bed...you have a perfe..."

"mmmmmmmmoooo..."

Before it turned to another cry he picked the puppy up and started to walk around in the livingroom with the puppy in his arms. It seemed like it wanted to have the closeness and warmth of their bodies. He didnt mind having a dog in the bed, heck he had shared his bunk with Barf, but he didnt know how his Kitten felt about it. The puppy had snuggled close to his naked chest but was still squirming and made some noise. He had to get it to sleep somehow. A lullaby, perhaps?

*'Hush, little puppy, don't say a word, daddy's gonna buy you a mockingbird'* His tone was low and soothing, just like he was singing it to a baby and not a puppy. The words werent the real ones but he doubted the puppy would care. He continued to sing, making the words up, and instead of diamond rings and goats he picked things he guess little puppys liked, like leaves, balls and butterflies.

It seemed like it was working or if it was just the closeness to his warmth and the sound of his heart, but soon the puppy was sleeping. He heard a sound behind him and turned slowly around, not to scare or wake the puppy up.

Alayna walked up silently behind Craig so she wouldn't wake the sleeping Penny...or, Pee as Craig insisted on calling her. She placed her hand on his shoulder, and then trailed her finger across his back, enjoying the feel of his smooth, warm skin against it. Leaning down she whispered to him, "Go to sleep, Craig, I'll take care of her." 

He turned his head slowly to look at her, his face looked very tired, small bags were beginning to form under his eyes. There were about five hours left to sleep, so, with any luck he could at least feel somewhat awake in the morning. She gently slipped her hands under the sleeping fuzzball on top of his stomach and lifted her to be cradled in her arms. Craig sat up slowly and then got up to walk to the bedroom, giving her a quick kiss on his way over. 

Luckily the puppy didn't wake, she twisted a bit in her sleep, but she continued to breath heavily with her eyes shut. Alayna carried her over to her bed, and sliding under the covers, she placed Penny between herself and Craig. She knew it wasn't the best of things to let the puppy sleep in the bed with her, but she really didn't mind. Perhaps when she got out of her puppy stage more she could train her to use her crate. Right now she just needed a warm body and a heartbeat to make her feel comfortable enough to sleep. 

Alayna drifted off soon after she heard Craig deeply breathing from his side of the bed. Penny had woken up a few more times during the night, and Alayna had taken her to potty. Afterwords, though, she'd stick her back in the bed with her and she would curl up in a ball between her and Craig and go right back to sleep. 

-------------

She was a bit tired when morning came. She was going to have to get used to the night schedule of taking the puppy out to potty. She took her out once more when she got up, and when she came back inside she set her on the floor. She bounded off immediately, finding a fuzzball on the carpet to yip and bite at. As much as she wanted to stay and watch her antics, she couldn't, she needed to get ready for the day. So, she hoped in the shower and then dressed. Coming back out she filled Penny's bowl with some more food, hoping the puppy would gain her healthy weight back soon. Then she fixed breakfast for herself and Craig while he showered. 

The puppy was interested in her noises and trotted over to see what she was doing. Figuring out that she couldn't see much happening on the counter she soon got bored and busied herself with bitting and tugging on Alayna's socks, instead. Craig came around the corner and chuckled at her antics, getting down on the floor to play with her for a moment. 

They snapped her new collar and leash on her before they left, they were mint green, like her eyes, oddly enough. Penny looked at the new restrains with bewilderment, immediately gnawing on the leash and trying to tug against it. "I guess you get to watch her for the day while I work." She addressed Craig, giggling. "I'm sure Barf will have a ball playing with her." With that, she hoisted the puppy back into her arms and they headed into the car and off for another day of work. Perhaps the puppy would keep Craig out of trouble. Doubtful...

Poor Barf, he had his lips pulled and bitten, his ears, paws, tail...well everywhere she could get hold of, but he didnt look that sad. A few times he had scared Craig on being a little too rough, grabbing the puppy with both his front paws dragging her to him. But as she clearly showed she could take care of herself he didnt worry. It did look amusing to see the much bigger Barf run to get away from the smaller puppy. On the other hand, those sharp little teeth was sharp. When the puppy got tired she didnt mind sleeping next or on the larger dog.

Craig petted Barf on the head. "You are a big brother now Barf, sort of anyway...you got to take care of her...you know...she will annoy the crap out of you, especially when she tease you or take your things, but you will love her all the same." He looked down at his hands and sighed and reached to his backpocket. His letter was still there.

After looking around he opened it. The first line and her handwriting woke memories inside him that he hadnt thought of since he left his motherland. Munchkin. It was only she that had called him that. So many years had passed since they last saw eachother. He stroked the lines and as he sniffed the paper, he smiled...She had been a young widow when they first met. He had been too young for her, they both knew it, but that had never stopped them. A few years later however she had met a man, and as that relationship had become deeper they had stopped seeing eachother, but they occationally kept contact. Last thing he had heard was that she had married that guy. 

Suddenly he missed having Kittens arms around him. He had hoped for some snuggles yesterday but the puppy had taken most of the time and then she had fallen asleep.

The day had gone by fairly quickly. She had taken a bit longer lunch break than usual to chat with Craig and play with Penny and Barf. Now they were on their way back home. Penny was busy gnawing on her leash while sitting in Craig's lap and looking up at him with her head cocked to the side. 

When they got out she let her potty once more before taking her upstairs to the apartment. She sat her on the floor when they got in and she bounded off to play with a ball that Craig had bought her the day before. 

"Craig, you have any dirty clothes? I'm gonna start the wash." He nodded and changed out of his dirty clothes and handed them to her. She changed out of her's from the day, as well, and added them to the pile. Walking over to the washer she started the water and added the detergent, sorting clothes by color to put in. She grabbed the jeans that he had been wearing that day and checked the pockets before sticking them in. Reaching into one of his back pockets she grasped a piece of paper. Pulling it out she looked curiously at it. 

On the outside was his name, written in a flowing script. She glanced around, he was in the shower...she didn't like to snoop, but this had really kindled her curiosity...and it scared her. Perfume wafted up from the paper, it had to be new since the smell was so strong. 

Taking a deep breath she openned it up. Her eyes grew angrier as she continued to read. *I've missed your kisses..........I taught you so much.......The feel of your skin against mine......Munchkin?* Some of it was quite...explicit. Her heart was racing and she felt the heat of anger rising in her cheeks. Who was this woman? It sounded like she was from his past..but it also seemed like she was missing him, almost beckoning him to come see her again. 

She knew what she was getting into when she asked Craig to stay with her...for the most part, at least. What she didn't know was his secret past and the other women who filled it. She sighed and rubbed her temples, composing herself. She wasn't as angry as she was distressed, worried that Craig might leave her for someone from the past. There were no ties binding him to her...she knew that he could leave whenever he wished...but he told her that he loved her...and she loved him too. Would he give it all up for this woman's letter?

Suddenly, he came around the corner of the kitchen, she hadn't heard him get out of the shower, and he stopped in his tracks. He looked down at the letter for a moment, a shocked expression on his face. 

"Craig.." She started in as calm a voice as she could muster, "...what is this?"

He had forgot about the letter, partly at least. It was taken out from the envelope so he knew she had read it. He clenched his jaw a little after getting over the first surprise. He had never gone through her things, even if he had the chance several times. There wasnt much in this world that was his, it was his clothes on his back and in one drawer he had got to use as his, and his dog. That was it. After his first paycheck he had given her half of what he had earned. 

"What does it look like, Alayna? To me it looks like a letter, adressed to me..." When she had offered for him to stay he had set up a postbox, not that he expected much mail but still. He wasnt sure if he was angry or not, he didnt want to keep secrets, but the fact that she had most likely read HIS mail...that hurt. She could have asked about the letter without reading it and he would have told her. Now, he felt hurt. Hurt and like she didnt trust him. Esmeralda was in his past, even if she came begging, he wouldnt go to her. Even before Alayna, he was faithful in a way. If he spent a longer time with any woman, he only was with her. 

"Its a little to late to ask what it is when you already read it, Alayna...I would never go through your things or read your letters...or go through your texts...I hope you dont forget that..."

He heard the puppy whimper and saw her stand by the door, looking at it. Taking that as a cue he turned and walked out, taking the puppy with him. She was a quick learner, heck of a lot quicker than Barf. With him he had to cover his entire motelroom with old newspapers for a good three months before he got the hang of letting him know he wanted out.

Since he came out from the shower, and the fact that he had prepared for a easy, rather slobby evening in front of the TV he only had some boxershorts on. One of Alaynas neighbours walked by, a woman that could be in her late 40ies but with so much surgerys done she looked like a stretched out rubbermonster. She was tanned so she looked like a worn shoe in her face. It looked terrible with that very bleached blonde hair. She introduced herself as Sally-Sue but said he could call her Saluki. Back in his mind he couldnt help but think that it sounded a little like a name of a callgirl or something. She was everything but subtle.

He was right...she shouldn't have done it. There was no reason for her to think that she had the right to go through his mail. She felt like some crazy ex girlfriend or something. He had left quickly, before she could say anything, taking the letter and the puppy with him. Now she stood alone, guilt ridden with a hint of anger at herself. Angrily, she threw the rest of the clothes in the wash and shut the lid hard. She sure knew how to make a mess of things. Her curiosity along with her anger made for a bad combination. 

She sighed and rubbed her head, deciding that she should probably go outside and talk to him. Reluctantly, she walked over to the door and turned the handle. Openning it she saw him sitting on the top of the steps with the puppy and a very...eager Sally-Sue sitting next to him. Great. Just what she needed was another woman to mess things up for the day. She knew what Sally was like. Heck, you could tell pretty much by her appearance. She often heard noises of...pleasure coming from her room, and she honestly didn't want to know what went on in there. She had passed plenty of pleased looking men with big beer bellies leaving her apartment. 

Craig looked a little disgruntled with her, hinting subtly that he didn't really feel like chatting without being mean. "Uh...hey, Sally, I see you've met Craig. I hope you don't mind if I steal him from you but I need to speak to him." Sally gave a dissapointed pout but left without too much of a fuss, saying goodbye and that she might get to chat some other time. 

Craig stood up and looked at her with a miffed expression that she shrunk under, feeling like a child in trouble with their parents. He came back into the apartment, though, probably just to get away from Sally...but it was a start. 

When he sat down on the couch to take Penny's collar and leash off he ignored her as she sat down next to him. The puppy bounded off when she was unhooked, trotting off to her water bowl to slurp some up. 

"Craig....I'm...really sorry." She began, looking at her hands. "There was no reason for me to go through your personal belongings, and it was completely my fault. I'm sorry that I hurt you...." She felt awful, she just worried too much about him, she supposed. He seemed so unpredictable at times, she was just trying to understand him better. "I just....am scared, I guess, of your past since I don't know what happened there....and I'm not asking to know. I just want you to understand that I struggle with it at times. You're the only man I've ever loved....so, I guess I'm just paranoid about losing you...I've already lost my parents. I couldn't stand to lose you, too...What happened in your past is yours to tell or to keep to yourself. From now on I'll be more trustworthy...I'm sorry..." She sighed. It was all she could do to say that she was sorry and hope for forgivness. She knew she would be royally pissed at him if he had done to her what she had to him. 

They sat quietly for a moment. Penny ran over to her, sensing her distress, it seemed, and sat on her feet, looking up at her with big eyes.

Sighing he pulled his fingers through his hair. With three words he had let her closer than anyone. He trusted her even if he heard on her voice that she might not entirely trust him. If she had talked to the women he had been with instead of hearing on the rumour things might be different. Now things were as there were.

"My mother always went through my things...mostly in search for money...when my dad left...she got depressed but then as she got better she never made an attempt to lift a finger. I had to work so she and my sister wouldnt starve, so my sister would have clothes for school, books. I had to arrange so the house got sold, so our things got moved to the apartment. It was smaller than the house but I figured that I could sleep in the livingroom so they got a room of their own, and with a smaller place the money we got from the house would last longer when it came to rent and stuff. So since I was 16 my life have been in boxes. I never had friends over, forget the concept of videogames...when would I have time for that? I worked nights for awhile, then I could switch to evenings. Mum spent her time on the couch, my 'bed', spending much of what I earned on that TVchannel where you can buy things."

He petted the puppy as it came by to show them her dangerous prey she had caught...a sock from the laundry basket. 

"The most valuble things I had was locked in a small box. It was a little bit of money, my own money...but she took that...she wanted a furcoat..." He scratched his brow with one hand and the other he placed on her thigh. "I was accepted to a school shortly after, where I had my own room, jockeyschool. I lived at home first since it was rather close but later I had the chance to live there. And having my own room was too good to give up. I still worked extra and sent money home. How I manage to keep my grades I dont know. I just knew I had to keep them to stay, that was the only way I could take care of them." 

Giving her a soft smile he took up the letter that he had placed in the lining of his belly and boxers. "If you like what I do to you, Kitten, you shouldnt be mad at Essy...she taught me everything or at least many of the things I know. She was the first one that...showed me things." The man actually blushed a little. "She was older than me, and perhaps it was wrong but it was right...for us...it was a secret of course...but there werent any force in our relationship. She needed me and I needed her, but for different reasons. Her husband, had just died in a caraccident. And when it came to me...I was just...surprised that anyone cared about how I felt. She was very pretty...ravenblack hair and crystal blue eyes and a skin that was as pale and beautful as yours. She told me her family was of old royal blood but if that was true I dont know. Esmeralda Fitzgerald."

Stroking the creamcolored paper, he smiled again. "She is probably around 45 now, and last time we met she was getting married again...she was happy...and I was happy for her...I had just gotten my jockey licence, so I left...I was happy for her but I didnt want to see her with someone else...we still kept the contact...but never by phone, never by textmessages...only letters..I have saved them all...I have them in a safe deposit box. For many years, her letters were my biggest treasure, the one thing I had in my life that reminded me of the happiest time of my life."

He swallowed as he looked at her, his eyes telling her so much more than what his words did "...but I dont need them anymore...I have you..."

She tried to take it all in stride. So young. He was so young to have to go through all that. Considering, she was only two years older when she was on her own...but when it happened to someone else...it just felt different. She pouted her bottom lip out, trying to take it all in as he told her. She had been with some older, more experienced men as well. It was something about them being older, more mature, she supposed, most of them just looking for comfort after their wives had divorced them and taken all of their belongings. 

So, she could kind of relate. It still shocked her, and a small bit of jealousy rose in her before she pushed it back down. No. This woman was good to him, kept him on the right track...she should be grateful to her for taking care of him or he might not be with her today.

At the look he gave her towards the end she was taken aback, a wave of emotion surging through her. His eyes were so sad, so desperate for answers, so full of love for her...She returned his gaze with just as much love, trying to convey how she felt in a single look...it felt impossible. Her eyes were also sad and guilt-ridden...embarassed for bringing up such painful things for him to talk about. But the fact that he would talk with her about them made her love him even more. His last words almost made her choke up, her lips pursing tightly.

Suddenly, she climbed over him to strattle him and she wrapped him in a warm embrace, hugging tightly. "I'm sorry..." She whispered into his ear. Sorry for everything...the way she had acted, that he hadn't had her trust, that he had to go through so much at such a young age...for the pain that he constantly felt...She stroked the back of his head and kissed his cheek lovingly. 

Leaning into the nock of her neck he rested in her warmth, slowly wrapping his arms around her. He longed for her body but he didnt want her to think that he did this now because of Essy. She had meant a lot to him at one point of his life when so much else was in grey. Yesterday when he had given her the pup it had been roughly three months since they met. He never had been the one keeping track of things like that. His groin was fine now, obviously, and he couldnt help but wonder if it could have anything to do with the regular 'exercise'.

"Is ok...this is new to me too..."

Speaking of his groin, he noted that its inhabitant wasnt as conciderate as he was. He could not help how it reacted. He wanted to kiss her, wanted more... She held him in a vice and the way she sat soon made it diffcult to pretend like everthing was normal. He thought a little on what had slipped out of her before. Was she as alone as he was, despite the fact both of his, as far as he knew, both lived? He even had a sister, but none in his family acted like he mattered. They might just as well be dead.

Craig nuzzled into her neck, and what was meant as an innocent, comforting hug turned more sensual very quickly. She shivered as his fingers trailed velvety smooth lines up and down her back. She could feel 'The Legend' against her down below, attmepting its best to say hello. 

She pulled her head back, reluctantly leaving his embrace and looked him in the eyes, cupping his face in her hands. The sadness was still there, but more overwhelming by far was the love that she saw residing in their depths. How could she, even for a second, have doubted his trust? She only needed to look in his eyes to see what he felt for her. Perhaps she just had a hard time believing that anyone could love her...it was hard to fathom at times. She was quick to anger, had a rough past and was emotionally scarred....but somehow Craig had found something in her to love, when she wasn't even looking for love in the first place. 

She smiled at him warmly, and bringing her hand out she placed it over his heart, simply feeling his warm chest and the rhythmic beating inside it. Oh, how she relied on that heart. If it ever stopped she didn't know what she'd do...it had come close enough, already...

Excrutiatingly slowly, she leaned her head in towards his, tilting it slightly as she went. Her lips parted and her hot breath spilled out of it, his parted as well, whether he did it intentionally or not. She was almost there, now, and she paused for a few seconds more, making him anticipate. After a moment she tilted her head in the rest of the way and she pressed her lips against his. Her hands slowly trailed their way up his back, towards his soft locks to intertwine with them once they reached their destination. 

It was a slow, gentle kiss. The kind that made you hunger for more, but she kept the pace steady. Her tongue traced his bottom lip, savouring every curve of it, memorizing his taste. His mouth openned and her tongue delved into it slowly, meeting his tongue with the tip of her's. She hugged him closer to her, wanting more of him, and he moved with the pressure. 

This made up for all of it. The death, the pain, the blinding fear...simply getting to hold him made it all worth while. She had never realized how desperate she was to feel loved until Craig came into her life.

Leaning against her chest he could hear and feel her heart. Somewhere deep in his memories he thought he could remember sitting in his mothers lap...listening to her heart...it was before Emily. He didnt remember the actual thing, but more of the safety he felt. Was it this he had looked for even if never had been a goal? Glancing sideways he saw that the puppy had fallen asleep on the floor, legs sprawled out in every direction. Another sock had perished and the remains lay beside the slayer. She had been truly happy about the puppy. Again, the forbidden thought appeared. Their time was limited, and slowly but steady it was running out. Once that Nathan guy came back, he was out of here..and then he probably had to move...going back to his racetracks..and the neverending traveling...

He suddenly felt the urge for more, but then he remembered the puppy and sort of lost a little of the mojo. She was like their baby and he didnt want to risk either waking her up, or give her mental scars. He wasnt sure if puppies could get mental scars but still...The move he had started to make fizzled out to nothing.

"I guess its bedtime..."

"Yes..." Alayna agreed, a bit disappointed. Had she done something wrong? Was he still angry with her? Perhaps he hadn't forgiven her like she'd thought...he never actually said it. She stepped off of him and looked around for Penny, seeing her laying in the floor fast asleep. Hmm...she was going to have to watch where she put her socks from now on. Scooping the puppy up gently she placed her in the middle of the bed, changed, and then slid under the covers. It took her forever to fall asleep, an hour, at least. Her guilt from earlier plagued her, still, as well as thoughts about Craig's past and her own. She hadn't been sleeping well since the incident with Morgan, either....and if she kept her eyes open in the dark room for too long her eyes would play tricks on her by making her think there was a man standing in the far corner of the room. 

There was nothing she could do but squeeze her eyes shut and ignore her thoughts. Soon, she drifted into a restless sleep. 

----------------

She was in a dimly lit room. She tried to move, but she was tied to something behind her by her wrists. Panic overtook her...this was familiar somehow...but her mind wouldn't think. It was like her brain was in a haze of fog. Darting her eyes around she saw Craig sitting down across from her, too far away to touch. He wasn't there earlier...He looked at her with sad eyes. He seemed to be tied down as well. 

"Craig...where are we?" She asked him with a shakey voice. 

Another voice that wasn't Craig's answered, "Why, you payed me a visit, baby...don't you remember?" 

Morgan Scott stepped out of the shadows, staring her down with malice in his eyes. Craig fought at his ties behind her. This was familiar....how did she know this? 

The man above her laughed triumphantly. "You're nothing but a whore, Alayna. MY whore to do with as I please." 

"No..." her voice trembled. Fear so thick in her throat that she could barely speak. 

Suddenly, Craig leapt at the man, but before he even reached him Morgan drew a gun and shot a bullet straight into his chest. Craig went down in a lifeless heap. 

"NO!" She screamed at him, finding her voice and writhing in her ties. Tears were streaming down her face, blinding her, but she could see just enough to know that the man was stalking towards her. He stooped in front of her with a mocking glare, and when he touched her, pain seemed to fly from his fingertips and into her. 

She let out a wordless scream. 

-----------------

She jolted awake, sitting up in her own bed, tears were streaming down her cheeks from the dream. The puppy had woken up with the sudden movement and she reached out and picked her up, hugging her close to her face. Penny licked at her tears, 

He had been at the bathroom and as he came back he noted that she was up. She was hugging the puppy, very close to her face. It was hard to see in the halfdarkness but something about her posture looked sad. When he heard the sob there was no question about it.

"Kitten?" She seemed to not have expected him as she jolted at what seemed to be both his voice and touch before she realised who he was.

"rrrrrJip!"

There was a piercing pain in his hand that he had streched forward to touch her and as he took it back, after prying open the puppys mouth, he felt something warm coming from his little finger. He let out a halfsilent swear as he got up to his feet again. As he got to his side of the bed he turned on the light to look at the damage. His finger had four nice puncturewounds, two on each side. Taking some tissues he wrapped them around his finger before he turned to her again. Scootching as close as he could. Now the puppy was all but happy to see him and wiggled about in her arms. But he didnt smile at her antics...all of his attention was turned towards the woman with tears coming down her face. It made his heart break and it felt like he almost wanted to cry too.

"Whats wrong, Kitten?"

Going even closer he wrapped his arm around her and pulled her closer, wrapping the blanket around her. The puppy was now in a small space between them, like in a little nest. He pulled the woman towards his chest as he stroked her over her hair. Her heart seemed to be pounding like crazy. Bad dream, it had to be a bad dream.

"I....d-dreamed about...M-Morgan..." She said between sobs. It had been a particularly realistic dream...and too close to the real thing. The combination of Morgan being in her dream as well as Craig dying had made her close to hysterical, and the emotions from the nightmare still surged through her. 

She burried her face in his chest as she cried. His warmth plus his soothing strokes over her hair made her feel safe and she rested her body into him. After about five minutes of simply trying to compose herself her tears finally slowed down and now only a few trickled down her cheeks. Penny was still in her arms, and licked the tears off her chin as they trailed down there. She smiled faintly at the puppy. 

Taking a shuddering breath she brought her head up from Craig's chest to look at him. She probably looked like a mess. Her eyes and lips were probably swollen from crying and her nose was running, not to mention she had been sleeping so her hair must have been a mess. She gave a small smile to Craig, trying to reasure him that she was ok. She didn't know if she was, though. Every day she woke up with a tiny bit of dread in her stomach at going back to work where everything had happened. Every time she passed the equipment shed she hurried past it like someone was going to leap out after her. Every night before she went to bed the barn scene flashed before her closed eyes. And she constantly worried about losing Craig after his close call....she wasn't ok. It was going to take her a while before she was ok. 

"I'm fine..." She told Craig, hoping that he would go back to sleep. She hated to keep him from getting rest, especially just because of a nightmare she had.

"That within which passes show" he whispered low to her. "Why do you lie, Kitten?" Gently he dired off a tear from her cheek with his thumb. "Why do you say its nothing when I see it in your eyes. My heart is yours, your heart is mine, my happiness is yours, your happiness is mine and your tears are mine when you are weeping." He kissed her forehead. She had changed him, but it also worried him since it was hard for him to recognize himself at times.

Part of him wanted to contact Tobar, if anyone knew things about make people disapear it was him, but two wrongs never made a right and he knew she would despise him if she ever found out, no matter what that man had done. A life was still a life.

"I have dreams too...its dark...so dark you cant even see your own hand in front of your nose. I cant move, there is no sound, I cant even hear myself breathing...then there is a voice calling on me...a very dim light, in a very long corridor. They both vanishes and there is dark again. Each time its like the light comes less and less, no matter how much I try, I can only move in a slow pace like my feet are stuck in deep mud." He closed his eyes, trying to remember. Perhaps it wasnt a dream, it hadnt really felt like one. "Then someone said my name, and I got a foot up, in the darkness there was like a warm wind going over my hand, and then it was like the mud let go all together..."

"I just don't want you to worry..." She murmured towards him, fiddling with the comforter in her hands. 

"I don't usually share my problems with others....I didn't have anyone to share them with before I met you." She put her hand over his and squeezed it lightly, a few tears still escaped the corners of her eyes and he wiped them away with his thumb. She smiled up at him faintly at his beautiful, poetic words and they shot a pang of love through her heart, she felt the same way about him.

"It's...it's going to take me a while to get over what happened with Morgan." She grimaced, "There's not a day that goes by that I don't think about what happened...or remember what it felt like when I thought I was going to lose you..." She sighed and rubbed at her eyes, listening to him relay his dream. Was it what heppened when he was in his coma? It sounded like something one would experience when they were in one. Was she the voice calling him? 

"Rrrryip!"

She looked down at Penny who was wriggling around in her arms, small whines coming from her. "Thank you for talking with me, Crag..." She said and kissed his lips gently. "I'm going to take Penny out before she pees in the bed." She smiled faintly at him and grabbed the puppy up into her arms, taking her outside to do her business. 

When she came back she slid under the covers, bringing Penny with her. She scooted over to Craig, hoping that he didn't mind, and pressed her back up against his chest, feeling comfort from his touch. She held Penny in her arms and soon the puppy fell back to sleep. She drifted off soon after into a deep, dreamless sleep.

The woman was not that tall but moved as she were. She had her light brown/auburn hair in a bun and her black shimmering dress probably costed more than a normal persons monthly paycheck. She had followed her so called husband here but he was having a meeting at the moment so she was left to her own devices. Not that he cared much about her anyway. She didnt care for him either as long as she got paid. She had fixed her exclusive make-up, and she was back to her no-defect self. 

Now however she was extremely bored, she had looked through every gossip magazine they had. Slowly swinging her expensive handbag she to herself played 'not touch the line' on the rug. Suddenly someone walked into her and Emily let out a surprised "Oh!" before her features returned to their slightly superior look and she looked at the redheaded woman that had bumped into her.

Her accent was posh as always. "Its not good to run where you are going in a hurry, dear...one might get hurt..."

"Uh..sorry." Alayna said, looking up at the woman that glanced down her nose at her. She had been walking through the Keeneland clubhouse attempting to find Jose, a fellow jockey that could tell her where Silver Stone's racehorses were at the moment. She was used to the looks she got when she walked around up here. This was for the racehorse owners and trainers...the people with lots and lots of money, so she stuck out like a sore thumb when she came in here in her silks or barn clothes. You were required to wear a dress if you were a lady, or a jacket and tie if you were a man, but they let the jockeys enter no matter what they were wearing. Today she was wearing a sundress and had curled her hair, at least, since they came to Keeneland for a leasurely day watching the races and checking out Alqualonde and Maethor. She didn't spend much time up here, anyways. It wasn't very enjoyable most of the time. It was just filled with snobs and millionairs that treated her like a pesky fly, kind of like the woman that looked down at her now. 

The woman looked very oddly familiar...in a very strange sort of way. Something about her face and her eyes...her eyes especially reminded her of someone, but she couldn't pinpoint it. She gave her a bit of a sarcastic look at her comment, of course she would be blamed for running into her, nothing was ever the ritzy's fault, instead they blamed it on the middle class. She had been just as guilty of running into her if she hadn't seen her walking through the windowed hallway. "You don't happen to know where Jose Lopez is at, do you?" She asked, looking expectantly up at the woman. The man had a way of dissappearing completely when he wanted to.

At first Emily had thought to say something to make this little wallflower leave but then again...she was bored. Her smile changed, her eyes narrowed slightly. Perhaps she could have some fun instead.

"Im sorry, dear...the trip from London was quite tiring and Im not that fond of flying. Sadly I dont have a understanding husband...he is now at a meeting but still demanded me along despite me not getting a wink of sleep. Whats a wife to do...." She gave the other woman a smile and a small shrug.

"And no, I dont...Jose Lopez, is he a friend? I wonder, would you do me the favour of walk with me for a bit? Perhaps we run in to your friend? Im feeling for some nosh. You are thin as a stick my dear...Im sure the cook have something that might interest you as well...and dont worry...my husband can pay for it..." She looked around like she was telling a secret "He is so jealous, Im not really allowed to have any friends...so just to not to have to eat alone would be delightful..."

The friendpart wasnt true of course, he didnt care at all what she did as long she didnt drag the familyname down or exposed his true nature. She had many friends back home as well as here but she was good at playing a role, and now she had the leading part in a 'poor lonesome wife that was just looking for someone to call a friend'.

Alayna looked up at the woman warily, listening to her story. Her demeanor had totally changed since she first bumped into her. First she was condiscending and pompous, but now she was pitiful and lonely. The more she talked the more Alayna began to feel badly for the woman, and she sighed and shrugged her shoulders, "Well, I suppose Craig can wait a bit longer..." She said reluctantly and followed the woman to the food bar, sitting down next to her. The woman made her feel like a snotty nosed child in a way. She was so elegant and put together, and Alayna was...well, just little old hot-headed Alayna. 

She sat and listened to the woman rattle on about her husband. He sounded like a real charmer...leaving her by herself most days while he worked constantly and not even giving her a kiss when he came home. It made her appreciate Craig even more. Sure they had their fights, but they never went to bed with a grudge against each other...they always worked it out in the end. A slight blush rose into her cheeks at the thought. 

She poked around at the soup she had ordered. She had been dieting again to prepare for getting herself back into jockey shape. She had been away from the track for too long. Even being here today made her miss breezing the stable's thoroughbreds down the track on misty Kentucky mornings. Maybe when Craig got better she could let him test out the two siblings, she was sure he would enjoy them. They were both a blast to race. She glanced up at the woman again as she dronned on about this and that. She should really go find Jose soon...but she hated to leave the woman by herself.

"Sooo dear...here I go on and on about me and my dear husband...I dont see a ring on your finger but perhaps you have a little sweetheart...or a lover tucked away?"

She froze just lightly at the other womans reply. Could it be that he knew she was here or was it just fate? Her facical expression didnt change much however. With a corner of her napkin she dabbed the corners of her mouth and then pushed her dish away. A light wave with her hand and a waitor took it away. It hardly looked touched, it hadnt been much on the plate to start with, but it had a pretty hefty pricetag for a simple meal. 

"So, what does this man do, your Craig?"

The womans eyes semiclosed as a on a shrewd vixen, that was lying in wait for the chicken to make a mistake, to venture outside the safety of the fence of the coop. 

"Care to take a little sip of wine with me my dearest Alayna? It dont look good to sit here as a lady and drink by herself."

Placing the glass in front of the other she never gave the option to decline.

Craig felt his heart pound as he raced around in search of her. He had met up with Jose at the barns. In a way it felt like coming home. But when his Kitten failed to come back he was starting to get worried. He had looked everywhere for her, the last place were the clubhouse. He might have the knowledge on how to move like the high animals and even talk like them, the americans seemed to get impressed many times with anyone with a british accent, assuming they were fancy...depending on how the rest of you looked of course. He spotted her in the resturant and sighed with relief.

"Kitten! Where have you been? Ive been so wor..." As his eyes wandered over to the woman that was seated on her opposite side he stopped talking. Except for a glance as he came up to them she didnt even bother to look at him.

Alayna seemed happy, her cheeks were a little flushed.

Emily smiled "...Im sorry dear...what did you say about your lover? Did he sing for you...you said? How...adorable...."

Alayna's face grew concerned as she took the expression on Craig's face in. It was worried and angry and he seemed to be trying to ignore the woman that she sat with. She had drank a little too much wine...just enough so that she was buzzed, which she certainly didn't mean to be. The woman had kept offering it to her, though...and she got so caught up in their talk that she wasn't paying attention to just how much she was consuming. 

Emily seemed to ignore Craig as well....was there something going on here that she didn't know about? She sobered up fairly quickly as she realized that the situation was growing more and more tense. "Uhh...Emily this is Craig...Craig this is Emily..." She introduced them but they still didn't aknowledge each other. "I'm sorry for being gone so long, Craig...time slipped away from me. Emily just told me that her husband had left her with nothing to do here, so, she asked me if I would provide her with some company." She looked up at him sheepishly, her cheeks were still slighty flushed from the wine. 

For some reason she felt like she was in trouble. She didn't know what for, except for being gone for too long, but Craig wandered off all the time at the barn and left her to worry. Plus, she was sure he knew his way around Keeneland. He wouldn't get lost here. As she looked between the two she squinted her eyes. There was that feeling again....a feeling that Emily was familiar somehow...but it still didn't come to her.

"Alayna...put the glass down, please...you had enough..." Emily leaned in, whispering. "Thats how it starts sweety...soon you wont be able to take a step without asking for permission...just remember what I told you...See you around, dear..."

"Alayna!" He hardly waited for her to say good bye to the woman as he took her under the arm. How could she! At first she just tagged along nicely before her temper sloshed through the winebuzz and she pulled herself away. He had hoped that their first fight would have been about something else.

"Firstly...I do not just wander off...when that Nathan Moore comes back, and I dont think it will be long I will be out of a job so I figured that if I could suck up to the high animals here I might not have to move away from you...since I do not have the priviledge to have ONE solid employee...What Ha...what Ms Ruhn did...have been the first in my career...I didnt exactly gravel for the owners but there are many jockey out there, Kitten...and there are always more coming...younger and lighter. I have many years left but still...Secondly...kissing up is one thing...but to socialize with them...what did you tell her? Do you remember what you told her? What if she had been a journalist, Alayna...you should never accept anything from anyone no matter the pretty plumage!"

His voice got higher, but it was only due to his worry. He was not used to find her missing and his thoughts had gone to Morgan and it had filled him with dread.

"That lady...did she introduce herself fully to you? No? Only her husbands name? Did you tell her about yourself? Fuck..." He pulled his hand through his hair "How much did you tell her?"

He stepped away from her, jaw clenching trying to keep himself somewhat settled.

"If I know her?...yes...yes I know her very well..."

Alayna jerked her arm away from him. She would NOT be dragged around by him, or anyone else, like a teenager that had been caught stealing whiskey from daddy's stash! Her temper flared as he spoke to her, basically chewing her out just because she had talked with someone and she could feel her cheeks reddening with anger. 

"Pretty Plumeage?! I wasn't born yesterday, Craig!" She said angrily, poking his chest with her finger, "I may not be as well known as you but I'm a jockey, too, remember? I know the pressure, I know the rules, I know what and what not to say to reporters and journalists...I'm not some blooming idiot that goes around giving out all of her information!" 

She glared up at him, her brows drawn down and her fists clenched. He had really triggered her anger this time. The best way to do that was to act like she was a little child that didn't know about the ways of the world. She found out very early what the world was like...and he didn't know how hard it was for women jockeys to compete with the men. They were ruthless, but one by one she had made a small name for herself, and she planned on continuing to do so. 

"I didn't even tell her my last name or your's, Craig! She guessed your's on her own, I guess she has heard of you before. I barely told her anything, really, I was just trying to comfort someone that was lonely. I know a little too well how it feels. You act like I gave her my social security number and credit card, or something! What's up with you, Craig? Do you know this woman or something?" 

She appreciated what he said about trying to get a job near her...trying to stick around, but right now the anger blinded her happiness about that and she was only seeing red. He was being ridiculous. She had to get away before she said something she regretted. 

"I'm willing to talk when you chill out..." Was all she said before she turned and stormed out of the clubhouse. A few people had seen the spectacle and were now watching them with shocked expressions. 

She had passed Jose on the way down the stairs and she talked to him just long enough to figure out where the stable's horses were. He told her and she stalked away again. He had seen her in her moods before, and knew it was better to just stay out of the way and not ask questions until she had cooled down. 

She headed for the stables that Jose had mentioned, and entering, she saw a white head pop out of her stall and look at her with perked ears. When she approached the large mare she got a nicker and patted her fondly on her pink nose. "Hey Alqua...." She said wearily. 

Sliding open the door she stepped inside the stall and closed it up again, leaning her back against the wooden boards of the wall. She sighed and leaned her head back as the mare happily snuffled her over. It was good to be around the thoroughbreds again. She had missed them, and by the looks of it Alqualonde had missed her as well. She looked the mare in her pretty blue eyes and stroked her silky forelock, feeling herself calming down just from the sweet mare's company.

Five minutes later Craigs head popped up outside the box. He didnt come in. Just stood there watching. "I got scared..." he said finally "...I got so scared when I couldnt find you...I started to think...about Morgan...and I got angry..." He scratched his head. "Before...I was in a pickle...and...I owed the wrong person money...I dont think he is like him...but it was him I thought about...and I got even more scared...and angry..."

The mare had approached the door and sniffed him a little. He leaned in a little and found a place to scritch, the mares upperlip wiggled a little as she tried to return the favor. First her favorite came to see her and then this new twolegged that found her itchyspot. Fantastic!

Opening the boxdoor just a little he slided in. "I know its tough for you...girls..." he said with a sigh "...and I guess guys like me dont make it easier..." He still hadnt approached her. His shoulders were sloping and it looked like he had been carrying around a heavy load.

"That woman you talked to, its Lord Rupert Redesdales wife...my sister..."

She looked at him with a level expression while he talked to her through the bars of the stall door. Her anger faded as he explained himself and she looked at the ground solemnly. A small spike of fear had risen in her chest at Morgan's name and she had to fight to keep it from affecting her features. She sighed and looked up at him. "Craig..." She began, not really knowing what to say, "He's frightened both of us, and for good reasons, but we can't let it run our lives..." It was easier said than done, there wasn't a day that went by that she didn't think with fear about the man. She wondered who he had gotten in trouble with before. It was never good to owe someone money...some men got their payment with lives...the thought scared her, thinking he may have known such a man. She decided not to ask about it right now, though, he was telling her enough already. If he wanted to open up about it later she would be there to listen. 

When he slid into the stall she took her back off of the wall and stood up completely, facing him. Alqualonde stood next to them both, nuzzling Craig's arm, hoping for some more scritches. He looked beaten down...shaken...and she wanted to comfort him, but her pride wouldn't let her just yet. 

He spoke again and she looked from the mare back up to him. Her eyes widened slightly at what he told her. No wonder he had reacted the way he did....it all made sense now...especially the familiarity she felt whenever she had looked at Emily's face. Anger rose in her again. The woman knew that she was talking about Craig, her own brother, and never even blinked an eye at his name. When he had walked up she wouldn't even look at him! And she had sat there and talked to her for a good twenty minutes and thought she was just giving company to a lonely woman....her hands clenched into fists. Suddenly she had a terrible urge to punch something...and that something was Emily's jaw. How could the pompous woman just sit there and act like everything was normal when her exiled brother walked up to her? 

She walked up to Craig, and hesitantly put her arms around him, leaning her head on his chest. He seemed to slump around her, weary and full of bad memories. "I'm so sorry..." She murmured into it. So much for a leasurely day at the races. "Do you want to talk about it?" She asked softly. She doubted he would, but she wanted to let him know that she was there to listen if he needed...

"You couldnt know...and Em...isnt one to tell...she wasnt like that before...she was a sweet girl...that isnt really my sister..and there isnt much to say really...we arent worth much in their eyes, you see the Redesdales...they arent royalty but have always been close to the royal house in one way or the other and it goes way back...that someone that my mother and sister managed to...snag both the senior lord and the younger one...especially the younger one. In a snap both of them can be titled 'lady' even if they arent born with the title. Their side of the family dont have to worry that Emily will run off with the family fortune since she married the younger lord, and mum...well lets just say she wont have any more kids, not at her age...and when it comes to me...I dont exist...anymore."

Slowly it had dawned on him that it was perhaps because of this, the risk of losing everything that would mean the sweetlife without lifting a finger, that it might be because of that they had cut him off, removed all ties. He wouldnt exactly be the lords new brother...but stranger things had happend within aristocratic walls, all hushed up and hidden from curious eyes. It wasnt just because of what he did. Had he been in to polo it had been different.

He leaned into her and sighed deeply. Four owners he had been able to sweettalk into getting at least a trial ride. If he wanted the job he had to do it today. She would probably yell if she found out but that couldnt be helped. He wasnt healed 100% yet, not from his previous injury and certainly not from his headinjury but this was a hard and unforgiving business. He did it for her...only for her. Glancing over her shoulder he saw the time and broke off the hug. 

"I need to...go for a little bit...to...be on my own a little...dont worry..Im...Im back in an hour or so..." He tried to give her a smile, he didnt want her to worry and in the end it was for their sake.

She looked at him sceptically when he mentioned that he had to leave. Where would he be going? "Ok..." was all she said. Her curiosity was kindled, but she had had enough of fighting for the day, his business was his and she would stay out of it. "I'm going to stay here with the horses, so you can meet me back in this barn." He didn't look too sure about what he was doing, and it made her worry just a bit, but she kept her mouth shut and gave him a quick hug goodbye. Perhaps he was going to try to talk to his sister. She hoped so. 

When he left she sighed and turned back to Alqualonde who looked at her curiously. Her ears were perked and swivelling at every sound. Her jolly ball was in the corner, so at least she had had something to keep her busy during the day. Alayna hugged her neck and gave her a few scratches before heading out of her stall. The mare looked at her through the bars in the door, nickering slightly. "Sorry, girl...I have to go say hi to your brother..." Alayna said apologetically. 

She walked a few stalls down to see the large, black rump of Maethor. His ears were laid slightly back and it looked like he was napping. When he heard her approach, though, he turned his head slightly, one deep blue eye taking her in. She cooed a few words at him from outside, and recognizing her, he pivoted around in his stall to face her. Maethor wasn't the friendliest stallion, but he attached himself to a few individuals, always females. She was one of those people, Hathien another and his half sister, Alqualonde whom he had spent most of his foalhood with. 

His ears perked when she poked a finger through the bars to stroke his velvety nose. Grabbing his halter and stud chain off the stall door she openned it up and slid it around his head. He followed her fairly calmly outisde, he danced sideways a few times since most of the time he was taken outside he was going to go get breezed or raced. She just wanted to graze him, give him some time to be outside and be a horse since he was still just a baby. 

She sat down on the grass lawn in front of the stable and held his lead securely. He dipped his head down immediately and began to hungrily eat the bluegrass underneath him. She sat there for a long time, just enjoying the sounds of the barn and the company of the Thalion colt. She waved at workers she knew every once in a while, occassionally having a small chat before they had to get back to work.

He could tell that he had been out of commision for awhile, but he still did a pretty decent job. Usually the owners put you on mounts that wasnt always the best to see what you were made off. Craig just hoped that Kitten would stay where she said she would be. Thankfully the owners had agreed to comply with his request to do the testrides after the other since he was here just breifly. One had heard of him and was friend with one of the other owners. So having them stay had been easy. The other two wasnt exactly enimies but it was clear they didnt really like eachother.

The first mount was a chestnut gelding that respoded well to him, but as soon as another horse came up next to him on the outside he slowed down. "Are you shy, boy?" Craig whispered and got a grunt in reply. Taking the horse on the outside helped and he knew he had done a good time on the horse. The next horse was another chestnut, but darker in color than the first than had been more coppery in color. This was a filly and she had a temper. Craig stroked her neck as he trotted up to the start. He had snickered as he heard her name, 'Kittehkomitteh', he wondered if it was fate that made him ride her. She was not that fond over on having him on her back. She was fresh under the saddle and the track. A light injury had kept her back a little. Suddenly a left behind spooked her and it seemed like the filly was sure it was going to eat her.

Craig let her stare at it even if it took time, if she didnt got to look at it she would be nervous the next time too, and that time you might not have any time at all. Few moments later it was like the filly had decided it was the twolegged on her back that had made a fuss over a silly thing as a helmet and walked on. She finished on a blazing time, and it was probably the best she had done because the owner looked a little disbelieving at his stopwatch.

Two bays where next, and they were so alike they could have been twins. He never registered their names. None of them seemed to have any real fire and Craig knew as he passed the wire both times it had been ok, but  not more than that. Therefore it surprised him when the owners of the bays, it was the two friends, was very happy with his work and they both were sure that the horses would do better next time. The man with the first chestnut said he would come back to him and the owner that had the chestnutfilly seemed to glow. Of the four he really expressed happiness and told Craig he hadnt seen many that took his time with his horses, especially not if there was a tight shedule to be held.

He had smiled at that and had told the owner that you could rush many things but never a horse, and especially a young horse. At this the owner had nodded and said he would contact Craig next time it was time for a race. It might be other races too. Now when he was done with the testrides it was just the worst left. As he dismounted the last horse he thought he had seen Jose but he hadnt been sure. Hopefully the man hadnt gone to Kitten to tell on him but he wasnt sure about that man. Not that he was unpolite but there were people that didnt mean to gossip, they just did it.

Alayna sat on the grass lawn patiently, plucking up blades of grass and toying with them while the colt happily grazed. Soon, Jose walked past and waved at her. "Hola bonita! (beautiful)" He said, walking up to her. She had known Jose for her whole career as a jockey and since the first time he met her he always insisted on calling her bonita. "Hola senor." She returned, smiling up at him. He must have noticed she was in a better mood or he wouldn't have stopped to talk. 

"Your amigo did very well on the track, senorita! Many of the trainers are talking about him today." He said with a big smile on his face. 

"My friend?" Alayna asked confused. She didn't know any other jockeys that were here today. 

"Yeah, the chico I talked to earlier...Craig?" 

Alayna's eyes squinted up at him, anger heating up inside her once again. "You said he was at the track? Was he breezing horses?" She asked wearily.

He must have realized her change in attitude because the answer came a little hesitantly. "Uhh..Si, senorita. He was testriding a few horses. Looking for a ride, I suppose.... You didn't know?" 

"No." She answered, looking up at him with a faint smile, trying to still be friendly towards the short hispanic man. "I think I'll go talk to him, thanks, Jose." She said and left him standing there as she put Maethor back in his stall. 

Once Maethor was taken care of she walked towards the track quickly. As she came upon it she saw Craig speaking to a few trainers that she knew. She wasn't going to barge in on their conversation, so she sat on a bench in the stands nearby, waiting for him to see her. What was he thinking? He still had a week of recovery time left. She could have brought him out here after that and let him try to find a ride....infuriating man. She knew enough about him by now to know that he was going to do what he wanted to do, but she wished he hadn't gone behind her back on it. If he had fallen this time it could have easily killed him with the surgery he'd just had. She met his look when he finally saw her with a stern one of her own, her arms crossed under her breasts.

"Thank you sir, Im looking forward to it..." he shook the mans hand and turned. He had felt her eyes upon him for awhile and it was no use prolonging it.

"Are you ready to go home Kitten?" Craig knew she would knew about this sooner rather than later. She would have tried to stop him if she had known about it. In wellmeaning but these, at least two of them had many horses and if he could do a good impression, showing that he could take rides on a short notice, that was always a plus.

Her pale eyes had a mixture of worry and anger, not so much on the later but there were still some degree of heat. His head pounded a little but he dismissed it. He let his hand brush over her rump as he came up to her side, giving it a light squeeze. It had been almost a week since, he didnt want to force himself on her, giving her both time and space, and then there was the puppy. A female groom walked past and waved at him.

"Are you at them again, Craigy?" she laughed "Good for you! You know where to find me if you ever get...bored..."

He didnt answer. Once he had laughed and smiled towards her, and placed a saucy comment...but not now...things had changed. He glanced at her. She knew parts of his past or at least the rumor...he couldnt change that, but he had never given her reason not to trust him regarding other women.

She sighed and rubbed her temple with her fingers. "Yeah...lets go." She said. He hadn't commented on it. He knew that she wouldn't like what he did, but for once she kept her mouth shut. If it made him feel better about maybe having a job after Nathan returned then she was happy for that. It relieved her, as well, because now he didn't have to leave so soon. It made her feel selfish...and she hoped that it wasn't holding him back. He had talent, he could go even farther as a jockey, but he stayed for her. It didn't feel fair and she became guilt-stricken thinking about it. 

She turned her head when the woman addressed him. She glared subtley into the other woman's eyes, frowning slightly at her. She knew his past, knew that he had been with many women before her. Now it didn't bother her so much, but a small feeling of jealousy still rose in her before she pushed it back down. Would he be jealous if he ever met any of the men she had been with? Or did he think she was just being silly? 

He surprised her a bit by not even looking at the woman, and she had given a dissappointed "Hmmpf," and stalked off. Alayna took his hand in her's as they walked back to her car. "Are you feeling ok?" She asked worriedly. She was sure the breezing hadn't left him unaffected, and she hoped it wouldn't do any further damage to his head. She'd give him hell if he managed to injure himself again. "So...I hear you were a hit today, even though you were riding injured?" She emphasised the last few words.  "Do you...think someone will hire you on?" She asked a bit too eagerly. She was still a bit angry at him, but she wanted him here with her, and the guilt came back once again.

He squeezed her hand in return, happy for that small gesture of belonging. "Did they say I was a hit?" They had said they had been happy with him, but not more than that. "Oh..I dont know...there was one that was very happy with my job, it was the one I think you saw, then two that was pleased, they probably know their horses never will make it to the top but both of the horses I rode for them are geldings so...it dont really matter...if you think of it breeding wise. The first horses owner didnt say much, Im not sure if they have beat the horse or not, or just kept him around as a rabbit. He was very shy and stopped running as soon as the other horse came up along side him. I did managed to get him going on the outside though but if its a long run he might not have the strenght. I really liked the filly tho..and she belonged to that owner that stayed behind to talk to me as I just mentioned..."

Sighing he continued "...but I honestly dont know if they will...you know how it is...and...about the injured part...they didnt know...or...they dont know more than the first spill I took..." he smirked "...not sure if anyone have missed that one...try to google it..." He shook his head..."Im a sucker for charity stuff...I would do it all over again if it meant the kids got more money..." The man rubbed his head a little "...but I must admit that going home sounds like a good idea..." He let his hand touch her rump again "...altho Im not sure if i need a nap that badly..."

She smiled up at him as he spoke about the test riding, he seemed like he missed the track, so she was at least happy to bring that little bit of joy back to him. Although, she wished it didn't endanger his injury and himself...but she was in the same boat he was as far as safety went. They were both jockeys, you were never guaranteed to make it off the track alive with each race...each breeze...each time you sat on that thousand pound animal's back. 

"Well, in a way I'm glad you tumbled through that fence, or else I wouldn't have met you..." She said grinning up at him and squeezed his hand a bit. She worried a bit when he mentioned that going home sounded good, hoping that he wasn't in any more pain than he let on. She forgot about it, though, when he looked down and whispered to her, his hand brushing her bottom. A small shiver rolled up her spine. She just smiled back saucily at him. 

They chatted on the hour drive home, Craig throwing in plenty of innuendos, as usual, and she retaliated with a few of her own. They swung by the farm house and picked up Penny, chatting with Thomas and Hath, thanking them for watching over her while they were out. Penny wriggled and yipped in Craig's arms on the ride to the apartment. 

It was getting dark out when they arrived back home and Alayna flipped the lights on when she entered the apartment. Tomorrow was Sunday, at least, maybe she could get some rest. It felt like she hadn't gotten much since the puppy had arrived. As much as she loved Penny the little thing didn't like to let people sleep. 

She walked into her bedroom and immediately threw her dress off, tired of being in it for the day. Her hair was still curly and her makeup still on, but she'd just wash it off before she went to bed. She pulled on a tank top and some short shorts and she sighed loudly as she  plopped down on her stomach on the bed. Her head was at the foot of it, and her feet towards the pillows. She dangled her hands off the edge and Penny bounded up to them, biting playfully at her fingers as she wiggled them around, giggling.

He woke with a gasp. His breathing was rapid and his head pounded with the same rythm as his heart. He had never really dreamt of Tobar before, but he did now. Morgan was with him, with the influence Tobar had, and the money as well as the connections, Morgan had waltzed out of jail like he had rolled a double six in Monopoly. Emily was there too, on Tobars arm, laughing at him. He stood alone, trying to get past a large trench. She wasnt seen in his dream but he knew he had to save her. 'You will never get her!'

There was a burning sensation in his stomach and suddenly he had to dash to the bathroom. He needed to lose weight, fast...he didnt like it but these pills...they helped with that. He wasnt sure really what it was but his stomach revolted strongly against it. They were something else he had taken in secret. He didnt want her to worry. She had fallen asleep last night with the puppy in her arms. He sat down and wiped his mouth. His hands were shaking as always after, his head spinning slightly. They had fed him too well. 2-3 pounds was the verdict. If he lost more it was super.

After cleaning himself up he walked out to the livingroom. He sat down in the couch and picked up the morning paper...he tried at least to keep himself updated...sometimes...usually the sportsection was the most interesting one.There was a small, tiny article about Emmys hubby buying a expensive horse to his wife...and he almost choked as he read who the horse was, 'Kittehkomitteh'. Wouldnt it be just typical if he got that ride and had to answer to his own sister..not directly but..still.

She woke up a little earlier than usual, a noise from somewhere had done it. Looking over she noticed that Craig wasn't in bed next to her. It sounded like the crinkling of a newspaper, he must have gotten the morning news off the doorstep already. She glanced at the digital clock and it read 7:03. She groaned, sticking her head under the pillow. So much for sleeping in, if her body woke up during the morning her brain never let her fall back to sleep. She stretched in the bed, twisting around a bit as she did so, and Penny popped out from underneath the purple and grey comforter, bounding towards her face. She attacked her with kisses all over her face and a nip on the nose that she got a sharp "No" for. She recovered quickly from the scolding, though, and continued to play with her more gently, opting to roll in her shampoo scented hair, instead. She giggled and lifted the puppy up over her head, blowing in her face a bit and watching her snap at the air playfully. 

She let the puppy down onto the floor when she sat on the side of the bed. Pushing herself off of it she got up slowly, her bones and joints popping and cracking in protest. It seemed to come with being an equestrian, and throughout the day she would regularly pop certain parts of her body that needed it, like her hip or her neck. 

Walking into the living room she attempted to straighten out her hair, and looked at Craig through bleary eyes. "Goodmorning," she said to him cheerfully. She stood there for a moment and rubbed her blurry eyes, finally clearing up her vision a bit. She looked back at Craig again....he didn't look like he was having a good morning at all...his hands were shaking slightly as they gripped the paper, his face was slightly pale, his cheeks a bit flushed and he had a distressed look on his face. "Craig, are you feeling ok?" She asked, concernedly. 

Walking quickly over to him she stood in front of him and bent down, laying the back on her hand on his forehead. It felt like a normal temperature, but his skin was a bit clammy. "Is something wrong?" She asked again, looking into his eyes as they met her's.

"Everything is just super...just...great..." he felt his stomach turn again but it was just sounds "...if Im ever so lucky I might be riding for my sister..." he held out the paper for her. "...I really liked that horse...she was the one with the best potential too...but...they are just like any other owners...I wont see much of them...hopefully..."

The man rubbed his face. There was a few times he wondered what would have become of him if he hadnt become a jockey. Think if he could eat like...Thomas for example. There were plenty of other things to do with horses...but the racing was in his blood. What else could he do? It was both a blessing and a curse. He knew he was good at it...but then what... He shivered and then glanced over to the woman.

"You look hot and sexy as always..." He waggled his eyebrows like the old Craig Knight would have done. If he thought about something else perhaps it would make him feel better.

"Well, shit." Alayna said as she took the paper from him. "I'm not sure how warmly I'm going to recieve your sister the next time I see her, no offence...she...pissed me off pretty badly yesterday. So, hopefully for your sake and her's you won't be riding that filly." She said, running her fingers through her slightly tangled hair. "If you do get the filly....well, then just enjoy her the best that you can. If you liked her that much then just focus on the ride, and not who you're riding for...I've ridden for plenty of dicks before, and I know you have, too. You know the best thing to do is just race for the horse, not for the owners or trainers at that point..." She placed her hand on his shoulder and squeezed it sympathetically. She hoped her encouragement worked...at least a little. 

At his next comment she snickered and swatted him lightly on his arm. "Pfft, Craig, I just rolled out of bed, dear, I probably look like a hot mess, but thanks for the compliment anyways. You, on the other hand, look like you've seen a ghost. How about some coffee to calm the nerves?" She asked over her shoulder, heading into the kitchen. She poured him a cup whether he wanted it or not along with one for herself. 

She sat next to him on the couch and offered him his coffee. Once he took it she leaned in to him and clicked on the tv to watch some morning news. Penny sat near her feet and attacked her wiggling toes and she giggled at the rambunctious puppy. 

They sat there for a while just watching the news and sipping on their coffee. She looked up at him as he continued to read the paper. He still looked tense and a bit worried. She sat her coffee cup down loudly on the table. 

"Alright, down on the floor." She said, standing up and pointing towards the carpet. Craig looked up at her a bit confusedly and she cocked up one eyebrow at him. "Do you usually hesitate when a woman tells you to get on the floor?" She asked, smirking. He stood up and did as she said, sitting down on the floor, Penny running up to him. 

"Lay on your stomach." She demanded, "And you might have to shield your face from Penny Monster." She laughed as the puppy trotted over to him when he situated himself, trying her best to lick his face, but he stretched his hand out, keeping her from totally smothering him.

Well...it might not be as relaxing with her in his face, but she wasn't going to lock her in the bathroom. Stepping over Craig she strattled his back side with her feet and sat down gently, her bottom on top of his. 

She leaned up to where her mouth was near his ear. "Now, just close your eyes and try to relax." She breathed into it. Her hands found his tense, muscled shoulders. She squeezed and unsqueezed her hands on them, massaging them firmly. When she found a knot, which was fairly often, she placed her fingers over it and rubbed it out, hoping that it felt better. 

She had strong hands from working with the horses, and she was pretty good at giving massages, or at least she thought so...her usual clients didn't usually tell her how they felt afterwords. They were horses, after all. She had had a bit of training in equine massage therapy at the past dressage barn she had worked at, and she applied those techniques on Silver Stone's horses. Hathien swore it made a difference, and the horses all moved a bit more fluidly afterwords. If nothing else, it at least probably felt good, as most of the time they would stretch their necks out and wobble their lips in pleasure.

She continued to work on him, making sure that she got every inch of his back. She pushed her palm up and down the length of his spine kneading it almost roughly. It might hurt a bit while it was happening, but when he got up he'd feel the difference. Luckily Penny had left him, deciding to gnaw on a rawhide bone nearby, instead, so he could focus more on relaxing now.

It was painful at first, at times he had to concentrate not to make a sound, but after awhile it felt better. Slowly he started to drift to sleep, his mouth halfopen, and every now and then a snore escaped. The dream was so mixed up he wasnt sure what to make of it. The jockey that had been his rival with AK, Ronald was there only he was bleeding from a hole in his heart. His black beast had glowing red eyes and a foamy mouth. He ran at the track but he never moved. Soon he heard the sound of hooves getting closer. Like a true horror movie it was dark and it rained from black heavy clouds. The rain made the track slippery. Despite the fact he didnt seem to move, he still slipped and fell several times. The rider circled around him, looking at him with pale eyes. It was strange he didnt remember the other mans eyecolor. The horse screamed at him and he ducked away as it reared towards him. 

The fog suddenly got thicker, the rider vanished....there was no sound...then a scream cut through the sound of the rain and he knew it was hers. He ran towards it but something kept him there. There was a roar, higher and unhuman, he had never heard something like it before. She was trapped somewhere behind the darkness and he didnt know how to save her. Suddenly Morgan stood beside him, laughing. 'If I cant have her, neither shall you!" How it happend he didnt know, but he just knew that somehow sat on top of the man, bashing the mans head against the ground. Finally the blood soiled the earth and he felt his stomach turn. Morgans body vanished and he sat alone in the dark, the rain chilling him to his bones.

He jerked as he woke, suddenly hearing someone calling his name. Still partly in his dream he had a few moments where he couldnt really focus. Then he saw her face and he responded with taking her in his arms, pressing her hard against him. He swallowed hard. Usually his dreams werent this vivid, in fact he rarely remembered his dreams but they had been strange ever since the operation.

He had been making small, desperate noises while he slept, sometimes twitching violently. At one point he even called out her name, which is what drew her attention in the first place since she had been playing with Penny. She walked over to him quietly and sat on her knees in front of him. She was deliberating whether to wake him or not, she hated to...but he looked like he was having an uncomfortable dream. 

Taking her hand and placing it on his shoulder she rocked him slightly. 

"Craig....Craig?.....Craiiiiig?..." 

His eyes shot open and he looked a bit confused for a moment until his eyes latched onto her's. His face looked distressed and his eyebrows were drawn up, small wrinkles forming on his forehead. Then, in one sudden move he got up on his knees as well and wrapped her in a tight hug, pressing her firmly to him. Almost clinging. She responded by wrapping her arms around him as well. One of her hands went up to his hair and stroked it comfortingly. "Craig, did you have a bad dream?" She asked softly, still holding onto him, "You were making noises and you called my name...."

He kissed her in desperation, hard like she would go *poof* if he didnt held her the way he did. The man swallowed hard. It had felt so real, the gaping dark hole of darkness, the roar that came. He touched her, like he needed to prove to himself she really was there. A hand went to her right breast, taking a light hold of it, his thumb gently rubbing over the knob in the center and he felt it grow hard under it. His other hand brought the shirt up exposing the treasures underneith. He whimpered softly as his lips touched it, parting them he let his tongue tease it. She trembled but didnt move away. 

Sucking at it, alternating hard from softer, she let out a soft whimper as well and he felt her coming closer to him. The hand that had the first contact still remained, giving the breast a light massage as his tongue flicked over it, the other travelled down her back. Lifting his head from her chest he kissed her on the lips again before his tongue demanded entery. He had been so scared. It felt like when you watched a horror movie and you knew what was going to happend but had no way of letting that character know about the monster that lie in wait.

"What will I do if I cant save you..."

She was taken by surprise by the kiss, but she didn't resist. She leaned into it, just as desperate as he was for the physical contact. She had been worried for a while, he hadn't made any serious moves on her since the incident besides the night that they returned home. It was very unlike him. She didn't know whether the cause was him or her that had him hesitating, but she had missed his touch. 

Now that his hands roamed over her, her body shivered underneath it. Whimpers escaped her lips as his mouth found her breasts and her head tilted back in pleasure. Her hands weren't idle, either. His chest was bare, and her hands ran up and down it softly, feeling the lean muscle underneath his tanned skin. One hand wandered to his back trailing up towards his broad shoulders, stroking as she went. 

He kissed her lips again, this time demanding entrance with his tongue and she granted it immediately, meeting his with her's. A muffled moan traveled out of her mouth as he deepend the kiss. He pulled back gently and looked into her eyes, the sadness that was usually there mixed with a desperation. 

"What will I do if I cant save you..."

The words stung her heart and she felt herself grimace, like someone had inserted a needle into her chest. She brought her hands up to cup his face and looked him in the eyes as she spoke.

"You already have..." It came out as a whisper. 

He had saved her. In many ways. From herself, from the loneliness that she constantly felt before him...from Morgan when he was going to.....she shivered. She brought her head up to kiss him again, deeply, trying to comfort him, to make him feel better. He didn't realize what he had already done for her.

The man panted, the strong need building up inside like a vulcano ready to erupt. He could not seem to be able to form words describing how she made him feel. The only thing he could do was to show her with each touch and each kiss he gave. His hands that was equally skilled calming a nervy horse as well as tease the flesh of a woman now travelled over her body. His own reacted to her touches and he moaned softly, shivers going up his spine as her hands went lower and then up again. The farmwork had given him plenty of new muscles and they showed clearly since he didnt have much fat on his body. 

He kissed, sucked lightly on her exposed neck, nibbled at it, and bruised it slightly as he rubbed his chin against it. Scooting her closer to the couch so she could lean against the lower part of it he paid attention to her breasts again. For some reason, perhaps unlike other men, he never compared the women he was with. There were no grading or a black book where he gave them scores. He tried to remember them as persons even if he had failed to remember their names. Most didnt care to really remember his either, at least not those he had met on bars.

Her skin was silky smooth, such difference between that hand his hand, it was like he was afraid he would hurt her with his touch. How many wintermornings and cold water back in the UK had they endured before he moved here? Yet, they were as sensitive as the trigger on a landmine.

She leaned back heavily on the couch, happy for it's support. His kisses and nibbles were almost too much to bear and her breathing was coming in quick gasps. Her skin seemed to ignite with each of his caresses, burning a pleasureable sensation into her with his fingers. He continued to lavish her with kisses, on her face, her neck, her chest...her hands weren't idle, either, and they continued to stroke his skin. 

She traced the scar on his belly lightly, running a finger softly across it. A gasp interupted her as he found her breasts again and she had to compose herself before she continued. One of her hands had entwined it in his hair at the action, her fingers gripping it firmly. She forced herself to let go and brought her hand back down again, joining the other one at the scar. 

She could feel the passion rising inside her, like a pot ready to boil over. She had missed him so much when he was in the hospital. Sure, he was there, but he was either in a coma or he didn't remember who she was. That was the most heartbreaking part, thinking that all they had been through together was going to be forgotten by the only person who knew the other half of the story. 

A new desperation filled her at the thought. She raised her shirt completely over her head and discarded it. It was just getting in her way. Moving her hands to his boxers she took ahold of his stiffening member as her lips found his neck, kissing and nipping him down towards his collar bone.

"...oh...fuck..." he moaned as her hand found the dragons keep and entered, perhaps not the most romantic thing to say but those where the words that slipped his mouth. His breath was hot against her neck and he felt it move on its own. It had been a long time since, or maybe not but it felt like it. She had become his drug. He didnt even drink as much as he used to.

He moaned again as she moved her hand along his shaft. "...oh...kitten...blimey..." Leaning in he kissed her and put in all of his desire and knowledge. With a move that he had to have done several times before he moved his hand between her legs and underneith her PJpants. It soon found what it searched for and moved in small circles, alternating the pressure on the knob.

Stiffling her sounds with his mouth he kissed her again and again. His hips bucked against her hand on tits own and he felt the pressure rising. There was a mixture of a moan and growl coming from his throat. As she took off her shirt he brought his mouth back to her soft hills but didnt remove his hand from her core. Taking a nipple in mouth he resumed his previous moves.

She clenched against him as his hands wandered between her legs and moaned as his fingers began to travel in circles. "...hnn....C...Craig...." She whimpered in his ear, the pleasure continuing to rise in her. Her hips moved against her will, slightly pushing into his fingers, guiding them to where she wanted them to be. 

Her hand against his shaft had stopped for a moment, she had let go so she didn't squeeze too hard with the pleasure she was experiencing. Now that she had relaxed again she began to move her hand  up and down him once more as he kissed her deeply. She sighed into his mouth as his fingers continued to move, the noise muffled by his lips over her's. His fingers felt wonderful, but her body ached for something more. 

She slowly layed down with her back on the carpeted floor, coaxing Craig to position himself above her. Her hands gripped his muscled forearms as she pulled her head up to kiss him once again, one of her hands rising to stroke his cheekbone with the back of her hand.

"Oh..oh...Kitten...my...Alayna..." he mumbled as he put half of his weight on her, and the other leaning on his elbows. He nuzzled her neck and taking most of the weight he didnt put on her on one arm while the other helped spread her legs slightly. The man moaned low as the woman wrapped her legs around him, pressing and holding him firm and close to her. The dragon fought its teathers. Another sigh of bliss as she moved slowly against him. He pressed his mouth against her neck, mumbling her name again, like it alone would chase the shadows away. She was his light.

Another low moan slipped out as she pressed even closer, rubbing herself against his trapped beast who tried its best to escape its fabricprison. The tension was starting to build up but there was still time, maybe. He whimpered low, pressing his nose and mouth close to the nook of her neck again, inhaling her scent deeply.

"...Im sorry for not...telling you what I did...today...I just...if I cant find a job...I...I would have to...." Craig didnt want to put the word in his mouth "...I love...you...so, so much...despite what I do...never doubt that..."

"I.....it's ok, Craig...hhhh....I t-trust you..." She managed to say as they continued to move against each other. The feel of his weight on her was what she wanted and she pushed him even closer with her arms and legs. She focused to listen to him as he continued to speak. His words filled her with emotion and she found herself stroking his hair. "I love you....too, Craig...you've made me...so happy..." She said smiling up at him with flushed cheeks.  

It was true. Despite all of their ups and downs she had been the happiest she had ever been in her life with Craig. There was something about him...just his presence could make her beam. They were so alike, and they both found comfort in each other's arms.

She stretched her neck back as his lips found it again, allowing him more access. Her back arched into his stomach, pushing her pelvis into his. She could feel the bulge against her, she knew that he wanted it, too, but so far he hadn't made a move as far as that went. Her body was screaming for him. Aching. She had always promised herself she would never beg....never be the pitiful woman that asked for a man to pleasure her. But this time it was different. She was with someone she loved. It wouldn't be weak, it wouldn't be pitiful...it would be her needing him, and she wasn't ashamed of that. She opened her mouth and the words escaped as he kissed her neck, "Oh...Craig.....please..."

She made it hard, litterary. He rubbed himself against her, wishing there was no need for protection, that it would be ok. Reluctantly he pushed himself off her, his eyes slightly dimmed and he breathed in pants. The pup had thankfully not left her spot but she was watching, head tilted. Had he been the slightest insecure that might have reflected his peformance but truth be told he had forgotten about to pup.

He smiled down at her, her cheeks were flushed too. His hands didnt seem to be able to help themselfs as they found their own way down to her core. He couldnt remember how or when he had removed her pants. Perhaps he could wait a little while longer. Leaning down his tongue made his agile fingers company. How he enjoyed her almost mewing sobs as he found just the right spot, the right tempo and the right sucktion. It made him growl low in response. The taste of her seemed to arouse the dragon more, like a offering of a maiden. Her hands seemed to grasp after something, him but he couldnt come close to her, he couldnt resume how he had laid before. The tension that was growing in his own loins made him whimper and he tried to focus on her.

Each lick, each probing trust with his tongue he made brought her closer. He felt the twitches, her thighs seemed to close on either side of his head and there was more taste of her. She lifted herself against him and he sucked at her harder as she trembled, a wordless moan escaping her parted lips. His hands supported her lower back. Soon after he couldnt hold himself back, as a response to her. He didnt like this, what he thought was lack of control.

Moving upwards he leaned his forehead between her breasts, panting. "...Im...sorry...it wasnt...perfect...I want it to be perfect for you..."

Alayna lay there panting with him on top of her. She stroked his hair lovingly as he rested against her.  She looked at him as she did, a faint smile playing at her lips. When he spoke she gave him a look.

"Craig, when I'm with you it IS perfect." She smiled at him, tugging on his hair with one of her hands teasingly, trying to get across to him that he was being silly for worrying. "We might have mentally scarred the puppy," She teased with a wink, "But it was perfect for me." 

They layed there for a bit more, just soaking in each other's company and enjoying relaxing. Eventually she sighed, "Well, I suppose I should go put some clothes on, as much as you might like for me to walk around the house nude all day." She said with a laugh. He got up and headed for the shower. She had taken one the night before, she was a little sweaty now, but she didn't think she would be going anywhere important today. 

She changed into some comfortable clothes, a T-shirt and some jean shorts. Coming back out into the living room she grabbed Penny up and took her outside to potty, then brought her back inside. When she put the puppy down she bounded off, full of new energy, to play with a toy by the TV. 

Alayna's pocket buzzed and rang suddenly. Taking her cell phone out she looked at the number....it didn't look familiar. She answered anyways, you never knew who would be calling you as a jockey. 

"Hello?" 

"Hi, is this Miss Alayna O'Shea?" The voice on the other end asked, it was a masculine voice. 

"Yes, this is she..." She said it skeptically. If it was another telemarketer then she was going to give the man a piece of her mind...

"We have called to congratulate you and inform you that your submission to enter the olympics this year has been accepted." 

Her eyes widened and her voice got stuck in her throat. Her? Going to the Olympics?! Hathien had convinced her to send in an application, but she had only done it half heartedly, not thinking that she would be anywhere near qualified enough. Turned out she was....

"Oh..Thank you!" She finally managed, her voice rising a few octives in excitement. 

"We will be contacting you by email soon so that you can fill out all the forms you need to compete and recieve details. Have a very good day, Miss, O'Shea, and congratulations." 

"Thank you!" She hung up the phone in a daze, a grin widening on her face the more she thought about it. This was a dream come true! She had a chance to represent the farm in the equestrian Olympics. 

She hadn't heard Craig get out of the shower, but he suddenly came around the doorway in a towel. She ran up to him excitedly, gripping his forearms and looking up at him. "Craig...I just got accepted to the Olympics! I get to go to Europe!"

"...thats...super..really..congratulations..." It was great news, but he couldnt help to feel the pang of fear hitting him. He had removed the band-aid...it wasnt needed and he didnt want to look like a werido with it on. The hair was coming out nicely. He had thrown the soiled underwear in the washer. He turned towards her again, looking like a dog that knew he would be left at home or in a kennel when the family left. "...so...when...are you leaving?"

He wasnt sure what to say. He was happy for her, but he was sad for himself. He picked up the remote as he sat down in the couch, flipping through the channels to finally land on some tv-shop channel that at the moment was trying to sell some weightloss powdermix...He stared at the screen with out really watching it.

She looked at him with a frown, her bottom lip puckering out and her brows drawing down. He didn't sound excited at all....the Olympics was a big deal for her.....heck, it was for anyone who was accepted! She had expected him to react with a bit more...well, excitement for her. He walked dejected-looking over to the couch and plopped down, still in his bath towel. 

"Well....it wouldn't be for a few months. I have to get Valor in shape and make arrangements." She said as she stood there, watching him on the couch. He stared at the tv blankly with the remote still in his hand. She walked slowly over towards him and sat down on the cushion next to him. 

Looking over towards him he didn't look back at her. She was starting to feel some anger rise in her. Why couldn't he be as happy as she was about it? He looked rejected and sad..."I...wanted to know if you would come with me...to be my groom? It's not much else than helping me out when I need it, but you would get paid while you are with me since you'll be technically working for the farm again. I can't take Hathien or Thomas, they need to stay here and keep the rest of the horses in shape. Lillian and Nathan have a few shows coming up around that time...so...I'm sure Hath wouldn't mind paying you. She knows you work hard...." She looked back over at him again. Maybe that's why he was sad? Because he thought she was going to leave him? He must not realize how much she wanted him to go with her. It would be fun...and it would prolong their time together...it hurt not knowing how long that would be. That one day he could just get up and walk out to pursue his jockey career. She would be happy for him...but she would probably be miserable, herself. She wouldn't let herself get in the way of his dreams, though. He was too talented to let it go to waste.

He didnt look up at her as she sat down beside him, instead he seemed to very intently study the form and the buttons of the remote. "I would have followed you anyway, kitten...if you wanted me to or not..." he said softly "...you are the first thing I think of when I wake up....and the last when I go to sleep...you are what I daydream about during the day...and without...you...in my life...I dont see a point of...doing anything..." The man sitting in the couch was lightyears from the cocky Craig Knight some of the industry knew about. He dared to let his guard down with her. 

"...I had never planned to fall in love with you, I had never planned to fall for anyone, I thought I did fine on my own, my casual lifestyle...the women...but I fell on my face, hard, when I met you...I have never let anyone this close to me before...and it scares me...Im afraid to move forward even if that is a logical thing to do. You will never see a horse race backwards..." The remote was still the thing he focused on. "Love...scares the hell out of me..." he said after a few moments of silence, only the sound from the TV was heard, informing the viewer about the wonders about 'Instathin' - a miracle shake that would make you lose weight within the week from starting using it. "...Im not sure if anyone have really loved me before..." Sven passed by his inner view. Craig swallowed and frowned. It wasnt true. Sven said he had...feelings...strong feelings for him...he hadnt used the word 'love' but the way the blonde man had looked at him, taken his hand and placed it on his chest. There could only be love. At the time he had been to shocked to reflect more of the fact.

The man clenched his jaws, trying to get his emotions in order. Sven hadnt deserved it. He still didnt like what the man was, but...he hadnt deserved getting beaten for it. Even if he hadnt been one of those beating him up...he was still part of it. Some of the other jockeys had visited him at the hospital but not him. What would he have done if it had been Kitten that rejected him like that? Not that he was a stranger to rejections, there were women that rejected him...but they were less than the women that didnt. He had never had a problem getting a date. Now he wasnt even interested. Those two beers at the fair, and those 1-2 glasses of scotch with Kitten were the only thing 'alcoholic' stuff he had since he came out from the hospital, and he been drinking more than that before. A glass of whiskey or more kept the hunger away and had been an effective way to keep his weight. 

She looked at him as he talked, he refused to meet her eyes, dealing with his emotions the best he could. But, if he had looked at her eyes he would have seen the tears welling up in them. His words had triggered her emotions stronger than ever....hearing him say such things...she never had expected it to go this far. But she was so happy it did.

After a few moments of silence she slid her hand slowly over to his and gripped it tightly with her's. "Oh, Craig..." She started, a tear spilling down her cheek, "I'm the same way....I'm a mess when it comes to you....a complete and absolute mess, but I wouldn't have it any other way." She smiled up and him as she said it, squeezing his hand a bit. "Before you I never knew what love was....that's why I wasn't looking for it when I found you. Sure...I have been with men, but none that ever loved me, not anywhere close to how you do..." 

She was finding it hard to find the words...but she tried for him...just like he had done for her. "I...don't want you to leave....the thought of you leaving scares me senseless. You're the only sense of security I have Craig...I need you to live...to breath. I've given my heart to you completely, and I trust you to do with it what you will. I still don't quite understand love.." She gave a small laugh as she said it, some more tears running down her face, "But I'm willing to learn with you...we can figure it out together." 

Turning a bit she faced him and slowly, she wrapped him in a firm hug, tears of happiness still spilling from her eyes and onto his bare shoulder. One hand wrapped around his back, pulling him closer to her while the other cradled the base of his neck. She breathed in his scent, trying to capture it in her memory forever. "I love you, Craig..."

Kitten had taken the grey arabian out and Craig couldnt help to feel uneasy. He wasnt sure what it was that made him feel like it. The air had felt strange. It hadnt helped when he had seen Thomas and Hathien standing together, watching the skies and especially the clouds. He had finally been allowed to do smaller things, it bored him stiff - and not the good sort of stiff - but it was at least something for him to do.

He looked up as he heard the raindrops on the roof. The worry for the woman that held his heart in the palm of her hand grew stronger. Why wasnt she back now. She should have turned if the weather got bad. Suddenly he saw a grey shadow thunder past the door of the shed he sat in, cleaning tack. It was...the horse...Dagor...but he was without a rider!

"THOMAS!" he hollered as he ran towards the spooked animal. As he came closer he slowed to a walk. The eyewhites of the animal glimmered and the stallion seemed tensed as a pianowire. Craig whistled low, trying to get the stallions attention.

"....here boy...come...its ok...where did you leave Kitten? Its not nice dumping girls like that...you know they like all the fancy things...and you are supposed to leave them by the door you know..."

Finally he got hold of the reins that lay high upon the horses neck. It was a wonder they hadnt slipped over his head...and it was lucky too...who knew what could have happend then. Thomas came up to him just as he got hold of the reins. Dagor shied to the side but seemed to calm a little when the other man spoke to him too. He wasnt sure if he liked the way the mans face looked. Something was not good.

"Thomas...did you know where she was going to ride?"

She came to on a pile of rocks, her whole body ached, and she heard a groan as her head cleared. It was her own, she realized. It had all happened so quickly. The stallion was fine, calm and collected as they walked the forest trail. She had wanted to work on his stamina, heading for a large hill that she knew was beyond the woods to trot him up and down it. Instead, right as they came to the clearing in the forest something large bounded out in front of them, narrowly missing colliding with them. Dagor had reared, the only thing keeping them from getting ran over by the spooked deer. She had stayed on for that, although her seat became unbalanced. What happened next was why she came off. He had shot to the side, setting down on his hocks and literally disappearing out from under her. There wasn't much you could do to stay on when a horse did that, especially with an english saddle on. 

She had landed in the rocky area that she layed in now...she didn't remember much after she hit the ground, but feeling her temple there was already a very large knot forming on it. She turned her head to the side to see a larger rock...she must have slammed her head into it during the fall. She immediately regretted moving her head, though, because the second she did a wave of nausea rolled over her. She must have a concussion...she had had plenty in her lifetime already, and she was smart enough to know that she needed to stay awake. Her back and shoulders hurt, the small bits of gravel underneath them digging into her flesh. She was sure she was going to have some pretty bruises all along her back soon, and she could feel a bit of blood soaking the tank top she was wearing. 

Her foot was what really hurt, though. Right before everything went black she remembered hearing a sickening crunch. The stallion had danced sideways in his fright and his hoof had landed right on the top of her left foot. She groaned again as the pain set in, throbbing its way through her. She wondered briefly where the stallion had gone...if he was ok..but the pain wouldn't let her think. The only thing she could focus on was not falling asleep. To do that, she fixed her eyes on the sky....and noticed the ominously darkening clouds rolling in above her. "Shit...." She moaned desperately.

-----------------------

Thomas had ran over at Craig's call to find Dagor riderless, eyes rolling in fear and his nostrils wide. The proud Arabian wasn't wanting to let anyone touch him, but finally the two men managed to calm him down and Craig grabbed the reins. Thomas noticed a small cut on his shoulder and forearm, but nothing else seemed to be obviously out of order with the stallion. 

"She....went out to train Dagor on a hill....you know the one by the old abandoned barn?" He grimaced a bit saying that, but it was the only marker nearby that he knew Craig would recognize. Thomas looked up at the sky again as the rain began to drizzle down, thunder rolling ominously over the clouds. 

He knew what the man was planning on doing by the look on his face and he grabbed him by the shoulder, turning the shorter man towards him. "Craig....Hathien just told me that the weather station is predicting an F3 tornado in this area soon...there's a squall line headed straight for us....you can't go out in this weather, not in your condition!" A part of him paniced for Alayna but he forced himself to stay calm. Craig's head was still injured, he couldn't go out there and risk even further injury to himself. Hathien was completely panicing and he had left her inside with instructions to head to the cellar if she heard the sirens go off. She had begun to shake, and he couldn't get her to stand still. He hated to even leave her for this, but he had to help Craig and Alayna. 

"Let me go." He said looking the man in the eyes, "I know my way around the trails better than you do, and you're injured. I'll search for her, she can't be too far away. The horses need to be taken into the barns, can you do that for me? When you get done I need you to stay with Hath...she's too beside herself to do much. Take her to the cellar if you hear sirens." He looked into his eyes pleadingly, hoping the man would comply without a fight. His fear rose as the rain became heavier, the Arabian jigging sideways at a loud peal of thunder, snorting loudly.

Fear traded place with anger. He pushed the mans hand off him, pushed him out of the way. "Im fine! You take care of your lady, and i take care of mine! I need to find her!" As the man tried to grab him again it was adrenaline alone that did it. He shoved the man hard up against the wall, almost spooking the grey stallion again. The shorter mans eyes were widened, he was scared, he had only seen tornados on TV and movies...but what feared him the most was that she was out there. "You fucking dare to stop me Thomas and I will beat you up! If Alayna is out there, *I* will find her! I WILL find her! I MUST find her! If you go...you will break her heart if something happens...if I go...and something happens..." he let go of the man "...then we are at least together...life is worthless without her..."

He turned and ran in the direction the tall man had vaugly described after taking a first aid kit with him. "You take care of the horses! We be right back!"

"ALAYNA!!!! KITTEN!!!! Where are you???!!"

His calls had so far remained unanswered but he kept calling. Worried he looked at the sky and then down on the trail before him, looking at tracks...here and there there were hoofprints, going in one direction...deer tracks suddenly crossed them and further ahead there was really no tracks at all, the path was messy like the horse and tried to do a 180 spin or something. He was wet now and his desperation was only growing. What would he do if he didnt find her? 

"ALAYNA!!!! KITTEN!!!! Where are you???!!"

Thomas was shocked as the small man pushed him up against the wall of the building with much more strength than he had expected. Anyone watching might have called the situation comical, but it was far from it. At the man's words Thomas nodded his head solemnly, letting him go. How could he say no to his words? He only hoped and prayed that the two of them remained safe. 

The second Craig let him go and dashed off Thomas ran for the pastures, grabbing four halters in his hands and heading for the frightened horses that now trotted up to him, knowing that he would take them inside. He had Dagor as well, and once he got everyone haltered he jogged them to the barns, saying a silent prayer for Craig and Alayna as he went.

---------------------------

Alayna's eyes had closed. She was drifting off, the rain had already soaked her through and she lay there exhausted, only wanting to sleep. Another clap of thunder sounded, closer than before. The wind was starting to pick up and the trees were swaying in the gusts that came violently. She had to find shelter....and she knew what it would be....the old abandoned barn. Fear rushed into her as she thought of it. Her hands started to shake just thinking of going back in there...seeing Craig's blood soaked into the floorboards of the barn....But she had to do it. The weather was getting very ominous, and she had been in Kentucky for long enough now to know what tornadic weather looked like. 

Groaning, she forced herself up on her elbows. Her head swirled, protesting with another wave of nausea and she gagged. She was trying to settle her stomach when she heard a voice. Straining to hear over the gusts of wind she caught it again, but just faintly...did it say "Kitten"?! Kitten! Craig had come for her. In her relief she had moved herself up more and gasped at the pain that shot through her as well as that nagging nausea. She couldn't go to him...that was certain. He was going to have to come to her. In a hoarse voice she called out. "Craig! Craig! I'm over here!" She continued to call for him, no matter how much her head begged her to stop. The rain had started to really pour and the wind was whipping it around in vicious gusts. They both had to get to the shelter of the barn. Very, very soon.

He was with her within moments when he heard her call. Worry beamed out from him, worry and fear. A branch that had come flying had hit him across the face, making a cut on his forehead and the rain made the blood that emerged trickle down his face with the rain. It wasnt deep or big and it didnt bother him, in fact he hadnt even noticed it yet. He kissed her deeply, just happy to have found her. If he hadnt seen the ripped up earth he would just have easily have turned around.

After releasing her from the kiss and hastily checking her over. He frowned at the wound at her temple and her foot. "Dont tell me you left the helmet in the barn?" he scolded despite the looming clouds "...I told you..." he continued while he hoisted her up in his arms "...I told you several times..." He took out the bearings for the old barn and started to walk. They were almost there when he heard it for the first time, he felt the woman tense up. The sound seemed to go through his bones "...We need to hurry, hurry Craig!" was the only thing that she said, pleading with him. He didnt look back. It would only take time if he looked back. His arms had started to shake. She wasnt that heavy but his hold hadnt been great to start with when he had picked her up. He had to hold on to the grip that he had and it made it harder as they went. The rain hit him like needles, by the sound of it, he thought it was a freight train coming, somewhere behind them but he couldnt stop to look. 

Stopping just shortly, despite the pleading from the woman in his arms, he needed to see where to go next. He spotted the basement and went down. Quickly put her down on the floor and then ran up the stairs to shut the doors. Just in time. With a large crash, that caused him to fall back down the stairs, came something big and heavy, landing across the door, both trapping them inside and at the same time giving them protection from the strong winds ripping it open.

The back of his head hurt, and was probably bleeding some from hitting the barrister but he crawled up next to the woman, protecting her as well as he could with his own body. He wrapped his arms around her. She shivered but if it was for the cold of the rain, the weather outside or a mixture of both. The only thing he could do now was to keep her warm and awake. "It will be ok Kitten, Im here...Im always here....I wont leave you...ever..."

Relief flooded her when he came running out of the woods towards her. He had a small cut on his forehead, but it didn't look too bad. He surprised her by kissing her passionately before he picked her up, she responded with a loving kiss in return, but her head was buzzing from the sudden movement. 

"I know...." She replied pitifully as he softly scolded her, " I never learn my lesson..." She said with a hoarse laugh. She was shivering by now. The rain was cold and had totally soaked her through. She leaned into Craig as he picked her up, trying to push into his body heat. Her head was pounding as he held her, she knew he couldn't help the movement as he jogged towards the barn, but it was causing extreme pain to her foot which bounced as he moved. She bit her lip and squeezed her eyes shut to force the noise of pain that was attempting to escape down. 

She opened her eyes up again as another, very strong, gust of wind ripped past them this time. She heard a crack in the distance and saw a large tree limb fall to the ground. She looked back up at the sky, squinting against her blurry vision to see a very dark, rotating cloud above them. She urged Craig on, fear beginning to rise in her. She knew what the cloud meant, and if there was enough rotation it would soon for a tornado. It would only take a few seconds for one to develop. 

As he stopped she pleaded with him, she knew he was tired, but the cloud was now lowering down to meet the ground. "Craig, PLEASE!" She shouted. She wasn't even worried about herself at the moment. The tornado could pick her up and throw her across the country for all she cared, but if Craig got hurt....or killed....trying to save her she could never forgive herself. Her life would be ruined. 

Luckily, he only paused for a few seconds, just enough to find the old cellar by the barn and take her down into it. He sat her down and ran to shut the door when she heard a series of loud thumps along with a deafening shriek of wind. Craig came back into view holding his head for a moment. Had he hurt himself? He crawled up next to her and shielded her with his body, his warmth welcomingly surrounding her. She continued to shake from both the cold and her nerves, and she clung to him as he knelt over her. The wind buffeted the cellar door, and she could hear it groaning against the pressure. The tornado had to have touched down, she heard loud crashes and the sharp noise of wood being ripped apart from nails above them. She hugged Craig tighter as he began to murmur to her. She heard tiny pellets hitting the cellar door, as well, and they got exceedingly louder. It must have been hail, fairly big from the sound of it. 

After one tense minute the noises let up and then disappeared all-together. Rain replaced the sound of the hail hitting the door and she let out a sigh of relief. A calm washed over her after all of the adrenaline and her eyelids became very heavy, trying to slide shut as Craig's warm body pressed up against her. The pain was still there, her head and foot ached agonizingly. She briefly thought that she needed to take her boots off, her foot was painfully pressed into it, swelling up and bruised, she guessed. If she didn't get it off soon it was going to be really bad if she attempted to after it was fully swollen. She shook her head, trying to stay awake and nausea flooded her again, she gagged a few times, but managed to keep it down. "Craig..." She said weakly, "My boot..."

He knew it would hurt. It probably was hurting. Whatever he did, it would hurt more than it did now. He tried to be gentle but there was no way he could remove the boot by pulling. She didnt say much but he saw it. He tried to smile at her as he took up a swiss armyknife from his first aid kit. He hadnt put it there for the knife, but more for the other things like the sizzor, but now it proved to be good to have.

"I hope you dont like these boots too much, Kitten...I buy you a knew pair..." With that he made a cut in the lining and then did his best to rip it open, a little bit at a time. There were four more cuts needed before he could get it off. Carefully he removed her sock. The foot looked like it was a prototype for fireworks, shifting in colors from yellow, red, purple and blue. It seemed to be a clean break however, nothing that came through the skin. He looked around and saw two boards from an old fruit box. After fetching them he took up an bandage from the kit. He had ripped his own shirt when the bandage wasnt long enough. The two boards, bandage and ripped shirt still wasnt much to form a support but enough to at least form a temporary one and protection. It wouldnt hold long but hopefully long enough until she got to the hospital. After the foot was taken care of he tended to her other smaller knicks and bruises using as good as all of the content in the small package.

"You have to stay awake Kitten...you know you have too..." he shook her lightly after she leaned her head against him and closed her eyes, her body just shivering a little. "ALAYNA!" He didnt mean to yell at her, not that harshly, but he couldnt let her fall asleep. "Tell me something, Kitten...just something to keep you talking..." His own head was pounding, from stress, from fear...from the hit from the banister...but he didnt care about that now. He had a small bottle of water but he couldnt let her drink either. His training with accidents had made him cope with this...but he had totally forgotten about if a injured person was allowed to drink water...

She was so tired. The only thing keeping her awake was the pain and the nagging churning of her stomach. It hurt like hell when Craig took the boot off of her foot, but she managed to muffle most of the groans that attempted to leave her throat. She was pretty sure there were a few chips in her foot, the stallion had crushed the top of it thoroughly with his hoof during his fright. She didn't blame him. It was no one's fault, the deer had just bounded out of nowhere, probably spooked by the storm. 

The splint felt nice on her foot, it at least took most of the strain off of it and held it in place. The tiny relief from some of the pain made her even sleepier. Her brain was having a hard time functioning and her head slumped over onto Craig's arm....

"ALAYNA!" 

Her eyes popped back open and she looked a little shocked back up at him. She knew that she needed to stay awake...she was just having such a hard time keeping her thoughts together. When he told her to tell him something her brain fumbled around for a subject...any subject..."My....daddy broke....his foot once." She giggled a little at the memory, "Mom...back...backed over it...with her car on....accident...." Accident....car accident. Her fuzzy mind pieced the two words together painfully. "They...died...in a car accident..." She frowned and her stomach roiled more at the bad memory. "Craig...I do-don't feel good." 

A sour taste was working its way into her mouth and she wriggled a bit in his arms, trying to get away from him. She saw an old bucket not far away, but she wasn't sure that she could make it in time.

He had seen her turn pale and crawled to reach for the bucket he guessed she wanted. He managed to catch most of it. Taking the knife again he cut a part of his pants leg. Wetting it with water he first dried her around her mouth, took a new strip, wetted that too and put on her forehead to cool her down. "When I first learned to drive with a trailer, I backed over my boss toes...it was horses in the trailer too...I wasnt fired though...it always surprised me..."

Taking a handful of sand from the dirtfloor of the old basement, he sprinkled some over the remains she left in it. Covering it up helped hide the looks of it plus made it smell less. There seemed to still be raining outside, but not as much as it had done. After making sure she could sit on her own he went up to the door. What ever it was that had fallen across the door still remained. They were trapped down here. How the hell would anyone find them? He hadnt brought his cellphone and the woman most likely didnt have hers either. 

Craig rubbed his chin. What the fuck would he do now? He couldnt tell her that. That they were trapped. She needed to go to the hospital. He raised his gaze to the roof. It seemed to be thick planks. Planks that had to be the floor of the barn. Too thick and solid despite their age for him to break. There were a few holes here and there however. He took one piece of the used fabric pieces from his pants, stuck it on a thin piece of a fruit box 'splinter' and shoved it up in one of the holes. If anyone walked into the barn they would see it. Hopefully they would look around more closely if they saw something odd.

He returned to the womans side, and did his best trying to keep her both warm and awake.

She hated to make Craig see that, but, the good thing was her stomach wasn't nearly as upset now. There hadn't been much in it in the first place, so now she didn't think there was anything else to lose. It had cleared up her head a bit, too, and that helped her remember to stay awake. 

He sat her up against the cellar wall and disappeared for a moment, when he returned his face looked distressed. He didn't say anything, though, and she didn't ask. She just leaned into him when he sat back down next to her, soaking in the heat of his body. Her clothes were still soaked, but they were slowly drying. In an effort to stay awake she joked a bit with him, "You don't want to give me any more kisses until I find a toothbrush." She giggled. 

---------------

Thomas had gotten the horses into their stalls just in time. When he slid Blackhawk's stall door shut the eerie tornado siren had echoed in the sky. "Crap..." He muttered, and sprinted outside and towards the house. He saw Hath standing on the porch, wide-eyed and hugging her arms around herself. He ran up the steps to her and grabbed her by the wrist, pulling her down towards the cellar doors. She ran along with him obediently, he could feel her wrist shaking in his grip. The poor thing was scared to death. She never acted like this, but this was the one occasion where she lost her composure. 

He was nervous, too. He never liked these storms. He found them fascinating, but he would rather be in the safety of a basement. Not to mention it could cause serious damage to the barns, fences or God forbid...the horses. He slammed the door shut behind him, a few pieces of hail bouncing down the cellar stairs as he did. He hoped Craig and Alayna were alright. He hadn't seen or heard from them since Craig left, and the worsening weather worried him.

Hathien was pacing in the cellar with her flashlight when he came down the stairs. She looked terrified  in the dim light as yet another clap of thunder rolled across the sky and the wind blew into the cracks between the cellar door. He didn't want to do anything but comfort her at the moment, he hated that he couldn't calm her fears. He would rather carry them himself. 

He couldn't, though, so he did the next best thing. He wrapped her up in a secure hug and she surprised him by leaning into his chest. He rested his head on her's and rubbed her back comfortingly, breathing in her scent as he did so. It was intoxicating, and only the sound of the viscious wind outside brought him back to reality.

"Thomas...where are Craig and Alayna...?" Hathien asked suddenly, looking up at him worriedly. He sighed and looked back down at her, explaining that they had found Dagor...riderless. Her eyes widened and she squirmed out of his grip. "Why didn't you tell me earlier?!" She asked in a panic. "There wasn't any time. I had to go get all the horses in...." He explained to her. She looked down at her feet. "I should have helped...I could have gone with Craig and helped him search!" She said angrily. He could tell she was frustrated with herself, with her fear for clouding her thoughts. "It'll be alright, Hath," He said as reasuringly as he could, "Craig is a smart man...he's probably got Alayna safe and sound in some shelter right now." 

They rode out the storm in the cellar while the siren sounded, which was about five minutes. They emerged soon after, Thomas poking his head above ground first. There were a few limbs scattered around, and he could see some loose tin on the top of one of the barns, but it was nothing he couldn't fix later. He and Hath ran through the barns quickly and made sure the horses were ok. Daisy was a bit spooked and Hathien stayed with her to calm her down and keep her from climbing out of her stall. 

Thomas saddled up Vanya and headed quickly down the trail that Craig had ran down, praying hard that they were both safe and sound.

 He and Vanya returned after the sun had set. It was still raining and he was soaked to the bone when he trudged into the farm house kitchen. Hathien walked up to him quickly, the hope fading from her eyes when she didn't see the two following him. 

"No luck..." Thomas sighed. He was tired, sore and chaffed from his soaked clothes. He had ridden most of that side of the farm, trying desperately to find them, but to no avail. "We need to call the fire department and set out a search party." He told her  "I'll call them, you change into some warm clothes." Hathien said, and pulled out her cell phone to call in a search party.

He had gone up a few times, like the scenario would be changing from the last time he had checked the door. The big thing on the door was still there, and there was no other sound than the normal ones of an old building. What would that little cloth do if the whole thing was wrecked? In all the junk...who would look extra at a piece of demin? It had to be late now. He had lost his watch. Was a cheap thing so it wasnt a terrible loss. 

There was no food down here. Only things he had found was some empty cans, a very old horseblanket and a half a Playboy from 1987. Guess someone had kept themselfs busy down here under a previous storm. Craig snerked. Who could have the chill to do that while a twister strolled by your hosue. He had just glanced at it...a little bit. The fashion was strange then. Although he never saw why guys found the magazines 'useful'. There were a few times he had watched similar stuff on TV...but since he had a rather good luck with real women he hadnt done much of that either.

"Kitten? Still awake? I know its hard but you have to...tell me something more..." He had brought the blanket with him. It wasnt the best but it was dry and would keep her off the floor. As carefully as he could he placed her on in, and folded a little piece of it over her legs. He looked on her face and saw her eyes clipping a few times, like she was really fighting it, trying to stay awake, she said something he couldnt hear and then they closed. 

Fear gripped him and he threw himself closer. He checked her pulse and he felt himself relaxing when it was strong. He shook her a little but only got a mumble for a reply. At that point, after really making sure she was alright, even if she had passed out, he went up to the door and started to scream. He wasnt sure how long it was but his voice wasnt more than a course whisper when he heard the first faint voices.

Thomas changed into some new, dry clothes and a rain coat while Hathien called the fire department. They had told her that they would get there as soon as possible, but there were a lot of other calls at the moment that were more urgent. Aparently the rest of the county had been slammed with damage as well and the clean up had already started. Thomas had left Vanya tacked up and tethered her in the barn. He was getting ready to go back out when Hathien stopped him. 

"I'm going with you." She said as she shrugged into a coat of her own. It was still pouring outside and every once in a while thunder rolled across the sky with a bright flash of lightning accompanying it. 

"Are you sure, Hath...? I know you're not too keen on storms...." She just nodded in reply with a determined look in her pale eyes. "Alright, I'll tack up Luna and ride her, you can take Vanya, she's waiting in the barn." 

They tacked up quickly and headed out of the barn and back into the pouring rain, the wind was still blowing in hard gusts and the trees swayed and creaked around them as they headed down the same trail Craig had earlier. "I think we should check by the old barn, it's near the hill where Alayna was going to work Dagor." Thomas yelled back to Hathien, she nodded in answer, her face looking tense in the light of another lightning flash. Thomas still needed to check over the Arabian stallion. He was safe in his stall at the moment, but the cuts on his forearm and chest needed to be tended. 

They made their way slowly down the trail, letting the horses pick their way over downed limbs and a few rotten or small trees. Something bad had come through this area....if it wasn't a tornado then it must have gotten close to one, because debris was scattered everywhere. His calloused hands gripped the reins a little tighter at the thought. What if Craig hadn't been able to find Alayna? What if they were both still outside somewhere? Craig wouldn't have let a tornado stop him from finding her...he might have done something rash in his panic....and the man had certainly looked paniced when he slammed Thomas up against the wall. 

The clearing was up ahead and the path cleared up, so they trotted the horses the rest of the way. Thomas trotted straight up to the barn, hoping that they had found shelter in it. But his heart fell as he looked at it...if they did go inside of it for shelter then the situation looked helpless. One side was caved in, the roof laying on the floor, wood and tin scattered everywhere. Thomas didn't approach it too closely on Luna for fear loose nails might be scattered on the ground. Hathien trotted up next to him a few moments later and dismounted, handing her reins to Thomas who took them in his hands. 

She walked up to the barn slowly, and suddenly froze in her tracks. "Craig?? Is that you?" She yelled suddenly. Thomas looked at her questioningly, dreading what she might have found, but suddenly she turned to him with a smile on her face. "It's Craig! He sounds like he's in the cellar, Thomas, help me try to move some of this debris!" Thomas trotted the horses to a nearby tree and tethered them quickly, in as much shelter from the wind and rain as he could find for them. Then he sprinted to Hathien. 

Thomas bent down towards the door of the cellar, that was blocked with some large beams and pieces of tin. "Craig! Is Alayna there with you? Are you all alright?" 

A faint, hoarse voice was heard from underneath, "She's down here, but she's hurt. It's her head and her foot. Can you all get us out of here?" 

"Hang on and I'll see what we can do." Thomas answered. He and Hathien worked together, clearing the sharp tin off of the door as well as some of the smaller pieces of wood. One of the beams, however, was much too large for them to move on their own. Hathien grabbed her cell phone out of her pocket and dialed the fire department once more. They told her that they could send a team out, now, and she gave them directions to the tiny side road that would lead them to the barn. 

Soon they arrived, with an ambulence as well since Hath had told them someone was injured. They pulled out a few chainsaws and immediately started to saw the large beam into smaller pieces. Hathien and Thomas helped where they could, moving the smaller pieces of wood out of the way. After about fifteen minutes of work the pole was cleared and Thomas grabbed the doors to the cellar and jerked them open. He gave a relieved sigh as he saw Craig holding Alayna in his arms at the base of the steps. He looked tired, and Alayna looked beaten and bruised, but at least they were ok.

The man stumbled backwards like he had been hit by the force of the twister head-on, the strenght of the twirling wind seemed to break his heart into a million and one pieces, shatter them all over in all directions. Someone caught him as he staggered. Someone placed him down on a chair, holding his hand. Of this he was only vaugly aware. He looked at the nurse beside him. Why would he need to take a look at the cut on his head? Why did that matter so much when...when he had lost her... a concussion and a broken foot...you didnt die from that, you just didnt...die...his gut turned itself over one time to many and forced him to throw up the small amount of food he had eaten today. His stomache continued to contract, leaving him not more than throw up slime. The burn of the stomachfluids was felt in his throat and his entire body shook.

After collecting himself as much as he could he got up on his feet, but doing so quickly he felt himself getting woozy, but he didnt care. The nurse tried to hold him back but he pushed her aside. He couldnt stay here, he just couldnt.. His face was pale with just some smears of mud mixed with stains of red. His clothes was dirty too. He felt so empty. She had been alive not more than twenty minutes ago. He had taken her by the hand promising that she was ok now and then they have pushed him out of the rig. His head was pounding. Luck had it that there was a liquorstore not far from the hospital. As he went in he thought he saw Thomas truck going towards the hospital but he wasnt sure he had been seen by the ones in the car. He didnt had the strenght to talk to them. He just wanted to drink his pain away, and if it killed him...nobody would miss him. He knew Thomas would take care of the dog. Penny would charm her way into Hathiens heart. Everybody loved the little pee-machine.

How he ended up in the brawl he wasnt sure, but it might be the alcohol mixed with his greif and the big busted blonde that the other man had been with, he only knew that the other guy had to be at least twice his size but he didnt care. He didnt feel the other mans blows to his, in comparison frail body. He let it happen and didnt even tried to defend himself. There was the sound of a woman sobbing, pleading the larger man to stop and then a third man came into his blurred view.

Like that man had waved a magic wand the big bloke stepped down, the woman dragging him away. Craig looked up at the man that had stopped the big one. "...T...Thomas...shei...iss...she is dead...they said she was dead when she arrived...I really tried...I...tried...and I fail...failed her again...I did...my be-hest...I was to late.." 

Thomas ran up to the large man. At the hospital they had told Hathien and him that Craig had pushed the nurses aside and ran out of the building. They tried to stop him, but since he wasn't officially a patient there wasn't anything they could do to keep him from leaving. When Thomas asked why he left they told him that it was because their records had been confused. The woman that came in with Alayna, another red-head, had been struck by lightning during the storm and had passed away when she arrived at the hospital. They had told Craig that Alayna had died...when, in fact, it was the other woman. They informed him that Alayna was, indeed, fine and the doctor was setting her foot in a cast as they spoke. He left Hathien with Alayna and ran outside to his truck. 

He drove around for a good fifteen minutes before he spotted the liquor store near to the hospital. It was worth a look...Thomas parked his truck and hopped out, jogging to the front of the store. When he saw the large, bald man standing over Craig outside the store's door repeatedly punching him in the stomach Thomas sprinted towards him. "HEY!" He bellowed, leveling the man with a pair of infuriated olive eyes. 

The man looked up at him a bit startled and then met his gaze with an angry one of his own, but at the woman's urgings beside him he walked off down the street. Thomas bent down quickly over Craig, looking in his eyes to see if he was ok. The man looked back at him with a pitiful face, half intoxicated and half devistatingly heart-broken. How would Thomas react if he thought Hathien had died? He shivered, not wanting to think about it. 

"Craig...Craig are you alright?" He asked, looking at a bruise on the man's cheekbone that was already swelling up. The man answered with a half-coherent answer. Thomas frowned at him and then put a large hand on his shoulder. "Craig...she's not dead. They got things mixed up in the hospital.....she's safe and sound in a hospital bed. They're just putting a cast on her foot now, Hathien is with her. I can drive you back to the hospital...are you ok to go? You look awful..." His heart wrenched for the man. He couldn't imagine going through what he was, but he certainly didn't doubt the man's feelings for Alayna anymore. He was truly and whole-heartedly in love with the woman, there was no doubt.

He hadnt come with the best reply at, nearly missing the other mans boots as he hurled up the booze he had been litterary pouring down his throat for the last forty minutes. If he hadnt thrown up he would have needed a stomach pump to avoid getting poisoned. With no food to 'cusion' the alcohol it hadnt taken a long time for him to get drunk. For someone that hardly had dared to cry in front of the redheaded woman that had his heart, the news that she still were alive made every wall within him burst.

Tears and snot was running down his face as he curled into a ball. His voice was still strained and raspy. Things where still bit of a blurry fog so how he suddenly was in the hospital again, in a wheelchair, holding her hand kissing it again and again he didnt know but didnt care over the fact. He sobbed and hickuped, refusing to let her hand go. Finally he stopped, the sobs and hickups stopping as well but only because he fell asleep, energy completely drained. He still held her hand tightly and refused to let her go.

When they had rolled Craig into her room relief flooded her in a violent wave. Hathien had reluctantly informed her of what had happened with the mix-up and while the doctor was placing a cast on her foot and she had chewed out the nurse for what could be a very disasterous mistake. She didn't know where Craig had gone, and the waiting for Thomas to find him was completely nerve-wracking. All she wanted to do was jump up and find him herself but her body wouldn't cooperate...and neither would the doctor, who kept pushing her back down in the bed. She didn't know where he would go or what he would do...and the thought terrified her. She knew that if she was informed that Craig had died....well...it wouldn't be pretty. She wasn't exactly sure what would happen, but considering how she had acted when he was in his coma it would be much, much worse. 

Now, as she saw him sitting in the wheelchair before her, sobbing and reaching for her hand she took it firmly and tears burst out of her own eyes at the sight of him. Her head ached from the pressure that the crying created, but she didn't care, she was just so happy that he was alright. He certainly didn't look alright....his face was bruised and swollen in places, his shirt was muddy with smears of blood on it as well as what looked like small, wet splatters of something....vomit, she figured, since he smelled very strongly of alcohol. A flustered looking Thomas came in behind him and she gave him a greatful look. Fear rose in her again as she finished really taking in his condition. Luckily they were in a hospital...so if anything happened he would be taken care of. 

Soon he fell asleep, still holding her hand, and a nurse came in and hooked him up to an IV. Once Alayna was sure he was taken care of she let herself slip into sleep as well. It was such a relief to finally be able to. She was so tired from forcing herself to remain awake because of her concussion. The doctors had informed her that she had a very very tiny hairline fracture in her skull from the fall. They had taken X-rays and luckily there was no brain swelling or fluid build-up under her skull, so she would be fine, it would just hurt until it healed up. Now, she slipped blissfully into a deep sleep, still clutching Craig's hand in her own. 

---------

The hospital had released her the next morning and now she was back in her apartment, walking around on crutches with her foot in a large boot. It was frustrating to not be able to walk around with ease, and she wondered how she was going to continue to train Valor for the Olympics with her foot in a cast. She would find a way...somehow. 

She sat down on the couch and hefted Penny into her arms, who wriggled and yipped and whined. Hathien had gone to the house to get her that night and kept her for the small amount of time, but it seemed like she was very happy to have Alayna back. Hath had given her and Craig the next few days off to recover from both of their injuries. Craig's cheekbone had swollen up and was now sporting a deep plum colored bruise. Craig sat down next to her and she propped her crutches on the end of the couch so that she could lean her head on his shoulder. It still ached, but it was a dull pain, at least.  Nothing like it had been before. She rested her hand on his knee and snuggled her head into the crook of his neck. "How are you feeling?" She asked him. She was sure he must be sore...Thomas had told her what had happened when he ran off. "Thank you...for finding me yesterday. I don't....don't know what would have happened if you hadn't come after me. It's ironic that that old barn saved us this time...." She said with a sigh and a small shiver, remembering what had happened the first time they were in that barn.

His hand had found hers on his knee and held it tight. Part of him was ashamed that Thomas had seen him bawl like a bird but in another way he didnt care. He was happy that she was alive. The white throne in the bathroom had got some visits from him this morning even if he couldnt get anything more up. He had tried to drink some water but it was hard even keeping that down. Perhaps he had caught a bug as well. Whatever it was the combo had made him feeling weak. The bruise on his face stood out like a beacon. When they asked about the fight he couldnt give them an answer. It had been something with the woman, and the big man grabbing her so hard in the arm she had yelped. He had remembered seen it and then he had felt the man using him as a boxing bag.

As he spoke his voice was still a little raspy, making it almost sound as those old blues or jazz players that had a good deal of whiskey in their days. "No...twister could have stopped me from looking for you...you know I even pushed Thomas into the wall when he tried to stop me..." He tried to smile but his stomach was making weird noises. Resting his head against hers he tried to relax. His thoughts drifted back to the day before the twister. If he followed to Europe it meant that there would be another extended leave from what he would be doing. There would be big races that he missed. He would happily miss them for her but that didnt stop his thoughts. It was getting harder to starve himself down to the weight he needed to be at, he became weak and it affected his mood. Before it hadnt really mattered since he had been alone then.

He wanted to tell her how scared he had been but it felt like he was about to cry just thinking about it so he let it be.

She smiled slightly, giggling hurt her head too much, "I would have liked to see that, I don't think Thomas is used to getting pushed around like that." She sat silently for a moment, petting Penny with her free hand and the puppy tried to gnaw on her finger. She was getting to that stage where she wanted to chew on everything. She heard his stomach growl loudly...she worried about his weight. About what he did to keep his weight down, she did the same sorts of things, but not quite to the extent that Craig did. She didn't ever expect to be quite as competitive of a jockey as Craig was, even though she loved it. Dressage was more her thing, and she really had to focus on it now that she was entered into the Olympics. 

She sighed. It was so frustrating being injured again. Now she was going to have to wait to heal up once more, at least to where her head didn't pound as much so that she could ride in some comfort. "Ow!" Penny's little needle-like teeth dug into her finger and the puppy got a bop on the nose for it. She recovered quickly and pounced off the couch and onto a nearby toy. 

She leaned over Craig a bit now that her other hand was free and placed it on his forehead. It was a bit clammy and his cheeks were flushed. His hand shook a bit in her grip, although she was sure he was trying to hinder it from doing so. "Craig...are you sick? I know that you...drank a lot lastnight...but I don't think you should still be throwing up. Maybe all the stress recently is getting to you...it can lower your immune system. You have to keep drinking water, though, I'll kick myself in the butt if I let you get dehydrated." She paused for a moment, worry on her face as she looked at him. "We're quite a pair, aren't we?" She said with a slight smile, "We sure do know how to get into a lot of trouble..."

The man sighed. "Im fine...dont worry..." He didnt really feel fine but he didnt want to worry her. His hard diet took its toll on him that was no lie, but it was getting harder. He aimed to be able to ride the 2yos and if so he needed to keep his weight as low as possible. The acid was burning in his throat. Suddenly he felt more than just acid coming up and he spooked the puppy a little as he rushed to the bathroom. It was really just water that came up and the banana she had forced him to eat. The coldsweat created small beads on his forehead as he tried to rest beside the toilet, leaning his back against the wall. His hands was shaking a little.

He hadnt told her about the dietpower he bought and hidden in his bag in the closet. It burned his fat down, not that he had much to burn. That together with his otherwise strict diet wasnt good but he had been gone a lone time in the racing world, and since he wasnt really a name yet that would cost him. He had lost weight so the diet was working, perhaps a little too well, he wasnt big to begin with so the result was starting to show. 

Deep down he knew she said it because she cared but he didnt have the strenght to discuss it. "Im just trying to get to a point I can get rides! Dont you get that? You think I like to throw up? Mr Moore will be home sooner than you think and I cant rely on a grooming job...heck...if one is realistic...your foot might not mend enough in time, and your collarbone...have you thought of that? I need to make money somehow and this is the only way I know how!" He let his head rest in his hands. He hadnt meant to yell, but he was hungry, tired and exhausted. There wasnt much more he could take. So much was going on and in this current state he was in he was already borderlining.

He startled her as he suddenly ran to the bathroom, but she got up as quickly as she was able, and grabbing one crutch she hurried over to him. He was leaned over the toilet when she entered, his body heaving up what it refused to keep down. She walked over and placed her hand on his back, rubbing it comfortingly. She hated to see him like this. It hurt her. He was wasting away into a shell...a husk of a human....and there was nothing she could do but nag him about it. She kept her mouth shut, though, he was having a hard enough time as it was at the moment. 

Suddenly he began to yell irritably, and she stepped back in shock, she hadn't been expecting that sort of reaction. It took her a moment to get her bearings but she frowned when he talked about her own injuries. "I'll ride either way, Craig." She said frustratedly, "I hate being limited like this, but I'm not going to let it stop me. I'm still going to train, and I'm still going to win." He had hit a nerve with that comment, and her anger had spiked with it. She attempted to calm her voice. "Craig...we're not going to leave you out in the cold either way...I know that you want rides. And I know that you need to make money. But, no matter what ends up happening it's not like I'm going to kick you out. You should know me better than that by now. I told you I loved you...and I meant it." 

With that she left him to himself and went back to the living room. She sat on the couch and brought her knees up to her chin, resting her head on them. She sighed and ran a hand through her hair. Her head pounded and her foot was beginning to throb. She was still exhausted and the bruises and cuts on her back were irritated by just the fabric of her clothes. To top it all off, she was now in a bad mood. Penny looked over at her from her toy and gave her a distressed whine, like she was picking up on their emotions.

Where were they going? Would they just be running in circles like this all the time? She didn't want him to leave, the thought scared her to death....she needed him, but where were they headed? What were they classified as? Friends? Lovers? Boyfriend/Girlfriend? It put her in a foul mood just to think about it, because she had absolutely no clue what they were. They had never discussed their future. Both of them too damaged and confused to talk about it with each other. She let out a deep breath and rested her forehead on her knees, closing her eyes to attempt to ease the pounding of her head.

The bills of his hospital stay was one of the reasons he do desperatly wanted to get the rides. If he did good, if he won or even was among the top three his debt would grow smaller in almost no time at all. Kitten hadnt deserved getting yelled at, he knew that but he was worried for her. He knew about getting back in the game before you were 100% healed. The vibration from his cellphone in his pocket made him jump. Taking it up he didnt recognised the number that was calling and at first he thought of ignoring it. These days it was easy for journalist and other people to find out your phone number even if you didnt have it listed. 

What made him accept the call was the country code for the United Kingdom. He didnt had any close contact with anyone there, not even his own mother and sister these days. Afterwards he wished he hadnt accepted it. Years had passed since he talked to her and even more years since he saw her, felt her body aganst his, stroking those firm hills under his hands. A shiver passed his body and he felt empty. A void, a hollow seemed to open up, eating him whole.

He remained on the bathroom floor for a long time after the short call ended. Memories flashed before him, about the love she had shown him. Her warm embrace, the scent of her perfume. It was like this was the trigger and he felt warm, salty tears on his cheeks. He didnt just cry for her, he cried for his worry about his redheaded sweatheart. To just say he loved her had been a big thing. He was afraid on what that would mean, what it did. It changed things. His head was spinning so he curled himself up on the floor. It was cold but he didnt really cared. He didnt had the strenght to care. His arms had felt like he had weights with cement holding him down as he tried to reach the surface. 

Alayna was still sitting on the couch, her body folded up, when she thought she heard small, soft noises from the bathroom. She lifted her head up and strained her hearing, despite the throbbing of her head. Was he crying? Had she said something harsh enough to make him cry? She thought she had heard him talking in there earlier, like he was on the phone. Who would be calling him? Had they made him so upset? 

Worry swelled in her chest as she unfolded herself and stood up, grabbing the one crutch again to stabalize herself. Soon she would be able to just walk with the boot alone, but right now the injury was too fresh, and it ached if she put any pressure on it. She hobbled slowly to the bathroom, and her heart broke when she saw him. He was on the floor, curled up in a tight ball. He looked completely miserable, with tears leaking their way down his cheeks. She couldn't see most of his face since his hands were up, clutching his head. 

She propped her crutch up in the doorway and hopped over to him with concern plain on her face. She crouched down and sat as comfortably as she could next to his head on the floor. A hand was placed gently on his shoulder, which shook slightly with quiet sobs. "Craig.....Please...tell me what's wrong." She begged. She wasn't accustomed to pleading, but she would do anything to make him happy once again.

Her voice cut through his sadness. He loved her but the woman from his past had meant as much to him then as she did now. The pain cut through him as a hot knife through butter and he could do nothing to stop it. He had thrown up again and by now he didnt have anything but slime mixed with acid to throw up. "I got a call from the UK..." he started, his voice cracking with sorrow "...they said she...she...died...chased down like a hare...and the fox got her...scared her so she lost control...straight into the tunnelwall." A sob shook his shoulders. "...they called me...they called me to tell me she was...was...dead...Kitten...I cant take more of this...I cant...I love you so much I split in two and yet I wish I didnt love you so much because its...its killing me..." another sob wrecked his body "...I worry about you all the time...how will I ever be able to relax when I know you can get hurt...everytime you sit up on the horse..."

He hadnt looked at her but tears was still coming down his cheeks. Perhaps not the best thing due to his state. "I dont want to lose you..." he studdered before the crying was starting to take its claim on his tired body. 

Her heart plummeted to rock bottom when he spoke. It hurt her that he hurt...it hurt her to think that she couldn't do anything to help him this time...she didn't know what to do. It was an awkward situation...another woman that he had spent just as much time with as he had with her. Did he love Esmerelda more than he did her? It was a selfish thought...but she couldn't help it when she loved him as well. "Craig...I'm so sorry..." She said reaching her hand down towards him.

When he told her that he wished he didn't love her her walls came crashing down in a violent surge of tears and she snapped her hand back like it had been bitten by a snake. That seemed to be all that she could focus on what he had said....didn't he understand that she felt the same way?? That she hated to see him doing this to himself, starving himself and then risking his life on stampeding thousand pound animals? What he said broke her heart, and she couldn't even find it in herself to comfort him at the moment. 

She was scared, too, but she had never wished that she didn't love him...it frightened her...but she clung to his love like a rock in the middle of a stormy sea. And now he told her he wished he didn't love her...Her hot tears blinded her and she stumbled slightly as she got up, searching for her crutch propped up against the doorframe. She couldn't go far...her injuries limited her, but she went as far as she was able, not even able to hear anything else he had said to her. 

She sat down in the kitchen floor and propped her back up against the counter. Bringing her knees up she curled up on herself as tightly as she could and sobbed into her knees, her arms over her face. Tears ran in streams down her cheeks and her sobs echoed throughout the house. She didn't care if he heard. Her shoulders shook and her nose was starting to run, her head felt like it was spliting in two, and it just made her feel more irritable. Her love was killing him? She sobbed again, trying to block out the world.

He showered and put on some fresh clothes. He heard her sobs but somehow he couldnt bring himself to go out there. A short glance had been enough to make his heart break. He wasnt sure why she cried. He loved her so much he was willing to risk everything for her, he would without hesitation die for her. She didnt seem to understand and he couldnt make her understand. He needed to get out of here, fresh air.

The sobbing had stopped and next time he glanced out the door he saw she was sleeping. She slept heavily and didnt notice that he carried her to her bed and put a blanket over her and then placed a pillow under her foot so it lay higher. It would help with the pressure and ponding. He found a pad of paper. He first thought he could just write a simple note that he was going out for a while but then decided on also writing one of the poems he had learned back in school. Few knew he had taken classes on both Shakespeare and other english poets.

"How do I love thee? Let me count the ways.

i love thee to the depth and breadth and height

My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight

For the ends of Being and ideal Grace.

I love thee to the level of every day's

Most quiet need, by sun and candlelight,

I love thee  freely, as men strive to Right;

I love thee purely, as they turn from Praise.

I love thee  wit the passion put to use

In my old greifs, and with my childhood's faith.

I love thee with a love I seemed to lose

With all my lost saints, - I love thee with the breath.

Smiles, tears, all of mu llife! - and, if God choose,

I shall love thee better after death."

On the next paper he had written that he went out for a bit but as he closed the door behind him the puppy found that piece of paper and the magazine underneith extra interesting and soon both of them was history. Left on the livingroom table was only the poem.

She woke up with a throbbing head. Her eyes felt puffy and swollen from all of the previous crying. She felt the silky cloth beneath her hands and looked down....she was in her bed. Craig must have put her there. Craig....when she thought about him her stomach turned in anxiety. Why had he said what he had? Did he really mean it?  

She got up slowly and grabbed the crutch that was propped next to her bed. Gingerly, she walked into the living room, expecting to find Craig. She didn't really know what she was going to say to him, but she would figure out something. Perhaps he was feeling better now...before he looked devistated, and she was sure it affected the way that he was thinking...or at least she hoped it did, for her sake. The least she could do would be to offer him some comfort after the news about Esmerelda...even though she didn't really feel like it.

She reached the doorway to the living room and looked around. No Craig....anywhere. Where had he gone? Fear spiked in her....she should have been used to it by now...he seemed to run off to be alone whenever he was distressed, but  she couldn't help but worry. She looked down to see Penny staring up at her, wagging her tail cheerily. Something caught her eye on the floor and she looked over to see one of her magazines shredded by Penny. It was a Bloodhorse magazine...at least she had already read through it. 

She sighed and gave Penny a look, picking up all of the small pieces of paper and sticking them in the garbage. It was too late to scold Penny now, but she would have to make sure the puppy didn't make a habit of shredding paper. Walking back to the living room she saw a small piece of paper and picked it up. Taking a moment to read it....it was a poem. From Craig. There was nothing else with it...only the poem written in his handwriting. She frowned, wondering where he had gone. 

It worried her...him being out by himself and not feeling well...as well as just losing a woman that he......loved. He always managed to get into trouble or hurt himself when he went out on his own. She couldn't exactly follow him, though...she couldn't drive very easily with her foot, even if it was her left one, and, besides, the doctors had told her not to drive for a few days because of her head. 

Sighing, she sat down wearily on the couch to wait. She picked up her cell phone and dialed his...hoping that he would answer.

The man slept the exhausted ones sleep, dreamless. He slept through the night into the morning, well into the afternoon. Two boys, roughly 10 and 12 found him as they walked the outskirts of their fathers land, up on the knoll where they usually sat on looking for stars. It was also a good viewpoint to see the neighbouring farm where they had a lot of horses. Both boys dreamed of having a horse of their own but so far their father didnt want to let them out on their own horses. He only had QHs that he competed with and their temper wasnt really considered to be for young kids. All to hot and on their toes.

It was the oldest of them that saw the man, curled up in the grass. After they had circled him, and nothing happening, they had poked at him with a stick. There was still nothing. Not even when they poked the man in the stomach he moved. He was breathing however so he wasnt dead. Suddenly the youngest of them spotted a rider coming on the trail below, it was the man that worked on the neighbouring farm. He couldnt remember his name but he was an adult and adults always knew what to do. Wanting to be brave as his older brother he had not wanted to admit that this scared him. You simply didnt walk around and then found almost deadlooking people. 

What if he was a zombie? Last week they both had been grounded for sneaking down the stairs - after bedtime - and looking at the scary movie their parents were watching from the stairs. It had been about people that died but then lived anyway. That night he had been having both nightmares and wetting his bed. That had not been fun. Daddy had said there was no such things as zombies, but yet...here was one... The only sound that man on the ground had made was a simlar sound as the zombies in the movie had done.

As fast as he could he ran down the hill. In the speed he was coming down became faster and faster and it was too high when he finally came down and as the ground was getting flatter he stumbled and fell on his face on the trail, not far from where the rider. Of course he started crying, his scraped knees bleeding slightly. As the man kneeled beside him, showing his friendly face the little boy, trusting as most kids when they are young, threw himself around the mans neck and sobbed. Mostly about the kneescrapings but also a little about the possible zombie. What if the zombie woke up and ate his brothers brain? How would he pass the mathtest on monday if he didnt have a brain?

Thomas had recieved the worried call from Alayna this morning. She told him that Craig and her had had a fight and that he had left and hadn't come back. He'd been out all night. Poor Alayna sounded like she hadn't slept all night and had been crying, probably worried sick. He told her that he would search around the farm and see if he could find the man anywhere, she gave him a greatful "Thank you" and then he headed to the mare barn to tack up Luna. 

He had checked most of the trails when he decided to walk the outskirts of the property. He passed Hathien, who was riding Gun outside and gave her a smile as he went by. She returned it and then cued Gun into a quick spin, which the stallion took up obediently. He watched out of the corner of his eye as he proceded down the driveway, her long hair fanning out from the momentum of the spin, and her eyes locked onto the marker to count her spins. 

He hummed slightly as he wandered down the road. He didn't really know where he was going, but he just let his instincts guide him. There was a far between Alayna's apartment and Silver Stone that might be a good place to check. So, he turned the roan mare in that direction, occasionally calling out Craig's name. He hoped the man was alright, but he was fully grown, he was sure he could take care of himself. Although, if a large man had gotten ahold of him again he might be worse for wear when he returned. Thomas just hoped he hadn't drank like a fish again. 

He walked the mare onto Mr. Remington's dirt driveway and followed it up the hill. The mare underneath of him gave a small jolt when a boy came running down the hill at them full speed, and Thomas had to hold the mare still when the little child fell face first into the dirt, dust flying out from under him. The boy propped himself up and his face immediately wrinkled in distress, large tears spilling down his dusty cheeks and leaving trails in the dirt. 

Thomas jumped down immediately and grabbed Luna's rein, pulling her along with him. The little boy sprinted for Thomas the second he saw him and Thomas squatted down to his height so the boy could wrap his arms around his neck. He embraced the boy in his long arms and hoisted him up. Jackson...he thought the boy's name was. He had talked to their father many times before, and he couldn't forget his youngest son's bright red hair that fluffed out from every angle and his large, blue eyes, now filled with tears. 

He dropped Luna's rein, she was trained in ground tying, so she wouldn't go anywhere, and he lifted the boy away from him a bit so that he could look at his face. Jackson continued to bawl loudly. "Hey...hey..." Thomas said soothingly, running his thumbs under the child's eyes to wipe away his tears, "What were you running from, bud? You came down the hill like you were plum scared!" He chuckled. The words must have reminded the boy of what he was running from because he began to speak in fast, jumbled words and squirmed to get out of Thomas' grip. 

"I...I..I...T-There was a...zomb.....man! He....h-is up on the hill and mybrotherisuponthehillwithhim! Y-you have to help him...please!" Thomas looked at him concernedly as he tried to make out the boy's words. Panic rose in him as he thought about who it might be. It could be Craig....it could also be someone up to no good...like Morgan or his accomplices. Quickly, he adjusted the boy in his arms and grabbed Luna's rein, jogging quickly up the rest of the hill. When he topped it he saw his brother....Evan, if he remembered correctly, with a stick in his hand and curiously looking at the ground. 

The taller blonde boy looked at him and smiled cheerfully. Obviously things weren't as bad as Jackson had made them out to be, and he felt himself relaxing. He dropped Luna's rein once again and approached the other boy who still looked at the ground in front of him. Thomas thought he saw a knee sticking up out of the grass and hurried over. Was someone hurt? 

Looking down he saw that it was Craig, and his chest rose and fell rhythmically. He was fast asleep, deep asleep, apparently, because when he approached Jackson began to shriek. "There he is! Don't let him eat my brother!"

Thomas gave the red-head an amused look and sat him down, although the boy looked hesitant about letting his feet touch the ground. "Don't worry, boys, I know this man." He said smiling at them. As he sat Jackson down he noticed his scraped up knees, and looking at his own shirt he saw that there was some blood on it from the boy. "Here, Jackson." He said, signalling the boy to come stand by him. He reached into his pocket and brought his wallet out, digging inside it he found what he was looking for and pulled out two bandaids. They weren't very exciting...just a plain nude color, not the kinds that kids liked. They wanted batman, or superman or bright colors, but this would have to do. Peeling off the backs he stuck them on each knee and the boy stood silently for him. "You took that like a real cowboy, Jackson, I'm proud of you!" He said with a smile. The boy beamed back up at him widely, his large, blue eyes free of tears. Thomas dug back into his pocket again and pulled out something else. 

"Here, boys, this is for helping me find my friend." He said smiling, and held out two sticks of bubble gum. "Now run inside and tell your daddy that I said hello, ok?" They both took the candy happily and sprinted towards the house, Jackson falling once more but getting up quickly to catch up with his brother. 

Now Thomas could focus his attention on the sleeping man at his feet. He squatted down on his long legs and placed a hand on Craig's shoulder and shook it. "Craig....Craaaig...wake up, buddy. I don't know what you're doing out here but you've got Alayna half scared to death. You're lucky Mr. Remington didn't sick his dogs on you."

He had been so nervous, but the womans touch soon made the nervousness drift away, giving space to more natural responses. Munchkin she had called him, her black locks had softly curled over a pale skin, he was her Munchkin and then she had kissed him. His hands had found her fullsized breasts, like soft, velvety ballons, they filled his hands. As he let his grip harden slightly she had moaned. The little button in the middle had become hard at his touch. As he touched her, she in turn had stroked the bulge on his pants, and this touch had made him gasp. It hadnt been more than a soft stroke yet it had woke that unknown, but still deep and raw feeling inside. Why had she picked him? She kissed him deeply, letting her tongue enter his mouth, tickling the inside with the tip of it. Surely he had kissed a girl before but it had been rather innocent. This, this was something else. It was like his pants had become even tighter. The older woman smiled as he started to move about. She had cooed a low sound with no words and stroked his naked chest. Her redpainted fingernails had scratched his hide, just enough for it to leave a faint mark but not hurting him. The touch sent shivers down his spine.

The woman continued to touch him, seemed to know his body better than he knew it himself. She seemed to know what he liked before he did. After freeing him from all his clothes, rubbing her own naked body against his, he felt himself getting close to something he normally did on his own. Yet somehow, some way she teached him to hold it, to press the most ultimate of feelings, urges back, to prolong the pleasure in the end. She showed him how to make her feel pleasure. Finally, as he gasped that he couldnt possibly hold it anymore, she had lowered herself on top of him, letting him enter and he changed from that day.

Each time they met he sucked up more and more knowledge of the more intimate sort. At times she called him Oliver instead of Craig and he didnt mind. Sometimes it was just Ollie. Many where the sundays he had rested his head ontop of those soft hills, drawing an invisible line on her flat belly, watching the knobs beside him curl up. As the years passed he was no longer her 'student'. He picked up things on his own, became more skilled and met more women than her, some younger, some older. She had told him that age held no difference when it came to love...and lovemaking. There were no fucking as the americans said, even if they did say the word a lot. Never forget Ollie, she had said, never forget that even in an old woman lies a wild lioness, ready to pounce. A few of the older women he met, seemed so surprised that someone as young as him gave them attention. A few thought it was their husbands testing them, but he always seemed to find something with them that was beautiful. So what if their skin hanged a little or their bussums werent as full and perky as they had been twenty odd years ago. They all loved him for it.

Their relationship changed as she met a man, a man she claimed she fell in love with. A lord, just like her previous husband, the one that had died so unespectedly in a carcrash about a year before they met. He had been sixteen then and now at twentyone and she close to forty. She had said that she might not get another chance, and that she hadnt stopped loving him despite being in love with this man. The pain of losing her had made him go with the others from his class to another track as apprentice jockeys. About two years later he met Sven. Even if the number if women would have created quite a list he never forgot her. He couldnt bare the thought of hearing her voice and she had told him that her new husband was very jealous so there could be no sms contact either. There was only letters left, like old fashioned lovers, doomed to only communicate through pen and paper.

He felt the pain of the loss in his entire body, it ached and tears had recked his body as he had sat down on the hill. He loved Alayna as much as he had loved her. That he understood now. Essy had never heard him say those words to her and she hadnt uttered them to him. It hadnt been needed. Now she was dead. There had been a reading of a will and his name had been in it, but what it was about he didnt know. Her husband, that had chased her was in a coma and they didnt think he would wake up.

"Craig....Craaaig...wake up, buddy." He grunted at the voice that cut through his sluggish mind. There were more words, cascading over him like a waterfall but it was just two that made it through, Alayna....death. He sat up, trying to focus on the other man. He hadnt eaten anything since yesterday morning, but now even if he felt weak, he felt better. "Is...Kitten...ok? She isnt...dead?" He had to support himself with a hand on the ground not to fall. Suddenly he felt the scent of cornbread, probably from the Remingtons, and it made his stomach growl loudly.

Thomas cocked his head at the man as he mumbled towards him. "Kitten...? You mean Alayna? She's fine. Safe and sound at home, but you gave her a good scare." He said offering the man a hand to hoist him up. When he took it Thomas unfolded his legs and pulled the man up with him. He looked a little discombobulated and beaten up, but somehow, despite laying in the grass all night, he seemed better than before. "Are...you and Alayna ok, Craig?" Thomas asked hesitantly. He didn't like to pry, but he wanted to make sure that nothing major was happening. Men didn't usually run off and lay in a random field all night just because of a little spat with a woman....even though Craig did seem to like to run off. 

"I can take you back to the farm if you want to hop up on Luna double, then I can drive you back to Alayna's apartment. Or, you can walk back. It shouldn't take too long as long as you know the way. Either way I need to get back to work. Hath's not going to be happy about my disappearing." As the man thought about what he'd do Thomas walked over to the mare and slung the lose rein across her roaned neck. Sliding a booted foot into the stirrup he hoisted himself gently into the saddle and gave the mare a pat. He then nudged her up to Craig and stood beside him while he decided what he wanted to do. Thomas just hoped he wasn't going to put off going back to the apartment, Alayna had sounded worried enough on the phone without him going off and disappearing somewhere else.

He stood silently til the man came back to him with the horse. "We...we are fine...I think...its..just been a lot lately...and..." he started, then he clenched his jaws "a dear...friend...that meant...as much as Alayna means to me today...died yesterday. It was...uhm...a woman...and...I think...things...got...misunderstood." The man rubbed his face with one hand, felt the scent of a bit of sour sweat and dirt made him crinkle his nose. It didnt seem to matter that he had showered yesterday, the fever had made him sweat and reached its peak during the night. 

Glancing up at the man on the horse he wasnt sure about sitting behind the man. It was either holding the saddle somehow or around the mans waist. He still felt a little groggy and just the saddle didnt seem like a good thing to try to hold on to, and he was not going to cling to Thomas like a humping dog. "I think I walk...might clear the head a little...Im not exactly sure on what to say to Alayna...I left her a note where I was going...so I dont really get why she is worried..." The rider waved to him and wished him a good day but just before he vanished down the trail Craig called out to him. "Hey Thomas! Is it ok if I use your shower? I dont need to smell like this when I go back..." The other man did a thumb up for a reply.

It took him roughly 30 minutes to get back, his jockey mind saw the upside in this, the chance of possible more weightloss. If possible he was thinner now, with next to none bodyfat, and his skin was thight over his muscles. It was just on the close border on being to thin but still handsome. The shower in the trailer was small and Craig wasnt sure how Thomas fitted in there. It sure didnt leave any room for a doubleshower. He smiled at the thought...it was a long time since...he and Kitten did...something naughty...or...really naughty anyway... She was afraid it seemed that it would hurt the puppy. It wasnt like the puppy was thinking they were going to play fetch the stick...or at least he hoped she wouldnt.

Craig squirted a little of Thomas showergel in his hand, creating lather and then continued to wash himself. It smelled nice even if he prefered his own. He hoped Thomas wouldnt mind...he had after all given his ok and it wasnt like you walked around with showergel in your backpocket. Then he thought he heard a voice and stepped out of the shower only to hear a gasp and then suddenly catching something darkhaired, feeling the body of someone press against his own naked body as he tumbled backwards of the force of the blackhaireds tumble. He felt the wall of the small shower on his back. The schampoo bottle, the conditioner and the showergel had all fallen to the floor.

She pressed against him in such way he felt most of her womanly parts and she had to feel his. Her hands rested on his chest, still holding a paper that now was slowly soaking up the waterdrops that still remained on his body. He raised a eyebrow at the woman that just for a few nanoseconds rested her forehead on his collarbone. His nose wasnt slow on picking up her scent. She smelled different than Alayna. His hands had landed on her waist by a sheer reflex.

By old habit or not his accent was slightly deeper as he spoke. "Well, howdy boss...always nice to see you when you...drop in...but...for both of our sakes...you are pressing against me...and the dragon is...on the loose..." He couldnt possibly move away so she was the one that had the 'power'. The next minute the door opened again and Craig mumbled a swear. Great, just....great.

Hathien let out a small shriek as she fell, her hair falling over her face and blocking most of her view. What she could see though was a man's nude body pressed up against her own and her eyes jerked up after they had dipped lower....he was naked.....completely naked.... Her cheeks caught fire, literally burning against her face. She heard him talk as she tried to scramble off of him and recognized the voice to be Craig's. A very small relief washed over her to know that it wasn't Thomas.....if it was Thomas she wasn't sure if she would be able to function after seeing him like that. She shouldn't have barged in, but nothing like this had ever happened with Thomas, and he didn't mind if she just knocked once and let herself in. 

She brought her head up just in time to see Thomas and Alayna walk into the doorway. Thomas' eyes grew wide and Alayna's looked confused before squinting in amusement. Her hand shot over her mouth when she took it off of Craig's firm chest and she met his eyes for a moment, too embarassed to hold the gaze for long. "C-Craig! I'm....I...so sorry!" She stumbled backwards and almost fell again until she felt a pair of strong arms support her waist before she bumped into Thomas' chest. It made matters worse, and now she just wanted to run out of the room. "I...I thought you were Thomas! I didn't..." She looked at Alayna and put her hands in front of her as a sign of peace, "Alayna...I didn't know it was Craig or that he was....naked. I-I'm so sorry!" Alayna just erupted in laughter. 

Thomas, however, felt stiff as he continued to hold her. He must have gained his bearings, though, because he drug her out of the bathroom and into the living room. She was greatful for it, he had been blocking her escape from the doorway, and now it didn't seem quite as much like she had ran off in embarassment....although she pretty much had. She faced Thomas and put her hands over her eyes, trying to erase what they had seen moments before. She opened them again to see Thomas looking down at her with a raised eyebrow. She looked down to notice that the tight, white tank top she was wearing was soaked from the water on Craig's body and clung to her firmly. "Here." She said, and shoved the soggy show flyer into his hand and quickly walked out of the trailer and back into the safety of her own house. 

---------

When Alayna had come into the trailer to see the scene before her her mind automatically paniced at the situation. But, seeing who it was she immediately relaxed, amusement forming into a giggle, instead. Poor Hath...her face was beet red and she looked greatful when Thomas hauled her into the livingroom. She smirked and cocked an eyebrow to Craig once they were alone, taking in his naked body still shimmering with water. 

"I'll let you get dressed..." She said with amusement, "We can talk in a minute. I'll be in the red barn." With that she left him alone and walked into the livingroom. Hathien must have left quickly because she didn't see her anywhere. Thomas just stood with a mixture of embarassment and shock on his face, his cheeks were slowly reddening. As she passed she patted him on his back. "Sorry you had to see that, Thomas." She said while holding back a laugh. She hobbled on outside of the house on one crutch and over to the old red barn where most of the hay was stored. Walking inside she climbed a few bales and sat down, waiting silently for Craig.

It was really no point of putting on a shirt that was stinking when you just showered so he settled for just getting the jeans on. He scratched the back of his neck, his hair was getting long again. Perhaps he should ask Alayna to cut him. He had made the first payment to the hospital, there was going to be plenty of those. At least the hospital had given him a decent payment plan...decent if you compared to some loansharks...his hand went up to a small scar by his collarbone. Why it didnt break was a mystery, but even just a small fracture had been painful, especially since he had continued to work. Now he hadnt played in over a year, not counting the game he had played here. A thought passed by but he quickly dismissed it. No game, no poker, no chips, no nothing of that...

The man strolled out of the trailer after waving and thanking Thomas that still where in the livingroom. He hoped the large bloke wasnt pissed at him. It wasnt his fault. Craig spotted Hath looking out the window as he passed and he thought he saw her blush again. Thomas cheeks had seemed to be slightly red too. The man chuckled low. If either of them ever got their asses together to actually admit that they had feelings for eachother, something that was so utterly clear, and they had kids they would probably be tomatoes, all red and shiney.

He hestitated a little in front of the barn. Was she going to yell at him? He had left her a note in plain view, telling her that he went out and would probably be at the farm, just so he could think. He didnt want to worry her that was his only reason to have left the appartment. Despite the fact she said it was ok he still felt bad about living at her house as a guest. Everything was hers. He just had his clothes.

With a sigh, preparing for the worst he entered the barn and shivered slightly with the temprature change.

She sat quietly and played with some loose straws of hay when she heard Craig enter. She looked up and gave him a slight smile, he came over and sat next to her on a hay bale, shirtless, of course. They sat quietly for a moment,  each fidgetting with some hay in their hands. 

"Are you ok, Craig?.....About..Esmerelda?" She asked suddenly, breaking the silence. She brought her good leg up and rested her cheek on her knee, looking at him. She studied his features. His lovely golden-tanned skin, his beautiful burnt sienna eyes with long lashes, his soft hair that always seemed tousled like a small childs, the stubble on his strong jaw...the gentle curve of his bottom lip....But even in his beauty she could find marks that the years had been rough on him. Small scars that occassionally ran across his skin, a stomach that was bordering too thin, slight wrinkles at the corners of his eyes. She wished she could fix those. Heal the scars that had embedded themselves into his skin and mind, but she was helpless to do anything, helpless besides talking to him, hoping that he would open up and allow her to comfort him. 

She was still upset about what he had said earlier...about wishing he didn't love her...it had broken her heart, but, for once, she decided not to be hot-headed about it. Right now he was hurting worse and she wanted to help him. "You know...I've never been the clingy type...and I don't want to crowd you, but why didn't you just tell me where you were going? I got your poem...and beautiful as it was it didn't give me much comfort about where you might have been. I was worried..." She looked down for a moment, breaking the straw of hay in half and grabbing another. The bales were soft and green, and filled the barn with an earthy aroma. She liked to come here to think. People didn't usually come in here, besides to load hay wagons, it was always quiet...always peaceful. She liked to watch the barn swallows fly in and out, sometimes swooping just feet from her, to feed their young. Their young....She thought more and more about that subject. She had never given it much thought before...there never seemed to be room in her life for a family once she lost her parents and began to ride professionally. She was always so busy.

But, now that she'd met Craig her thoughts had done a complete turn-around. She occassionally caught herself daydreaming, seeing herself as his wife with none of the strifes or struggles that they fought with now. Just them and their happiness. She pushed the thought to the back of her mind and sighed quietly. It wasn't good to think about such things. She needed to keep her thoughts on her career...she knew that Craig did. He was always worrying about his next ride. She couldn't help but wonder where they were headed, though....would she be another Esmerelda? A woman that he loved, but eventually had to leave, struggling to keep in touch.

"I would lie...to say its ok, Kitten...besides you...I think she is the only one Ive loved...or...well...I think I loved her..." after a few seconds of silence he continued, his voice soft, soothing as a warm summer breeze "...she was my first...Im not sure how...things are for you...but she taught me many of the things I know...uhm...about...or...rather...what feels nice...how to...to...make..." he fought against the stupid tears. After taking a shivering breath he continued. "It hurts to love someone...it hurts because you are so fucking afraid what you will do if that person...is gone one day...you are so scared someone will come to take that person away...and you will be all alone again. She married someone...a lord....of course...money...its...always money...I was young she said...I could move on....that...I would be...loved..." He pulled a hand through his hair, if possible making it more tussled.

"I couldnt stay around for her wedding...I still kept the invitation...for some reason...her husband was jealous...even as just friends...we couldnt talk...I guess he knew of me...they came to see me race once...I made some crazy ass moves, it was pure luck I didnt die...or the horse...I didnt care how the trainer yelled at me...I got the horse...a 40-1 horse to the winners circle....just to show her...that...I didnt need her..."

Slowly he let his hand search for hers. As he found it he held it tightly. Slowly he turned his head to look at her. "I love you so much it hurt, I love you just as much as I loved her and more... Sometimes when I look at you it feels like my heart will crack in two by just looking at you...how will I ever be able to work if my heart keeps breaking just for me leaving you for a few hours."

Looking down again he was silent for a little bit before he spoke again. "I left two notes on the table...one poem...and one where I was going...I always go out and walk when I need to think...I never had any space for it...at home...they was always at my throat, like all was my fault...Essy...was the only one that cared..."

She sat quietly as he talked, her cheek still resting on her knee and she observed him, took in his pain and it fed her own emotions. It killed her to see him like this...killed her that he had to endure even more pain. Heaven knew he'd experienced enough. She knew how he felt in a way...those you loved leaving....or dying. That's why the thought of Craig dying was so extremely painful for her. He was the first man...besides her own father...that had loved her, and she had clung to his love violently once she discovered she had it. 

She moved her hand towards his as he reached for it, his warm palm covering her's. When he continued to speak she felt the emotions flooding even higher inside of her. A single tear slipped out of her eye and down her cheek. She pressed her full lips tighter together to keep them from quivering. "I know....that you have to do other things that be with me, Craig...you're too talented of a jockey to pass that up. It's going to kill me every time you get on a horse....but I'm also going to cheer for you with all my heart. Every ride. I love you, and I won't see your talents go to waste. Not if that's what you want....I will support you in whatever you decide to do...don't let me run your life, because I don't want to....I just want to be in it...with you." She gave him a faint smile, all that she could muster with the tears fighting within her.

"I didn't see it..." She said quietly in responce to him, "I think that Penny chewed it up with my bloodhorse magazine...Thank you, then...for telling me...even though I didn't see it." She gave a small chuckle, trying to lighten the mood. "Craig...." She began after a few moments, "I'd like to ask Hath if she'll let you go to Europe for the funeral...I'm sure she won't mind...and..I think you need to go. I'll go with you...if you want me there."

It had been a long flight and they hadnt talked much. The woman next to him had nodded off every now and then, leaning against his shoulder. The old woman on his other side had done the same. Craig hadnt the heart to move her, so he sat there in the middle like a human pillow. It went fairly quick to pass through customs and as they stepped out from the airport the rain started to drizzle. The sky was grey just as the airport itself. The only color was some ads on the cabs and buses. In a way it felt strange to hear just english accent around you but he then realized he missed it. Kitten was looking around curiously it seemed and Craig wasnt sure he was that keen on when two men smiled at her, and not just that normal friendly smile. Tall, muscular and going by what they were carrying...soccerplayers... bloody sport divas!

He hailed a cab. The driver, a older man with a twinkle in his eyes, seemed to find his Kitten adorable (of course) and she seemed to be charmed by him as well. He kept calling her 'darlin' under their ride. They did most of the talking, and Rodger as the driver introduced himself as, was a real chatterbox. Outside the rain continued but there was some light slowly making its way through. The funeral would be tomorrow so they had a few hours to just take it easy. Roger tipped them of a decent hotel to stay in. Rustic but with charm.

Roger gave them his card in case they would need a ride again, claiming it was faster than calling the cabcompany. The girl at the desk tried to flirt with him but he was too tired, too hungry to care. He had been up close to 24h now. As they came up to their room he simply dropped the luggage on the floor and collapsed on the bed.

He had fallen asleep as soon as he hit the bed and she lay down beside him, gently stroking his hair as he rested. She liked to watch him while he slept, his face looked peaceful then...usually...unless he was having a bad dream. Then, sometimes he would murmur words and move in his sleep. But right now he was motionless and breathing very deeply, probably out cold from his lack of sleep. She was very tired as well, so she got up and put her luggage away as well as Craig's, washed her face, brushed her teeth and headed for the bed. They had about 7 hours until the funeral, so that gave them some time to get some much needed sleep and then get ready. 

Before she layed down she rummaged through the hotel closet and found a soft blanket. Taking it out she slung it over Craig, not wanting to wake him by moving him underneath the comforter. Then she walked to the end of the bed, and slowly, so she didn't wake him, she slid off his shoes and socks. Then she layed down beside him, kissed his forehead and turned out the lights, falling into a deep sleep herself. 

-----  

She woke up with blurry eyes to her alarm, not wanting to get up. She heard rain hitting the one window in the room, and it sounded like it was coming down hard. She hated that it would rain for the funeral, but the temperature difference between here and Kentucky was heavenly. She was so tired of sweating all the time, so she'd take the rain any day. She rolled over and placed her hand on Craig's shoulder, shaking him gently. "Time to get up, Craig." She said softly and kissed him on the cheek.

Getting up she went into the bathroom and took a quick shower. She dried and curled her hair, put on her makeup and then slid into her black dress and panty hose. Sitting down on the side of the bed she slipped her black heels on over her feet. She liked to wear heels when she could, it was nice to feel "tall" every now and again, even though she was still considered short by most standards with them on. 

Looking up, Craig stepped out of the bathroom, buttoning up the jacket on his suit. She stood up and walked over to him and gave him a small smile. "You look so handsome." She said as she adjusted his tie for him. Too bad they were dressed up for such an event...no one ever liked to do this, but she was glad that he wanted her to join him. Now she could provide the support that she wanted so much to give to him. Picking up her cell phone she called up Roger, he greeted her cheerily and told her he would be there soon.

The only thing that gave away the mans feelings was the way he clenched his jaw. His eyes was blank but that was it. There was no tears, not one. He stood like he had been in a military rank, silent and looking straight ahead. A few times he had swallowed quite visiable. It had only been when they played "The Rose" he had taken a even harder grip of her hand, holding it even tighter. There was a small reception after. A few women was there, and like a pack of hyenas they had now been eyeing him. He had felt it. Some looked familiar but he wasnt sure why. They all were in Essys age so they were probably friends to her. Essys barrister (lawyer) had left him a big envelope that he had put in his inside pocket of his jacket. It had his name on it, written by her hand. Elegant, airy and beautiful. 

One of the hyenas had approached him but he never really got her name. Most of the day vanished in a fog lined with a lot of faces that he probably should know and several drinks of scotch. His speach had been short, at first a little unpersonal but he finished it with a little poem and as he read it, as short as it was, his eyes were resting in hers, the keeper of his heart, reaching for the strenght only she could provide.

His voice spoke of more feeling, than what the actual words of the poem said, and some seemed to cry as they saw the man standing there expressing himself when he couldnt find the words himself.

"...If love were what the rose is, 

And I were like the leaf,

Our lifes would grow together,

In sad or singing weather ,

Blown fields or grey greif;

...If love were what the rose is, 

And I were like the leaf"

He had locked his gaze, despite the whisky had made most things blur together. He looked at her, only her as he read the poem. The words was more to her than Essy. She had loved the poet and they had spent many weekends with him reading them outloud.

It wasnt until after it all, when they were on their way home that he finally let himself cry in her arms.

She had stood silently beside Craig all day, holding his hand when he needed it, giving him space if he asked...she hated to see him in so much pain. She could tell he was in a lot of mental pain, but was refusing to let himself express it.

Before the service, when they had the front portion of the casket open Alayna had walked up to it with Craig. She looked sadly down at the beautiful woman below her. Gorgeous, even in death. Her ebony hair sprinkled with silvery strands spilled elegantly next to her pale face, and her slender fingers looked soft, like a lover's hands. A lump started to rise in her own throat as she looked at Esmerelda. She was so thankful for her. She had forgotten her jealousy and embraced the woman as a saviour in Craig's life. If it wasn't for her he might not be with her today...he might not be standing next to her at this very moment. She said a silent prayer of thanks to the woman for all she did, and then they took their seats. 

The service was beautiful, and Alayna had chatted with many of the guests. They all had only kind things to say about Esmerelda and Alayna found herself smiling as some of them recalled fond stories of her. She had locked eyes with Craig when it was his turn to speak, reading a beautiful poem, in regular Craig fashion. She had given him a faint smile, a small curving of her lips as he spoke, encouraging him and hoping to give him strength. 

There was some food and drinks afterwords and some women had come up to Craig to speak to him. Most just kindly praised his beautiful poetry reading, but some, she could tell, had alterior motives. Those ones she stepped into the conversations nonchalantly and most of the woman had left him alone. She could tell he wasn't in any mood to be bothered. He was tired and emotional...and had had a bit more to drink than she liked...but she hadn't said anything to him about it, deciding to remain quiet. 

She held his hand as they walked to the cab that Roger waited inside. He gave them both a sympathetic smile and they climbed inside. Looking over during the ride home she saw tears silently falling down his cheeks. "Oh, Craig..." She said sadly, and reaching over she pulled him close to her, where his face rested on her chest. She stroked his hair and along his back as he cried. "I know...Craig..I know it hurts...just let it all out, baby..." She said softly to him. 

When they pulled up to the hotel she thanked Roger, who had been quiet during the car ride, for once, and tipped him. Putting her hand behind Craig's back she guided him up into their room.

"She was more of a mom to me than my real mom...altho...I wouldnt do what I did with Essy....to...my mother...she understood me.." There were many nonsense words coming out of his mouth. He accused himself for her death, that he should have known that the man would be dangerous. Then he wasnt good enough for her (A ) that she would be better off with some one else, then he begged her not to leave. Now he lay next to her, his head resting on her belly while she was stroking his hair.

His voice was a little slurry and he had almost drifted off to sleep "If we had a baby I would...I would do anything...I would...take care of you...I would...love you so much..I...would...be a good dad...I wouldnt leave..." He let out a soft whimper and clang to her. After a little while, his shoulders stopped shaking and instead there was a light snoring sound mixed with a little mutter.

She had spent a while trying to calm him down, to get him to the point where he didn't blame himself anymore. She knew he was feeling the alcohol that he had had, but she knew a lot of it was really what he felt. She had held him, wiped his tears away, agreed and disagreed, encouraged and comforted...now he lay quietly with his head on her belly and she ran her fingers through his hair. She was still in her dress, but she had kicked her heels off long ago. 

She had just closed her eyes, tired from the emotions of the day, when he spoke again. A small tingle of sadness rose in her when he spoke of a baby. Did that mean he eventually wanted one? Or was he just remembering the scared they had experienced? She tensed up a bit, it had become a bit of a touchy subject for her. She simply stroked his hair again and smiled slightly, "You would make a wonderful father, Craig....don't ever doubt that." He clung to her harder and she ran her hand across his cheek, wiping away some of the drying tears. Soon he fell asleep and she finally relaxed now that he wasn't feeling any pain. Closing her eyes she drifted off soon after. 

They woke up the next morning in the same place they had fallen asleep, she was still in her dress and panty hose and they were very uncomfortable now, slightly twisted around her. Craig was in his suit pants but had taken off his jacket, shirt and shoes when he came in. She woke up when she felt him move and her eyes fluttered open to see him looking at her. She gave him a sleepy smile and yawned. Today was their last day in Europe, a free day to do whatever they wanted before they returned. She didn't know if Craig felt like going out, though, so she would let him decide. 

"Goodmorning." She said with a smile. "Did you want to do anything today? You know the sights better than me....we can stay in if you don't want to go out."

Looking out he saw there was a stunning blue sky. Had it been raining it had been easier to just stay in because of it but...she had never been here. Even if he felt like crap on a stick he felt he had to go out. He changed into jeans, stonewashed and a t-shirt and due to feeling the affects of the whiskey he had put big shades on. The outfit together with his unruly hair made him almost look like a model, or perhaps a actor on a day off. Nice and tidy yet casual and 'lose'. He stole a few tender caresses and teasing kisses as the woman changed her clothes.

"London have much to offer, my darling...but not even the Queens jewels have a chance against your beauty..." With that he had dipped her, kissing her neck, and down between her breasts. The only thing that had stopped him was her bra. Her entire neck and chest had been flaming, in sharp contrast to the rest of her skin. That was a few hours ago. His hand was tightly entwined with hers as they walked the streets. It wasnt where he grew up, but it was here Essy had moved before meeting the new man. That didnt mean he didnt know his way around. He took her to see all the traditional sites you 'had to see' and let her pose in front of them. He also took a picture of them both with Big Ben in the background with his cellphone and sent to both Hathien and Thomas. He had still his glasses on. For once the good weather kept on going, just the country tried to show itself on its good side. It was so much sun he saw that her skin was getting a little red so while she was exploring one of the small market places he bought her a small shawl or something similar with a print that showed all the sites. It was nothing fancy but it would protect her shoulders from getting burned.

She was having a fantastic time touring all the sights with Craig, and they rarely let go of each other's hands. They had stolen a few heated kisses behind buildings or in alleyways as they wandered down the streets. She readjusted the shawl on her shoulders, and she was greatful for the protection from the sun, her skin was already turning pink underneath it. She just had a spaghetti strapped dress on, so it wasn't good coverage. It was warm out, but without the humidity that came with the Kentucky heat, so it was still pleasant and there was a nice breeze. 

Despite the fun she was having walking around and going in different shops her foot was starting to ache inside of the boot. She didn't have to use the crutch anymore, but too much time spent walking on her foot made it feel like it was going to split in two. Her arm was linked through Craig's and she could feel herself relying on him more and more to help her move along. 

Looking around she saw a cute pub settled in between two larger buildings. It was painted black with pretty, large windows and an inviting red door. The british flag flew outside of it, waving lazily in the gentle breeze. It was almost supper time, so she tugged on Craig's arm. "You want to go have some food and a few drinks?" She asked with an inviting smile.

His hand slided from her waist where it had been resting to caress her sweet rounded bottom. "I just want you kitten, only you..." Leaning in he nibbled her ear before breathing down her neck "I always want you...always..." He continued to whisper dirty little words into her ear, not too dirty, just things they used to do. Just the thought of it made him want to just pull her into the nearest ally and exploit her body while giving his own to her. He let out a soft growl and a soft nibble on her neck. Then he retracted himself. It felt like Essy was with him in spirit, she was never shy to do something like that. It brought something to the pleasure she said, the feeling close to fear of getting caught or someone seeing you. The slight degree of dirtyness it brought. Once they had done it on a rooftop of a hotel, leaning against a vent of some sort. The vibrations...Craig smiled softy...they had been something else. It hadnt happend often however...that they did such things...he had been more shy back then, young as he had been.

It wasnt that he was vain but he had started to see some lines in his face that hadnt been there before. A part of him had started to wonder what he had done with his life. Not that he had something to compare with. As he looked at the woman by his side he noted that she had blushed a little. Perhaps the thought he had tickled her mind with and spun her own fantasy into action. They had never done anything like that. Not that it was really needed. They had a good sexlife. But still, to bring a little spice to all the nice once in a while was never a 'bad' thing. When it came to toys it was up to the girl to decide...Another soft smile..Lydia...who would have thought that a lady like that would be into using cuffs...

She had shivered with his words, goosebumps raising up on her skin and she smiled deviously. Disappointment tinged her happiness when he leaned away and she sighed. There was nothing wrong with a little foreplay...in fact, she happened to love it, divulging in the teasing and touching and the anticipation that it created. She gave him a smirk and pulled him into the pub, the night was looking promising. 

They sat down in a booth and when their server came, a lovely man with light brown hair and kind grey eyes who introduced himself as Sean as she smiled at him, she ordered herself a scotch. She liked girly drinks once in a while, but she usually prefered hard liquor, she enjoyed the burn that it created as well as the buzz. She let Craig choose what she would eat since he knew the food here much better than she did. 

When Sean left she leveled Craig with a saucy glance, one spaghetti strap falling down her shoulder and she let it lay there. "So, Stallion, what do you want to do tonight?" She asked teasingly. She had a pretty good idea what he wanted to do, and it didn't involve touring the local sites. She brought one hand up and placed it on his, flipping his hand over she trailed her slender fingers gently over the thin skin on the bottom of his wrist. She had always liked the sensation. It bordered on being a tickle and pleasureable, and you never wanted it to stop.

Her touch made him shiver slightly and he smiled and gave her an just as saucy gaze back. "Do?...hm...well...there is plenty I want to do..." He reached down under the table, taking hold of her uninjured leg, and let her shoe drop. Massaging her foot he pressed on special spots that increased blood flow and stimulated other places than just her foot. He smirked as he saw her bit her lip. "Does it feel good, Kitten?"

The waitor came back and gave Alayna a not as subtle wink. He was taller and muscular. He smiled at her, his eyes with a naughtly glance. Craig let her foot go and glared at the other man. It would be a lie to say he wasnt affected but on the other hand she had never really said if they were and item or not. Besides Essy, he had never really officially been with anyone. Jessica hadnt said anything either. The other man asked what SHE had done, pretending like he wasnt sitting there. It was annoying. She laughed at something, or giggled perhaps was more correct.

He sighed and swallowed the rest of his drink. "Oi...get your fanny back to the bar and get me another, and bring me a guniness, will ya? " Sean looked at him, he didnt say much in reply but his eyes told more. "Yes, sir..."

"Yes..." She breathed in reply to his question, fighting the urge to close her eyes. He let go of her foot suddenly when the waitor came back. Sean wasn't being very subtle, and she was sure he could tell that her and Craig were together, the way that they were acting. She decided to tease a bit and play along with his games, watching Craig's face darken a bit across the table. He should know by now that it was only out of fun. She wasn't going to go traipsing off with Sean, she wanted him too much, and it was hard to even sit still in the booth. She wanted to just drag him outside and let him have his way with her right then and there, but the waiting was the best part....well...almost the best.

She cocked an eyebrow at Craig when he snipped at Sean, pretty much demanding another drink from him. When the man left she clicked her tongue at him. "Tsk. Tsk. Mr.Knight...we aren't jealous, are we?" she asked with a coy look. She couldn't help but play with him just a bit, it was too funny to see him in a huff....and it would make things more...interesting...later. She hadn't been innapropriate with Sean, anyways. All she did was smile and giggle at his comments. If he got too fresh she'd let him know. 

Sean came back with the drinks and she smiled along with a "Thank you, Sean". She picked at her food. Craig had ordered a really yummy dish for her, but she mostly ate the vegetables, trying to watch her weight, just like him. Especially now that she couldn't exercise or ride as easily with her bum leg. The drinks had enough calories in them as it was. Sean hung around for a moment, inquiring from her where all they had been today and she answered with a smile. Then he suggested some more places to visit, but she told him this was their last night in Europe. He replied with a "That's too bad...", but left it at that and walked off to serve some other tables.

Craig didnt reply. He had never felt jealous before. He had seen other been jealous and found it silly. As the man got back he swallowed the whiskey in 2-3 gulps. He lost his appetite and just poked his food even if his stomach growled. The man leaned his chin in his hand, looking like a child that had been forced to stay at the table until he finished his dinner.

He felt weird all of a sudden. It got hot, so very hot and then like someone had turned on the cold water. Someone said his name and then he didnt really remembered what happend until he found himself with his head in her lap. She looked worried. On his other side was Sean.

"Hey there, buddy...napping in the food isnt allowed!" Craig just blinked at him. Sleep? Then he felt something in his face and as he reached up his hand to see what it was he saw it was the mashed potatoes from the Shephards pie.

"I fainted?" 

"Sure did, your missy here told that you had a rough day yesterday...I say its the effects of both the flight and all the shitty emotions. You should go to your hotel. I pack the food to go for you, ok?"

She thanked the waitor but Craig just tried to get the food off his face. It wasnt the whole truth. What would she say if he told her?

She looked worriedly at him as he cleaned the food off of his face, he looked almost guilty. Like there was something he wasn't telling her. Sean came back and offered her the boxes of food as well as a to go cup of water for Craig to drink on the way back. "Thank you, Sean, you've been a big help." She said with a smile. He had been the one that moved Craig out of his food after he had fainted since he was too heavy for her. 

She had called Roger and he was parked outside, now. She juggled the boxes in one hand and let Craig hold the cup of water in his. Then, she slid her free arm under his and supported him as good as she could with a bum leg to the taxi. She got him situated and shut the door, walking around to the other side to sit down herself. 

She looked over at him as they began to move. They could have walked back, but she didn't mind to give Roger some more business, he was a nice man, and she didn't want Craig fainting again with no helping hands around. Plus is was quickly getting dark out.

"Are you alright, Craig?" She asked as she pressed her hand to his forehead. It was a bit clammy. "What happened? Have you fainted before? Maybe your blood sugar dropped..." She grabbed his cup and put it in his hand. "You need to drink."

"You know it happends..." he muttered low. Those last punds, those were always the worst and seemed to hang on to your body like leaches. He had bought that instathin powder. It made him feel like shit, a little dizzy but he lost the weight alright. He hadnt cared really about reading the instructions, it had been more in a youghurt consistence more than the shake type that it was supposed to be. He had to disguise it somehow, he even had put it in a youghurt carton. It didnt taste like it though...it tasted like bitter paper. But the last week his stomach had started to burn as he ate it instead of eating 'proper' lunch. The mixture made him feel full and he wasnt that keen when suppertime came around. If not at Hathiens house their suppers were usually small anyway. "...when you go abroad...probably just...a bug..."

He knew she would hate it. He knew she would say that so what if he couldnt ride the two year olds, that it wasnt the end of the world. It just wasnt the same. Sure, she was a jockey too...but she was employed...she had a job even if she didnt ride races. His monthly paycheck depended on each ride he could get, each ride he could win. The best shot he had on winning was to keep the weight just right. It was not just the two year olds however...even if the horses got weights on them if the jockey was too thin it was still easier. You got more rides since you could ride all types of horses. 

Craig sighed. His newly healed ribs ached a little. A strict diet didnt really help healing. As he looked in the mirrors in the morning he sometimes thought he saw signs of it, the selfmade starving but then he waved it off. Who was he kidding? This was the jockeylife, the oh so glamorous life...He only took the cup because she wanted him too.

She gave him a worried look but didn't say anything. People didn't just randomly pass out into their food...something wasn't right....and she hoped desperately that it wasn't from the tumor or his coma. What if this was a regular thing? He couldn't race like that...not if he could pass out on a horse going 25mph at any moment...she tried to hide the small shiver that shook her body at the thought. 

They got out of the cab and she thanked Roger once again for taking the time to come out and get them. He replied with a warm smile and chatted to her for a moment, telling her things that might help Craig if he felt like he would pass out again. She told him she appreciated the help and they parted ways. Craig had already headed inside at her bidding and she began to walk to catch up with him. A few men passed her in the hallways and she gave them confident smiles, some, she could tell had glanced back as she passed to get a glance at her bottom. She just internally rolled her eyes at those ones. Men. 

She rode the elevator up a few flights and got off on their hallway. The door openned up with a ding and her eyes widened when she saw a woman literally pinning Craig up against the wall. She was leaned up on him, her chest resting on his and her mouth was dangerously close to his. Alayna's eyes squinted in anger at the woman. Craig's face looked baffled, like he had just been pounced on. She thought she recognized the woman from the funeral...she had been one of the ones that wouldn't leave Craig alone...a busty dirty blonde with long legs. Why did they always have to be busty? It was likt someone was rubbing it in her face. 

She had an aggrivated look on her face as she walked over towards the two, the woman completely ignoring her, eyes only for Craig. She wasn't angry at Craig...simply frustrated that she couldn't go anywhere without being reminded of Craig's many partners. That, and they were always trying to snatch him away when she was unaware. She didn't like to act jealous like this, either. But, the truth was that she was a little bit jealous...who wouldn't be if they had a man like this and women kept throwing themselves at him? 

She cleared her throat as she approached, waiting for the woman to notice her.

The blonde had jumped on him. Like really leopard leaping out of the dark, pinning him against the wall, stroking him over his head and her other hand had gone down grabbing his ass making him let out a muffled yelp.

"I knew you would come back to me, muffin...I almost thought of not going to the funeral...Essy was a bitch at times...she said I wasnt any good for you...pah...look who has you now baby"

She had pressed herself as close as she could get to him, shoving those rockhard fake boobs up his face. He didnt mind big boobs, real or fake - if they were done right and they "fit" the woman they where on. These did not fit and they were to pumped up. She smelled a bit sour, like old sweat mixed with a heavy dose of a strong smelling perfyme and some alcohol. 

Being far too weak to react his normal way, to actually get away from her he had just placed a arm on her shoulder to keep her away but she had still let her face come closer to his like she was about to kiss him. Lips that definantly wasnt natural, painted in a red color that at first glance made you think of a prostitute was smeared over them.

"You are married Bambi...to Sylvester..." The woman smiled, or tried to at least, the many surgerys she had done made it look more like a crooked snarl. "Never seemed to stop you before, muffin..." The woman had now pressed her leg inbetween his, pressing her thigh against his crotch. He felt a more than a little exposed. It would hurt - a lot - if he pissed her off, most likely she could knee him.

Suddenly next to them someone cleared her throat. Kitten! Fuck! His eyes had widen some but he tried to keep it together. He didnt have to feel like he was the one getting busted - he was innocent! The woman didnt seem to care much. Finally she gave the short woman a superior glance. "There is plenty of room to pass, dear..."

It was pure luck he then managed to wiggle himself out of her grip, he wasnt late on being close to Alayna, wrapping his arm around her waist. "This is my...my...uh...girl...friend...and we are really really tired....goodnight...Mrs Appleton"

Quickly he shoved his Kitten in front of her, passing their room and going around the corner. He kneeled and then took a peek around the corner towards the way they had come. After hushing her he whispered. "I do not want her to know what room we are in..." Then he saw her go in the room across the hall from them and it made him swear softly. "Good thing we are leaving tomorrow...and I had nothing to do with that Kitten...I promise!"

She had given the woman a cocked eyebrow and slight frown when she had glared down her nose at her. Who did she think she was? Just because she was short didn't mean the fake woman could look at her that way. She was about to say something when Craig wriggled out of her arms and grabbed her up into his own. Girl...friend....? Girlfriend? Was he just saying that to get her off his case or was he serious? He had said it with a slight pause...she gave him a sideways glance, trying to read his face but didn't find much. She knew by now that he had a good poker face. They had never really talked about the subject of girlfriend/boyfriend before...she didn't have any more time to think about it, though, before he grabbed her by the hand and pushed her off down the opposite hallway from their room.  

Alayna just giggled as he peeked around the corner and rolled her eyes. She wasn't angry at him, she knew by now that he wouldn't act that way, she knew that he was aware it would hurt her. Plus....she was positive that he had enough sense to stay away from a woman who looked like.....that. She almost felt sorry for the lady...almost. 

Once she entered her room they walked silently to their's so that she hopefully wouldn't know. They closed the door softly and she smiled at Craig. "She was....interesting..." She said with a sympathetic grin towards him. "Are you feeling better? Do you want some more water?" She looked at him worriedly, still concerned about his earlier fainting spell. He looked a bit pale and weak, she couldn't get enough out of him to know exactly how he was feeling...he kept ignoring her questions. 

Walking to the middle of the room she turned her back towards him and lifted up her curls into her hands. Glancing back at him she smiled slightly, "Mind to unzip this dress? I can't reach the zipper..."

"She is a hag...a seahag of the foulest kind...she claimed she was a friend of Essys, that they were best friends...but Essy never liked her and...Bambi...not sure what her real name is...never took the hint...She have always come on to me...even back then...she was actually...kind of cute then...at least more normal looking...She married someone twice her age." He scratched his head. "Kitten...Im fine...dont...worry...its...with Essy...she was special to me just like you. It sounds weird but she was like the mother I wished I had...she cared and worried about be, scolded me when I had been in trouble and called to the headmasters office, praised me when I did good...and she came to all of the plays I was in. My mother came to none. Then at the same time she was my lover. I lost two people in a way...a mother and a lover. It is draining. Then Im worried about you...and about ou....the future..."

He smiled as he saw her glance back. It had been awhile. It felt like it had anyway. Walking up close he grabbed her by her waist and pulled himself closer, pressing his groin to her rump. While one hand was wrapped around her waist the other travelled down her thigh and then up again on the inside. He nibbled her neck and earlobes, growling softly. If he only could show her how much he loved her by action alone.

She shivered underneath his touch. Things had been so stressful lately...so full of fear and sadness that they hadn't even simply touched much. Sure, they offered each other hugs and kisses throughout the day, but they were quick and then it was back to work. Then, when they returned home they were so exhausted and drained that they usually both collapsed on the bed and fell right to sleep. Now, though...now was their chance to be together before returning back to Kentucky...and she intended to make the most of it if Craig was feeling up to it. 

She felt his warm hand firmly pulling her closer, moving himself towards her as well so that their bodies seemed almost melded together. She sighed and pushed her bottom into his groin, almost like an invitation. His kisses were hot on her pale neck, and he gently nibbled her ear lobe. She bit her lip when she felt his other hand grazing her thigh and her eyes closed at the touch, reveling in the feel of his fingertips blazing against her skin. 

Turning her head to the side she met his. She looked into his warm brown eyes for a moment, his pupils dialated from passion. Her's probably were as well. Letting her eyelids flutter shut she tilted her head and covered his lips with her's. They tasted faintly of the drinks he had consumed earlier, a slight burn on her own lips. She glided her tongue across his bottom lip for a moment, and then prodded, gently demanding entrace. When he allowed it she let her tongue explore his mouth, sighing into it as his hands continued to wander. Another shiver rolling up her spine.

The hand that had been at her waist was now gently massaging one of her breast, with his indexfinger paying some extra attention to the nipple that had harden in the middle like a button. He had kissed her just as feircly like he would have been a solider leaving his beloved behind due to war. Her kiss arroused him, the feel and warmth of her and it made him ignore the stinging feeling in his gut. His hand that had caressed her thigh had moved even more up towards her center and now his fingers had found an entery after teasing her from the outside. He heard her inhale as his fingers found what they had searched for and she moved both towards his hand as well as rocking back to rub against his groin.

He bit her gently at the base of the neck, never hard to leave a mark but more than just a nibble. Often he didnt mean for it to be a actual 'bite' but the way she moved her body, the way she moved her hands over him, sometimes it was just a reaction. Her hands had not been hanging on either side of her body unproductive. They had found his flyer and pulled the zipper down. The pants was a bit too thight to get full access but now there was just the thin fabric between the dragon and her hand. He moaned low as she stroked it, held it through his underwear. The other hand worked on getting his beltbuckle up but it was a hard task to do with just one hand. She seemed to get a little frustrated as she tugged at it without it moving at all. "Nice Kitten..." he whispered in a hoarse voice "...he isnt going anywhere..."

Bringing her closer to the window he took her hands and placed them on either side of the window. It was a narrower window since it was a older building and being on the topfloor they had a nice view out on the town. Craig thought it might be a house that was over 200 years old but he wasnt sure. It still looked old on the outside, but on the inside it was completely remade. After giving her another kiss, just as deep and passionate as the previous one he growled low in her ear. "You are my woman..." he placed his hands over hers "...you keep your hands where I said, ok? Dont look back...just...enjoy the view Kitten...you get to play your turn...I promise..." It was said with a naughty smile, without any force. Being in their own hotelroom wasnt exactly as doing a quickie out in the alley, but he figured that what he planned might be just as thrilling.

Hoisting her dress up he pulled her panties down with his teeth and lightly nibbled both her buttcheeks. He loved her ass, round and plump. Before he had done this he had with a fingerskill that would have made the best pickpocket jealous he had unhooked her bra and freed it from her. Craig just didnt want anything in the way. As he had dropped the bra on the bed he had picked up one thing that would be needed later. Getting quite excited he had stepped out of his own pants before he returned to her. He pressed against her, letting her feel him, his warmth against her naked back. She had been a little naughty and removed the dress. He had placed the condom on the windowsil infront of her...It would be her choice when he would roll it on. His hands once more found her breasts and her center. The thought and notion that someone might see them seemed to be a little extra. At least she didnt hesitate or tried to pull away. He moaned as she rubbed against him. It wasnt much she had to do for him to feel this way.

It almost sounded like a little mew as when he let his two of his fingers glide in to pull her closer from the inside. He pressed closer, held her firm against his body so she stood somewhat still as she bucked against him a little. She seemed to lose her grip with her hands a little. He caught her mouth with his as she looked back "You broke the rules Kitten..." he mumbled. How she could make him feel so complete was beyond him. The only one, really, that had made him feel like this had been...Essy...it had been good with Jess...or so he had thought...but now this...this was different...

He had taken control and she loved every second of it. Sure, it was fun to be in charge every now and again, but it was a major turn on for her when a man stepped up and acted like a man. There was something very primal and instinctual about it. She was more than willing to give him what he wanted, so why fight it? All of her senses had flashed alive when he bit the base of her neck, it was a simple action, but the slight pain mixed with the pleasure had her nerves standing on end. 

She wondered if anyone could see them from the streets below. Their room lights were still on, so it was a possibility. She smirked at the thought. She had no problems with being seen, she got a bit of a thrill out of the thought of it, in fact. She pressed up against him more, invitingly beckoning him with what she had to offer. He had responded by inserting his fingers into her and pulling her closer. She bit her lip hard at that, and a small noise escaped from between her lips, her breath rushing out of her lungs from the sudden pleasure. Her hands had moved with that, unbalancing her and she looked back at him. He caught her mouth in a passionate kiss the second that she did and her knees almost buckled underneath of her. 

"You broke the rules, Kitten..." He whispered deeply into her ear. Her eyes closed at the sound of his voice so close, his hot breath spilling down her neck. When he had released her from the kiss it took her a moment to catch her breath. "Will you punish me, then?" She asked with a smirk, challenging him to dominate her even more. She knew he wouldn't do anything to really 'hurt' her, a little tinge of pain was always ok. It was exciting, in a way, not being able to see him, to anticipate what he would do next...it was also frustrating. She wanted to see him, wanted to watch his hands as they dilligently traveled over her body, cupping and caressing, wanted to see his eyes close in pleasure at her own touch. But, she liked a bit of change, and this seemed to be very promising.

He gave her a light spank on her left buttcheek with the hand that wasnt investigating her depths, then he gripped it lightly, not too hard with his whole hand. "You are a naughty, naughty girl, Ms O'Shea" he whispered, making his accent deeper. "I should tie you up and have my way with you" Soft kisses was placed between her shoulderblades, tender, light as a butterfly unsure on where to land, fluttering on the wind. 

Once more he let his arms wrap around her, his other hand now leaving its task between her legs. He pulled her away, towards the bed. Gently however, never in the way a man with more brutal thoughts in mind. He kissed her neck, nibbled all the way up to her ear, nuzzled it, tugged at the more 'hard' part of the ear with just his lips. "You are mine now, Ms O'Shea...Ive claimed you...I will teather you up with thick ropes so you wont get away...and I will gag you with my kisses so...no point of making a sound.." Of course he didnt have ropes...he had his ties, he brought two, just in case. It was no real knots either, just one simple one. She would get lose if she just made her arm more heavy. It hardly was an effort to get 'lose'. But that wasnt really the thing. It was the thought of it all. That and that he knew she had been tied...for real. But she had not made a single move, no single glaze that she didnt want to do this.

"I will ravish your body, Ms O'Shea...then I will take you...slow...soooo slow...and take you to the brink..and then I will stop...only to begin again..." 

She could have touched him if she wanted, since it would be so easy to get lose from his 'bonds' but he hoped she would keep the game up. He wasnt a violent man but a little bit of roleplay now and then, it spiced things up. Pressing her breasts together his tongue flicked between her nipples, alternating that to sucking at them, buffing at them with his nose. Out of the blue the thought passed by. No. He couldnt think of it now. She squirmed under him and he smiled. He made sure he covered most of her body with kisses, igniting many small little fires. He let the kisses travel downwards, he let his tongue circle and tickle her belly button, as he came to his destination he just blew some of his breath on her. All the while she had made small little noises, of the kind that only encouraged and turned him on even more. He felt the burn, the fire in his loins but pushed it back.

It wasnt that he wanted her to beg for it but he wanted her to come as close as possible, and then, if lucky, if he did it just right, as Essy had taught him, then he could hopefully make her peak two times almost at the same time. He had really just done it with Essy. His tongue parted her folds and she mewed a little, her 'tied' hands grasping for something and it seemed hard for her to keep her hands 'tied'. She only found the ends of his ties and those she held on hard to.

Her head rolled a little side to side as she bit her lip. He sucked at her nob and was rewarded with another little call. Prodding deeper with his tongue she soon began to twitch a little. At that he stopped slightly, moved away from her, only to 'cover up'. She just looked at him, her eyes, her entire being seemingly in a slight haze.

When he was done he resumed and did it with even more effort. She made a small sound, but he wasnt sure what she was saying, it twiched a little more and she moved against him like she wanted him even closer, raising her hips against him. Just that from her made him almost come. Moments later he let himself enter and he brought her legs up, taking hold of her ankles, so he in a way reached in deeper and differently than if he just had done it like normal. 

The sensation, the heat and passion made him moan. "Come Kitten, come again...come, come, come.." he urged as he moved, faster and faster towards the brink of his own bliss.

Her skin was on fire, in the most pleasureable of ways. She couldn't think. There was only him. Only him and the glorious things his body was doing to her's. Sweat gleamed on both of their bodies by now, and she could feel his breath on her skin, feel the coolness it created when it hit the small droplets. Her breath was coming in pants, and his was, too, from what she could hear. Her eyes were closed in pleasure, she didn't have the strength to keep them open any more. Every time she tried her eyes would roll back at the sensations he was creating. 

She tried to focus, tried to squeeze together for him, to make it somehow just as amazing as he was making it for her, but she didn't know if she would succeed. She held on tightly to her bonds, her hands desperately wanted to touch him, to graze his body vigorously, but she refused to let herself. This was what he wanted, and it made the sensations just as wonderful for her, not being able to touch him. Now she could just focus on how it felt. 

He was thrusting into her agonizingly deeply, her ankles up in the air gained him more access and she bit her lip hard at the gloriously full feeling. "C....huhhh......Craig..." She managed to moan. She wanted to tell him to keep going, to go even deeper, but she couldn't find any words. Her mind was in a passionate haze, completely consumed with how she felt. She could hear some soft grunts from him and her back arched upwards in responce, lifting off the sheets of the bed. 

"Come Kitten, come again...come, come, come.." he said with a thick, passion-filled voice, his tempo quickening. She couldn't resist. Couldn't fight his words, and they tipped her over the edge. Into the abyss of pleasure that waited for her. Her body convulsed violently around him, squeezing and releasing, and her neck strained back quickly, mouth openning wide as she called out his name. Very loudly. If Bambi was in her room she might have heard it. She was glad she had the ties to hold onto, she gripped them with white knuckles, her nails digging into her palms almost painfully as her back arched even further into the air. She gasped for breath after calling out his name, her body collapsing back onto the tangled sheets below them, a very pleased feeling washing over her entire body. "You're a god, Craig Knight..." she breathed, and a smile curled up the edges of her plump lips.

He had almost come with her, the first tickle of her explosion had set him off. Now he rested, after letting go of her legs and laying himself down so he rested his head on her chest, almost completely spent. His arms wrapped around her. He smiled at her comment but didnt reply to it. It felt nice, just to lay like this. He heard her heartbeat under his ear, and somehow it made him relax.

With a finger he 'released' her. "You have pleased me, milady...I will set you free..." He noted that one of her nipples was just in front of his mouth as he lay down his head again. Bringing his hand up he poked at it and like poking a hedgehog it retracted itself. It wasnt exactly like a hedgehog though, no prickles, but it became a little harder. Breasts had always fashinated him. They could be different sizes and still be fantastic. He let his finger draw circles, like he was doing a labyrinth, whith the nipple in the middle. If possible the nipple looked to contract a little more and the woman shivered. He stuck out his tongue, let it flick over it a few times. He heard her heartbeat pick up.

Moving his body slightly, sliding out of her as well, he let his hand go downwards to that very spot. It wasnt exactly hard to get access. Entering he let his two fingers he seemed to be searching, he pressed in a little further at the same time he took the nipple in his mouth and sucked at it hard. A little more further in and then he pressed up, letting the 'pads' of his fingertips massage a certain special spot. It didnt take that long before he felt more squeezing around his fingers, her skin twitched, her thighs helded him firmly and her own sounds of pleasure. The whole thing was arousing him again. The sight, sound as well as the taste of her. She relaxed again, a silly but cute little grin on her face.

"There kitten...you are released...I hope..."

Her fingers and toes curled up as he pleasured her again. His fingers inside of her had found a very nice spot, almost like he knew what it would feel like to her before she did. He pressed on it and a tingle shot up through her body, making her bite her bottom lip and arch her neck back. It was almost like an orgasm, just not as intense, and when it went away she had that same pleased feeling as before. He noted her grin and she widened it at him and let out a small, contented sigh. 

She brought her arms down after he released her. She had to admit that the thought of being "tied up" had frightened her a bit, just because of what had happened with Morgan, but he seemed to understand and left them loose. They were almost more like handles than something to bind her with. Her arms were a bit stiff from being in the same position so long with so much pressure put on them, so she rubbed them for a moment before letting them fall, her fingers finding Craig's hair and rubbing through it. 

"The Knight has pleased his maiden...maybe she can repay him somehow." She said looking down at him with a wicked grin on her face. She placed a hand on his shoulder and guided him to roll over onto his back, they were at different hights, so she wound up sitting on his stomach. She slid down and rested on top of him, pressing her body against his. First, she had to get things working down there again before they could proceed. Now her face was next to his and she gave him a small smile when he looked at her through darkened eyes. 

She began by moving her body along his, her perked nipples brushing against his skin and his doing the same to her. Her lips found the underneath of his strong jaw and placed hot kisses there and down to his collar bone. She breathed hot air on his neck and then nipped it, two different sensations, each pleasureable in their own way. Raising her head a bit she found his ear and flicked her tongue across his lobe, sucking it into her mouth to tease it with her tongue. "Are you ready to accept your repayment, stallion?" She breathed in a hoarse whisper against his ear. Her body still squirmed atop his, knowing that soon he would respond to it. She slid back down a bit to place kisses on his chest, and while she did that she rubbed her pelvis against his in gentle, circular motions, almost like a massage.

With a descrete move he had released his member from the 'hood of protection' and dropped it on the floor as she turned him over to his back. He felt her wet warmth on his stomach. He felt her thighs on either side of his body, holding him firm in place, not that he had planned on leaving anytime soon. 

It felt nice what she did, some women he had been with just lay there, letting him do most of the work, some simply didnt know what to do others felt it really was his job to bring them pleasure. With Alayna, it had from the start been a giving and a taking in equal shares. The hardest part for him was to actually to lay still and let her do it, he wanted to touch her more than he did, he wanted to do more than what he did now; softly stroking her body, gripping her firm ass and pressing it down. Her nibbles sent shivers over his body and created goosebumps.

"Mmmm" was his only reply as she nibbled and sucked at his earlobe. He smiled at her comment. As she moved on him he raised his hips upwards slightly, pressing himself closer. "You better be ready to school me well, Kitten, I might buck or try to toss you off, you might need to sit down firmly." He swallowed as she moved further down, giving his chest some attention. His chest was only marred by a few scars, most faded ones but it were some new once from the crash that still held a pinkish color. He hadnt cared so much about them but she had fussed a little over them before. He had just been happy to be alive.

Taking hold of her hips he pressed her further down. She would at some point have to get the protection since she was closer to his bag than he was. For now however he laid back and enjoyed what she did. The fire in his loins was slowly building.

"Don't worry about me, I've gentled many wild stallions....although I do prefer them to have a little spirit." She said with a heated smirk towards him. She then continued to kiss his chest, licking across a nipple as she went. Men liked attention there just as much as women did, after all. Her fingers trailed lightly along his sides as she continued to kiss and nibble down his torso. One hand found the V in his hips and traced them delicately with the edge of her fingernail, hoping he liked the sensation. His small gasps and hitches in his breath drove her on and she delved further down with her hands. She skipped the final destination, though, and went to the insides of his thighs instead, stroking the sensitive skin there. 

She wriggled her body further down him, her bottom raised in the air, and her lips now found his thighs. She kissed and flicked her tongue along them as her hands continued to stroke his hips and what she could reach of his firm bottom. Suddenly, with no warning, she nipped his thigh once with her teeth, not too hard, but hard enough to get a reaction, and she grinned. She turned her head to see that he was quite ready for her once again and she looked teasingly up into his hooded eyes. 

She gave him a grin before wriggling up to position herself in front of 'The Legend', tossing her hair to the side she let it spill over one of his legs and out of her way. Ever so slowly, she brought her finger up and ran it down the length of him, barely a touch, agonizingly teasing. Then she held the base of him firmly in a hand as she brought her full lips closer to give him a kiss on his tip. She felt his member twitch under her hold and her lips quirked into a small smile. Starting at his base she then slid her tongue slowly up his length and when she reached the tip once more she looked up at him with her mint eyes. "Does that feel good, Stallion, hmm?" She asked teasingly. She parted her lips over him and slid her mouth over half of his length, letting her tongue play with him inside of her mouth. She then began to move her head up and down, creating suction with her mouth, and his noises drove her to go deeper. 

She continued that way until his noises became louder and she felt his hips moving more underneath her. When that happened she pulled herself away with a final kiss. "Not yet, Stallion, you've got more in you, yet." She let him compose himself while she reached over him for a condom and before she went back to his hips she gave him a kiss on his cheek and a smile. She sat down on his knees, and opening the package, she took it out and placed it over his tip. She pulled it down slowly with her fingers and massaged him a bit when she was done. She knew that he probably wouldn't last much longer, thankfully, she was very aroused, herself, so it wouldn't take her long to come. There was a very obvious tingle and pulse in her own groin. 

Crawling up once again she positioned herself over him on her knees, and with her hands on his chest, she lowered herself onto him very, very slowly, a small noise coming out of her own mouth at the fullness. She began to rotate her hips slowly as well as moving up and down, clenching and unclenching all in the same motion. She slid her hands to his as she moved, and grabbing them, she raised them up to place them on her breasts. She kept her hands on his and leaned into them, helping herself balance as she continued to move. She moaned low as she continued.

She had egged him on, close to the brink of no return. Every inch of his skin seemed to be burning. Finally, finally she covered his shaft with her devine warmth, squeezing tight around him. He let out yet another groan, leaning his head back. She had placed his hands on her breasts and now he did his best not to grab on them to hard as the pressure was building. One hand dropped down to her hip, pressing her down, thrusting into her deeper, harder. After teasing her breast with his one hand for a while the other hand then dropped and took hold on her other hip. As he pulled her down he followed her in her twirling, rotating motion. With his help she came perhaps a little further down. He was getting closer and he swallowed hard. Moving without thinking he took hold of her legs, brought them forward without her sliding out of him, her feet was now on either side of his neck. He had brought his own legs up so she had some support as well as something to hold on to. When she was rotating one way, he went the oppisite way. As she on top of this squeezed on him hard he let out a deep throated moan. Both of them was by now sweaty. "Oh...Ohh...Kit..ten...er..." Suddenly, even if he had felt it comming, he came, bucking wildly, he made some sort of sound in chorus with hers. Flashing lights and total bliss.

He felt her move, now resting herself ontop of him, her head on his sweaty chest. Totally spent, and content he could just smile at her. He had almost forgot about her foot, and it seemed like she forgot about it too. It was hard to stay awake. He stroked her over her head until he fell asleep.

She woke up still on top of his chest and amidst a sea of tangled sheets. The housekeeping was going to be wondering what happened in here lastnight. She smirked at the thought. She let out a mix of a sigh and a groan and stretched, not wanting to get up. His eyes opened sleepily to look at her and she smiled back at him, resting her chin on his chest. "Let's just sleep all day and forget the flight." She said with a small giggle and closed her eyes again briefly before sighing, and reluctantly pushing herself off of him and standing up. 

Her foot hurt worse than usual this morning, probably from the walking yesterday as well as the curling toes and such lastnight. She jumped in the shower quickly and dressed in some jean shorts and a flowy tank top after she dried off. Craig showered after her and she fixed her hair and put a bit of makeup on. Walking to the bed she found the used condoms on the floor and placed them in the trash. It'd just be rude if they left those to the cleaning ladies. 

They got ready quickly and packed everything up, double checking to make sure they didn't forget anything. Then they headed out the door and into the lobby. Hilariously enough, they met Bambi and her....grandfathe....er...husband...as they opened their door and Alayna gave her a smirk. The woman met her expression with a sour one of her own and Alayna smirked on the inside. She must have heard them lastnight. They rode to the airport with Roger and Alayna took a few minutes to say goodbye to the sweet man that had been so kind to them. She offered him a smile and a hug and then handed him a little gift that she had bought at one of the random gift shops around the area. It wasn't much, just a printed hankerchief with a horse pattern on it since she noticed he always had one in his pocket. He thanked her graciously and they headed into the airport. 

They boarded their plane and settled in for a long flight.

It had been a late flight and now most of the passangers were sleeping. He had nudged her and beconed her to follow. If it was something he hadnt done it would be this. She had looked a little puzzled at first but he had hushed her. If the stewards would see or suspect what he was up to...they couldnt exactly kick them out, and he didnt think they could..give them a naughty fine, but you never knew. This was almost when he had snuck out after lights out to met Essy.

The toilet was as cramped as all airplane and train toilets were. He took a extra look around before he closed and locked the door. Under one arm he had the small pillow you got, and in his pocket he had the most important thing. He closed the lid of the toilet and placed both the pillow and condom there for easy access. It was very tight and he smiled up at her. He had gone down on his knees before her and unbottoned her pants and pulled them down, they were shortly followed by her panties. He didnt however pull them off completely. After that he gave her the pillow. She had looked a little confused at first.

"We need to be careful, Milady...your...guardian does not like our courtship so we need to be quiet. I think you know that it will muffle your screams as I take you...here in the stables..." He gave her a wink and a saucy smirk. A airplane toilet was as far as you could come from a stable...but with a little imagination. Standing up he started to kiss her neck and fondle her breasts. He mumbled a story into her ear, making up a story, describing made up earlier meetings between their characters. It wasnt hard to entice her to unbutton his own pants and he couldnt help that he moved against her hand as she gripped him with her hand. Carefully she even held his jewels and massaged them lightly. It made him moan softly in her ear and he bit her softly at the base of her neck.

After he had played with her breasts, sucking at them, he looked at her and smiled. She was flushed, he could see that even in the faint light that the toilet had. He was ready as he could be but he wanted to make it better for her. He continued with his story as he kneeled infront of her again and spread her legs. It seemed like she was as ready as he was as he tasted her. He heard a light bonk as she must have hit the back of her head on the mirror. His tongue both prodded and licked over her core and petals. On a few occations she pressed her legs against his head but it only encuraged him. A couple of times he felt her hand on his head like she urged him on.

Then, he tought he heard like a muffled higher moan, she grabbed a handful of his hair and there was some twitching in her thighs as she pressed them around his head. There was also more wetness. At this he quickly put the condom on, got up and entered her. If he timed it right he might be able to make a rerun of the time on the couch before they left. He thrusted as much the space allowed, and the feeling made him moan, his jaw clenched against the base of her neck, with a grip around her hips, pressing her even closer.

She bit her lip in an attempt to keep her moan in, but a bit slipped out anyways. He had surprised her with this and her mind was in a blur, but she was ready for him. She had been thinking about lastnight as she sat in the seat silently next to him, and it didn't take much to set her body off once they got into the bathroom. He was doing a wonderful job of it, though. 

She clenched her teeth and her toes curled up, back arching against the support of the wall as she came. She gripped into his hair, the only thing she could get ahold of in the tiny space, trying not to pull it too hard through the pleasure. Her breathing was heavy and her knees weakened, but he had his hands on her hips, supporting her. He moved suddenly and the next thing she knew he had slipped inside of her. Another small moan escaped at the fullness and suddeness of it all. 

She clinged to him almost helplessly as he began to thrust, her arms around his shoulders and her face buried in his neck, under his strong jaw. She was still coming down from her orgasm, her body twitching around him rhythmically. She knew where this was going...they had done it before, and she couldn't help the small smile that appeared on her lips against his neck. "Craig..." She whispered in pleasure. 

His pace quickened and her hips rotated on instinct and pushed further into him. She was starting to feel that tingle again, so soon after just coming, but her body always responded strongly to his. She groaned into his neck, hoping it would help muffle the sound as the heat grew down below. He delved into her faster and deeper and she whimpered against him, her nails clawing at the back of his shirt. 

His thrusts grew more hungry, quicker and harder and she tightened around him. The tingle grew and spread suddenly, almost sneaking up on her, and she gasped into his neck, clutching onto him firmly as she came once again. Her hips bucked against his and she could feel his doing the same. He had pushed her against the wall more firmly, leaning against her as he spilled into her and a contented sigh rushed out of her. She had wanted him all day...wanted him to take her like this...but she didn't think they would be able to since their day would be spent traveling. Craig Knight had proved her wrong once again.

He had fallen asleep almost right away when they came back to their seats. She had too as it seemed as she had rested her head on his chest, her hand in his.

They both looked a little travelworn as they met Thomas on the airport. Alayna fell asleep on the way home as she sat, leaning on Barf on one side (that had his nose stuck out the window and his lips flapping in the wind, most likely sending bobs of drool on the car behind them) and Penny curled up in her lap. The puppy had grown it seemed, or that was Alayna had claimed her 'baby' had done. Craig didnt really see it. However it looked like that Barf looked a little...fat...and Thomas confessed after awhile that the dog -might- have snucked into the house when Hathi had been cooking. Some fooditems might have mysteriously gone missing. The only clue had been those...slime trails. To make things better the thief had pooped outside his trailer and he had slipped on one accident, waving his arms like he was walking the line. It had made Hathi laugh when she saw it he said. The man blushed again.

Craig had looked at him, a gaze like on a drunk person, but this time he wasnt actually drunk just really really tired. "You know, just kiss her...its not highschool anymore...she is a pretty lady...one of these days another man will come along...you will hate yourself for not...trying..." He rubbed his face with one hand. "If you think its scary we can go on a double date..."

"W-what?" Thomas gave Craig a sideways glance as he drove, his eyes widening a little, then he looked in the rear-view mirror to see that Alayna was still sleeping. "I...I can't....it's easier said than done, Craig. I...." He couldn't really think of a reason to not kiss Hath...besides the fact that they were both shy when it came to that. He had certainly thought about it enough times... He frowned at the car in front of him, mostly out of aggrivation at himself. 

"You don't think it drives me crazy to be around her all day long and not actually BE with her? She's...a very closed person. Very business-minded, and she doesn't want our work relationship or friendship to be jeopardized for a...romantic relationship....or...at least, that's what I think she's scared of. I've tried to give hints...but nothing seems to work..." That had kind of turned into a rant...he hadn't meant for it to be. He sighed and ran a hand through his hair, then raised his back a bit to pop it. They had been driving for about an hour and he was getting stiff. 

"I don't know how you do it, buddy." He said after a moment of silence. " You make it seem easy, but it doesn't come that way for me. I just...I don't want to hurt her. And I don't want to be rejected. I grew up with her...we lived down the road from each other and we've been best friends since...I don't want to lose that friendship." He huffed out a breath. "Sorry...no one else has ever talked about her with me.....I guess I got a little gung-ho.." He ran a large, calloused hand across his face and rubbed at his eyes, trying to get them to focus. They had arrived early in the morning and he had woken up just to come and get them. Then he still had a full day of work ahead of him....no rest for the weary.

"Thinking, schminking...sometimes the hints isnt clear enough you know...its like offering a starved person without hands a leaking straw to eat soup with...Have you ever tried to actually show her how you feel...at one point this will hurt you too much, you will see her find another man, because she will...that will kill you inside, making you bitter...you will move away, will never talk to her face to face again, perhaps you will reccive christmas cards, then a white envelope will pop down with the thing you dreaded the most, you will go even if it kill you even more inside, turning your heart cold. At some point a baby will come...years will pass by, perhaps another baby or two... Perhaps you will find someone, this woman will love you will all her heart but you only like her, you will still deep down pine for her, the woman of your heart because that is what she is to you." 

Craig took a sip of water from his bottle. Usually he wasnt this open or frank, especially not with another guy, especially not since Sven. They had talked feelings...in a manly way...or so he had thought at least. "I thought that Essy was the one...but she werent...still it killed me to see her get married...I never said to her how I felt but I know now she would have turned me down...and it has nothing to do with love...she probably loved me the same way I loved her...but she knew it couldnt be...not with almost a...15 years of age differance..." He caught the look on Thomas face in the corner of his eyes. Glancing back he chuckled and shortly told him how he had litterary bumped into the blackhaired vixen. She had been crying and he had comforted her, and then as they had continued to meet (since she had first thought he was older) things had led to another. As he saw the man with a light blush he chuckled again. 

"Oh, man..." he accidently let out a snork as he laughed, and then he laughed at that. He was so darn tired.

Thomas' face went a few shades paler when Craig described what he feared most...and he found it hard to swallow all of a sudden. He didn't say anything to that...just looked out into the horizon as he drove with a worried frown on his face. What if that did happen? He had always assumed that they would eventually get together...but he wasn't making the move to..and she wasn't either. What if another man DID come along and steal her away? Craig was right, he would act happy for her...but deep inside he would be so depressed and heartbroken he wouldn't know what to do with himself. If she had babies with someone else....beautiful babies that would grow up to look just like her.  He chewed on the inside of his cheek, trying to think of what he could do to let Hath know that he wanted to get serious. He suddenly realized he couldn't stand the thought of her being with anyone else but him, his more protective side kicking in. 

He gave a sideways glance at the man as he talked about "Essy". He felt bad for him...the fact that he had just lost her...but he seemed to look back on the memories with fondness. His eyes widened at the "15 years" and a blush popped up in his cheeks. Only a light one...but still a blush nonetheless. 15 years?! And he was just a young teenager, so he claimed! No wonder Craig was the way that he was around women...If he had started that early...the blush deepened. Now thoughts of Hath popped into his mind...very unclean thoughts, just because of what Craig had said...darn the man.

He snapped out of his thoughts when he heart the man snort a laugh and Thomas began to laugh at the odd noise. "What?" He asked between chuckles. What did the man find so amusing all of a sudden?

"Oh, nothing...just...just came to think of something...I need to ask Kitten about it later."

When they had been dropped off he had found and opened the letter he got from Essys barrister. It had been two things, another sealed letter and then it had been papers. He had frozen as he stood. She had given him money. She had putting some away ever since they met, a good sum each month and as she married the sum had gone up. He had started to cry when he had read the note in the sealed letter. 

"For the pure love you gave, for making me feel like the only loved woman in the world, for making me whole when I was scattered, for letting you down when you needed me the most, for all the love I wanted to give you but couldnt. I knew that something was waiting for you so I had to let you go. When you read this I will be gone, but never forget me my darling, because I never forgot you... Forever yours, Essy"

He had thought so evil thoughts about her, but now he understood that she had done it for his sake. She had known he wouldnt leave her on his own, so she had married someone else. She had sold herself in a way, claiming that she loved that man.

Feeling Kittens hand on his shoulder he had simply given her the letter, he couldnt speak.

She had walked up to him when she saw him reading the letter on the sofa, silent tears falling down his cheeks and she laid a hand on his shoulder, squeezing it gently. He didn't say anything to her, simply handed her the letter. She took it gingerly, like it would fall apart if she held it too tightly and lifted it up to read. 

Her lip began to quiver a bit as she read. She hadn't even ever met her, but the emotions radiating from the letter as well as her knowledge of Craig's past made it hard to read without tearing up. Not only had she been a beautiful woman on the outside, but she seemed to be a truly loving and generous person on the inside, as well. She had been the perfect woman to find Craig at that point in his life...and she wished she could have thanked her personally for all she had done for him. 

She walked quickly over to his side and sat down next to him, setting the letter gently on the coffee table in front of the couch so that she wouldn't bend it. "Oh, Craig..." She said softly, and pulled him into a hug, letting him rest his head on her shoulder. "She was a good woman, Craig, and I'm happy that you were able to know her....I know you are too..." She talked to try to comfort him, and to keep herself from crying as well. She needed to be strong for him right now. "Just let it all out..." She said in a quiet voice, stroking the soft hair on his head and she kissed his forehead. She rocked him gently back and fourth as he cried, holding onto him tightly. They were tired and over-emotional, but she was happy he was finally letting it all out. He had cried after the funeral in the car ride back, but she didn't think that he had really understood that she was really gone. Sometimes it took a few days for the realization to sink in, and she thought that it had finally hit him.

His nose were probably running, tears streaming down his face, he was tired, so very tired, his stomach was bothering him again making him feel a metallic taste in the back of his mouth. He sobbed on her shoulder, clanged to her like he would drown if he let go. Had someone told him he would be -crying- on a girls shoulder a year before he had called them lunatics and rolled his eyes at them.

"She left me money...she always tried to give me money but I wanted to take care of my family, my mother...and my sister...by myself...and I wouldnt let her help me..." he hickuped "...it seems like she gave me the money anyway..." He handed her the other paper that gave information about the account and the access to it. It wasnt a overly huge sum, but for the common man it was enough, more than perhaps 2-3 of yearly salarys.

He would be able to pay his hospitalbill, pay off other small loans and maybe...just maybe...get a place of his own. He would try and save most of it but even after the most urgent debts it wouldnt be noticed much. He closed his eyes, thanking her.

As he started talking, still leaning his head on her shoulder "What would Hathi do if she wanted to go away for a weekend, and everybody else is busy too...what sort of person does she call in to help?" He nodded. It could work then. A weekend wasnt much...or...a long weekend + 2 days or 1½ to count the travelling. If anything it could give Thomas the nudge he needed. He already knew that it wasnt any shows coming up and the horses did have some sort of "vacation" period of their own at the moment. It wouldnt be any better time than this. He wanted to repay them in some way. Some tropical island.

It felt like the right thing to do. Essy had wanted him to have friends, to find someone to love just as he loved...had loved her. "I have a plan, Kitten...and it dont just involve us...we need to make them see what we see...to make them dare to take the pludge before its too late."

She smiled and ran her thumb softly over his cheek bone. "You're so kind, Craig. Always thinking about everyone but yourself..." She moved her face closer to his and gave him a gentle kiss on his lips, cupping the side of his face and closing her eyes. She was so relieved that Esmerelda had given him some money...it settled her mind to know that he wouldn't constantly be striving to make more money. This would hold him for a while if he managed it correctly, and she knew he would. He liked to give to other's, but when it came to things for himself he was a tightwad. 

She listenend intently, giggling every now and again as he described his plan to her. She agreed to help him however she could, and after they smoothed out some of the kinks in their plan they both walked to the bed and collapsed on it, holding each other while they slept. 

The next morning she woke drearily and they headed to work a few hours later than normal. Hathien had let them sleep in a few more hours since she knew they were jet lagged. They arrived to the farm and Barf bounded up to greet them, Alayna wiggled his lips around and squished his face together while she baby talked to him. His butt wiggled all over, wagging his tail as hard as he could and she gave him a kiss on the forehead before letting him go. She glanced over at Craig. "Ready to set our plan into action?" She asked with a sly smirk.

He would work on Thomas and Kitten would work on Hathi. He would invite the big man to go to the new water fun park that had opened about a 1½h carride from here with him. They had even printed out some that they were going to show as "proof". They had both decided to play on the "girls/boys only thing" and muttering something about that they needed some "space" for a few hours.

Craig let out a dramatic huff as he sat down beside Thomas as he sat cleaning tack. Since he couldnt really just sit by when someone else was working he grabbed a halter, a rag and started to clean it. He let out another huff. "Sometimes, even if I love her to bits...and now I actually DARE to SAY that...outloud...sometimes...*I* dont get women...what if I didnt cared if whatever it was had two shades deeper than the other thingiemajig? Like...they look the same to me...its like asking...if we should sort the dung after colorshade...its dung...who cares, you know?" He rubbed a little harder on the leather. Even small little things like this was important, to take care of the things you had, making them last longer.

He just got a few glances from the other man, a nod and hmm's. "You sure are a chatterbox today..." Craig jeered and nudged the other man and finally got a smile. "Heeey - he is aaaaliiiive, aaaaliiiiiiive...." He grinned in reply towards the big man. They had started slow, both on their guard but somewhere in the middle of drama of this and that they had found eachother. Craig was still a little wary but felt he relaxed more and more around him.

"Oh yeah right...since you are a chicken boo...I wondered if you wanted to go with me to the new waterpark or what ever it was. Just to get some time away from here you know...maybe we can grab some fancy clothes with us as well so we can do the big town while we are out and about...you need to show me the ropes you know!" He gave the man a friendly pounce on the upperarm, secretly hoping the man wouldnt return it. He would be flying if he did.

Thomas cocked an eyebrow at the man and grinned as he punched his shoulder lightly. He was acting odd today, more cheerful than usual, and he didn't think he had EVER heard him complain about Alayna. But he had done them all sitting next to him and helping him clean tack. He chuckled. It could be fun, he enjoyed swimming...he didn't really like to show off his white legs in swimming trunks, but it came with the work that he did. 

"Well, sure, Craig, I guess we could go. I could use a little time away from the barn." He was getting burnt out lately, with all the recent drama and the continuous work in the humid southern heat. It was taking a toll on his body and he found himself popping and crackling when he got out of bed every morning, his muscles sore and refusing to let him move naturally. He felt like an eighty year old man. 

Craig explained to him what they would be doing, and for some reason he kept urging him to pack plenty of clothes. Like they would be gone for longer than a day. He shrugged his shoulders, not asking any questions. He just went with things, usually, and did what he was asked. They chatted for a while as they cleaned tack, enjoying sitting down in the shade of the tack room. 

---------

Alayna was in the outdoor arena with Hath while they rode. Hath was on Gun and she rode Valor stirrupless, since her booted foot wouldn't fit in one. It was nice to get some stirrupless riding in, anyways. She just had to be careful how she cued Valor with her booted foot. She could tell he didn't enjoy how it felt on his side, so she cued even lighter than usual since he was such a responsive horse. 

"So...Hath...." She began as they stood side by side, relaxing for a moment after exercising their stallions. "You wanna go to the new water park with me this weekend? Thought we might have a little 'girls weekend out' to get away from the barn and the boys. My foot should be out of the boot by then, so I'll be good to swim a bit, and if nothing else we can lay out." Hathien nodded her head at her and smiled. 

"I'd like that." She said cheerfully. "I need to get some sun, anyways...I'm so pasty." She giggled. 

Alayna chuckled in return. "Trust me, I know how you feel..." She rolled her eyes. She hated burning instead of tanning, it was so frustrating. She had given up on tanning, slathering herself with sunscreen, instead. Oh, well, she'd just be less wrinkly than most women when she got older. "I thought we'd get a hotel room and stay for a few days, maybe do a little shopping while we're in the area." Hath agreed and she told her what all she might want to pack, making sure she told her everything she'd need for Hawaii, even though she didn't know that was where she would be going.

"Oh man, about the clothes...there is some pretty cool horsefarms in that direction as well...I know some of them...met them at the track...never really thought I should have something to do with them...but they are pretty successful and it might be a good thing to make the connection better and perhaps pick up an idea or two...if Hath ever would like to improve something you can have a idea ready and waiting...that can impress her you know...when you are...ontop of things...then you can show her the moves..." He knew he wasnt subtle and the prankster in him now usually grinned as he saw the others cheeks getting a shade of red. 

"So..you are in then? Great!" He leaned in. "You know...I have been resereved all my career as a jockey, never letting anyone close...I never really had friends...you know...its a fight...a dance to the death on the track...we are all paid to do our best to win, and we sit on top of animals that many times have all their nerves on the outside. There are many dirty tricks and you are lucky if you come back alive and in one piece. The other jockeys...that seem to be your friends...might very well be ones that stab you in your back." He pulled his hand through his hair. He could talk to Kitten about most things of his past, but he wasnt sure on how she would react if she knew of Sven. "I never let myself have friends within my proffession because of it...and I always worked. I didnt had working hours or holidays...I worked whenever I could since I never knew when I could get another ride...it must be nice to know you have a friend you can talk to...without the girly mush mush...you know..."

Thomas blushed faintly at Craig's words. The man wasn't subtle...if anything he was the opposite. Thomas admired him for that...for not letting nerves or fears hold him back when it came to romance. To be confident that the woman would like you. It must be a nice feeling. His brothers were always chiding him for not saying more to Hath, he had talked about her with them a few times, and they had seen how they acted as children. Hath had hung out with his three other brothers as well as a child, but she hadn't bonded with any of them like she had with him. He smiled at the thought. She had picked him out of all of his brothers to be best friends with...just that thought gave him more confidence. 

He looked over at the man as he talked, he twiddled his thumbs and shuffled around a bit like he was a bit uncomfortable with talking about that with him. He nodded as Craig talked. "That's rough, buddy. I don't know how jockeys do it. I guess I'm too soft hearted." He said with a chuckle. "Mom always calls me the 'gentle giant' of all my brothers. They had tried to make me play football with them in highschool, but I was too worried about hurting someone else." He barked a laugh. It seemed silly, he knew, but he really didn't like to hurt anyone else. He wasn't a fighter...so he guessed he was a lover...given the chance. He shivered a bit at the thought and then pushed it to the back of his mind. 

"I've never really had too many guy friends besides my brothers. And they're not always the best to talk to." He said rolling his eyes. "They either agree with you or laugh you out of the house." He paused. "I guess Hath has always been the one I talk to about things...but I can't really talk to her about...her." He said nudging the other guy's shoulder. "That's why I need you to set me straight." He said with a chuckle and fiddled with the breastcollar that he was cleaning.

"I..uh...this may sound weird...but, I wanted to thank you for treating Alayna the way you do. She's..kind of like a sister to me, and it's good to see her so happy lately. You...think ya'll will get...more serious?" He knew it was a personal question, but he was curious...and Craig was the one that had started talking openly to him...so maybe he would answer.

The nudge, that wasnt probably meant to be that hard, in Thomas terms still made Craig drop the bridle he had in his hands. If it had been just after his accident this shove would have hurt him way more than it did now. He had nodded and smile as the other man talked, that was until he said 'I need you to set me straight' then he stopped midmovement and looked up, slight worry in his eyes. No! He couldnt...be...ok...there were bi-people but... Mentally he shook his head. No. No, no...he couldnt have meant it that way...right?

Craig observed the other man as he continued to clean the bridle, now with a new rag since the old one was on the ground. "I hadnt expected to...fall for her as I did...usually...women dont...hang around for so long...its like they use me as much as I used them...Working the way I did...never really gave time for something serious and I didnt want to have anyting serious either...not...after...some things.. Honestly I didnt think Alayna thought she would fall for me either... If its good or bad I dont know but most know my name in some way. Ask a girl and she might blush...ask a guy....and you might get a sour face since I might have won over him, either in poker, getting his date or his ride. Not sure what is the worst for a jockey...probably the last Im afraid.."

He wasnt sure what to say about the other. But his eyes met the other mans without hestitation, without looking away and without any of his recent silly smirks. "As I said before...when we thought that...you know...I said I would take my responsibility...but I wouldnt do it just...because I would be the one that got her...that way...I would do it because I love her. After...Esmeralda...I didnt think I would be able to love any woman like that." Craig looked away. It still brought tears to his eyes. He wasnt afraid to cry infront of Kitten, but he wasnt going to bawl in front of Thomas. He blinked them away. "She said she had to let me go because she knew she wasnt the one for me...she had to hurt me so I would leave her...she married someone else, someone she liked but didnt love to make me go on... As much as it hurt me then, Im still thankful today. Essy showed me what love is...and I will show that to Alayna as long as she wants me."

Thomas noticed Craig freeze his movements for a moment ang give him a sideways glance. What? What had he said? Whatever it was he certainly didn't know, and Craig didn't say anything. He mentally shrugged his shoulders and continued to rub on the breastcollar that was now getting dark and shiny. 

He nodded as Craig spoke, listening in silence and letting him speak. He was very satisfied with his answer. It was mature and serious. He could tell Craig meant every word he said, and Thomas felt a bit of relief, content that he and Alayna were in love and that he wasn't being...what all the rumors had said. "I'm really sorry, Craig..." He said after a moment, "...about Esmerelda...I'm sure it's really hard. I've never lost anyone that close, before. I've lost grandparents...but I didn't love them in the same way that you...loved her. I just wanted to let you know that I'm sorry for your loss." He gave him a small pat on the shoulder in what he hoped was a comforting gesture. He wasn't the best with emotions, but he did try. 

His cheeks burned for a moment as he pondered how he would approach Craig with his next subject. He knew that Craig would take it fine, but he was always bashful about these topics. He'd have to get over that, though, if he was going to win Hath over. "Uh...I was going to ask you...if maybe you have any advice for me...with Hathien...any...tips." He paused to swallow, thinking of what to say. "I..want to make a good impression, but..I'm tired of being so subtle...and you're....well you're not." He chuckled. "So, I thought you'd be a good one to ask." He looked down at the breastcollar and continued to work on it, cheeks burning slightly.

The man meant well but Craig was certain he would have a bruise on his shoulder after Thomas affectionate pats. "Well, you know her well, Thomas...I dont...just be you but lose the stubtle. Its the real you that you want her to see, so dont act like anyone you arent. They arent stupid...or the right ones isnt anyway...there are...believe me...plenty of airheads out there... You really dont have to do big things to woo a lady...it can be small things too...thoughtful things... things that...well...are a everyday thing really... Like if you see that she is warm after riding horses...bring her something to drink and perhaps something to perk up her appetite...like a...banana...that usually make Kitten happy and perky again..." Craig grinned, that bad and naughty boy grin that had some women go 'aww' on him even if they had been annoyed with him from the start.

"Most thing its like some secret, like I would have...like a magic skill....but its just like being a good horseperson...Thomas...you watch...you learn and you remember... Women like different things...I never do 'my thing' with the women Ive been with...they are not a piece of meat Im suppose to give my stamp on..." The man shrugged a little, seemingly intent on getting a certain hard to remove smudge off the piece of leather he was working on "...I touch them, try to discover what they like, what they dont like...just like when you sit up on a horse, trying to figure out how the gas and breaks work you know...and dont be afraid to ask...its works humping along with something you 'think' they like than asking...if you think its shameful...it all depends on how you say it... to say 'what do I do know' is like saying that this isnt something special and you would rather watch sports or do the deed on your own with a magazine. No, bring some fantasy into it...say that you are her loveslave, that you will do whatever she commands you to do...it sounds bizzare but sometimes it really turns them on..." He chuckled low, how many roles had they made him play.

Giving Thomas a glance he continued "Altho...perhaps you arent a loveslave but the base thing is really that every woman is different...you can just do what you think is good or what the woman before said was good...some like it rough, some like it soft. Im not saying you should treat her like a horse, but approach her as you would try on a new one that you dont know anything about...keep attention to the tings she like as well as the things she dont. Do the small things good, like rub her shoulders or feet. She knows you, dont be afraid to touch her. Ive seen her look at you...she wont give you a smack just for giving her a shoulderrub..."

Craig wasnt sure if anything of what he said made any sense to the man. He had never really been asked on 'how' he did things. It all came natural to him. But he had seen that Thomas was good with the horses so thats why he had chosen to express his examples this way in hopes the other man would understand it better even if it sounded strange.

"Uh...thank you..." Thomas murmured. He really did appreciate it, he was just a little too shy to admit it. The man had given him even more than he had asked for, and he took it into consideration. Not that he would try to act like Craig...but he would be himself more...act on the way he felt more instead of pushing his own feelings to the side. Oddly, the horse example worked best for him, he understood them well, growing up around them. It was all about body language and instincts with them as well as communication...that made sense. Any good relationship could be built off of those things. He offered a smile to the man since he was too shy to admit that it was helpful information. 

He unfolded his long legs and stood up, knees popping a bit at the motion. "Well, I'm headed out to bush hog the pastures...thanks for all your...advice, Craig." He had most of his thinking time when he was driving the tractor, and he needed it now to ponder how he would approach Hathien. He was too busy thinking about the horse when he rode, and he was usually too frustrated or concentrated when fixing or working on something, so tractor it was. The fields needed to be mowed anyways, some of them had sprouted up after the rain they had recieved recently. He waved goodbye to Craig and walked over to the Equipment barn to hook up the bush hog. He passed the outdoor arena as he walked and caught Hath's eye as she sat on Gun. He gave her a crooked smile as he passed and she returned it with a small smile of her own before smiling larger and breaking their gaze. Alayna was beside her on Valor and had noticed the exchange, it seemed, because she looked over at him and grinned widely before nudging Valor into a walk and towards the stallion barn.

Craig yawned. It had taken some planning, some dirty tricks perhaps to get both of the unsuspecting pair on this trip where they wanted them to be. He wasnt sure what Kitten had said to Hathi but he had Thomas to pick him up. Sadly the plan about the funpark had gone bye bye since a tornado had destroyed half of it. Then he had seen there was a special rodeo that he had heard Thomas talk about and the other man hadnt been hard to convince to go to that instead. He still got the man to pack some swimwear since Craig said he was sure the hotel had a bubblepool. That wasnt something apparently Thomas had tried THAT many times. It wasnt something new but still something that made him pack the pants anyway.

It was early and the sun had just begun to show itself when Thomas truck came around the corner and pulled up outside Kittens appartment. She probably stood there watching them now, waiting for them to leave so she could leave too. If her car would be gone at this hour Thomas might suspect something. Craig made the agreed on sign behind his back so the other man wouldnt see.

They had decided on to meet at the check in. They just had a carry on bagage since they only would be gone for a few days and if the ladies wanted a new dress Craig decided that he would give them that as a treat. Then he came to think of the bright idea that it might be a perfect way to both make the other man to make something spontaneous and do a nice thing for Hathi. He texted his idea to Kitten. When Thomas asked he just said he forgot to tell Kitten...Alayna..something about Barf...and he didnt want to call to wake her up. It was just something for information and not something that was worth waking her up to tell her. Mentally Craig rubbed his hands together...He never had been able to have friends like this...not since school and he certainly not had the money to treat them to something like this. He just hoped they would like it, that they would relax and that...the other couple would be as happy as they were. He felt the box in his pants. It was no ring, just a silvernecklace with a silver heart, with a small Cubic zirconia stone and "Kitten" in a script font. If the right moment came he would give it to her, if not he would place it under her pillow.

Alayna smirked through the window as Thomas and Craig dissappeared down the road. She ran over to her room and grabbed her bags, she had packed some extra things in case Hathien didn't bring something she needed. They might be a little tighter on the woman, especially in the chest area, but they should fit...and give Thomas a little something extra to look at. She then headed down the stairs towards her Charger and sat her bags in it. Penny was at Lillian's house already, she had kindly agreed to take both her and Barf as well as feed and water the horses.

She drove to the farm and picked Hath up. Hath still thought she was going to the water park. With any luck she wouldn't notice that they were heading to the airport until they arrived. Hath would probably take a bit of convincing to go on the trip, but she would eventually get on the plane since they were already there and the tickets were already paid for. 

They chatted the whole way, talking about the horses, about Alayna's Olympics training and the direction Hathien wanted to take the farm. She hinted subtly about Thomas as she talked and Hathien caught on, of course, and stayed fairly quiet on the subject. Hath usually caught on to things like that, no matter how sneaky you tried to be. Luckily, Alayna thought that she hadn't caught onto this plan, yet. With any luck it would stay that way. They had ordered the plane seats where Thomas and Hath were sitting together, and Alayna and Craig were slightly behind them on the opposite side. It made them talk among theirselves, while still being able to chat with her and Craig if they needed. A shiver ran down her spine as she thought of being on a plane with Craig again. The last time they flew together...she smiled slightly at the thought. 

They began to approach the airport and Hath started to look around, noting all of the parking signs and that they were moving deeper into the airport. "Alayna...what are we doing at the airport?" She asked with a confused look at her. 

"There's been a change of plans." Was all Alayna said as she smirked at Hath. 

"What?? Are we flying somewhere? Alayna-"

"Just go with it." Alayna said, cutting her off. "You'll see soon enough, trust me, you'll like it." 

They parked and she nudged Hath towards the check-in, the other woman went slowly, looking around like she was trying to figure out where they were going. 

Alayna stood on her tippy-toes. Blast being so short! It was hard to look for Craig in the sea of people, but she finally spotted the top of Thomas' wavy hair and headed for it. When they walked up Hath's eyes grew a bit wider as she saw the boys standing there, too. 

"What...?" Hath looked around, seemingly quite confused by now. 

"You tell them, Craig, it was your idea." She said with a smile at the man who was now smirking.

There was just the hint of a slight blush on his cheeks, if you didnt know him you wouldnt see it. He was happy they had gotten both here and taken by how Hathi looked she hadnt suspected a thing. His hair had grown out some, his chin was freshly shaved so it made him look like a boy, mischeif in his eyes. Almost the image of a heartbreaker. He glanced at the other couple. Wonder who was blushing the most? Thomas or Hathi? Neither seemed to be able to look at the other. There was an appartment booked...two rooms...they didnt know that yet...he wasnt that keen on sharing a bed with the other man if the plan didnt work out but he had made sure that a sparebed could be put in if needed.

Another grin and smirk at the other couple. "Well..." he started "...ever since I met you...you accepted me like I was one of your own, in the family." He took Hathis hand and looked her deeply into her eyes, he wasnt sure if he felt a shiver in her hand but her blush seemed to get a shade deeper and he made his gaze less intense. "You gave me a job without hesitation because you trusted Alayna, even if Im pretty certain you have heard of me..." he gave Thomas a look "...and you..." he gave the man a good manly shove on the arm like that would explain how much he appreciated him as a friend. "Anyway..." His face took a serious look "...Esmeralda learned me...many things...and its thanks to her that I can give you this weekend away...to show how much you all mean to me...its not much...its not that far away...and its not for long...but I know you havent had a vacation for quite awhile...and...hopefully this will...at least boost the batteries a little... Sorry for tricking you though...but given what I have got to know about you guys you would just have said no..."

Apparently neither of them could say no to Craig's explanation because they had both boarded the plane without a fuss. Hath gave her a look when she saw that she would be sitting with Thomas by herself. She thought she saw Thomas give Craig a look too, that said "I know what you're trying to do." She giggled and placed her bags in the overhead compartment, then sat down next to the window by Craig. It was a smaller plane, so there were just two seats in each row so they didn't have to worry about any other people sitting with them. They could just relax and enjoy each other's company. 

After they took off Alayna unbuckled her seatbelt and rested her head on Craig's shoulder, breathing in his scent. She closed her eyes and smiled, smelling his natural musk mixed with his aftershave and cologne, and nuzzled her nose closer to his neck. "I'm glad we're getting to do this." She mumbled at him, already a bit sleepy, "I think you've been good for Hath and Thomas. I've been trying to get Hath to talk more seriously with Thomas ever since I've known her, but she refuses, too stubborn to do what I suggest, I guess. Thomas needed a friend...and you've been a good one to him." She said with a small smile and grabbed his hand, lacing her fingers through his. With any luck it would be an eventful few days for both 'couples', even though the other two didn't quite realize they were a couple yet.

He had been the only one that had remained awake. Kitten had fallen asleep, her head on his shoulder and when he looked over Thomas had fallen asleep too, Hathi had seemed to have fought it but soon her eyelids had become heavy. The man smirked. What would they do when they woke and noticed that Hathis head now, lightly was leaning on Thomas shoulder. Blush probably. They would be the supreme winners in blusholympics hands down.

When they were close to landing he woke 'his' lady with a kiss on her lips, one that he deepened to a kiss that made it at least tingle elsewhere on him. In the corner of his eye he noted that Thomas had woken up by the voice in the speaker and his slightly confused look as he noted Hathi leaning on him.

Since he had ordered a taxi, and them just having a carry on they came out of airport pretty quick. He had picked out a hotel that wasnt one of the touristy ones, this was located on one of the smaller islands so they had to take a small boat ride as well. It was still one of the bigger hotels but not on a party place...this was more a resort for couples, filled with romantic spots. If you didnt get the romantic feel here...

The boy that showed them the apartment gave them a smile as he opened the doors to their deck giving them the first view of their "backyard". Craig had seen it on the prospects of course but it was new to the other three. He felt happy with himself as he saw their faces. It was worth the money. He smiled at Alayna that squeezed his hand, and he squeezed hers right back.

Alayna watched Thomas and Hath's expressions as they saw the view and smiled. She doubted either of them had been on a vacation in a long, long while. It would be good for them. The girls had changed into their bathing suits while the boys went shopping to get some things that they would need, like a bit of food and a few necessities they didn't have. 

Hath came out in her bikini and was pulling at the edges, looking a bit uncomfortable about being so exposed. Alayna grinned at her, hoping Thomas would come back before they got out of the water to see her. "You got it, Hath, so flaunt it!" She chidded, the woman looked up at her a bit surprised and then laughed. They both slathered on sun screen and headed out back to lay in the sun and swim. 

----------------

Thomas walked through the store on auto pilot, mostly following Craig around. He was a terrible shopper, and he hated to do it. The man seemed to know what they needed, so he mostly just followed around, looking like a tourist in his jeans and boots while everyone else was wearing floral printed shirts and shorts. They wouldn't get him into shorts. Only to swim, and even then he wasn't the best at swimming. His mom always got on him and his dad on family vacations for not taking off their boots on the sand. Instead they plodded around with their swimtrunks and boots on, getting giggles from passing people.

"Hey, boot boy" Craig called as he stood and looked at some dresses."Its time to do something spontaneous...for Hathi...buy her a sundress...she have pale skin right? Its sunny out, strong sun and like Kitten she might get burned...buying a sundress show her that you care...that you dont want her to hurt herself." He scratched his chin as he tried to chose between two different patterns. He raised an eyebrow at the mans excuse. "You told me you had known her all your life...then dont pull crap on me...you know what she like and you have seen enough of her clothes like a shirt or so to know her size. And if you dont...you use your bloody charm man...see if you see a girl here with her body type and ask her size." He gave the big lug a shove like he had been a little bird that refused to leave the safety of the nest. "And I will get you into some shorts and floppies...otherwise I will pull your pants down infront of the girls...and dont think I wont do it...I promise you I will!"

A little while later he heard a voice of a woman. She seemed upset. As he looked up he saw a blushing Thomas. "What the?" Craig mumbled. He let the woman see his most charming and smarmy smile as he walked up at the same time he looked at the other man. "What is the problem madame?" He "upped" his accent. 

"This, this man...he came up behind me and said I would make him happy if I told him my size and what colors I would chose on a sundress!"

Craig wiggled his eyebrows a little. "Im sorry madame, we are nervous you see...we are searching for a gift, a special gift for this mans girlfriend (Craig smiled grew wider as he saw Thomas shocked expression) and you reminded him so of her, its the first gift he will get her. You have to understand that we got pulled by your beauty like the moon on the tides...we are powerless, madame so please forgive out weakness...we are stunned and it have blown our minds away...and I dont even think I remember where our hut is...it would help us very much if you could reveal your secret madame. Craig gave the now blushing woman another smile at the same time he nudged the other man the same time as he whispered (("Say something nice and charming...smile..."))

Thomas gave Craig a confused sideways glance as he nudged him....he wasn't sure what to do. He wasn't good at these sorts of things. He had just talked to the woman and already she was angry at him! 

"Uh, my apologies, ma'am, I didn't mean to offend...I just...I'm not much of a shopper, if you can't tell, and I didn't know her size....and you're thin...like her...so, I thought maybe you could help me...? If you're busy I understand..." 

The woman looked between the two men, her smile seemed to have grown since hearing him say "thin" and she giggled at them, obviously taken by both of their antics. 

"I see...let me help you, then. What does she look like?" She asked as she sorted through the racks. 

"Well...she's tall and thin, blue eyes, black hair, pale skin....she likes blue and purple..." He shuffled his feet and looked down at them. The woman nodded as he spoke and pulled out a scandalous dress, handing it to him. 

"Uh...that's pretty, ma'am...but, maybe something that covers a little more?" She raised his eyebrow at him and giggled. "I've never heard of a boyfriend who wanted his woman to wear /more/ clothes." 

"Well...you see..." He began, but she cut him off and pushed another dress into his face. It was a color he had seen her wear before, and it looked long enough for her to wear it...if it was too short she would refuse to wear it. He had seen Alayna try to convince her to wear shorts before, it didn't go so well. She was stubborn, that was for sure. 

He could imagine that she would look stunning in it...maybe they could go out somewhere tonight and she could wear it there. He smiled crookedly at the woman. "I think she would like this one a lot, thank you. I appreciate all your help." She smiled at the two, Craig a little bit more than Thomas and went on her way. He let out a sigh of relief...why was shopping so hard? He looked back at Craig with an expression that said "please, can we go now?".

"See, that wasnt too hard was it?" Craig grinned. "Now we just have to find you something...on me...common..something...it will get hot and you cant walk in the boots..."

Craig still rolled his eyes at Thomas as they returned. Stubborn. But he wasnt going to force anyone...if he wanted be called "palelegs"...it was his choice... Craig had bought new shorts as well as new swimtrunks. He didnt mind show what he got. As he saw the ladies playing at the shore he let out a loud wolfwhistle a long with some habba habba and comical panting. Hathi blushed but smiled and Kitten just laughed at him. Thomas blushed but didnt seem to be able to look away completely.

He strutted his stuff before Alayna to show off the new pants, in a way so she would laugh. It had been so many sad things lately. It wasnt long ago he had been close to death, the tornado, Essy. He just wanted to forget everything of the real world and have fun, act like today was all that mattered. Tomorrow was a gift.

Simulating a melody that in a way was a sterotypical for stripping he slowly, ever so slowly starting to pull off the shorts. On purpose he had pulled the swimwear a bit so it looked like he was going to strip down naked. Hathi blushed more, Thomas looked away but his Kitten just got an amused look on her face and then bursted out laughing as he exposed the swimwear.

"Remember I told you I would chance you down the beach til you couldnt run anymore" he asked with a naughtly look in his eyes "...you remember what I said I would do then..." She blushed and grinned as he started to advance on her. Then she turned and ran along the water line. Before he ran after her Craig looked at Thomas and gave him a look that said "come on...do it!..."

Craig sprinted off after Alayna and Hathien smiled slighty. Oh, to have a love like that...it must be nice. She was too shy to act that way around Thomas. She cursed herself every day, every moment for it. Hated that she kept herself from growing closer to him, but she had put up a lot of walls, and even she couldn't tear them down at times. She looked back at Thomas who walked towards her now, her eyes widening a bit when she realized that he had ditched his shirt, broad shoulders and muscled chest gleaming in the sun. A small shiver ran down her spine and she looked back at the sea, hoping to lose the blush before he sat down. 

Too late. He plunked down next to her and she wrapped her arms a bit further around herself, trying to hide her embarassingly pale skin. She felt exposed wearing a bikini and they rubbed in all the wrong places. She would much rather swim in shorts and a T-shirt...He looked over at her and offered her the crooked smile that she had loved ever since she was a little girl. Did he know that she had had a crush on him for so long? That when he moved away to North Carolina she cried herself to sleep every night for a week, and not even her mother could comfort her? She let out a small sigh and returned his smile. His smile...she loved to see it. It was contagious, and there weren't many days when he didn't have it plastered on his face. 

Her eyes dipped down to his tanned shoulders, freckles were blotted on them here and there from all of the sun they recieved. She noticed that he was watching her watching him and she looked out at the sea again. "I see you're sticking with the boots and jeans." She said with a small giggle, gesturing at his worn boots.

He looked down at them and laughed while rubbing the back of his neck. "Yeah...I guess I haven't gone on enough vacations to know what to wear." He chuckled. "You know dad...always too busy working to have any fun." His smile dissappeared a bit, but came back when in a few seconds. "You've got the right idea." She said as she slipped a strand of hair behind her ear. "I wish I was in my boots and jeans right now...I guess I'm not a very good vacationer either." She said glancing at his olive eyes. 

"I...like the bathing suit....it suits you." He said with a chuckle and a blush appeared on his cheeks. She looked up at him and blushed herself. He had made it into a joke...of course he did, Thomas always did that, but he had basically said he thought she looked good in the bathing suit. She caught herself grinning like a fool and pulled her lips down into a smaller smile. "If I have to wear one you have too, too!" She said with a nudge to his shoulder. "Alayna threatened to push me outside naked if I didn't put mine on...so...this was the better choice." She giggled slightly, she gave him a glance to see that his blush had deepend....oh....she didn't realize what she had said...she then felt heat in her cheeks again, as well. He didn't say anything about it, simply sat silently, staring intently at the ocean. 

There was a moment of silence and she was contemplating going inside and changing when he began to talk. "When me and Craig went....shopping today..." She gave a snerk at the word shopping. The thought of Thomas seriously shopping was amusing, but she bit her lip amusedly as he gave her a mock flat stare. "As I was saying...we went shopping...and, I saw a dress that I thought you would like...I...didn't know if you packed one and I think we're going out tonight...so...I bought it for you." He looked sheepishly down at the sand and her eyes grew wider.

"Y-you bought me a dress?" She had meant for that to be inside her head, but it came out, anyways.

"Yeah...I hope it fits..." He responded, rubbing his hand through his hair.

"Oh....t-thank you, ...Thomas, I...really appreciate that. I'm sure I'll love it." She was in shock. Thomas had never done anything quite like this for her before....sure, he always did chores when she asked, and he ran to fetch things at her bidding as well as any other odd jobs she could ever need....but buy her a dress? She had never imagined that he would do that for her....she felt so...flattered and...loved....she would cherish it more than he could ever imagine.

"Thank you." She said once more and gave him a heart-felt smile and he returned it with one of his own.

-----------------------------

Alayna sprinted as hard as she could through the hot beach sand. She wouldn't make it easy on Craig, she had always enjoyed playing a little hard-to-get. She looked back to see that he was now hot on her heels and she gave a little squeal and boosted her speed. She was built for sprinting, being as short as she was, but long distances wore her out. It wouldn't take him long to catch her once she ran out of steam, but, at least she could say she tried. She smirked and ran on.

It was always harder to run fast on the beach. Kitten was running higher up where the sand was lose but just where the waves cascaded up it was easier to run and that made it easier for him to catch up even if she had got a good head start. Still, she gave him a good run and sweat made it out in small glittering beads. Still, running in just swimtrunks made his skin cool at the same time so the sweat just really showed on his forehead. How many hours had he put on running on the racetrack himself? Felt the burn in his muscles as he rounded the turn, giving himself a mental slap to urge the last out of himself for the stretch, just like he would urge the beast in under him on raceday for some more speed.

Digging in he lengthend his stride, quickend his pace and closed in on her. His arms reached forward, found her waist and both slowed and pulled her closer to him. He was breathing heavily, his muscles pumped with blood from the run. His hands found their way to her rump where they grabbed hold of one cheek each. "I have got you...under my skin..." he semihuffed in her ear. It wasnt meant to come out like that but there was a good excuse, who wouldnt be slightly out of breath after that run? Concentrating on keeping the huffing down he continued as he started to dance with her "I've got you deep in the heart of me, so deep in my heart, you're really a part of me..."

A long time he just gazed into her eyes, feeling ever so lucky, ever so blessed. There was really no words to say. His feelings for Jess had been strong, but...it hadnt been more than...intimate relations...something both of them had been happy with at the time, but now...with Alayna...it was something else, something he had never expected him to feel. He pressed her harder against him and he leaned in and kissed her.

Alayna's stomach heaved as Craig caught her, out of breath and gasping for air. She let out a breathless laugh as he placed his hand on her bottom and bit her lip as shivers rolled down her spine from anticipation. They were both a bit sweaty, but it felt good when the breeze rolled in off the ocean, cooling the small droplets on her forehead. 

He murmered breathless lyrics in her ear and she smiled as he took her hand and began to slowly dance with her. She loved to dance. Her mother had signed her up for a few ballet classes when she was young, and ever since then she had enjoyed to move her body to a rhythm, even if it was just sliding around in her socks after a shower with a brush as a microphone. It was fun and exhilerating. She gave a small twirl and he pulled her back into his arms. She relaxed in them immediately, taking comfort in the strength and security that they possessed for her. 

They gazed wordlessly at each other for what seemed like a long while. There were no words needed between them. She never felt forced to speak around Craig, it all came naturally, even when there was nothing to be said. He leaned in and kissed her and she met his mouth with her's eagerly, parting her lips to allow his tongue access. He took it and teased her tongue with his own, she gave it a small nip and gave a muffled giggle when he responded by delving deeper, pulling her body closer to his own. She sighed against him and her knees felt weak. Her fingers were tangled in his hair, which was longer now. They always seemed to end up there. She loved his hair. Velvety soft and capable of making him look like a mischeivious little boy at times. One of her legs instinctually slid up behind his to rub up the back of his calf and she clinged to him tighter, enjoying the closeness.

Without warning he suddenly lifted her up in his arms and ran towards the sea, what he wanted to do needed some...coverup and their friends wasnt that far off. The water was cool, rythmic and was just backed up with the light breeze that made some of the dried palmleaves ruzzle.

He carried her to around waist high before he put her down. "I want to claim my prize fair mermaid, you promised me your treasure and I want your gold..." He kissed her neck as his hands roamed the rest of her body, gently caressing, teasing her in beat of the waves that softly splashed up her back. Going down to stand on his knees he kissed and nibbled between her breasts, pushing them slightly together, licked the cleavage that got created. He continued down and let his tongue flick over her bellybutton. The water made her skin taste like salt. As he kissed her upperbody his hands did their thing under water. They teased her most sensitive spot, alternating from slow to fast, harder to softer and then back again. She took hold of his shoulders for support and as he glanced up he was sure she was trying her best not to do too strange faces that would the ones at the beach wonder too much. They were not close but still. She still moved against his hand and with a little move he angled his fingers so they got access. With his other hand he caressed her rump, squeezing it.

She breathed hard, his hands making her want to moan out his name, but she couldn't. Not here. She didn't want Hath or Thomas to see, she could only imagine how much it would embarace the two of them. Instead she bit her bottom lip hard and gripped onto Craig's muscular shoulders. They were warm from the sun and seemed to be a nice contrast to the cooler water. Her toes curled up into the sand beneath the water and she tried to plant her feet to stand steady against the rocking waves. 

He hit a particularly good spot and her back arched against her will, pushing her stomach into his chest. A small noise escaped her despite trying to choke it back and it hung in her throat for a moment before coming out. The heat was building once more. It didn't take much with his touch. She leaned into him, needing his support to remain standing. She wanted desperately to do what he was doing for her, to him, but she couldn't reach or think at the moment. Later. She could repay him later. 

The throbbing and tingling had started and her breath hitched in her throat as bliss approached. When it came she tried her best not to act on it, her jaw tilted up on instinct and her body pressed harder against him as well as a few muffled noises, but overall she managed not to scream out his name like she wanted to. Her fingers were digging into his shoulders as the heat shot through her, making her hips buck against him, in a rhythm different from the waves. When she came back down she let out a deep breath and sank down into the water where she was face to face with Craig once more. She caught her breath with her forehead leaning against his, her arms wrapped around his waist. "Please tell me they're not in our room." She said once she caught her breath, looking at him coyly. "If they are I'm just going to have to give them a show. I have to repay you...you know." She said it with a naughty smirk, full of unspoken promises of things to come.

"Well darling...my sweet..." he whispered "...its a flat with two bedrooms...and a small kitchen, would hardly call it a kitchen...and a livingroom...not that we would spend much time there... I have made two reservations at the resturant, dinner tonight and tomorrow...the last day...I figured we would just eat breakfast or something since we are suppose to be out after lunch..." He nuzzled her nose with his own. "Someday I will take you on a trip...just you and me...anywhere you want to go...I dont care where...Im in heaven when Im with you, angel..." He heard that it sounded dorky, but he couldnt stop himself. He had laughed at it himself when he heard others talk like it, but then again...he had never felt like this before... He deepend the kiss, tickled her lips before he got access, just like he had dialed in the secret passagecode. Their tongues fought for domination over the other. It wasnt until he brought his hand up, and lightly rubbed on a certain knob hidden by her bikinitop she got distracted and he won the 'fight'. She mumbled something that he translated to 'not fair' and he mumbled back that 'everything was fair if you just knew what tricks to pull'.

She wrapped her arms around her neck, surrendering in to his kiss, deepening it herself, he brought them further out, making the water as a cover. He folded a part of the bikinitop down so a feisty and perky thing popped out like a annoyed little bumblebee. He let it dip once in the colder water making it contract a little before he took it between his lips. He felt her hands combing through his hair again and as he sucked he heard a light whimper and the hold of his hair got holder. It was a good thing he had a lot of hair and judging from his father there wasnt a big chance that he would go bald early either. He had no memory of his grandfather but at the photo he did remember only showed a white haired old man with a lot of hair.

After sucking at it, letting his tongue flick over it, causing small trembles through her body he let it met the water again. After that he tucked it into the bikini again and repeated the whole thing for the other one. He was fair at least. Thankfully the water was cold enough to keep the dragon calm even if he shouldnt go up right away. There was no real danger when it came to exposure because it had just been a little aroused as he 'checked the status' but for Hathis sake it was probably for the best. Given the differance when it came to his and Thomas swimwear...it might be enough for her to blush. "Kitten..." He had taken her in his arms again, holding her in such way so she could lay on her back and 'float' without the risk of water up her nose or eyes..."I bought you a little something when I went shopping..."

She smiled at his promises of going on a trip someday. That would be lovely...but she couldn't make him pay for it all himself, she felt bad enough about him paying for this trip. Vacations weren't cheap. She giggled a bit about his 'corny' comments, they might sound silly, but they made her heart leap every time she heard them. She liked goofy, carefree Craig. It was a nice change from when everything got serious. 

She gasped when his touch on her breast took her by surprise. Her chest rose and fell a little harder. Did he know what his touch did to her? She was ready to take him behind a palm tree and wear his body out, but...they had others to think about. They should probaby be getting back soon...she liked to give Hath and Thomas some alone time, but they might need a little break from the blushing. 

He stopped his agonizing fondling and let her float on her back. She caught her breath while he began to talk. "You did?" She asked, looking up into his warm brown eyes, "Craig, you're too good to me." She said with a smile, "You already gave me a gift...just now..and I'm getting another? You're going to make me one spoiled kitten." She said standing up and wrapping her arms around his neck. She brought her legs up and wrapped them around his waist, the water making her float there instead of him having to hold her up.

"I like to hear you purr...loudly..." he smiled. Her body and core being so close to his crotch didnt really help but he didnt really care either. If anything she could be used as a cover. He nuzzled her again at the base of her neck "You remember when we met? Its six months ago...today...and you werent that pleased when I called you Kitten." he mumbled. Lifting his head again he kissed her, softly yet with a slight hunger. Finally he had to pull his lips away. Her eyes were looking at him, slightly wide, longing and her lips puffy, begging for him to kiss them more. A light blush was spreading down her neck and he felt her nails scritch his neck.

"Perhaps its time to go up Kitten...we have a job to do remember...plus...I dont want my twins to get to cold..." He gave her breasts a downward glance. She got one final kiss before he started to walk up the beach again. It felt nice to get up again. With her as a protection his...condition wasnt that noticable even if he thought he saw Hathien take a doubletake and then she looked anywhere but on him. It only made him chuckle. He sat down in one of the sunchairs, turned and placed his Kitten in front of him, took a towel in his lap and then took another to gently rub the woman before him dry. To keep her busy he took up one bag and dropped before her.

"It's funny how I've come to like hearing that word..." She said with a smirk, her legs holding him a little tighter. It was funny...she hadn't even been keeping track of the time they had spent together. It seemed almost timeless, in a way...too good to count by minutes alone, but it warmed her heart that he was keeping track. She suddenly felt bad for not getting him anything...

They finally left the comfort of the water, and she made sure to walk in front of Craig so that his condition wasn't quite as noticable. Hath had started to blush when she saw them approach, her and Thomas were sitting together on the beach sand. She didn't know what she was blushing at...whether she caught a glimpse of Craig's partially aroused state, her flushed skin and slightly swollen lips, or if Thomas had done something to make her blush. Who knew with her. 

She sat down in Craig's lap and couldn't help but slightly wiggle her bottom just once to get a reaction out of him. She thought she heard a small grunt and his hands tightened on her legs where he was drying her off. "That's for earlier." She muttered backwards quietly with a smirk. Hathien and Thomas were obviously trying not to watch them, probably thinking that they would jump each other's bones any second. She had to admit she wished she could. 

She curiously tugged at the bag that he had handed her, and she slowly lifted a mint dress out of it. A smile lit up her face as she looked at the beautiful dress. "Oh, Craig, it's beautiful! Thank you!" She leaned back and gave him a thank-you kiss, only lingering a moment so she didn't scare off the two others in their company. 

"I guess we should go get ready for supper, I'm starving." She gave a smile towards Hath and Thomas who looked greatful for an excuse to leave the two lovebirds and they walked into the house. Alayna ground her bottom against Craig's crotch once more before getting up with a laugh. She turned around and offered him a hand which he took. "Really...thank you..for the dress." She said once more and caressed his cheek bone with the back of her hand. "I can't wait to try it on." She gave him a sweet smile and another kiss before heading towards the house.

He smiled at her as she left. Everything had worked out the way he planned it. He had planned on dropping the box in the small pocket that the sundress had but...then he had changed his mind. Instead he had made a little card, very simple but still. On the front he had written 'I just want to write...' and as you opened it "...to say that I love you'. Another cheap thing but he had noticed that small things made her happy, how silly they may be and he didnt mind coming up with new things. It was strange what love made you do.

Things had calmed down under and he got up to find Thomas. He found him in the livingroom. "Hey..." The tall man gave him a look, he seemed sad. Craig sat down beside him and gave him a playful shove on the mans shoulder with his own. He realized he looked quite small compared to Thomas. Well, if Thomas was stronger at least he might be quicker to get away. "Are you ok, buddy? A sad puppyface might be cute but Im not sure it will win a fair ladies heart...it might appeal to some parts of her, and sometimes on some ladies...thats...um...not as bright that is all that it takes...but..." he eyed the room he knew the girls were changing in "...she isnt some airhead...you need to show her what she have right under her nose...be you....Im not saying you should be someone you are not...that is never a good idea...but you need to be more you... you are a bit to big and buff bro to be a wallflower..." He gave him another playfull shove before he got up.

"...and I should probably change too...cant go like this to the resturant now can I?" He made a few dance moves to make the man laugh but didnt get more than a smirk. Well, he tried at least. He moonwalked into the other room...or as well as he could being barefoot and as he reached the door he did a MJ twirl ending it with the sterotypical "ai" and crotchhold before he went into the room to change clothes. He wasnt wearing anything special, a white, shortarmed shirt and the shorts had bought. To this he put on some sunglasses that made him look like he was some sort of superstar...or...one could have guessed it if he hadnt been short. His tan and the muscles that played under his tight skin however was improving some of the minus points his size might have brought on. He fixed his hair slightly, sprayed on some more deo and went out to Thomas again. He wasnt going to nag on him altho he had a bag in his hands. "I did get you something...Im not forcing you to wear them...save them as a trophy that you can hang above your mantle if you will...but now you can say you OWN a pair of flip flops anyway..."

Thomas smirked at the man's antics. If that was how love made you feel he wanted to experience it. It seemed no matter what Craig had been through recently he was still happy as long as he was with Alayna. He wanted that...the thought of not having it had made him a little depressed. He chuckled at his gift. Flip flops....he had only worn them when his mother had forced him to as a small child...maybe when they went out swimming later he could try them on. "Thanks, bud." He said with a smile, "If we go for a swim tonight I'll wear them, then." 

He hefted himself up and walked into the room with his clothes to change. He slipped on some clean pants and his nicer boots along with a plaid shirt that he left the first few buttons of unbuttoned, exposing a tanned collarbone. He walked back out and sat on the couch across from Craig, waiting on the women to get ready. "I'm trying, Craig..." He said a little down-heartedly and he thought the man gave him a sympathetic look. 

-----

Hathien looked at herself in the mirror. Her new dress fit beautifully, almost perfectly conforming to her body. A small smile played on her lips, thinking about how sweet it was that Thomas had spent his hard-earned money to buy this for her. 

"Ow ow!" She looked over to see that Alayna held a finger out making a "tsss" noise as she brought it down. "You look hot, Hath, Thomas knows how to pick out a dress!" Hathien just blushed and grinned widely, looking down. "Thanks, Alayna, you look beautiful in your dress as well, it seems like both the boys are good shoppers. I wouldn't have guessed." She giggled. She had placed her hair in a braid and then placed it in a bun, dabbing on a bit of makeup and spritzing some body spray over her. Alayna had curled her hair and put on makeup as well, now they just needed to slip their shoes on and they were ready to go. Alayna had insisted that she wear the high heels that she had brought and Hath wobbled in them a bit as she got used to them. Alayna laughed and hooked arms with her to help steady her as they walked outside into the living room. 

Alayna gave a curtsy to the boys and Hathien followed her lead, blushing as she saw Thomas' eyes traveling up her with his lips slightly parted. She couldn't help a smile when she saw that he realized what he was doing and blinked. "Y...you two look lovely," He said standing, "I'm glad your dress fit, Hath...it looks beautiful...on you." 

"Thank you...again..." She said with a slight smile, finding it hard to look directly into his eyes. Alayna tugged on her arm and took her over to Thomas who looked at her with a confused expression. "She's probably going to need your help to walk." Alayna said with a cocked eyebrow and a smirk, and before either of them could say anything she linked Hath's arm through his and walked off to slip her own through Craig's.

Craig leaned close to Alayna as she came close to him and his hand, not at all descreetly, stroked her down her back over her rump. "I bet he would think it would look lovely dropped on the floor too" he whispered low and grinned as he winked at her. More loudly he said "Hey sexy... and hi Kitten..." He had just grinned when they came out to them, feeling all warm and gooey as he saw her. When Hathi looked at him he couldnt help but grin and look like it wasnt him at all that had said such a thing and he was the most innocent in the world, this despite his grin and naughty look.

The resturant showed its class in the decor. This was no lowclass place, it was the place of the creame de la creame. Craig wasnt used to these places but he knew how to act like he did. He looked at the wine list and picked out two wines, and got an approving nod from the waitor. They got their menus and as they looked at them he eyed each and every one of them. "Now...this is on me...its..rare...that I had the chance to do this...but...this is a gift...life...and love.." the man looked directly at the woman opposite of him, straight in the eye "...is found where you least expect it... Essy...Esmeralda was...a special...woman...she would have been happy for me...she would have...liked you...very much Im sure...she said to me once that...life even if you have everything, like money and a big estate, makes you poor if you dont have friends to share your life with." He watched the waitor pour some of the wine in his glass. He took the glass up, twirled it and sniffed it, then he took a small taste and nodded at the waitor that continued to fill the others glasses as well. 

"Here is to you my friends, pick anything you want of the menu...this night is on me..." He raised the glass, tried to ignore the light shiver in his voice. "To Essy...my friends...and my Kitten...from the bottom of my heart...this has been the best six months in my life...I love you..."

Alayna gazed back at Craig like he was the only other person in the room as he spoke. A little bit of wetness blurred her eyes and she pursed her lips to fight any tears back. No tears. Tonight was a night to be happy. "I love you too." She whispered back across the table. She felt the other two shift around her and she toned down the intensity of her gaze, smiling at the other two. They seemed to be trying...she just hoped that this weekend they could let go of their worries and chill out enough to let each other know how they felt. 

They both had wine sitting at their seats, too, and she grinned at Craig when Hathien swirled her's and brought it to her lips to take a sip. Probably out of curtousy, but maybe it would help her relax. There was nothing wrong with a little wine once in a while. It wouldn't hurt her. Thomas followed her lead and drank a bit of his, his lips puckering up slightly. He probably wasn't used to the taste. Alayna drank her's freely, enjoying the taste on her tongue. She gave Craig a smirk across the table and he seemed to be amused watching Thomas and Hath trying to drink their wine. 

A thought suddenly popped into her head. She would have to be discreet about it...but it would work if she kept a straight face and didn't tip the other's off. Slowly, she slid her right foot out of her heel and brought it across the table and up to trail gently up his calf. She saw him grin, probably thinking she was just going to play a game of 'footsie'. She kept going, though, her foot climbing higher to graze his thigh and finally...to gently press up against his groin. She thought she saw his eyes grow a bit wider as she began to knead her foot on his member. She kept eye contact with him, a slight blush probably forming on her own face. Her lips were twitched up in a devilish grin as she continued, doing the best she could with her toes. Probably more clumsy than her fingers...but she thought he enjoyed it as she watched him.

The first touch on his leg he just smiled at but when she continued upwards he had raised his brow in question. Pretending like nothing was going on under the table he continued to talk to Thomas even if he completely zoomed out on what the man actually was saying. He swallowed when her foot had first rubbed his groin and soon it turned out that she had...quite agile toes. He got the wine in the wrong pipe and started coughing. It was ok, because it was only a little but her continuous stroking, up and down, pressing just right...didnt help. That the fabric was soft, and didnt get the same 'protection' as a pair of jeans would have given him, was now a bit of a problem. He cleared his throat and gave her a smile but did a pretty good pokerface, it was only a little twitch of his lip that gave away that something was...up.

He let out a soft uhf but masked it as a sigh. Placing his chin in his hand he focused on Thomas and Hathiens talk. He didnt dare to look in the direction of the woman that was doing this. She should feel, even with her toes what she was doing with him. Only thing he could hope for was that Hathien that sat next to him wouldnt get up and pulling some of the tablecloth, exposing his lap. He tried to squeeze his legs around her foot to hinder her...just a little bit..

As he was to take another sip of wine his hand shook...even for just a little bit before he found his composure again.

She placed her chin on her hand and simply listened to the conversation of the other's with a small smile on her lips. The others hadn't seemed to catch on at all because they were acting completely normal, she would know if they knew....their faces would shine like red beacons. She tried to catch his eye but he wouldn't look at her. She had to hold in a laugh when he choked on his wine and she almost felt sorry for him....almost. 

Slowly, she felt something begin to harden and rise under her toes. Hmm...she hadn't thought her feet would do that good of a job, honestly. No wonder he was avoiding her gaze. If he was doing the same thing to her who knew what she would have done if they met eyes. She certainly didn't want him to embarass himself THAT much...so she brought her foot back down slowly, caressing his calf with her toe as she went. She thought she heard him let out a little sigh as she retracted her foot and she smirked to herself. 

The waitress brought their food, she had ordered garlic shrimp, and everyone began to eat. Thomas and Hathien were getting more chatty, she noticed and when she looked at their wine glasses she noticed they were each almost done with their first one. Oh Lord...this would be interesting....perhaps in a good way when it came to the two of them. Both of them had a bit of a flush to their cheeks...not from embarassment, for once, but from the wine. The waitress came back and offered them more wine, which they both accepted. 

She was halfway through her second glass, but she was more used to it than them. She had plenty of experience with alcohol, and this was nothing. She still felt a bit happy from the wine, a bit of heat in her cheeks and resonating through the rest of her body. The food was very good. And for once she allowed herself to eat all of it, not wanting to waste any of Craig's money, plus it was just very good. 

He finally dared to look at her. Perhaps things were calming back "down" over there. She gave him a saucy grin and a fast wink which the other's didn't notice.

He felt happy, not just groinhappy, but really happy. Craig caught Kittens wink and gave her one of his 'looks' right back. With his eyes he hinted towards the other couple and then he winked. He couldnt do a thumbs up, but a wink could be just about anyting. Normally he didnt drink wine but whiskey wasnt something you could drink to a fine dinenr, and beer...well that was a at home or most of all something he felt was taken in best at a pub for the right feeling. 

Trough the course of the meal he urged them all to both eat and drink. It became more and more amusing to watch the others, and it was very clear who of the couples had been out and about more when it came to alcohol. At one point Thomas had made a gigglesnort, probably hadnt meant to but they had all laughed at it, and he hadnt blushed that much. Good sign, although even if it was good they were opening up he didnt want them to feel bad in the morning so Craig ordered in some water too and told the two to drink. 'Mixing up the levels' as he called it.

The dessert Thomas had taken did look really good but his fruitsallad wasnt bad either. He still had some powder left. It would fix the dinner stuff.

Thomas was happy. He was usually a happy guy, it took a lot to upset him....but tonight he was really, really happy. He couldn't stop chuckling along with looking into Hathien's eyes. They were so pretty....and they looked even more blue from the dress he bought her. She looked back at him with a smile of her own, looking down a bit and fiddling with her fork on the table. She bit her bottom lip and he couldn't help the small shiver that rolled down his spine and lower into him. 

Craig and Alayna seemed to be watching him and Hath intently, and Alayna pushed the water the waitress had given him a little closer. "You might want to take a few sips." She said with a smirk. He wouldn't argue with her. He had gotten used to the taste of the wine, even though it took him a few sips. It was pretty good stuff, really. They used wine in the Bible...heck, Jesus turned water into wine. It must be ok to drink a little of it...somewhere in the Bible it even said a little bit of wine was good for the soul...that's how he rationalized drinking it in the first place. That was probably Hath's thought process as well since he knew she didn't like to drink. 

The others snerked as he bumped his knee on the table, and he muttered a "sorry" and continued to eat his desert. They were finally finished and he was stuffed to the brim, unable to eat any more. They all stood up after Craig had paid to walk back to their little condo and it hit him. His head swirled a bit and he held onto his chair discreetly for support. Woah. Apparently he had been affected a little more than he thought. He looked over at Hath to see that she looked the same way, eyes a little wider than normal. He walked over and took her by the arm, helping her walk both in her condition and in those heels. She hadn't complained, but he thought they were hurting her feet. She wasn't used to them, after all. 

Craig and Alayna walked behind them on the way back, holding each other's hands and whispering quietly among themselves. He looked over at Hath who was intent on the horizon. "It's...pretty here, isn't it, Hath?" He asked, looking down at her. She looked up and nodded in response. "Yeah, it is. Not quite like home...but it is beautiful. Not sure how people deal with this humidity, though." She said with a laugh. "I thought Kentucky was bad. This is bad. My hair looks like a crow's nest." She giggled up at him, her ankle wobbling as she walked in the heels and she gripped onto his arm tighter. He bit the inside of his cheek at the motion. Just a simple grip...a single squeeze like that made an obvious tingle appear in his groin. He needed to tell her...not that she affected him physically....she certainly did. There had been a few days at the barn where he had had to avoid her for certain 'reasons'. But, she affected him mentally and emotionally. He didn't just like her...he loved her..and he felt like a fool for letting it take him this long to notice. "Your hair looks beautiful." He said in response to her statement, and he thought he saw her smile. 

He placed his hand gently overtop of her's that rested on his arm as they walked. She didn't pull back, simply smiled and looked ahead. He smiled, too.

Craig saw a chance and stole some kisses and snuggles from the woman beside him. They had passed by a wall that suited that very thing. He let his hands roam her body, teasing her, touching that heated skin, feeling the softness under his worn hands. He growled softly as he nibbled her neck. "I will get you for the footsie..just so you know...you just wait...outlaw..." he mumbled and stepped away.

As they came back to 'their' place he noted that Hathi was grimazing as she sat down in the couch. Thomas sat beside her, looking more relaxed but as Craig looked at him the nervousness seemed to have returned...even if it was less now. Craig smiled as he escorted Alayna to the opposite couch. Then he sat down on the table in front of his boss. His voice was a pitch lower, his accent just a little thicker and he grinned as he saw her dialated pupils trying to fixate on him. "You know how we give the horses massages boss, after a hard work out, so they wont get muscle pains among other things. Well...I couldnt help to notice that you limped...and if you dont want to limp tomorrow...milady...allow me.." 

He took up one of her legs, a warm hand holding around her calf. She gasped and...on cue, there was the slight blush but Craig didnt really care at this point. It was a thing that happend without her meaning it to. He gave Thomas an eye that mean, look and pay attention. "You see...its a lot of tension here...tension isnt good, you know that right, tension must get its release somehow, and I would say that massage....is the best option...human touch...release tension very, very well..." With the tone and accent he used now, somehow it sounded like he was talking love nonsense.

Slowly he removed her shoe and slowly pressed up his thumb at the center of her foot, it wasnt to hard but she gasped in response of his touch. The foot was sensitive and if you knew where to touch. Craig knew where to touch and press. He sat so Thomas could see what he was doing and he showed how to massage the calf itself. He couldnt help to feel a little bad for Hathi. He handed over her foot to Thomas that suddenly looked a little scared, like he had dumped a snake in his hands. "Now, milady Im leaving you with my squire, he is very capable to tend to your...every need..." 

By the looks of it Alayna was trying not to laugh as he came to sit beside her. "I have not forgotten you my Queen..." he said simply and took her foot up to and started to do more, adding even more pressure, to the same kind of moves he had done on the other woman.

Hathien's hands gripped into the couch a bit at Thomas' touch. She felt a little violated, having her foot grabbed up and massaged by the boys so suddenly, but she couldn't find it in her to complain. His large, warm hands cupped her foot like he would break it if he held it too tightly. She bit her lip just a little as his thumb pressed up the arch of her foot. She had to fight back a small noise. It felt so good...his hands....she didn't know that he could do those kinds of things with them. Sure...she had thought about his hands on her...in other places...but, she didn't realize the potential they had until she felt them on her skin for real. 

She stole a glance up at him and saw that he was looking intently at her foot as he worked, there was a blush on his cheeks, but his face was concentrated. She felt a small tingle in her gut at the sight of him working so diligently. Her toes curled up in his hands on accident at one point. She had let her thoughts get the better of her and before she knew it they had curled up from the images in her mind. She smiled sheepishly at him when he looked up and muttered "Ticklish..." as an excuse. It wasn't a lie...she really was very ticklish. Every now and again at the lighter touches her foot would twitch from the sensation and she would have to hold back a squeal. Curse being so ticklish...would it....hinder her when she finally got married? 

That brought on other thoughts....would the man at her feet, now massaging her calf in his warm, strong hands be her husband someday? Would she kiss him when he came inside after a long day working, would she lay down beside him every night, would they.....? The thought stopped itself as a violent shiver rolled through her and he looked up at her a bit startled. "Sorry...." She murmured, hoping he thought she was just being ticklish once more. Realization dawned on her, though, at the thoughts. She had known it from the start, but it just now really made itself present. She couldn't imagine spending the rest of her life with anyone but him. The thought scared her...what if it didn't work out? What if their relationship failed and she was left without a best friend and a lover? She was terrified of failure...but...she knew that if they didn't try...she would never know. She gave him a heartfelt look when he glanced up at her once more and his lips parted slightly, forgetting the work of his hands for a moment. He blinked and looked back down again, returning to work. She sighed and for the first time looked over at Alayna and Craig who was treating her to a foot rub as well. 

----

Alayna grinned at Hathien when she met her gaze. The woman looked more serious now than before....like she had realized something monumental. She wondered if she was right...if they would finally take the plunge. She looked back at Craig and smiled when he gave her a saucy grin....a grin that promised many things to come and she shivered under his touch. 

She glanced back towards the other two and lifted her foot gently out of Craig's hands. "Well, you two...I think we're headed to bed. We have a full day tomorrow. You all might want to...get some sleep as well." She said with a grin at them both, a hint of suggestiveness in her voice as she spoke. She grabbed Craig's hand and lead him away towards their bedroom. With any luck those two would grow closer tonight...perhaps realize something that seemed to be so obvious to everyone else who watched them.

As he closed the door behind them he couldnt help that he chuckled low. "You think it will work?" he asked as walked up to her as she sat on the bed. He gave her another smile at the reply. Then he bent down and kissed her, a long and sensual kiss. He wondered if it was something special with this place of if it was because it was away from everything. There was no work looming, no sadness darkening their skies. It was just love all around.

He let her go as he turned to put his clothes on one of the chairs. It wasnt that much to pull off. He still grinned at her when she looked up and saw that he had removed every piece of clothing. "We are in paradise now, right...and sure..there is a snake here...but...he wont convince you to taste the apple...Eve..."

He chuckled low again as he watched a small red blush on her neck, it didnt reach her face however but still. "Are you shy Kitten?"

She looked up at him with a heated gaze. "Shy?" She asked saucily, her lips quirking at the edges with a defiant smile. "You should know by now I'm not a shy woman...Stallion..." With that crawled into the center of the bed and stood on her knees. When he began to walk over she held a palm out, signaling him to stop. 

"Don't be too eager, you'll get your prize soon enough...." She said with a slightly mocking tone. With that she slid her hands slowly down her legs, and then brought them back up to grip the bottom seam of her dress. She looked at him as she began to move her body, slowly, inch by inch, pulling the fabric a little farther up her thigh. She bit her lip for him to see as she continued to raise it over her flat stomach and over her chest, exposing the white, lacy underwear underneath. Her body writhed sensually as she pulled the dress over her head and she looked at him from under her eyelashes before she let it drop to the floor. 

She eyed him up and down, lingering on "the legend" and wet her bottom lip with her tongue. With the dress taken care of she then placed her thumbs under each bra strap and moved them slowly down her shoulders. Once they were out of the way she bent her arms behind her back, pushing out her chest, and undid the latch of her bra. It popped foreward and she slid it off of her arms with a taunting gaze, twirling it above her head once before letting it drop to the floor with the dress. 

The panties were the only things left, and for those she hooked the band of the underwear in her thumbs and shimmied them down her pale thighs. When they got to her knees she layed down on her back and slid them the rest of the way over her ankles, letting them fall to the floor as well. Her head was propped up on a plush, white pillow and she lounged liesurely on it, giving him a look before raising her hand and curling her pointer finger towards herself in a "come hither" gesture.

It would have been a lie to say that her undressing infront of him wasnt a turn on and it probably showed. With her he didnt care. As she undressed he had opened a pocket in his bag and pulled up some condoms that he lay on the bed for easy access. He really didnt feel like getting up to get them.

He slowly crept up towards her, his eyes dark with desire. "You are a naughty girl Ms O'Shea...an outlaw...and I as the sheriff...need to put down the law for you, punish you so you will learn. My deputy says this is not the right way but...I know better.." He didnt have anything to tie her with, instead he put her hands over her head, still resting on the pillow and pretended to tie them to something. He did the same to her ankles, pretending to tying them to something, after he had touched her from the inside of her thigh. He had made them spread slightly as he tickled and teased the inside where the skin was if possible even paler and softer. She twitched at the touch. Finally he put on a imaginary gag. "Scream as much as you like, Ms O'Shea...nobody will hear you." She smiled at him, her eyes was probably matching his.

With her "tied" up he started to kiss all over her body, teasing her up to a frenzy. Everytime she let out a small sound of pleasure he 'punished' her by not touching her, to just hold his hand over the spot that yearned for his touch. He had let the dragon touch her belly and thigh. He was just as eager as the woman. Finally it was getting hard for him to concentrate, especially since the woman was twisting and turning under his touch doing her best not to make a sound. 

'Suiting up' he crept up between her legs, and focused some on her core. She arched her back at his first touch. He kept working at her until he felt it was close, or as close as he dared to go with out coming himself. Doing it like this wasnt 'that' normal for them, even if it was the more 'normal' way.

She sucked him in, embracing with her heat and it made him let out a soft moan. He whispered softly "I...I tie you...up now..." as he started to move, ever so slowly and covering her lips in a kiss.

She squirmed underneath of his warm, muscled body, oh, how she wished she could call out his name. To just let loose and scream it for all to hear. His touch had set fire to her fair skin, and since she wasn't allowed to make any noise she breathed raggedly and deeply, her breath hitching in her throat at times. 

Since her hands were 'bound' she kept them in place by grasping onto the brass bars of the bed's headboard, squeezing them tight as he kissed her body. When she felt his touch on her core she gasped and then bit her lip hard to keep any noise from escaping. Her head tossed from side to side, flaming hair spilling across the pillow as she did so. She was at the verge of begging for him to put it in when he did just that, filling her with his glorious fullness. Her back arched her body against his and her hips bucked once. 

When he began to move, ever so slowly, rotating his hips in a circular motion and just barely moving in and out she felt goosebumps prickle over her sweat-slickened skin. Her hands gripped to the bed tighter  to keep them from raking across his back, but she couldn't stop her legs from folding up around his waist and wrapping him tight in her hold. 

He began to thrust and she pushed with her legs, coaxing him and allowing him to delve deeper. "nnhg....craig..." she whispered almost inaudibly, unnable to keep herself from saying his name at least once. She enjoyed this position, loved the closeness of his body against her's and the simplicity of just being with each other, almost face-to-face. He covered her mouth with kisses at a few points, and when he did that she allowed herself to moan softly, knowing they would be muffled by his warm mouth. 

The pace picked up and she couldn't help that her hands came down to wrap across his back. Screw the 'bonds'. It was a natural instinct, and she wanted him even closer, pushing her body up against his. If he wanted to 'punish' her for it later so be it, but right now she just reveled in the touch of his body against her's.

Grunting low, in the nook of her neck he tried to take it as slow as he could, making it last. Her breasts rubbed against his own. The heat between then and the humidity in the air. He nibbled her skin, felt the taste of salt from the sea on it. She tightend rytmically around him as he moved, seemed to rub every inch of him. He stretched one arm back that got hold of one of her legs and brought it up slightly. Just that little thing gave him a little more access, coming into her a little differently, touching her insides in another way. The low call she did, how she gripped his back, digging her nails it was just proof to him that it was right.

He didnt care, that much, if the others heard them, they tried to be quiet. A smirk appeared on his lips as he came to think of Alaynas neighbours. With them away they probably felt like they had holiday too. 

As much as he wanted it all to continue all good come to an end. He had come to the rim of how much he could hold it back, and her touching him, stroking him over his back, wrapping herself around him, rubbing herself against him. It was doomed but she seemed to be close to as her breaths seemed to be shorter and once more she tossed her head from side to side. He kissed her as the wave hit him and his head started spinning. As he came he continued to move, altho not to much so the protection would slide off.

"I told you I would give you your punishment woman..." he whispered in her ear as he folded a sweatdamped lock of hair out of the way.

Hathien sat on the couch with Thomas, he had stopped rubbing her feet when the other's left and they chatted for a moment. She wondered a bit nervously what they were supposed to do about sleeping arangements. Obviously Craig and Alayna were....sleeping...together. She was too embarassed to say anything about where they should sleep at. There was a couch out here, but she hated to make Thomas get a crick in his neck just because she was too shy to share a bed. She knew his body hurt him, he was too hard on it, constantly working and never stopping for a break until she made him. 

Her eyes openned a bit wider when she thought she heard a rhythmic creaking of mattress springs coming from the other's room. A blush rose it's way furiously to her cheeks and she stared at her knees, picking at the bottom seam of her dress. She stood up suddenly and tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear, only meeting Thomas' gaze for a moment, he looked like he was blushing, too...she thought maybe he hadn't heard. 

"Uh...I...I'm going to get ready for bed, I'm...tired..from the flight." She stammered. He rose off of the couch as well. 

"Yeah...me, too, just give me a minute in that bathroom after you get done getting ready for bed...I just need to brush my teeth and grab some clothes...and then I'll grab a blanket and lay down on this couch." He rubbed at the back of his head, looking down. 

"Thomas...it's...it's ok if you want to sleep in the bed...w..with me. It's just like old times...right? When we used to have sleep overs as little children?" She smiled faintly up at him. She knew that it was NOTHING like that, not now that they had grown up....now the implications of a man and woman sleeping in the same bed were much, much different. He blush grew, but she stuck by what she had said. "I know your back hurts you...more than you admit. That couch isn't going to help it..any." 

He looked like he was deliberating with himself, not sure what to do, whether to be polite and insist on the couch, or take the bed...with her. "Uh....w..well...it has been bothering me more...lately. You're right...that couch isn't the comfiest...and I'm about a foot too long for it...y...you really don't...care?" He asked glancing up at her quickly. 

"No...it's fine, come on...it's getting late." She was trying to coax him out of the room because now she thought she might have heard a...passionate noise coming from Craig and Alayna's room. Her blush returned tenfold. She cleaned and washed up, changing into shorts and a T-shirt. She passed him coming out of the bathroom and he offered her a small smile which she returned. She pulled back the plush bed's covers and layed beneath them, snuggling into the soft mattress. He came out moments later in a pair of shorts and bare chested...her eyes widened a bit as he slid underneath the covers beside her. She immediately felt his heat imminating towards her as he layed down and she shivered. Oh...if things were...romantic...between them she could just reach out and touch his warm skin. Instead, she could only lay there in agony, wishing she could touch him, with the smell of him in her nose. 

He turned and switched the lamp off, making the room completely dark. "Goodnight...Hath.." he mumbled deeply in his drawling voice.

"Goodnight, Thomas..." she returned with a hint of sadness.

-------------------

Alayna lay beneath Craig, both of their bodies slickened with sweat, and her chest rose and fell against his. A contented smile played at her lips and she trailed her fingers up and down his spine as he lay catching his breath. "mmm...You can punish me like that any time, Craig Knight..." She murmured, brushing his hair with a hand. She coaxed his head to lower down to her's where she gave him a passionate kiss, sighing against his lips.

He hated the fact that he was so darn tired. It had been a early morning and he hadnt slept well the night before due to his stomach. He liked to do the cuddles afterwards. He thought he heard them talking outside and then the door closed. It was silent outside. He let out a sleepy chuckle. "I think...they went in the room together..." He nuzzled her neck, nibbling it and let his nibbles travel up behind her ear. 

The box lay under her pillow. After slipping out of her he had pulled the covers over them. She seemed to be sleepy too. They hadnt said much, just had intertwined their fingers as she rested her head on his chest. His other hand lay on her hip. He fought to keep awake in case she wanted to talk. She clipped with her eyes too.

Next time he opened his eyes daylight came into the windows. Carefully he got up, took up the used condom, changed into his shorts and got into the bathroom. After making sure she was still sleeping he mixed up the powder. It removed the hungerfeelings and made you eat less at the same time it had some good stuff, altho he doubted that it was much. At least he had lost weight by it. After writing a note that he lay on his pillow he went out. He heard the sound of sleeping from the other room.

It was early and the world seemed untouched. The air was fresh and crisp. It made him smile as he started to run along the beach. He needed to move, to run, otherwise he would go crazy, feeling trapped like he had been caged. 

Her eyes fluttered open on their own and she stretched lazily, glancing at the clock....5:50am...Her alarm had been set for 6 so she could get a jog in along the beach before the other's woke, but as she turned over it looked like Craig had beat her to it, at least, she guessed that was where he was. She glanced into the bathroom and didn't see him and looking back at his pillow she saw a note. 

It informed her that he had, indeed, gone out for a run along the beach....and...something was under her pillow? Her heart skipped a beat for a second, her mind automatically thinking of a ring, for some reason. She pushed the thought to the back of her mind. She knew that probably wasn't what it was...plus...he would give it to her himself, if that was what it was. Heck...she didn't even know if they were considered boyfriend/girlfriend or not...

She rolled onto her stomach and dug her hand under her pillow to find a square box sitting underneath....a jewelry box. She openned it slowly, almost timidly and peeked underneath. Something silver and shiny caught her eye and she lifted it the rest of the way open. It was a beautiful silver necklace with a pendant in the shape of a heart. On that heart was a clear, shiny crystal and 'Kitten' written in scrollwork. She covered her mouth and smiled under her hand, her eyes watering slighty. No man...had ever given her something like this....something especially made for her. She found herself getting emotional and sat up to clasp it around her neck. It sat perfectly just under her neck, like it was made to be there and never taken off. She planned to do just that. She smiled and wiped a hand across the bottom of one of her eyes that leaked out a tear. 

She jumped out of bed and put on her sports bra and some spandex shorts, then ran a brush hastily through her tangled hair and threw it into a high pony tail. She went into the living room to see that no one was on the couch. She smirked. So they had both shared the bed lastnight....that was a start. She wrote the two unknowing lovebirds a note, letting them know where she and Craig were, and headed outside. 

She took off at a brisk jog as soon as she exited the condo, barefoot so that she could feel the waves lapping at her feet. She ran quickly, hoping to catch Craig. She went the way that they had gone yesterday and soon found a pair of footprints on the sand that hadn't been washed away by the waves yet. The seagulls called and a cool breeze rolled off the ocean, keeping her cool and dry. 

She thought she spotted someone up ahead and ran a little faster, her heartpace quickening from more than just the exercise. It was him. She smiled and sprinted towards him. He was on his way back, so he was facing her and could certainly see her sprinting at him. She closed in on him, and when she got close enough she leapt up and into his arms, wrapping her legs around his waist and her arms around his neck, feeling his warm body underneath her own. 

"Thank you..." She whispered in a slightly shakey and breathless voice, "I love it...and I love you, Craig..." She clung to him tighter, and lifting her head from his shoulder brought her mouth to his in a spine-tingling kiss.

His thoughts that was so focused on the pounds he thought his employers wanted him to lose was whisked away by the wind as he saw her come running towards him. Something glittered breifly around her neck and then he got his arms full of woman. He kissed her right back. "I take it you like it then, Kitten? Wasnt sure if I should have picked silver or gold...but...you are my silverlining..." He pressed his forehead against hers.

After letting her down he took her hand and walked slowly down the beach, just at the waterline. It felt nice to just walk with the woman that he loved so deeply, and for now at least with no care in the world. His bills was paid up, he could treat people that had done so much for him to something they wouldnt normally have done, he had hopefully got himself a job or rides at least. The only cloud on his sky was really the weight. The owner, that had seemed to be a good one, still had some demands. As low weight as possible and get a higher paycheck. 

A part of him wanted to ask her. Another part wanted that too, but also wanted to be sure he could show that he could provide for her. The first part told the second part he was being silly, that in this day and age the responsibility of a home was split by two. It wasnt just the mans job anymore, a man and a woman worked as a team, as a we. Still...his other part wanted to show her that she could. His lower part however just said the only thing that mattered was a completely different thing. Craig tried to not listen to that part - too much. Often that part got him into trouble.

"Did you sleep well?" He had wrapped his arm around her waist now, letting his hand rest on her hip. Gazing out over the ocean there was no cloud in sight. "Looks to be a nice day in paradise...did you see that nobody slept in the couch?" He chuckled "...you think they had a blush contest as they went to bed? If I can make a guess I think both of them slept as far out on the edge as they could so they might be a little sleepy today...and tonight, they might...if we get them even more tired with other activities today...they might at least snuggle closer to eachother in their sleep." The man looked a little pleased with himself "..That is at least my guess...I dont thing something will happen...but I think they might look a little happy at least..."

"I adore it." She said with a smile up towards him, squeezing his hand tighter as they walked down the shoreline. She grinned and giggled at his speculations. "I'd say you're spot on." She replied, "Knowing them they guarded themselves all night from accidentally 'violating' the other." She smirked at the thought. What a cute couple they would be if they just admitted to each other how they felt. "I hope they will let their guards down...that's all they need, really. It was the same when we first met, too, do you remember?" She laughed and looked up at him with a teasing grin. "I wasn't too crazy about being in the same room with the infamous Craig Knight...but it turns out....that it was the best thing to ever happen to me." She leaned her head lightly on his shoulder as they slowly walked back, just enjoying the peace and quiet and the company of each other. 

------

Hathien woke drearily to her alarm at 6:30. She hadn't slept well lastnight...not at all...she had woken every hour or so to make sure that she hadn't drapped herself over Thomas' warm, sleeping body. There had been a few close calls. At one point she woke up to find his face right in front of her's, his eyes closed in sleep and his deep breaths spilling over her face. She had shivered and turned the opposite direction, scooting closer to her side of the bed. How she wished it didn't matter...but she felt like she was violating her set of 'rules' enough just by sleeping in the same bed with him. She rationalized it, though, by telling herself that it would be better for his sore back. 

She slid slowly out of bed and made it into the shower and back out again before he woke. He must have been exhausted. He gave her a sleepy smile with a hint of a blush when he woke up along with a gravel-y voiced "Goodmorning", thick with sleepiness. He didn't look like he had slept well, either. She continued to get ready as he took his shower. Lord, but the man could take a fast shower, he was out in five minutes tops and almost ready by the time she had gotten changed and brushed her hair. He went into the livingroom and told her that Alayna and Craig were taking a run on the beach, and she heard him rusting mugs around, probably getting a cup of coffee, black, the way he liked it...

She put her hair into a braid wet and forced herself to wear shorts along with a tank top. They had mentioned something about playing volley ball today, so she couldn't exactly wear her jeans for that, it was much too hot. She went into the living room to find that Thomas was sitting on the couch, his eyes looked a little dazed and still sleepy, sipping on his hot coffee. She poured herself some apple juice and grabbed a banana and sat down next to him on the couch. 

"Did you sleep well?" She asked as she focused on peeling her banana. 

"Uh...yeah, fairly well." He said, rubbing his palm across a bleary eye and offering her a small smile. "How about you?"

"Yeah, I slept ok." She lied. She hadn't slept hardly at all, perhaps four hours tops. It was too agonizing to have him sleeping so close to her and not be able to touch him. She could have...but she would never do that...not unless she was in a relationship....She sighed softly and took a bite of her banana. A relationship. The words seemed foreign to her. She was so inexperienced in the matter that it made her almost angry at herself. 

She looked up at him to see that he was staring at her with slightly wider eyes, lips parted, and her eyebrows rose in surprise. What? He looked away as soon as she caught his gaze and sipped on his coffee some more. Why was he staring? She looked down at the banana in her hand. She had been eating it slowly from her tiredness, sliding her lips over it slowly before taking a bite. Oh....She smiled inwardly. It was nice to know that she had an affect on him.

"Well, I was sure happy to get someone with a brain in the room. I think I had 15 visits that day...and I didnt know any of them. Boobs..are...nice...but not getting them shoved in your face all the time. Not even the 'infamous" Craig Knight wants that. He gave her a loopsided smirk. "Did you know what I found back there? A lagoon...I dont think anyone have been there for awhile, the paths and so are cleared up but there was no other sign of anything. The water looked so clear it was like glass. I think you would love it here...and its secluded enough if...one wants to..." he leaned in and nibbled her right behind her ear.

As they came back to the condo the other couple was up, sitting in the couch. They came just in time to see Hathi eat the banana in a quite seductive way and saw Thomas staring, his cup halfway to his mouth. If he wasnt careful he would spill some on his clothes. The thought amused Craig if Thomas would be forced to buy a similar set of thongs as him for swimwear...then he shook his head. He did not need image of Thomas strutting his stuff. He had only been thinking of it for Hathis sake. Nothing else.

"Good morning! Lovely day today, isnt it? Coffee dear?" Craig glanced back, caught her nodding and went to get them a cup too. It was a good thing that he had taken the condo with a small kitchen, that made them less dependant on 'eating out'. There was a local market where they could buy simple things for lunch. His belly was rumbling a little but he ignored it at first. He drank half of his cup of coffee before he excused himself for the bathroom. He made himself another mix, he thought he had more with him but he remembered now that when he was packing Kitten had been in the room the entire time playing with Penny. Then he had forgotten about it. He brushed his teeth and fixed his hair a little. It was no real use of putting a lot of stuff, like gels and sprays in it since the chance of going for a swim and 'ruining' it anyway was big. He still gave his reflection a smile. She said she liked his hair this way too...

"Good morning! Lovely day today, isnt it? Coffee dear?" Craig glanced back, caught her nodding and went to get them a cup too. It was a good thing that he had taken the condo with a small kitchen, that made them less dependant on 'eating out'. There was a local market where they could buy simple things for lunch. His belly was rumbling a little but he ignored it at first. He drank half of his cup of coffee before he excused himself for the bathroom. He made himself another mix, he thought he had more with him but he remembered now that when he was packing Kitten had been in the room the entire time playing with Penny. Then he had forgotten about it. He brushed his teeth and fixed his hair a little. It was no real use of putting a lot of stuff, like gels and sprays in it since the chance of going for a swim and 'ruining' it anyway was big. He still gave his reflection a smile. She said she liked his hair this way too...

She had looked up at him with a seductive grin when he mentioned the secluded cove. "That sounds...heavenly..." She said before he brought his head down to nibble at her neck, she arched it in pleasure, exposing more on instinct. 

They had entered to see Thomas and Hath sitting on the couch with tired faces, Thomas staring at Hath a bit obviously, and she smirked at Craig when they met eyes. She sat down on the loveseat next to the big couch that the other's sat on and took the mug from Craig with a "Thank you, love". He had wandered off to the bathroom after sipping on his coffee for a moment and she sat with the silent couple. "I think we're going to play some beach volleyball today if you all feel up to it." She said, and they both gave her a nod. "I hope you all are awake enough...you two look tired...trouble...sleeping?" She said it with a bit of a hint at something else in her voice and got two pairs of blushes in return with some stammered "no, we slept fine". She just nodded and smirked at them. 

Craig came back out and sat down next to her when she had just finished her coffee, so she got up and placed it in the sink, grabbing Thomas' empty mug and Hath's banana peel on the way. She then went to the bathroom to take a very fast shower, just cleaning her body and wetting her hair. She got out and dried off, placing her hair up wet in a bun with a tiny braid on the side. She changed into her bathing suit and slipped a pair of shorts on over the bottoms to play volley ball in. She then walked over to the sink to brush her teeth when something on the counter caught her eye. It was a thin pile of white dust.....her eyes grew wider as she noticed that it looked like....crack? Her heartbeat quickened and she frowned. No.....no...she had seen jockeys take it before...to get their minds off of the hunger and the pain that their bodies were in...but not him...please, not him. He was stronger than that...she knew it. 

She didn't know much about drugs, simply that she had seen plenty of jockeys and people in bars taking them. It was one of the things she was very strict about...no matter how much alcohol, gambling and sex she had allowed herself to have in her 'bad years' she had a no drugs policy that she adhered by. She had seen a friend in high school ruin her life by partaking in drugs and from that day on she knew she would never use them herself. She had had people approach her with them before, offering, and trying to pressure her into using them, but she shot them all down with a haughty "No" and walked away. She felt herself panicing....what if Craig was using drugs? She knew how obsessed he was with keeping his weight off, but she honestly never thought that he would stoop this low. Surely not....

She tried to calm herself, not wanting to jump to conclussions. She just needed to figure out how to approach him....what if he said yes? What if he really was using drugs? She wouldn't leave him for that...no matter how much it would break her heart to know that he was taking them. She would find a way to help him...she would NOT let him waste his life because of them. She shivered and frowned deeper. She left the 'evidence' on the counter. If he saw it and noticed that she might have seen it, perhaps he would confront her first. It could be something else....please, let it be something else...but she honestly didn't know what else would look like that...

She composed herself and headed back into the living room, smiling slightly at the others. "Are you all ready to play volleyball?" She looked over at Thomas who wore a T-shirt, jeans and his boots. "Thomas, go get your shorts on, silly, you can't play beach volleyball in that." He looked up at her with a pleading gaze but she gave him a defiant one back, nudging her head in the direction of their bedroom and he walked dijectedly in to change. He came back looking embarassed in the same Tshirt, but with swim trunks and the flip flops Craig had bought him on. She held back a snicker at his white legs, she didn't want to make him more self conscious, and they headed out the door. She gave Craig a slightly sad smile when he looked over at her and she caught up to Hathien to talk to her on the walk to the volleyball court.

Craig wasnt sure why she was sad but he tried not to think of it as he patted the big guy on the back. "See...I told you it would be useful...besides...the color suits you..." He chuckled as he raced ahead, glancing back to see if Thomas took the challange. The flipflops were red. He knew that he had no chance against the man when it came to strenght, but he was smaller, with a lighter build and could sprint away faster. He had some stamina too and he wasnt sure if Thomas could keep up for long but at least it would be a good warm up for the game. The sand also made it harder. He had grabbed the vollyball as to give a 'real' reason behind the chance. He really wanted Thomas to let go of the seriousness but two adult men couldnt simply play 'tag'. That would...just look silly, but with a ball it all made sense. Everything made sense if you just had a ball. With a ball you could hug another guy if the team scored, you could talk feelings if you started with talking about a game that had a ball in it among other things.

Soon both of them were sweating, and the sweat made their bodies glitter a little as the sun was shining on them. They had been running around on the beach just outside the condo like they were small boys while the girls were picking stuff together, like waterbottles and a parasol. They had won just about everyother game against eachother and just as the girls came out Thomas had the ball. He sprinted towards the girls to use them as cover. Craig laughed as he ran after the man, and as he rounded the redheaded woman he took the advantage to give her butt a squeeze before he ran after the big man again. He was getting tired though and stumbled two times before he held up his hand. 

"Oh...ok...you win...this round...oi..." He lay down on his back in the warm sand, ignoring the fact that the sweat on his back made the sand stick. It was a easy fix to remove it. Besides, it would dry and fall off on its own too. He smiled at the man that held out his hand and helped him up. "It was fun though right?"

Alayna tried to find her happiness again. She would confront him about it later if he didn't talk to her about it first...right now was a time to be happy, though, and she smiled as she watched the two men running around. Thomas came running over to hide behind the two of them and as Craig passed by on the chase she let out a small squeal as he grabbed her bottom. The boys looked like they had run themselves to death, so Alayna walked over to Thomas and plucked the ball out of his hand and her and Hath got on either side of the volleyball net, planning to practice before they attempted any real games. 

Craig had got up from the sand and stood by the net to watch the two and Thomas joined him on Hathien's side. They were a bit uncoordinated at the start, trying to bump the ball back and fourth, but they got better as time went on. Craig was making some not so subtle comments from the sidelines, distracting her, and she stuck her tongue out at him, giving him a snarky expression. They finally agreed that they were good to go now that they had practiced and the boys had had a breather. 

Thomas walked over to Hathien's side to join her as her team mate, he had lost his shirt by now, it layed discarded in the sand, and his broad, tanned shoulders gleamed with sweat. She had to hand it to Hath, she knew how to choose her men, but if she didn't claim him someone else might just pick him up and carry him away. 

She had the ball first, so she stepped back and served it, launching it at the other team and Thomas met it with his fist, literally punching the ball and it flew way past the court to land in the sand behind them. "Thomas, dear...punching the ball isn't exactly how you do it..." Alayna laughed, and ran to go pick it up. 

They played for what seemed like quite a while, Alayna's shoulders feeling a slight burn from the sun. They were getting better and so far they had been matching each other in skill, no team really behind in points, and none ahead. Craig met Hath's serve and bumped it back over the net. It flew to Hathien's side and she stumbled in an attmept to send it back over. Before she could make contact with the ball, however, her foot drug in the sand and tripped her, she stumbled towards Thomas who wasn't paying much attention, and when she fell to her knees her face landed right in Thomas' crotch. 

Everyone's eyes openned wide and there was a moment of silence before Alayna fell down to her knees laughing, tears forming at her eyes from the lack of breath. Thomas hadn't known what to do at first, his arms shooting out to his sides and he had looked down at Hath with a shocked expression. Hath had taken a moment to realize what she had done and when she did comprehend, she covered her face in both hands and then layed herself down on the sand, her head face down in embarassment. Both of them turned red as a beet and Alayna thought she heard Hathien apologizing through her hands at Thomas, unable to look him in the eyes. 

Alayna got her composure back, wiping a few tears from her eyes, and went over to Hath, placing her hands on her shoulder and helping her off the ground even though she seemed reluctant to get up. Thomas still stood with a furious blush on his cheeks, seeming unsure of what to do. His eyes were wide and he didn't look like he knew whether to laugh or faint.

"Ok...I think that's enough volleyball for today!" Alayna said with a laugh, and turned Hathien towards the house. "Why don't you go change into your bathing suit since you're the only one without your's on, and then we can all take a swim." She grinned and gave her a gentle shove towards the condo. It would give her some time to compose herself as well as Thomas. She turned around and gave Thomas a look with one raised eyebrow, but didn't say anything. Then she met Craig's expression and snerked.  Shimmying out of her shorts she walked over to the edge of the water and stepped into the waves, thankful for the coolness that they provided. She went in about chest deep and turned around to see the boys swimming out as well.

Craig had nudged Thomas arm as Kitten helped their boss up onto her feet. He couldnt help but laugh. "Hey buddy, you need to teach me that trick...I heard the story of the ratcatcher that with his flute made the rats follow him but...this...I think this is a more fun thing..." He chuckled again. "Aw, come on Thomas....relax...it was a mishap, it wasnt like the end of the world...come, lets go swim, pretend it didnt happend...she will forget about it!"

With that he left the other man and followed the redhead down into the cool waves. He was hungry but his hunger for something else woke as he watched her round buttcheeks getting caressed up by the water and then covered up by the same. Her shoulders were red and they might hurt later. It made him worry a little. He knew he had packed some of that cooling lotion.

As he came up to her she still looked at him a little funny. He couldnt help but wonder why. The question was on his tongue when Thomas came up to them. He had found a frisbee that was suited for waterplay and soon him and Tomas played in the water. Hathien had joined them shortly after and it seemed like the girls enjoyed just floating in the water relaxing while they were playing around. They stopped after awhile, approaching the girls when Craig got an idea. He dove down and as he reached her legs he pulled her down.

Alayna glanced at Hath, who floated next to her, her dark hair let loose, now, and it spilled into the water like liquid ebony. Hath was watching the boys, mainy Thomas, play with the frisbee, a small smile quirking at her lips. Alayna couldn't help but smile, too. She wanted her friend to let lose so badly, to just screw that darn etiquette of her's and allow herself to be charmed by Thomas. He was a pretty charming guy in his own way, maybe not so sexually charged as Craig was, but it wouldn't be hard to be swept off of her feet if she just let herself. 

"Are you recovered from your little...trip?" Alayna asked with a sympathetic smile. Hath just looked over at her, the blush slightly returning back to her cheeks.

"Oh, Alayna, I'm so embarassed....I can't even look him in the eyes, now." She said almost desperately.

"Hath, trust me, he won't hold it against you, it was an honest mistake....one that you can definitely laugh at later....If anything...he probably enjoyed it...very much." She said with a small smile and one cocked eyebrow. The other woman just laughed and shook her head. 

The powder that she had found on the bathroom counter this morning was still bothering her very much, no matter how much she tried to just forget about it and be happy. She sighed, and fiddled with a pretty seashell she had found below the water. She stared at it as she began to talk.

"Uh, Hath...I have a question about something that I found that I think belongs to a..friend." She only paused a moment before the word, but the pause was still there. 

"Yeah?" Hath said, turning towards her and giving her her full attention. 

She glanced around before she began. The boys were quite a ways away, closer to the shore. They wouldn't overhear them...still, she kept her voice soft and low, just in case. "I...think maybe I found drugs in one of my friend's possession....and..I'm really worried about them. I've seen people ruined by drugs....and I don't want to see it happen to them, too. I can't really get it off my mind today...it's been...bothering me. I just don't know what I should do..." 

Hath gave her an almost knowing glance, like she knew what...or who... Alayna was talking about, but then covered it up with a more serious and slightly sad expression. "Well, Alayna...I think you need to confront them. You don't want your..friend to ruin their life...let them know you care about them and that you will support them. I know it's hard to confront someone about something like that...but, it's probably better to bring it out in the open and let them know that you know...and that you are willing to help them." A pause, "Is there anything that I can do to help? I may not...know them...but maybe there's something I can do?" 

"No...no, I should do it myself...you've already helped...by reinforcing something I knew I should do in the first place....Thank you, Hath." She offered her a weak smile, upset about the thought that Craig might have to go to rehab. There would be no way she would let him continue...even if he...hated her because of it. She wouldn't desert him. She sighed and dropped the seashell back into the water where it belonged. 

She looked up to see that Craig was approaching them, smiling and slightly out of breath from rough-housing with Thomas. Hath walked off towards Thomas after placing her hand on Alayna's shoulder and squeezing it lightly, offering her an encouraging smile. Hath reached Thomas and grabbed the frisbee from him, playing a game of keep away that the man could have easily won since he was much taller, but he played along anyways.

She fiddled with the necklace Craig gave her with a small smile and then looked up trying to find him. He had...disappeared? She didn't see him anywhere around her...he was just here. Had he heard their conversation and ran off? Her heart beat a little faster at the thought....surely not...she had made sure he was far away....

Suddenly, she felt fingers grasp around her ankles tightly and she let out a yelp before they pulled her feet out from under her in a flash as quick as lightning and she had just enough time to hold her breath before plunging completely into the water. She felt the hands release her ankles and then place themselves firmly at her hips. She would recognize that grip anywhere....Craig. If she could have, she would have sighed in relief. Instead, she was still submerged and found his lips pressed to her's suddenly in an underwater kiss. She tried to kiss him back, as well as she could underwater, and after a moment he helped her lift herself back up above the water. She wrapped him in a hug when they both emerged, clinging tightly and not wanting to let go....her heart breaking as she thought about the conversation they would have later.

"Hey there, Ariel..." he mumbled despite him still kissing her. "Where is Sebastian and your fishy friend..." He parted her legs so she wrap her legs around him. He really wanted to just yank her lower bikinipart, and toppart too of course, away from the parts they covered. But...there was always a downside to go on couple-trips. Perhaps the two of them could go to the lagoon later, although...it was a romantic place...one that could perhaps help the others..

Craig deepend the kiss. How could he love one woman this much? Was it Essys way to say she approved? To say that Kitten was the woman that deserved...him... He had lost track of all the women that had passed him by after Essy. Most, and this he was partly ashamed of, he had forgotten...they had no names, no faces, just vanished in a blur. If he met them again, he might recognize them, but he would not know why he did it. Many had been met in the hazy drunken blur. They had simply, with their permission, been a tool for a need. He felt him stomach rumble. He didnt have more. Soon he had to make a choice. Or should make a choice. He loved what he did...it was his passion, his life...but was it something he could support...himself and... he hugged the woman harder and closed his eyes ...was it something...that if life turned down that path...something he could support her on...

One of the reasons he had got the rides he was booked for, one just two days after they came home from this trip, was his winning %. It showed that he had a good chance of taking your horse to a win or at least place in the race. For some reason he was starting to feel a little nervous. Or if it was excitement he wasnt sure. Maybe it was what he would lose if he couldnt make it. What if he fell...again... Alayna wouldnt want a cripple...she didnt deserve a cripple...

"I love...you..." he mumbled into her neck as he hugged her after the kiss.

She relaxed into his arms like she had been made specificly to fit there, like they were meant for each other and she sighed. She didn't want to let go. Once she let go she had decided to confront him. If she didn't do it here and now it would plague her for the rest of their trip, making it miserable for her and probably him, too. She was afraid of his answer. Part of her told her she was being ridiculous for even thinking that he might be taking drugs. Another part of her told her that everyone had skeletons in their closet, things they were ashamed of. Was this one of his?  She didn't know any other explanation for the white powder...what else could it be? Although...he hadn't shown any effects like he was high...that small fact gave her hope. 

She reluctantly let him go, her feet landing in the soft sand once again and she sighed as she looked up at him. She glanced back to see that Thomas and Hath had deserted the frisbee and were laying down on towels on the beach, drying their skin. They were looking up at the sky, so, with any luck, they wouldn't see them if things went...bad. Bad as in him getting angry and stomping off, her crying....

She bit the inside of her cheek and looked at him once more. He looked down with a bit of a worried expression, like he could sense that she was distressed. "Craig.." She began. She didn't really know what to say, but she would figure it out as she went based on his reactions...and his answer. "...I...saw something this morning that I wanted to...ask you about." 

She looked down at the water before continuing, trying to steel herself against her emotions that were trying to wash over her like the waves that hit her stomach now. "I...found...white powder by the sink this morning. Craig...please, I don't know what else it could be...I'm not trying to jump to conclusions, and I'm not trying to accuse you of anything...but..when I saw it...it frightened me." She looked into his warm, brown eyes that she loved so much, except they looked a bit worried as he looked back down at her. The worry she saw in them scared her, and her heartbeat began to quicken. "Please, Craig...you can tell me. I...don't...I won't hate you...if it's...drugs...I've seen jockeys take them, but...I....I always thought you were stronger than that...." Her bottom lip quivered as she became silent, searching his eyes for answers.

His jaw clenched a little. Drugs. That was her first thought? Although when he thought of it perhaps he would have been guessing on it too. "...its...not drugs..." He pulled a hand through his wet hair, sighing at his stomach that tried to tell him it was very hungry. "Its...a diet...powder...so I wont get so darn hungry...and that like make me shit out all the stuff that might put a pound on me so I dont have the stick my fingers down my throat, ok... but I take one drug..." He smiled at her shocked expression that her face changed to from the face of releif "...you are my drug, Kitten...you make me high...and happy...and there is no drugdog in the world that will find you..."

"The powder is all gone now tho...it was one of those test trial things, not sure if it worked or not, might have overused it a little too." The man yawned a little. He had kept going on very little intake, it had to show itself somehow. "Come...lets go up and warm in the sun...then I can show you the lagoon...its like a little paradise in paradise... and I think...or hope...that if we sneak away from them there...we have given them a chance to be romantic...I think even Thomas would feel like Cupid there...and I think he have an arrow that..." he chuckled "...Hathi might be interested in..." Looking down she still looked thoughtful so he stroked her rump as he stuck down his hand on the inside of the bikinithong. "You know we might find ourselfs a little hidden part for a little snuggle too...if you are up for it..."

Relief flooded over her, causing moisture to build up in her eyes and she blinked it back hard. She rested her head on his chest and wrapped her arms around his waist. "I was so scared...I didn't mean....I didn't want to jump to conclusio.....I just...I'm sorry." She finally stammered out, too happy about discovering it was just diet powder than being embarassed of her stuttering. She was still sad that he used it...she wondered if it made him feel bad. "You know...there's something else that can make you lose weight if you do it enough..." She said looking up at him with a heated gaze, " and I happen to be the one that can help you with that." She smiled. 

She grinned when he mentioned the lagoon. "I think they are trying, at least...maybe they can finally just let go. It's...much more fun that way. You remember when we were finally allowed to let lose? No doctors to scold us for being naughty. You didn't even hardly wait to get inside my apartment door before we were off." She said with a small laugh and a smirk. She bit her lip when his hand caressed her inside of her bathing suit, and she had to make herself turn away from him and walk back towards the shore. 

They walked over two the other two who looked like they had fallen asleep, Thomas slightly snoring and his long limbs splayed out in every direction. Hath on her side and curled into a neat ball. She chuckled at them and whispered to Craig, "I don't think they slept too well lastnight." She smiled. 

She unfolded their towels and laid his out for him, then her own and laid down on it. The sun felt good for the moment, warming her skin that was chilled by the ocean water. Her shoulders were definitely going to burn along with the rest of her if she stayed in the direct sun for too long. But, right now she didn't care, simply enjoying the sun's rays. She layed on her back and tilted her head to look at Craig. Reaching her hand out she took his and laid it down beside her, then brought her fingertips down on the soft skin of the inside of his wrist and drew imaginary patterns.

He let her do her little drawings for awhile, but soon he got to restless. He wasnt one to bask in the sun, he got to his feet and started to walk to the condo. "I be right back" he said when she looked up at him. It was a bit of a heavy load...or rather a load that wanted to slip out of his grip. Two parasols, a cooler for drinks and some sunscreen and cooling lotion. He dropped a few items that he had to pick up along the way but he finally got it all to the place where they had 'set up camp'. He put up the parasols so Alayna and Hathi got the most protection of it. Placed the cooler in the middle and then he threw a bottle of sunscreen and lotion on the sleeping man, dead hit in the gut. Not that it was hard but still it woke the man with a start.

"Oi! Jungle George! You have a job to do! You can...sleep...later..." Craig made a motion with his head on the still sleeping darkhaired woman. "See her shoulders...and you probably might need some of the sunscreen too...I didnt see any of you put anything on..." With that he squirted out some of the white cooling lotion in his hand and patted the spot in front of him for his Kitten to sit.

Ever so gently he started to massage the lotion in, making sure not to take too roughly on her red shoulders. Then he changed to the sunscreen and started to massage that in on other parts of her body. As he came to the inside of her thighs his fighers lightly brushed the center and the action itself, perhaps also the touch and the motion, made her gasp a little. A innocent move but still exciting enough. He wasnt sure how much she would need of the sunscreen since he would make sure both women would cover themselves up...just a little bit, like their shoulders at least.

When he was done he gave the sunscreen to the redheaded woman. "Now...perhaps you want to return the favor?"

She smirked and took the bottle out of his hands, positioning herself behind him to rub it on his shoulders. They were warm, so she put extra lotion on them to keep them from getting burnt. A few times she just trailed her finger very softly and discreetly down his back, a small grin forming on her lips when she thought she felt a tiny shiver from him. Sometimes she rubbed harder, more like a massage, working at a few spots that were knotted up underneath his skin. 

She then moved to the front, rubbing the lotion onto his muscled chest and torso. Oh, if they were on this trip by themselves she would just strip those trunks right off of him....she laughed inwardly at the thought. If they were on the trip by themselves they would never see any of the sights. 

She glanced over at Thomas who was now rubbing lotion gently over Hath's shoulders, he had a blush on his face, but she looked too sleepy still to really realize what was happening. Alayna gave a small smile to Craig who had glanced at them as well. Thomas had given her the bottle for the parts that she could reach herself, probably so that she didn't become too uncomfortable. She thought it was a smart call, if he forced himself on Hath too much she would probably build those walls of her's even higher and refuse to let him in. 

Hath the rubbed some onto his back, and Alayna couldn't help but notice the small smile on her lips that she probably wasn't aware of. Alayna just rolled her eyes, when would the woman just go crazy and pounce on him? She grabbed a wine cooler out of the cooler for herself and offered Craig a cold beer. She sipped on it while sitting under the shade of the unmbrella, simply enjoying everyone's company.

He took a few sips of his beer and then he lay down, his head close to where Alayna was sitting. As he looked up he saw her, smelled her, and he couldnt stop grinning. Just think that it wasnt that long ago he didnt know, or rather he had forgot what love was, how it felt like. Perhaps the accident was a blessing? 

Stretching and then placing his hands under his head, he gazed out on the ocean between his feet. The rythmic beat of the waves, the cry of birds in the sky and the soft mumbles of Hath and Thomas talking. He clipped his eyes, trying to resist closing his eyes.

(**dream**)

She had a tight revealing dress, a two piece and the upper, bikini just barely covered her lovely bits, some fringes in mintgreen hung down a few inches down. The skirt part was low cut and her lovely rump was really just covered with layers upon layers of fringes, creating a inviting sway as she danced. He smiled as he touched her and she turned her head and smiled right back. She pressed up against him, rubbing that backside against his groin. Then another woman came up behind him and he felt her forms press against his back. He knew who it was. Somehow he knew it was a dream, yet he refused to admit it. The redhead in the minty dress had stepped away from him, instead she danced in front of him, almost like she would have been belly dacing. The movements seemed to be similar.

"Oh Ollie, baby...you love her dont you...just like you loved me..." He didnt dare to answer, didnt dare to turn around but he felt his eyes tearing up. He felt her kiss his neck the way she used to. "I like her...but I dont like that it took you so long...I would have wanted to come to your wedding you know...once you would have married...I would have been free...then I wouldnt be there as an temptation..." He swallowed as she moved her head to stroke her cheek against his other cheek. "Be good to her, baby...her parents are nice people. I would have a lot to answer too if they know I set you of all people up with their daughter.

He didnt look, but he felt the pressence of someone more...unknown people, a couple that seemed to look at Alayna. The woman smiled and said something to the man beside her. Was they judging him? What if they...didnt approve... He felt her touch. "Dont worry so much, Ollie dear...I got your back...as alway..."

**

He woke with a gasp, and met her eyes. They looked worried. Glancing down she had put his t-shirt over his swimwear. He blinked confused. Glancing to the side he saw that Hath and Thomas was gone, and as he looked a little further down the beach he saw them walking at the waters edge. The dream had left him a little disoriented and he sat up slowly. It wasnt until then he noticed that the dragon was in his semihappy state.

She looked down at him as he woke. He had been dreaming, apparently, whether it was good or bad she couldn't exactly tell...at least some of it was good, though, because she had to place his T-shirt over his swim trunks to keep the others from seeing his slight arousal. She brushed her hand over his forehead and along his bangs with a small smile, he seemed to still be coming back to reality. 

"You ok, babe?" She asked as he sat up next to her. She found his hand and took it in her own, lacing her fingers through his. She had had another wine cooler and was now feeling slightly happy from it, a gentle buzz from the alcohol in her mind. She glanced over to see that Hath and Thomas were still walking down the beach, a laugh erupting from one of them, at what, she didn't know. She smiled and looked back at the beautiful man beside her, his cheeks slightly flushed from his dream, she guessed, and his hair mussed from the salt water. She leaned her head on his shoulder and breathed in his scent along with the saltiness in the air from the ocean, closing her eyes. 

"Too bad we can't just stay here..." She said wistfully, opening her eyes again to look out at the ocean. "Wouldn't it be nice? No worries...just each other..." She snuggled closer and smiled. This place had made her forget all of the bad things in her life. Her parent's deaths, the few years after that that she was now ashamed of, Craig's near death experience, the tornado, Morgan... She shivered lightly at the last one. She was still very much affected by that, whether she liked to admit it or not. 

"What about that lagoon you found? Would you like to visit it now?" She asked looking up at him with a smile. They could grab Hath and Thomas on the way there and bring them along. She was curious to see it, the way that he had described it made it sound beautiful.

He took a peek under his shirt before glancing at her, a naughty glance. "Well...unless you do me here and now we need to wait a little bit...you..you were quite the naughty girl in my dream Ms O'Shea..." She didnt need to know Essy had been there too, or what she talked of. It had felt...real...like she had been here, beside him. He shook his head. No, that would sound silly. He couldnt have been sleeping for so long because his beer was still cool as he stretched for it. He leaned his head on hers. She was right, it would be so easy to stay here...in paradise.

"Well...if this would be our every day life...we wouldnt appreciate it as much...I...take you some other time...just the two of us. They had the 'deserted island' too...you spend a week...on a small island...I think they had some some electricity, but that you had to save and not overuse it for it to last the week...a bit primitive in other words. The freshwater came from a spring and you got to shower in a real waterfall. You werent allowed to bring any products that might be harmful for the nature, but apparently the local stuff was said to be as good...at least acoording to the comments from previous visitors. I almost booked it...but...with the blind lovebirds over there I figured it might have been too much... Im happy you like it tho...that is really...the most important thing...to me..."

A little while later it was 'safe' for him to get up. He really didnt care that much but he knew the others might. They had the condo that lay at the end and most seemed to prefer the small clubs and resturants than the actual beach and scenerey. He got up and took her hand as he helped her up. When she got to her feet he kissed her, nesting his fingers through her hair. Her warm body was snug to his. He took a halfstep back, grinning. "We better not stand too close...or we have the problem...all over again..."

"Mmm, that sounds...exotic." She said with a small smirk towards him. She had almost said erotic...which would have worked all the same, she supposed. She giggled when he stepped back after kissing her, she gave him a naughty glance up and down and then just took his hand, leading him over to where the other two were. 

"...yeah, dad whooped me good for that one." Thomas was saying as they approached. Apparently the two were talking about the things they did to get in trouble as children. Hathien and Thomas had both told her some good stories. It sounded like they were mischevious children, Thomas mostly, but Hath could hang in there with him as well when she felt like being bad. 

"Come on guys, Craig found a lagoon earlier that he wants to show us." She said with a smile at them, and she let Craig lead the way. It took about 15 minutes of walking, but they soon made it to a large piece of ocean rock that looked like it blocked the path since it dipped into the ocean. Craig got in the water, however, and swam around it, guiding her over with him. When they got to the other side it was just how he had explained it. She couldn't help but smile wide and look around.

She walked over to the water that was crystal clear, just as he had described. It had some small sealife swimming in it, a few starfish and some bright, tropical fish that swam around happily in the tranquil water. There was sand all the way around it even though the rock bent around it as well, like a shallow cave. She stole a glance over at the other two to see that they were looking curiously into the water as well, pointing at the small fish that swam around. Thomas seemed to be looking more at Hath than anything, which was amusing to watch.

"I think there is a little beach there, see along the side...I remember seeing that movie...you know with Brooke Shields..." He winked at Thomas "...it was one of my boyfantasies...standed on an island with a beautiful woman...and I guess we are the lucky ones now ey..." He gave Hathi a not so subtle wink too.

"It cant be many walking this way if you look at the plants...the trail is old...I wonder if there is any old hut here...wouldnt it be cool to find something...a treasure..." He picked up a bent old stick from the water and held it in front of him like it had been a sword. "Onwards my braves, we shall tackle the wild! We will smite those those savage beasts..." he swatted a mosquito that dared to land on his arm "...we will explore this land that I from here on will call....Alaynasia!" He had hopped up on a rock, waving his imaginary sword and was not counting on it to be that slipperey. What would have been a manly jump down, became a less manly slip and fall. He just barely missed landing on rocks, instead after flailing wildly, and sending his precious 'sword' on a nice flight, he made a belly dive into the shallow pool, making the fish dart for cover. He had a nice patch of slimy seaweed across his face as he came up, spitting and sneezing.

He heard the others trying to not to laugh. So what if he had imagination...and wanted to have some fun...so what if he was considered to be an adult...so the fucking what... "Guess the wild tackled me... so much for my backup Thomas..." He took the seaweed from his head and threw it at him hoping his aim hadnt become worse since his schooldays.

Alayna gave an amused "Pfft!" and a laugh as Craig tumbled into the water, the stick flying through the air and almost hitting Thomas as it landed. He came up with seaweed on his face and she giggled a little more. He looked a bit embarassed...something she had never seen on Craig Knight before...it was kind of cute...and in an attempt to help him she dove into the pool herself and swam over next to him. "You don't need the seaweed to be any more handsome than you already are, Mr. Adventure," She giggled and plucked one piece of the slimy plant he'd missed off his head. Then she gave him a kiss on the cheek. 

She looked up to see the other two still standing on the edge, looking amusedly at the two of them in the water. Hmm...Craig had said it might be a nice place to drop off Thomas and Hath, perhaps something would happen....She waded over to the side of the pool and stepped out, Craig following her. "Hmm...I think Craig and I are going to....explore...so more. Over this way..." She said it with a cocky smirk, no subtleness in her voice at all, hoping that that would deter the others from following them with its suggestive sound. With any luck they would stay here in the seclusion that the cove offered for a while and...get to know each other better. 

She took Craig's hand and lead him away, past the cove and back onto the regular strip of beach that continued past the little hidden area. This was a new part they hadn't seen, either, and it seemed just as deserted. No one seemed to come here, must have been too far away from the hotels and condos for most people to want to walk. There was some wildlife like sea birds wandering the shores, pecking at little bugs that skittered across the sand. The sun was beginning to set and the sky was aflame with pinks, oranges and purples, creating a romantic atmosphere for the other two...and themselves.

She had walked ahead of him so she didnt see what he did. As a sign, or just to be sure not to forget where he put them he hung up his swimwear on a branch by the trail they had walked on. Then he sprinted up to her, grinning from ear to ear. He wasnt shy. Like it had been a magnet her eyes seemed to be pulled downwards for at least a few moments. He had already started to get a slightly darker tan than he already had and the line between swimwear and not was clear. It was not palewhite, just lighter, giving evidence that he had at some point been sunbathing in the nude.

Her smile was as sly and corky as when she said they were going this way for some exploration as she started to undress. The dragon twitched as he saw it. It was simply not something he could resist on not acting on. Craig stepped close to her, wrapping her in his embrace, nuzzling her sunwarm neck before carefully nibbling at it. A soft growl escaped his throat. She should feel by now how the sight affected him. He didnt mean to come off as a horny bastard, but he couldnt help himself when he looked at her. She could be wearing rags and hadnt washed her hair for four days, she would still turn him on like this. He grabbed her firm behind, cupping one buttcheek in each hand and pressed her close. Her arms was wrapped around his back.

The kiss sent shivers down his spine and made him slowly rub his pelvis against her. They would have to come up with something else for this time. He didnt have any rubber with him. Sadly that wasnt among the standard equipment when it came to explorers in swimbreifs.

She hadn't expected it....well...she /had/, but not quite so soon. She gave a silly grin when she saw him standing there, naked as a jay bird, and smiling saucily at her. She had undressed quickly and when he wrapped her in a tight embrace and nibbled her neck she arched into him, eager to feel him against her skin. His pelvis ground against her's and she could feel his arousal already, it made her whine lightly against his neck and she could feel herself responding. 

If he was going to move this fast she would match his pace with enthusiasm. One hand was still behind his back, but the other trailed down his hips. She moved her hips away from his with just enough space to slip her hand between them. She looked into his eyes as she grabbed his jewels and kneaded them gently, smiling at the noise that he made. It was nice to know that just her touch and the sight of her set him off so much...it certainly did the same to her as well. 

She continued to massage him gently, finding the patch of skin just behind them and pressing on it while moving her finger in a circular motion. She thought she felt him shiver against her, her nipples hardened at his noises, and she moved them on his chest. The action gave her some pleasure, too, and she sighed against him. She placed hot kisses down his neck, collar bone and chest, licking and nibbling at times, tasting the salt of the ocean on his skin.

It felt like he was doing a bad version of a malfunctioning not wanting to start tractor in response to her taking hold of a very sensitive part of him. It was like she constantly was pressing the buckthrust button and he had to control himself not to hump her like a dog.

Growling low he then, even if it was reluctantly, took a step away. He would soil her if she stood to close and he didnt want it to end so soon. "You are too good at that Kitten..." he smiled. If the others came now it would be tricky to hide himself. Although he was pretty certain that they knew how it looked like when a guy was really "happy". He took her hand and led her down to the waters edge, just above so the waves couldnt reach more than their feet. After placing her down he took his seat behind her, leaning his chin on her shoulder.

It was a nice view of the setting sun, the ocean and the soft cluck of the waves. Despite being in the lagoon there were a little waves but not near those at 'their' beach. Just because he got aroused by her didnt mean they had to do something about it everytime. He nibbled her ear, nuzzling it.

"I love you, Kitten..."

"I love you, too, Craig..." She said, turning around to face him. Her knees were on either side of his legs and she pressed her hand on his chest, pushing him gently down to lay on the sand. She layed on top of him, letting her body press against his. She traced the curve of his lips with the tip of her finger and smiled before dipping her head down to give him a long, sensual kiss, her tongue delving into his mouth. 

Her hands ran down his arms, and, finding his hands she held them and guided them back behind his head so that they were stretched above him. Then she clasped her fingers into his, enjoying the closeness of their bodies with no other sensations except for the warmth of their skin on each other's bodies. 

------------------

Hathien looked out at the sunset while she set on the bank of the lagoon with Thomas beside her, their legs both dipped into the gently rippling water. It had been a good day, despite her earlier embarassment on the volleyball court, but, neither of them had said anything about it. Silently agreeing not to mention it, apparently. 

Thomas seemed to shift around almost uncomfortably next to her and she frowned slightly as she looked up at him. "Is everything ok?" She asked with a hint of worry in her voice. Was it her? Was she making him feel that uncomfortable? Her heart dropped at the thought. Maybe he didn't feel good. She had to keep herself from setting her hand on his forehead to check for a temperature. 

He looked back at her nervously, his eyes holding her's in a gaze that was so intense she couldn't look away, instead, her mouth parted slightly. "Hath..." He began with a slightly shaky voice that unsettled her. She hardly ever heard him shaken like this. Was he ok? "I....can't..go on like this...anymore." He said slowly, like he was fighting the words. Her eyebrows knotted up on her forehead. Go on like what?

"W....we've grown up with each other, Hath....we're...best friends....but...." He paused and the next words came out quickly. "Best friends just...it's not doing it for me, Hath....I need you...more..." He looked away at that and rubbed at the back of his neck, like he wasn't satisfied with the way the words came out. Her own eyes had opened wider, her mouth falling open a bit more. Did he mean....what she thought he meant? Her heart leapt at the thought and she felt like it would strangle her, caught in her throat. 

He turned back to her once more, this time a bit more timidly. "Please...Hath...please tell me you feel...the same..." He sighed. "I know I'm not..voicing this very well but...you shake me up, Hath...in a good way...just...please tell me that you feel the same...." He looked at her almost pleadingly and her heart melted under that gaze. He....he felt the same way about her all this time? She drove him just as crazy as he did to her?

Her heart was fluttering in her chest like a hummingbird's wings and she couldn't seem to catch her breath. A nervous, "Yes...." was all that came out of her mouth before he suddenly moved towards her. One of his hands found her's and rested on it while the other came up to cup the side of her face. He then brought his face towards her's quickly, frantically, but right before his lips met her's he stopped and lingered for a moment, looking into her wide eyes before closing his own green ones and placing his lips over her's gently. Her head reeled. What was happening? Was this really happening to her right now? She felt like crying....like her best dream had just come true...please, please say this wasn't a dream..if it was then it was a cruel one. 

It was just a nervous peck, but it had felt like the most heartpounding kiss in the world, not that she had much...or any...experience with kissing. She opened her eyes to see that he was looking at her with a slight smile on his lips, his cheeks just above flushed slightly red. "Yes..." She said breathlessly, with a smile of her own, "Yes..I feel the same way."

If there was one way to test a mans willpower, the mind over matter it was to arouse him to the very limit of normal selfcontrol and then rub your naked body ontop of him. The dragon fought like a trapped bumblebee to get free and get back to the nest...a very warm, wet, tight nest. Craig groaned. Her kiss made it so much harder in more ways than one...it was difficult to think straight. Just to get his mind focused on something else he pulled her up just a little so he could reach her breast. He let out another soft moan as he took the erect form in his mouth and let his tongue flick over it. That he was getting sand where a man really didnt want to have sand was not something he was thinking of.

Kisses, touches, caresses mixed with sounds of pleasure from the both of them. He had moved the dragon away as he came. There was no need for him being near the danger zone. He had heard stories and didnt want to risk anything. He hated doing that. It felt like he was jerking of when she was right there. She had kissed him as he came, making it feel a little better. He hadnt touched her that much down below...not with all the sand getting everywhere, and he didnt want to risk that...instead he had worked with her with his tongue and that had worked well too. He covered up his deposit with sand. "Guess we have left a offering to the beach goddess, if there is such a thing" he whispered. "Perhaps its time to...go back..."

They got dressed again but just as they were about to cross the final passage from where they had split up he grabbed her arm. "Duck!" he hissed pulling her down. She looked worried. He didnt mean for her to be scared. "There...look...look..." He pointed towards the other couple. It had hardly been a kiss in Craigs eyes. Not even his and Kittens kiss had been that careful...at least not how he remembered it.. He grinned towards the woman "High five, baby...we did it..."

She grinned in return and whispered to him, "It's only successful if Hath doesn't knock his block off afterwards." She giggled. They watched for a moment longer and Hath hadn't done anything but blush and smile right along with Thomas. Yep. Success. They got up discreetly after waiting a few more moments, not watching the other couple to give them some privacy. They walked around the corner slowly with a "Hey guys, ready to head back to the condo?" They both looked up a little startled, like they were in their own little world, but nodded their blushed faces yes.

The walk back was liesurely, and Alayna didn't let on that they knew, that would only embarass them both more. They finally made it back to the condo and everyone took turns taking showers, eager to wash the salt water off of their skin and hair. After they all got cleaned up they met in the living room and plopped down on the couches, Thomas sitting closer to Hath than usual and Alayna couldn't help but grin at Craig. 

"Well, guys...what would you like to do now?" She asked. "We could go out to eat...hit one of the clubs...go see a movie...stay here and chill out..." She looked around with a cocked eyebrow in question.

His stomach gurgled loudly. It stinged a little at the same time. He scrached his chin a little. He should have shaved, maybe later. He glanced at the other couple, grinned at Thomas. One thing was sure...they wouldnt fool around as he and Kitten was doing. He doubted that they would join the high mile club in the near future...the cuddle club maybe. He tried to look at his boss the way Thomas might see her but it surprised him that when he tried to get a mental picture the only one he saw was Kitten... It made him smile as he stared into nothing. He looked at the necklace. Suddenly he worried if it had been too big, if she thought it looked like a dogtag, like she belonged to anyone. She had looked happy over it. He remembered his dream. Essy said she liked her. But a dream was...just a dream...even if you dreamed of a real person it didnt mean this was always what the real person would have thought or said. It had felt real...just before she woke the couple had come up to him and the man had patted his back. Perhaps the pat on the back was when Kitten woke him up, he wasnt sure.

He felt nervous as he came to think about the upcoming race. The horse was pretty fresh, a beast with nerves on the outside like many TBs. He knew how to handle them...but still...he had more to lose now. He had left a note in his bank deposit box that he wanted Kitten to have Barf. He had to write out it was the dog named Barf, barristers had the booksmarts but they were pretty stiff otherwise. He had written that before Essy left him with the money. Before it hadnt been much money left after him if he would...not make it. Now the thought made his stomach turn and he rubbed it thoughtfully. It hadnt been much when it came to food today...mostly fruit and all of them had been to lazy to go up and fetch something else. He didnt really mind. It didnt force him to either eat very little and have the others look at him and his baby portions, or eat normally and then go and puke it up behind a bush.

Suddenly they all looked at him like they waited for him to say something. "..uh..what?" was his not so clever answer.

Alayna rolled her eyes playfully at Craig when he snapped out of whatever he was daydreaming about. "Let's just go eat." She said, making the choice for the others who didn't seem to know what they wanted to do. She knew that Craig was hungry, she heard his stomach growling...whether he actually ate much was another story alltogether. 

They found a little bar called "The Sultry Siren", which she had giggled at the name. When they entered it was a charming place, there was a small dance floor that a few couples were dancing on. There wasn't a band, but they had speakers hooked up playing salsa tunes. She had put a bright red dress on before she left along with some just as red lipstick, it would be fitting for if she and Craig felt like dancing to a few of the spicy spanish song they were playing before they left. It was funny, really, that they hadn't danced before. Sure, they had done a few smaller, playful ones with him humming a tune, but not any saucy, sweaty, passionate dances. She smirked at the thought and thought that she saw him doing the same. 

She had convinced Hath to wear a dress as well. One of her's since she didn't pack any, a light purple cocktail dress. It clung to her tightly since she was bigger boned and chested than Alayna, and it came up pretty high on her legs since she was so much taller than her, but, she had worn it without a fuss, which Alayna found amusing. Thomas had just stared for a moment when she first came out in it and she gave him a shy smile. 

Now they were seated in a booth, herself sitting next to Craig and Hathien sat across from her while Thomas sat across from him. They ordered some waters and sat chatting for a while, enjoying each other's company.

He drank a lot of water in hope that it would make him feel full. It was a good trick...while it lasted...when he didnt had to run to the lill boys room for a tinkle every 5 minutes. He had looked at Hathien too as she came out and had smiled at her. She hadnt seen that though...eyes only for Thomas. He was happy for that their plan had worked. That too was something that was odd. A year ago he wouldnt have helped another guy to get a lady. 

Glancing to his side he looked at the redheaded woman that chatted with her friend. It seemed like both him and Thomas was just oogling the ladies this evening. A finger touched the scar at his temple. You could hardly see it now when the hair had grown back. What if Morgan hadnt struck him down the way he had done. That was another thing he worried about. He hadnt heard anything about it but what if the man came at her again. What if he tried to... Craig clenched his jaws trying to think of something else. 

To distract himself he let his hand slide down and let it touch her thigh that was closest to him, slowly stroking it.

Alayna glanced down at his hand that brushed tantalizingly along her thigh. Her breath shuddered in her throat, but she tried to stay focused on what Hathien was telling her. The woman was amusing right now, her head obviously in the clouds from happiness, and she spent most of the night grinning widely. Her teeth clenched together when his hand brushed teasingly over the fabric of her underwear and Hath looked at her a bit questioningly. 

They had already eaten, she had watched Craig to be sure that he had eaten at least a little. She didn't want him passing out from starvation. It didn't slip by her that he had mostly drank water, but she was satisfied that he had eaten a bit, even if it wasn't much. She hadn't eaten much, either. All of Craig's watching his weight was making her paranoid about it, too. Hathien had hired her on as a jockey as well as a dressage rider, and she needed to make sure her weight was down for it, their season was rapidly approaching, and she was behind after all of her recent injuries. So, she hadn't eaten much, either, but more than Craig, at least. She could take another run along the beach tomorrow morning, with Craig, this time, if he didn't get up and leave so early like he had this morning. 

His hand still moved on her thigh and it made her squirm a bit, so, with a stubborn expression she squeezed her thighs together hard, trapping his hand there mercilessly. He looked shocked for a moment, only to replace it with a saucy grin, and then he moved his fingers as much as he could to tickle her legs. She jumped and a small squeak bursted out of her, the others looking at her amusedly and a bit embarassed. By now they had to have known what was happening and she just gave them a flushed smile back. 

Suddenly, a song she recognized came on...a song she happened to love. She couldn't resist. Jumping up she grabbed Craig's hand and pulled him onto the small dance floor. They hadn't had any drinks, but she moved like she had, freely and languidly, her hips rolling back and fourth in front of him as she smiled with a heated gaze at him. She turned around and pressed her back against his chest, her bottom pressed slightly into his groin as she moved her hips to the music as she moved up and down. Her hands were raised above her head, every once in a while entangling themselves in her hair causing her curls to volumize. 

When "There's a she wolf in your closet, Open up and set her free" came on she sang along and even let out the little "Aooo!" Turning her head to smirk at him.

His hand around her waist brought her up close to his body. He was smiling as he brought his lips down to her neck and after kissing her from shoulder up to her ear he gently bit her, it was more of a harder nibble than a actual bite, but at the spot he knew she was the most sensitive. He growled low in her ear as he placed his hand on her belly, pressing her closer as they danced to the rythm. It looked awefully close that they did something else.

With a course whisper in her ear he spoke "...well if the shewolf if on the prowl I will tempt her to my chambers, my lair and make sweet love to her that will make her howl to the moon for sure..." before he nibbled and sucked lightly at her earlobe. Then he glanced at the couple still seated and let out a small chuckle. "Looks like someone is trying to get his curage up to ask her to dance..." Craig hid his mirth by hiding his face behind her shoulder. "...oh geez...smooth moves there Charlie Brown....just take her hand and...yes...yes thats my boy...no NO...its not lineda...there...there pull her even clo...closer Thomas...there...and stop blushing..." His words was not spoked outloud, just barely loud enough for her to hear.

The song finished and she grinned as Hath and Thomas walked out onto the dance floor for the next song, a slow one. It was kind of awkward to watch, she didn't think either of them had much experience with dances, besides maybe those annoying school dances where teachers hovered over you with every move you made. She had hated those, the teachers never let her dance like she wanted to. She giggled at Craig as he attempted to 'instruct' Thomas, even though the man was halfway across the room and couldn't hear him. The two looked like they had settled into a fairly comfortable position, Hath with her arms just below Thomas' shoulders since he was so tall and he had his hands at her waist. 

She took her attention away from them to drape her own arms across Craig's shoulders and she rested her head on his warm chest, listening to his heart beat. She depended on that heart. She remembered a time where she had thought that it would stop at any moment. Those had been the most miserable days of her life, even worse than her parent's funerals, and that had been hard to top. She swayed softly with him to the music and closed her eyes, safe with his strong arms around her.

He leaned his head against hers. The sizedifference werent as big between them as it was with Thomas and Hathi, not that it was a dwarf/giant difference. With her so close, and him feeling most parts of his body AND a certain part feeling robbed on the candy earlier he couldnt help that he reacted. In a way he felt like a horny teenager. His hands subtly roamed her body in a descreet way, pressing her closer still. "Kitten...you know what I have in my pants..." he smirked as she looked up, eyebrow raised, she had to feel 'that' "...besides that...something that makes it possible for some...um...fun out in the fresh air..."

Eyes, heated with passion was focused on her alone and he took her hand. The other couple was too wrapped up in eachother to notice that they would be gone a little while. By the looks of things, it seemed like the big guy was trying to get ready to kiss her again. Craig hoped he didnt look as...corny...you couldnt be so insecure...it was just to take what you wanted...at least they had come this far...

As they came out the sky had begun to get dark, only leaving a glowing band at the horizon. He didnt look at it that much since he only had eyes for the woman at his side. He took her with him to a secluded part, behind the building they had been in and the one next to it, placing her next to one of the ACs. It vibrated and he had figured when he noticed it that it might be useful. Their bodies were hot and the metal cold, giving a shart contrast. He knew he didnt need much of a foreplay, not when she had rubbed against him the way she had done.

Eager lips covered hers, and just as eager hands once more roamed her body, only not that descrete anymore. They travelled in under her clothes, grabbing her rump and then pressing her against him, the other had found her breast and touched it through the fabric. Craig found himself more turned on by the mere feel of her. Growling low in her ear he then covered her next with lustfilled kisses and nibbles. There had been fantasys he had been whispered in her ear.

"Once upon a time there was a man, alone and with nothing in this world, who never thought he would find anyone that could love him. A fairygodmother, found him and taught him the things he needed to know. The man loved her, but no man is allowed to love a fairy. The other fairys cursed him and said he was doomed to walk til true love found him and until then his heart would be dead. The man expressed that his heart belonged to his fairygodmother, but when the others heard it she was forced to banish him and so, once more he found himself alone. He carried on, in another part of the world, surrounding himself with fake images of what he thought he was missing until the day he met the princess. At first he only saw her body, her nice as..." he squeezed it "...and her lovely tits..." a thumb stroked her breast over an erect nipple "and the thought it would just be another image, that it wasnt true what he saw...but then...as they kissed for the first time..."

He mumbled the rest of his story in her ear, adding pieces of naughty in it at the same time he touched her and rubbed his groin against hers. She had sighed and rolled her head back as he had nosed his way to her breasts without completely removing what she was wearing. If anyone would come thing way it would be a easy coverup. With a little more arranging he pulled down her panties, thankful for that she didnt have one of those silky stockings on. A little more fiddle and they lay at her foot while the other had been pulled on and hooked around him. Just a few moments later he slowly entered her... He let out a groan. It wasnt perhaps long since, but he had missed it all the same. He moved almost painfully slow as he took hold of the leg that she had wrapped around him. 

"Tell me the rest...of the story...what happend next..."

She groaned against him as he moved slowly in her. How could she possibly tell a story when he was doing..../this/...to her. She tried anyways, determined to get at least some of it out. "....the princess....thought the man....was a scoundrel at first....a rogue..." She said between breaths. Bitting her lip for a moment and pulling him even closer with the leg that was wrapped around him. "But soon...he worked his w-way....into her heart....and she decided....that he wasn't a rogue....but a knight....of the noblest kind..." She smiled at him under hooded eyes, she could feel her cheeks flushing with heat as he continued to rotate his hips in and out of her, and she squeezed rhythmically around him. 

"Soon..." She continued with a bit of a desperate voice. "H-he...worked his way into her heart....and she realized....that she loved him...more than anything else....in the world..." Another small moan, she was getting closer, it didn't take long with him, just him pressing his body close to her turned her on. "And..." She added a bit breathlessly, "He could fuck better than...anyone else...in the kingdom." She said with a naughty smile and arched her neck back.

Sweat was beading on his brow and probably his back as well but he continued his slow rotating pace. He smiled at her last words, and gave a extra powerful thrust, going as far in as he could reach, causing the both of them to gasp. How was it possible for them to fit so well. It was far too intense now for him to be able to continue with the story. He bit her, but not too hard on her neck, sucked her skin lightly, felt the taste of salt of her skin and something that had to be lotion.

Letting his hand go from her rump and to her front he wedged his hand carefully between them and touched the delicate treasure hidden within her petals. She squeezed him more tightly as a response, arching her back, and a sound came gruntly from her throat. As he touched her he picked up the pace, feeling the all familiar feeling, the cross of tingles and fire. He moaned in her ear again.

"I cant stand the thought of ever...being away from you...mmmhhgg...oh..." He clenched his jaws, the grip he had taken of her leg became a little firmer and he leaned his head back. "I...I...I love you Kitten..."

She moaned, perhaps a bit too loudly, as he bit her neck, arching her stomach against his. The airconditioner she was leaned up against vibrated them both, causing an even better sensation to travel deep through her body. She had to lean her hands back on it when he began to touch her, and a strangled groan escaped her throat as her neck arched almost painfully backwards. "God....C...mmmm..Craig..." She panted against him, the fullness along with his fingertips massaging her front made her squirm underneath of him, like her own body couldn't stand the pleasure that ran through it. 

She listened as he told her he loved her, but she couldn't make any words come out of her mouth to respond. Instead, in response, she came violently against him, her hips bucking against his and she could feel herself contracting and twitching around him as the heat and the tingling ran from her core out to the rest of her body. She let out a long, pleased sigh as she came down, her eyes closed in pleasure. "I love you ....too Craig...very, very much." She said between catching her breath. She had openned her eyes as she said it and now she gave him a sweet smile, leaning up she wrapped her arms around his once more and gave him a passionate kiss.

Even if he had come mere seconds after her, as usual as a respose to her charge, he still moved a little within her, before he finally pulled himself out. "I take it you liked the...vibrator...I found you..." he teased after her kiss and she swatted him softly on his chest, but he only grinned in reply. After removing the used protection he kneeled down and helped her on with her panties. That he was perhaps a little too 'helpful' and just 'accidently' happend to touch some areas with his hands and tongue...that was simply NOT his fault even if she after coming down from another height scolded him for. There were simply a missunderstanding, that was all, he just wanted to help her... He made one of his innocent faces that quite didnt make it due to his satisfied smirk.

As they walked back he sniffed her neck and smiled. "...its not a bad thing...but you smell like hot sex...that is...a big turn on...you ooze of it Kitten...I will try and not get jealous but walk past a guy and see if he have as sensitive nose that I have..." He growled low and nibbled her neck. "If I just had another rubber I would do you here and now...I dont care if anyone would see...Remember London..."

She gave him a heated smirk as he mentioned how she smelled. Well, so much for being discreet about it, but at this point she really didn't care, it had been too good to pass by. Even if she had scolded him lightly afterwords for making it take longer she certainly handn't minded the extra attention he gave her while pulling her panties up. She looked up to see that he had a smeer of her red lipstick on his lips, and she laughed. She licked her thumb slowly and then brought it over to swipe gently across his bottom lip, rubbing the hint of what they had done off. She felt her cheeks flush slightly at the mention of London. Oh, she remembered, all too well, just the thought of it made her respond down below. 

She took on his challenge, and walked in front of him, or more like cat walked, as they made their way back to the dance floor. She passed a group of men sitting at a table on the way there, having a night on the town to meet ladies, it seemed. All of them had looked, but a few that had been closer to her had stiffened a bit in their seats, gazing a bit more heatedly at her than the other's. Then they saw Craig strutting along behind her and gave him jealous looks. She giggled under her breath and turned around to meet him on the dance floor. Hath and Thomas went to sit down at their booth, probably getting tired and thirsty, it seemed like they had danced a few more songs while they were outside. Another song was beginning, a fast one, and she immediately began to twist her body to the rhythm, grabbing the front of his shirt and pulling him closer to her.

If he could say so himself he was a fairly good dancer, even with this more modern stuff. He wasnt sure but he thought he recognised the tunes as one of the hits from the 90ies..Lambada. He remembered that. He had been young then but some of his friends had it on at their flashback party so they had danced to it a bit. He knew the moves and followed easily when the woman moved. 

He waved to the others to come join them but the mere thought seemed to make them blush. "We better go help them show them the ropes, Kitten...we dont take a no for an answer right..." He gave her butt a light light stroke. As he came up to Hathien he gave her one of his heated looks. She did look nice and it didnt hurt to let her know that he liked what he saw. Just a look wasnt something bad, Kitten knew it was her he loved.

"Come...the night it young still and you dont have your heels on, so I dont take a no for an answer, milady Hathien...come..." The tunes started again and even if she moved closer, a bit reluctantly she let lose a little and followed as he led. He kept a 'decent' space between them but still showed her the moves to make. She blushed at some of the quite suggestive moves. Craig smiled at her as he put his indexfinger under her chin and lifted it. "Dont look down, love...look into my eyes, and if you dont dare to do it...close them, listen to the music, let it fill you....now...spinn...Im right here...lets see if you dare to come closer...I dont bite..." He had given Kitten a glance, so she would pull a similar move on Thomas. As they spun they changed partners so Hathien came into a close embrace with Thomas.

Craig was being naughty for doing such a thing...but...hopefully...it would be ok...even if they wouldnt...be close as he and Kitten was, there was nothing wrong with being close to another human. He knew they both needed it.

Alayna had grabbed Thomas by the collar of his shirt and drug him onto the dance floor, she had had to step up on her tippy toes to reach, but she pulled him along like she was the taller of the two. He was already blushing and stood awkwardly in front of her. "I can tell you have no idea what to do, Thomas...so let me show you." She giggled and began to twist her hips around in front of him. "The man doesn't have to do much..." She said as she rotated around, "...during these dances. Just move with the woman, if it's a woman you like you can move a little closer....you like me, don't you Thomas?" She smirked up at him with a naughty expression. She gave a glance at the other two and saw Craig trying to get Hath to shake her hips, she gave a small laugh at Hath who was blushing, but smiling all the same. 

Thomas had moved a little closer at her words and she took his hands and placed them on her hips that still twitched to the beat. "There you go," She said with a smile, looking at him like a proud mother, "You're doing it now!" She laughed over the music. Thomas had stiffened a bit when he moved closer. Crap...she didn't think about the way she smelled before she pulled him out to the dance floor. She was sure he probably knew where they disappeared off to, since they came back flushed and a bit sweaty, but she was hoping he'd be too naive to notice. She was wrong, it seemed, because he looked down at her a bit unsure. Oh well, he would just have to get over it, Craig and the men at the table had seemed to like it enough, he probably did, too...secretly. She put her pointer finger on his chest and walked a circle around him, letting her finger trail along his body and she continued to shimmy as she walked. When she came back around she saw him blushing more, but he seemed to be having a good time all the same. 

She noticed out of the corner of her eye Craig spinning Hath, and he gave her a look that said to do the same, so she instructed Thomas, and when he let her go she spun into Craig's arms, her hands pressed against his chest. She met him with a saucy smile and made like she would give him a kiss, but right when he started to bring his head down for her she spun away, dancing a circle around him like she had to Thomas. When she came back to his front she gave him a playful wink and shimmied towards him, pressing her body close to his once more.

The bar was flicking the lights as a sign that they were closing but they had already started to leave. At the horizon the first faint signs of a new day had begun to show. The girls walked before them and Craig had to take big steps to be able to keep pace with the other man. Or big...bigger than normal anyway.

"So...Thomas...hoooow have your day off been so far?" Craig grinned like a boy that knew he what he was getting for his birthday "Not that you ask but it have been pretty awesome for me...I wish...hope I can take Kitten on more trips like this...sometime...maybe..hopefully..." He glanced ahead since he noted that Thomas had been eyeing a certain pair of swaying hips. "You know...wif you keep staring at it like that it might catch fire..." he chuckled low as he saw the others glance "...Im kidding...heh...just kidding...I could stare at that ass..." he pointed with his eye on the pair beside the one Thomas had been oogling "...all freaking day...only problem is if you stare to much and too long...gives you sort of a problem...you know..." He gave the man a wink. After allowing himself two beers he felt pretty darn cheerful, especially since it wasnt much in his stomach to absorb the beer. In a way he had become envious on Thomas when he ate and his stomach had growled quite loudly. He had three options...numbing it with drinking a lot of water, booze or sex.

Craig stretched and yawned. The latest little sexcapade and the hours of dancing had taken a bit of a toll on his reserves. He felt a light buzz in his head but he wasnt anyone to admit that he felt dizzy, especially not to another guy. What if he took him in his arms like a sissy. No way!

Sadly there werent anything he could hold onto for support so he continued forward on pure will. 

Thomas just grinned and shook his head at Craig as he walked beside him. He had caught him staring at Hath, and of course, being the way the man was, he pointed it out. It had been a good night. He still didn't think he was any good at dancing, but at least Hath had seemed to have a good time with him even though he didn't have the moves Craig possessed. 

They had returned to their condo in the wee hours of the morning, all of them sweaty and very tired. Hath had changed quickly in the bathroom and collapsed on the bed, he did the same after her. They layed there for a moment, both just looking up at the cieling in a half daze from being so exhausted. 

"I had a good time tonight." Hathien said suddenly, he looked over at her to see that she had a faint smile playing on her lips, the smile he loved to see so much. It made him smile as well.

"Me too, It's been nice to get away from the farm for a while...." He heard her 'mmhm' in responce and before he knew it they had both drifted off into a much needed sleep.

--------

Hath woke up slowly. They had only been asleep for about 4 or 5 hours, but they had all agreed before they went to bed that they didn't want to waste their last day sleeping, so they still woke up early in the morning. Her mind was still coming into reality when she realized she was very hot. Like something was draped over her and heating her up. She opened her eyes , which openned even wider, when she noticed that Thomas was scooted up next to her, breathing deeply. One of his legs was draped over her's and his body was pressed against her back. She could feel a blush rising into her cheeks immediately. 

Should she get up? She didn't want to....even though she was hot she savoured the feel of him pressed up against her, his skin touching her's, totally relaxed and no awkwardness since he was alseep. He must have tossed around in his sleep lastnight and when his body found her's, instinctually wrapped around it, like a child with their favorite stuffed animal. She smiled lightly...it felt so nice...she could see where temptation could be a big problem in their relationship...she was going to have to watch herself when they became more serious. Sometimes things escalated quickly, and she didn't want to make any mistakes she would be ashamed of. 

She decided not to move, to just let herself lay there comfortably in his arms until he woke up himself. She closed her eyes and drifted back into a half-sleep. After a few moments, though, she felt him twitch, and then move slightly as well as take a deep intake of breath, like people did most times when they woke up. She didn't open her eyes, but she could feel him stiffen around her body as he realized that he was basically wrapped up around her. She had to fight back a smile when she felt him trying to slowly move away from her without 'waking her up'. He finally made it and she felt him get up and leave the bed. When he went into the bathroom she openned her eyes and couldn't help the smirk that played across her lips.

Alayna had fallen asleep before him so he had taken a shower all by his lonesome but hadnt bothered to put on some underwear. Instead he had after drying up some and shaved he had dropped on the bed. He had a final thing planned for today. They would all get some pampering and haircuts. Not that he would get anything different that he had before but still. The girls would get their special treatments with mudbaths and other girly stuff and he had set up something special for him and Thomas. Thaimassage and then some real male action - paintball. On a real course and real gear. They would play against some older guys so it would probably be a easy feat. He had met them the day when they came at the reception. Here with their wifes and they were both in their 50ies, and both reminded him about potbellied pigs. The wifes were twins and liked doing things together.

Hours later Craig sunk down between a replica of an old ruin. He had a full futuristic wargear on, complete with a helmet and a covering visir. There was also a protective vest on and some tights that went...to far up for his liking but thankfully another pair of pants and protection over a sensitive area prevented it all to look to gay. Thomas looked pretty terrifying in his outfit, and most you saw of both their faces were their jaws.

They had the older men cornered. Just like he suspected they were a easy target and with all the faults they had made they could have won the game in 5 minutes. Instead he had said to Thomas that they should give the older men some slack and make them feel good about themselves. From what he had gathered they had a rather boring job and this was probably one of the most exciting things they had done for years. They had the entire course for themselves for 1½ hour. Nobody had wanted to sign up with them and the minimum was four people. If they hadnt agreed to it they would have lost their booking. 

He signed to Thomas on the other mens location. They had made circles around them, constantly moving and just shooting shots to scare them. The older men hardly moved from their starting point and when they did they did so like you would walk to one place to another. If there had been another team here they had been out faster than a blink of an eye.

"I say we let them get us...let them feel like they outsmarted us...I had fun anyway and they are paying for it..you heard how happy they were when we said yes...besides...I asked if we could show...our girlfriends the outfits...and we got a ok..." Craig grinned. He wasnt sure if Thomas was but he was almost certain that Thomas was blushing.

Thomas and Craig had been peppered with paintballs when they stepped out behind their barriers, letting the men think they had outsmarted them. Thomas was laughing too hard while being shot to do much, but he did fire back a few times to seem like they were still getting a bit of a fight. He loved to paintball, he had done it with his brothers some in South Carolina. He also enjoyed hunting, which made him a pretty good aim. He had always went out with his father as a young boy on dove hunts, helping him retrieve the fallen birds and bringing them back, he also used to get up at the crack of dawn on snowy winter mornings just to sit out in nature and wait for a deer or turkey to pass by. 

The men were finished bombarding them, now, and they all shook hands and gave pats on each others backs, saying goodbye and thanks to the guys for paying for their round. They had about 15 minutes left and they weren't required to leave the obstacle field until then. Craig was busy talking to the men when Thomas snuck away and placed himself behind a barrier, one tall enough to cover him if he crouched. 

He peeked around, and as the men left he saw Craig turn around, a confused look on his face when he saw that Thomas had disappeared. He turned in each direction and called his name once. In responce, Thomas fired a warning shot next to Craig's foot. The man jumped, but then barked a laugh and pulled his face shield back over his head. Thomas chuckled when he hear the man say "Oh, so that's how you want to do things, eh?" 

He shot at him some more as Craig ran for cover, diving behind a barrier, he thought he had gotten him once on the back on the way. They scrambled around for the rest of the time, getting a few shots in on each other, and Thomas was sweaty towards the end. This was how paintball was meant to be, fast paced and agile, even though the men couldn't really help that they couldn't move that fast anymore. Thomas' body ached every day, but he was still good at throwing himself around. Time was called and then men both popped out from behind their shelters, laughing. They were both spattered with different colored paint, blue, green, yellow, pink, all over their 'armor'. 

He looked up to see that the girls were walking their way, and he gave them a grin and a wave as they came over. Hath looked beautiful after her spa treatment, Hair shining and billowing out behind her in the ocean breeze, and she looked relaxed after having a massage. She had probably needed one, all the tension of running a barn as well as the physical labor she did took a toll on the body. Perhaps...someday...when...if...they got married...he could give her massages to loosen up her shoulders. His cheeks flushed at the thought, and he was greatful for the face mask that he hadn't pulled up yet.

Craig snickered as he moved up close to the bigger man that just had stopped to look at the girls that came towards them. He shook his head as the other even raised his hand and waved. 

"PRIVATE! Stop oggling the ladies! Drop and give me 20! Hep! Hep! Hep!!" He had made his voice as deep as he could before he shouted and if the man was taken enough by surprise...

He let out a snerk as it very well seemed like Thomas got spooked (and thankfully didnt turn around and punched him), instead he almost dropped the gun and fiddled after it in a similar way you did when you dropped the soap. The other man got to his knees before he realized what he was doing. Luckily he saw the joke in it. As he said that revenge could lie around the corner Craig pulled Alayna close and said that he didnt worry since he had his warkitten close by.

Lifting the visir he looked at her, felt his heart fill with so much love it felt like it would burst. He was most likely dirty, muddy all over.

"So, Kitten...no kiss for the returning solider? See I got wounded..." He liften a part of the shirt where a 'bullet' had hit him. It would just be a small bruise but still. It didnt hurt to fish for a little affection.

Alayna giggled at the sight of the two men, splattered with paint, sweaty, dirty and grinning like a couple of tom cats. When Craig lifted his shirt to show her his pelt mark she gave him a mock sympathetic look and patted the spot on his hip. "Oh, poor baby!" She said, one hand cupping his face and her lips puckered out like she really was speaking to a small child. Then she let her expression change suddenly to a more sultry one, one eyebrow cocked and a smirk playing at her lips, "I do like my men in uniforms, though...and you're sporting your's well." She said with a cheeky grin, and reached her head up to give him a kiss, which he took and deepened once he had her mouth in his possession. She made a small surprised sound against his mouth, and when he released her breathless she gave him a playful swat on the arm for taking her by surprise. 

The other two had looked down at the ground as they kissed, small blushes forming on each of their cheeks. Alayna laughed lightly at them. Thomas looked like he felt under pressure to kiss Hath, too, but she hoped he didn't think he had to act like Craig when it came to romantic things....no doubt Craig had tried to give him some pointers. Not everyone was as skilled in that area as Craig Knight, after all, and she didn't think Thomas had the right disposition to be quite that foreward. She didn't think Hath would be able to handle it either, probably passing out in Thomas' arms if he tried some of the moves that Craig used on herself. She grinned at the thought, happy that they, at least, were comfortable with being so open to each other when it came to those matters....it made things much more..enjoyable...especially with their fast paced lives. They didn't have the lifestyle that Thomas and Hath had, their's was much more up in the air, like anything could happen at any time. They had to be ready to roll with the punches, and the time spent in each other's arms made time seem to stop....if just for that small moment. She smiled up at Craig and took his hand in her's, happy to have the chance to share her life with him.

He just laughed at her swat at his arm. "Heeeey, Im a soldier...you dont hit soldiers...its...just not nice" With her hand in his he pulled her close again, snuffling the side of her neck. They had been through more than most couple got in years so he had thrown his modesty out the window. Still there were things he wasnt sure he would be able to tell her, or rather find the way to express.

"You look lovely..." he mumbled, then he looked thoughtful, smiled and then whispered in her ear “You don't love a woman because she is beautiful, but she is beautiful because you love her" before he gave her small, tender kisses on her neck. He pressed lightly against her like he had to prove to himself and his own body that she was there.

Then, reluctantly he let her go. He heard the shuffling of Thomas big feet. Besides, they had to return the outfits. "Alright you big lug...'private', move out!" Hopefully Thomas had seen enough of stereotypical warmovies to recognise the sign. Craig turned and tapped his helmet "...later ladies...adieu.."

Thomas exited the shower that the paintball facility provided, feeling much better after washing all the sweat and oily paint off of him. He had a few pelt marks on him, one on his hip, his ribs and his chest. The were an angry reddish purple at the moment, but they would dissapear soon enough, he had played enough paintball to know that it would take about a week for them to go away completely.

His hair was still slightly damp as he walked out into the locker room, where everyone's possessions could be locked up while they played. He was fiddling with his lock when he felt a tap on his shoulder. He turned around to see nothing in front of him, but he was used to that because of his height, so instead he turned his gaze downwards. His eyed widened at what their gaze landed on. A pair or ridiculously large and almost plastic looking boobs were squished together into a leopard print mini dress. He couldn't help it that that was what he saw first, he snapped his gaze up at the woman and tried not to shy back when he saw her face. It was pulled back tight, with lips obviously enhanced, they puckered out at an awkward angle but the edges of them quirked up at him as he looked. 

"Like what you see, big boy?" The woman asked in a much too sultry voice. He just answered back with a strangled 'Uhh....' and stepped back, but found that he was bumped into his locker. She took a step forward and he felt himself blushing, not out of arousal, but embarassment. The woman was very, very close, if she stepped much closer she would be strattling him. She continued to grin back up at him, like she expected him to admit that he was madly in love with her. Before he could excuse himself, though, another woman came up to them, one looking very much like her friend, he guessed they were friends since they both shot each other amused glances. This one had dyed black hair, the kind that you knew was dyed because it was such a ridiculous shade, it almost had a purplish tint to it. Makeup was smathered on her face and she looked like she had had some enhancements done as well. 

She stepped up just as closely as the other woman and touched his arm, he shied away slightly from her touch, not wanting to be impolite, but they were bordering on dragging him down to the floor. "Well, hello, sweety." The dark haired one said. "I'm Bubbles and this is Bambi. Where are you from sweetcheeks? You don't look like you're from around here." She gave him a smile that he guessed was supposed to be seductive, but instead it looked like her face was pinched up even tighter than before. What kind of names were those? Were these hookers? His heatbeat quickened. he had to get away from these two, where was Craig when you needed him? 

"Uh....Thomas...ladies, from Kentucky....if you'll exc---" 

He was cut off by Bambi. "Oh, Kentucky! You must be a strong farmboy, then. With those muscular shoulders and arms...and that tan...Would you look at that, Bubbles? We've found ourselves a southern gentleman." She smirked up at him. He gave her a stressed smile in return. Bambi then placed her hand firmly on his chest, like he was some kind of statue with no feelings, an art piece on display for her to oogle at. "You know, farm boy...Bubbles and I are going out clubbing tonight. You should join us." She gave him an inviting smile. "If you're lucky...perhaps you can join us both later...for something more private." At that she gave a smirk towards her friend. Was she implying....? Thomas's eyes widened and he pressed his back harder into the locker, like he could push through it and just run away. Where in the heck was Craig?

"Lost your old bone there, Bambi?" The voice, in a rather thick british accent, came from the doorway from the mens quarters. A shorter man, what seemed to be less musclar than the cornered man, but still with a nice build leaned with confidence against the doorframe in the way a cat could lay on the windowsil on the topfloor of a tall building just to lay in one ray of sunlight. 

The women had stepped back from the man they had cornered, the woman he had adressed looked surprised at first but when she saw who it was her face got split up in a failed attempt to smile. It more looked like a growling shark. Craig winced. The woman had looked decent at one point in her life, before her obsession with operations had escalated. It didnt help that she had stretched and tightend her skin where she could, that she had inserted who knows what in her lips and cheeks...and by all means - her boobs. The looked like oversized baseballs. However, other parts of her body were starting to show her true age, like the skin on her hands.

Narrowing her eyes the woman now started to walk towards him, leaving her friend with Thomas who looked a little terrified. Or worried...or perhaps both. Craig quirked his lips in one of his almost stereotypical naughty badboy grins and raise a eyebrow just right. Freshly shaved and his hair fixed, looking tussled like he just had rolled out of bed but still quite neatly so, and dressed casually with shorts and a shirt that sat just snug enough to compliment his build. 

"In fact I have...last week..." She didnt look sad at all. So why was she here? "Sorry for your loss there...Bambi...he looked...well enough when we saw you last..." The woman had come up to him now, slithering around him like she had been like a snake. Her hand stroked her across his chest but he kept eyecontact with her. "Oh...things change...you know...life close one door...and open another...I hoped to find many open...single...doors here...Im very, very lonely...and sad..." She made a bad attempt of a sad pouty lowerlip.

Alayna leaned up in the bench she was sitting on outside of the paintball building. "What in the world is taking them so long?" She asked Hath who looked at her and shrugged. "Well, I'm tired of waiting, come on, let's see if we can find them. I'll pull them out by the ears if I have to." Hath gave a laugh and followed. They walked into the main room...no one there besides the man at the desk. They explained that they were looking for someone and he let them back into the building. They walked into the room that held all the paint guns. Nope. Now they walked into the locker room. 

Her eyes widened and then squinted at what she saw. That gold digger they had met in Europe...Bambi, was it?....had a hand on Craig's chest, leaning in towards him very much like the first time she had met her. Another woman, just as fake looking with dark hair stood by Thomas, touching his arm. Thomas was looking at her like she was a snake in the grass, forgetting all of his usual southern politeness towards women and frowning down towards her, but she was ignoring him, watching the exchange between Craig and Bambi.

Where the hell had the woman come from? Why did they always bump into her? She was by far one of the most pestering women Alayna had ever come across. She leveled her with an unamused stare. "Hello, Bambi, I see you've found our..boyfriends." There was a bit of a pause before the word. It was still awkward saying it, because she didn't know what they were labled as, relationship-wise. She glanced over at Hathien who had a frown on her face looking at the woman who touched Thomas. Her expression was shockingly annoyed. She guessed since Hath finally bagged Thomas she wasn't going to give him up easily. 

Alayna stepped up towards Craig and was about to take him by the arm when Bambi spoke again. "They're coming with us to go clubbing tonight." She said very matter-of-factly. "We'll send them home to you two once we're finished with them." A triumphant grin.

Alayna's face grew dark. Alright, that was the last straw, her temper had flared and she could feel her face flushing a bit. 

"Listen, Bambi, which I doubt is your real name....fake, just like the rest of you. I don't like you. Craig doesn't like you. Give it up or I will stab a nail into those fake balloons of your's and let all the air out." The woman gasped at her with an angry expression, but Alayna couldn't care less. She gave a grin at Craig and took his arm, walking out of the building and leaving Bambi staring in shock. Thomas had slid away from the other woman and grabbing Hath by the hand, who had given a quick glare at the dark haired lady, and led her out behind them.

Craig glanced behind his back as they left. If a glare could burn Kitten would have a smoking hole in her back now. Boyfriend. His eyes went back to the woman beside him and then downwards, she held his hand pretty hard. Like he would run back to that seahag! 

"You know, Kitten..." He leaned in, nuzzled her ear "...girlfriend..." it sounded...not weird...certainly not wrong..only...new... He tasted the word "...now...that would be a story for the tabloids...Knight saved from Seahag by Girlfriend...that would so ruin my rep..." he smiled at her and gave her a wink before his face became serieous. Thoughts shifting to the coming race. He had been long when it came to the raceworld. A win was needed to show that he still got it. The racingworld was all he had, all he knew. He didnt have a sidecareer as something else.

After getting his hand back he snuck arm around her waist and pulled her closer as he gave the other a subtle glance. "The seahags scared him...that was quite amusing...a little anyway...its like watching a elephant being scared of two labrats...altho the look on dear Ms Boss face was quite...interesting too..."

A light breeze brought the scent of tropical flowers...and food and his stomach made a low growl. He looked down, wishing that he could enjoy himself when it came to food. It had started to hurt more, now it was even tender to touch sometimes. Or touch, if you pressed at it, especially at the point where the ribs got together on the front. They had some fancy name that he never seemed to be able to remember. The man sighed, tried not to think of food and turned towards the woman again. He nuzzled her nose with his own, pulled her closer. "Have I ever said I love you...girlfriend..."

Her eyes opened a bit wider at his last comment. She tried to mask it, but it didn't work too well when she looked up at him with a blush. Why was she blushing?! She had had plenty of boyfriends throughout High School, it's not like the meaning of the word had changed at all....but this was different.....it was serious...and new...and scared her..but not nearly as much as it elated her. A grin split her face, unable to control it. She leaned into him, snuggling closer as they walked, completely content. "I love you too, boyfriend." It rolled off her tongue with ease, like her mouth had been just waiting to say the word. Would this change things? Surely not...they already acted like a couple anyways...very much so, but now she knew where they stood, and that comforted her.

They walked back to the condo, all tired from the little sleep they had had and the long days. Her and Hath worked on a simple lunch, shrimp and salad, while the boys rested on the couch. It was kind of relaxing, just chilling in the condo quietly, instead of constantly Go, Go, Going. They set the table, Hath made some tea and then they all sat down together and ate. She tried to discreetly watch how much Craig ate, not that her helping was very large, either, but she was worried about how little he had been eating lately. Especially after he had told her about the diet powder. 

They all finished and sat around the table, just talking for a while. Soon, Hath and Thomas went into their room, saying that they were going to take naps. Alayna went to their room and changed into something more comfortable, shorts and a tank top, so that she could lounge around for a few hours. She then walked over to their plush bed and collapsed onto it to relax for a bit, her limbs splayed out in every direction.

He was still hungry...and tired... One fucking pound left...just one pound...but it felt like it could be ten. It was always the last that was hard to get off. The man walked slowly on the beach. Everybody else had gone for naps but he couldnt even if he was tired. Something clawed him from the inside, or rasping with some sort of sandpaper and as he burped from all the cold water he had been drinking he also felt the sour taste of a minivomit. 

Slowly he lay down on his back and stared up on the blue sky. Saw a gull or two sail pass. It seemed so easy to fly. They just spread their wings and...they were in the air. Not like the little hummingbirds that had to beat their wings really, really fast. They had to be small and scrawny too, otherwise they wouldnt be able to feed the way they did. She had changed his life. Changed it and throwing him upside down with all these strange feelings and yet he sat on his ass grinning like an insane person. Usually he wasnt good with changed, it destroyed his routine and as a jockey he had quickly adapted that things had to be done in a certain way before each race...not to jinx anything.

He had only made those small jobs on the track when he was chasing rides, but other than that...nothing... His eyes clipped a little. The sound of the ocean was...really...making...him... The man yawned... sleepy...

Hathien yawned, they were both laying on their bed, eyelids drooping once in a while. She was tired, but for some reason she still tried to stay awake, wanting to enjoy the moment of just laying quietly with him. He rested a bit closer to her than usual, she noticed with amusement. 

"Hath?" His deep voice suddenly broke the silence.

"Hmm?" She answered, rolling her head to the side to look at him, meeting his olive eyes with her pale ones. 

"We're....boyfriend and girlfriend now, right? I just...when Alayna said it earlier it made me wonder...." He trailed off.

She smiled at him with a hint of a blush. He was right, they hadn't really talked about what they were titled, relationship-wise. She guessed that they had both just assumed that they were since their first kiss. They had only kissed once since then, at the bar they went to when Alayna and Craig had...dissapeared, and it was barely longer than their first little peck. 

The answer depended on her..then, it seemed. She knew what her answer was, "Yes..." she said a bit timid. She was new to relationships, being too busy working before to give herself any time to be romantic with someone. Plus...ever since she was a little girl she knew that Thomas was the one she wanted...no one else had an affect on her like he had.

"Good," He said smiling and moving closer, still. She stiffened a bit when he rolled over on his side to face her. What was he about to do? One large hand stretched out and brushed her cheek, her eyes fluttered closed and she gave a small intake of breath at the featherlight feeling.  He then brought his face close, hovering just above her lips, and she heard him give a shuttering breath, which resulted in one of her own. 

She couldn't stand the waiting. Her body moved on instinct and her hands came up to drape over his neck, pulling his lips down on her own. That seemed to start a fire in him, because he then kissed her with ferver, her breath rushing out of her lungs at it. Her body squirmed when she felt his tongue drag across her bottom lip, she had never french kissed before...she didn't know what to do...but her lips parted on their own, a sigh coming out as they opened. He took the oportunity to dip his tongue into her mouth, she let out a slight noise at the new feeling. It was different...but oh, so nice. He deepened the kiss and she hung onto his neck, feeling like she was spinning out of control. 

Her own tongue came up to timidly touch his and she thought she heard a small growl in his throat, which drove her on, making her bolder. This time she delved her tongue into his mouth, reveling at the taste of him, the closeness of his body to her's at the moment. They must have both decided that they needed to catch their breath, because the kiss broke off suddenly. 

They both leaned back, breathing a bit hard. Thomas smiled slightly at her, his eyes darker than usual and filled with something she hadn't seen in them before...was it...desire? It took her breath away and she realized that she was looking at him the same way. She lightened the intensity of her gaze, and then rolled over to face him, her forehead touched his, she could feel his hot breath on her skin, and she closed her eyes, a small grin playing at her lips contintedly. This seemed to be the start of something amazing.

He woke with a loud snork. His throat was all dry, had he been snoring? Blinking he looked up and smiled as he saw her sitting next to him. "Hey you..." he let his hand go up her lowerleg and then towards the inside of her thigh. Her shorts gave him a easy access to that soft, soft skin. With a little bit of wiggle he manouvered himself to put his head in her lap. She had lowered her legs a little so he could fit his head without getting squished. Her hand absentmindly played with his hair. The action almost made him fall asleep again.

They had hardly been still the days they had been here, and when they finally got to sit down it all caught up with them. The sun was starting to set, the final evening. Tomorrow they would pack and go home.

"Did you like it here? Im not much for...being on the beach bbq-ing myself like a hotdog..but I figured...that a tropical paradise might be good when it came to...the others...it seem to have gone ok...Thomas hasnt said anything to me...just...you know...blushing...have...Hathi said anything...is she mad?"

She smiled down at him. "Of course I like it here....you're here aren't you?" She gave him a small caress on his cheek bone. "But really, I have had an amazing time, Craig. Thank you so much for bringing us all here....I think it's been good for all of us. I know I'm more relaxed...sometimes I just need the time to be forced to sit down and enjoy life and...not be so up tight." She said with a giggle, still running her hand through his hair. 

She smiled at his next comment. "I know that she's not mad...she hasn't stopped grinning all day long. She hasn't really told me anything...I haven't pried too much because I know how Hath is on those subjects...more closed. Not like Lillian, who you've met..." She paused and gave him a wink to let him know she wasn't still angry about their little run-in. "...she'll ask you everything about your relationships!" She giggled. "She's good for girl talks. But Hath doesn't talk about those things very openly. I can tell she's happy, though...and Thomas too."

"I'm very happy as well..." She said after a moment of staring out at the waves. "Happier than I've ever been, Craig." She was still stroking his hair, and looked down at him now with a loving smile. "I...put myself through a lot of crap when mom and dad died...so...it's nice...to finally have someone who makes me feel like I'm worth something...someone who I love even more than I loved my parents. I certainly wasn't looking for love....but you're good at charming your way in, aren't you?" She said with a small laugh, trailing her fingers tenderly down his neck and tracing them along his collar bone. "I love you, Craig...and..I just wanted to say thanks...for loving me back."

Craig grinned back up at her at her words. He took her hand hand kissed the back of it before he turned it and kissed her wrist. Slowly he sat up and wrapped his arm around her shoulders, pulling her closer so she could rest her head against him if she wanted to. "Im...not a person that talk all these...feel-y stuff...I never really ask people about personal stuff since I figure that..well...if they wanna say something they say it. And you know how tightlipped you have to be for some journalists... but...ehm...you...never told me about your parents, Kitten... Im..really sorry..." He kissed her forehead before placing his own against hers like if he could mentally transfer some comfort.

"...and here I say hoping that maybe...I would be able to...you know...make my good boy moves on them...I never really...met a girls parents...before...it has....like..you know..." he pulled his hand through his hair "...never really been...in the schedule..." He scratched his chin, it felt like it was growing like a weed, and women complained over their periods...phuh! They had it once a month or so. He had to keep this thing up every other day to not look like a hobo. He didnt mind a little stubble, but after two days it was already a mess, most of the time. Perhaps he had some vikinggenes in him after all, despite where he was born. As far as he knew no viking had really got that far.

He gave her a glance. "Have...have you been...you know...visiting them..."

"They would have liked you..." She whispered as her forehead was against his. "I wish you could have met them....I...don't get to visit their graves often. They're buried in Pennsylvania, where I was born and raised, and I'm usually too busy to make any trips. Plus.." She added with a small sigh, "..I have no other family alive. They were both the only children of their parents, and my grandparents have all since passed away as well....so...I guess you managed to find the only O'Shea out there..." She gave a slight laugh and wrapped her hand in his, twining her fingers between his more calloused ones. She loved his hands...they could be so many things at the same time, strong, gentle, nimble...featherlight....she gave a slight shiver at the thought. 

"I'm sorry I never told you until now...I guess I just got too wrapped up in all the other stuff going on in our lives." She gave him a small smile and removed her forehead from his to lay her head in the nook of his neck. She giggled a bit at a memory. "I never really had any steady boyfriends in High School, more like flings than anything...my mother would be proud of me for sticking with a guy for more than a month." She gave him a reasuring smile. "She would find you just as ruggedly handsome as I do." She laughed, and leaning her head in she met his mouth with her own in a kiss that begged for comfort, for someone to just hold her and love her.

He held her firmly, his hand found its way through her hair and he kissed her back both gentle and with all the love he felt. As the kiss ended he pulled her close to him again. "...after this trip I figure that...it will be a bit until our next break but...when we get a chance I say we go and visit them. I know you carry loved ones...in your heart and the grave is just a place for the remains but...still...I need to pay my respect."

Letting out a sigh the man couldnt help to think of his own family. "...I wish...our families could have traded places...it would have been better that way...I mean...you met my sister...my mother is...just like her..worse maybe...she look at you...and then BAM she hit you with...its like she can see straight through you and take whatever little shit you are most unsecure about and throw it in your face so you feel even...worse...and.." He didnt continue, just the thought of his father made his fist tighten and he felt the hurt and anger well up in him.

There was a sorry excuse for a smile but he still tried. "Guess we both just have eachother...but...thats plenty for me...My cuddly Kitten..."

"That would be nice....thank you...it might be good to have a little road trip anyways....to get away from everything again after our busy period is over." She gave him a small smile and leaned against him once more, feeling his body extra warm against her's since he had been laying in the sun. 

She looked down as he mentioned his family. She had kept the picture that had been in his wallet, it layed inside the end table by her couch in the apartment. She wondered if he would ever want it back...or if he would just continue to hate them for the rest of his life. She frowned when he mentioned his sister. She knew how the woman was....she was a snake in the grass...a decieving viper. She didn't have much respect for her after what she had done to her at the racetrack, but she still couldn't make herself hate her either....not if she was Craig's sister. "I'm sorry, Craig..." She said softly as he described his mother. He hadn't even said anything of his father...she guessed that that pain was still too fresh in his heart. Sometimes it didn't matter how much time you had to heal, things still bothered you almost as much as when they first happened. 

She gave him a small grin as he mentioned that they had each other. "Me, too..." She said and leaned in to give him another kiss, more tender than the ones they usually had, less full of passion and desire, and more full of comfort and love. "Well..." She said after a moment. "It's our last night here...and we've still got half the day left...what would you like to do?"

He chuckled low and gave her a glance, then he shook his head. "No...I shall act like a good boy..I can be one you know...I got good grades in school...I may not look like one that actually finished school...but I managed somehow..but I grew tired of it...I found my peace with the horses...they took me for who I was...you know.." He slowly got up to his feet, felt the burn from his stomach playing yo-yo in his throat for a little bit before he managed to swallow it again.

As he offered her his arm he gave her a smile. "What do you say if we just walk along the beach? You know, towards the lagoon...if we walk the other way we just get into the middle of the shops and all. There is plenty of that at home and I feel like I just want to absorb this. Perhaps we can make our own dinner at the condo tonight..unless you want to eat out again? Your choice, Kitten"

The water splashed up at their legs, cool and refreshing compared to the warm wind and the suns rays. He stopped after a few steps. "Wait here!" The man sprinted back to the condo and quickly returned with something in his hands, a small parasol. "I dont want you to get burned.." he said, softly kissing the shoulder that was closest to him.

"Mmmhm, that sounds nice." She said with a smile up at him. "I think dinner at the condo sounds good to me, I'm a bit tired of eating out, myself, and we have enough food for one more meal, spaghetti and garlic bread." She gave him another smile and a look that said 'and you better eat more of it this time, Mr.' 

She looked back in surprise when he ran off towards the condo, and when he came back shortly with a parasol she rolled her eyes and grinned. But said a 'Thank you' anyways. She was used to getting burnt, riding in an outdoor arena didn't exactly give you protection from the sun, but it was nice to have some shade from the heat, at least. 

As they walked she tried to angle the parasol to where it cast shade on Craig as well, he was looking a bit pink on his shoulders as well. They didn't say a whole lot on their walk towards the lagoon, simply enjoying each other's company and looking at the surrounding scenery. They walked in the ocean up to the middle of their calves, feeling the cool water lap around them, and every now and again Alayna would pick up a pretty seashell to look at, then she would toss it into the water where it belonged. 

They eventually made it to the lagoon, and they walked out into the water to get into the sheltered cove of that the rock created. It was just as beautiful and untouched as before, and she smiled at Craig as she layed the parasol on the sand nearby. A devious grin parted her lips suddenly and she pinched his firm bottom hard before running quickly towards the clear pool of water and diving in headfirst.

He chased her for a bit, first by swimming and then by running at the waters edge, jumping high over the small waves that made it into the lagoon. Suddenly he stopped in his tracks and just as the woman was about to pass he grabbed her arm and pointed out to the middle of the lagoon. Four dolphins and one smaller, a calf. He just grinned at her and started to walk out towards them. Still a good distance from them he stopped and clapped the water so it splashed. It took a few minutes then the pod came closer, seemed to be wary at first but being curious they soom came even closer, angling their ever smiling faces so they looked at him with one eye. The female with the calf stayed back until one of the others must have given the all clear. Craig held out his open hand and if possible his smile became even bigger as one of the dophins nudged him with its nose. 

Making a careful wave for her to come the man carefully moved his hand to stroke the creature on the side. It moved away as the woman came closer but it didnt take long before it came back, like it understood it didnt have anything to fear from these weird twolegged things. Even the calf became brave and closed in on the woman with its mother close by. It couldnt be more than one or two months of age, its skin was still fairly pale compared to the older ones and didnt have any scars on its hide. One of the adults had one large scar just infront of its backfin and Craig couldnt help but wonder if it was made by a boat.

As he looked at her he saw her smiling as the little calf seemed to think that the string to her shorts was a very fun toy. The woman carefully lowered herself in the water, all the way keeping an eye on the mother so she didnt get worried. As she was completely down she slowly stretched out on her back. After a little while the calf tried to imitate her but didnt succeed. It was hard not to laugh but neither of them wanted to scare them.

She giggled slightly as the tiny baby rolled over a few times, unstabling itself only to bobble back over onto it's stomach. It's mother kept a watchful eye on it, nudging it the other direction if it got too close. It floated lazily at the surface, every now and again taking a breath and showering Craig and herself with salt water. Craig was rubbing the dolphin with the scar on it, and it had actually rolled over, one flipper in the air, to allow him to rub it's belly. She smiled back at him as she wiggled her fingers in front of the baby's nose, who was slowly swimming closer in curiosity. He had smiled back, an odd kind of smile, more...loving, than usual...not that his smiles didn't always have a hint of love in them, but that was usually covered over by his naughty grin or desire-filled eyes. This one was just pure and simple love, and it shocked her for a moment, making her heart skip a beat. 

She looked happily back down at the baby, which was one again nibbling at the string on her hips that held her bikini together. The mother had decided by now that she wasn't a threat, and floated close to her child. She sighed, it reminded her of the pregnancy scare she and Craig had a while back. She had been relieved that she wasn't pregnant....but part of her was sad at the thought of not having a baby after all. It was silly, she knew, she had too much to do around the farm and the racetrack. She didn't have time to devote to a child right now. She had thought about it more, though, how pretty their babies would be. If it was a boy it would have Craig's strong jaw, his kind eyes and that unruly hair that she loved so much. If it was a girl it might get her auburn hair and petite build and with any luck she wouldn't inherit her mother's temper. It was almost an odd thought...to suddenly have a family when she had been without one for quite some time. To have a real Christmas...real birthdays...dressing them up to go trick-or-treating on Halloween. She gave a slight smile and rubbed the calf on the tip of it's smooth nose, it leaned into her touch and clicked out a noise at her, almost like a purr.

It was hard not to just stare at her, he felt like a sucktion in his belly as he looked at her, like he couldnt believe that he actually...loved her...and that she loved him...What would Clarice say...and Stevie...they were his first real friends...or...at least girls he hadnt even touched...He had flirted a little with Stevie, in his normal fashion but Clarice had been like...his little sister...how a real little sister would be like. He still worried about her...hopefull that guy would treat her right. In a way they reminded him of Hathi and Thomas. The also blushed and almost studdered as soon as they looked at eachother...too scared to actually say what they really wanted to say...

He watched her play with the calf and felt the oddest feeling inside. His stomach cringed and started to hurt, and there was a sour taste in his mouth, as always when he started to worry. Would he be good enough? He had to have a better job, a more secure job, one that was sure to...provide for him...and her...and... Craig swallowed. If their relationship continued like this. Would there be kids? One kid? More? What if...he couldnt measure up? What if he bailed out like his father had done? There was a light splash sound and as he looked down the dolphin looked at him, flapped his fin at his hand, touching it. It seemed to be on purpose. He looked at it and then slowly he did the same thing the woman had done, lowering himself down in the water. What had to be a male dolphin, since it was both bigger and seemed to be more maleish, circled him before he swam under his arm, hooking on to it with his backfin. Since he was floating he followed. The creature swam in a circle so it was so clear it was something for fun and not just something that randomly happend. The whole thing made him almost to cry and he didnt know why. He had to bite the inside of his chin not to have his lower lip quivering like a schoolgirl. As the male stopped he put his feet down and stood up. He gave some more scratches on places where he guessed it was hard to scratch. 

Then it let out a special click that even he heard. Both of the females backed off but the calf seemed to hesitate to leave so its mother had to come and get it. Craig swam closer to the woman as they watched them leave. He just looked at her, he didnt know what to say.

Alayna smiled at the pod as they left, sad to see them go. It seemed like a nice life they had. They were free to go wherever they wanted, they had their family and no responsibilities except for caring for themelves and their young....no bills, no deadlines, no weight to lose, no pressure to perform at their finest daily...just each other. She let out a small sigh and looked over at Craig who had swam closer. He was looking at her with a strange expression. So strange she couldn't even pinpoint what emotions were in it....was he...worried? Scared? Happy? Sad? She couldn't tell, and the corners of her mouth twitched down into a slight frown. She would have thought he would be elated after just getting a free ride from a wild dolphin, not many could say they had done that. It was curious...the male had circled him around her and the calf with its mother. She had watched with a smile, but he had looked nervous and a bit sad instead.

She waded over closer to him, their feet were touching the sandy bottom, so she didn't have to worry about treading water, they were still in up to about their shoulders, though. She wrapped her arms around his shoulders and laid her head against his shoulder, snuggling into him. "You ok, babe?" She asked quietly. It had looked like he was slightly bothered, no matter what emotions were in his stare. She hoped no bad memories had popped up, it tended to happen to him sometimes...and herself as well. They both had a lot of demons to deal with, it seemed. "We can go back to the condo if you want," She said against his neck, "Hath and Thomas might have woken from their naps, anyways..."

"No...its ok...I just...came to think about...stuff...no biggie.." he gave her a weak smile before she snuggled close. They stood like that for awhile, just slightly moving in motion with the waves. He leaned his head against her. For the first time he wished he didnt have to return to his normal life. He still had a pound to loose...and now...now it was only one option left.

"I have a ride in two days...the owner switched horse on me so I have no idea what to expect...a completely different race too...suppose to be the favorite apparently." A sigh escaped him. "I cant help but wonder if..if I belong there anymore...but I dont know what else to do. Racing is what...Ive done...always."

She hugged him a little harder but didnt say much at first. As she talked he couldnt help but wonder again how a real, serious future with her would look like. Would they have...the stereotype house, with the white fence and... He wasnt sure if it was the thought of what it all would mean or just the fact that he was hungry, or the sun but he suddenly felt a little lightheaded and a little queasy. "...I think we should go back...I dont feel so...good..."

He actually threw up one time on their way back, not that it was much that came up. He shivered slightly as the woman bedded him down. 

Her eyes widened a bit in shock when he told her that he wasn't sure if racing was what he wanted to do anymore. She thought about her answer for a moment, knowing that it could make an influence on what he ended up doing, and she wanted to make sure that he did what he wanted...not what she wanted. It scared her, to think of him back at the track and astride massive, high-strung thoroughbreds, but she couldn't say anything about it since she was in the exact same position. She just didn't have as much on the line every time she raced....but that didn't mean it was any less dangerous. 

She looked up at him a with a hint of worry in her mint eyes and ran her hand down under the water to clasp on to his own. "You need to think about it, Craig....If you don't feel comfortable there anymore...if it's something you don't love doing, then you should look at your other options. I know Hath would let you stay at the farm, she likes the way you work and ride....but don't quit if you still want to race...that's not fair to yourself. You're a damn good jockey, Craig, and I would hate to see your talent go to waste..." She trailed off at that, hoping she gave him something to think about. And that he would ponder this decision seriously. 

She noticed he looked a little queasy, eyebrows knotted up on his forehead and his face a few shades paler than the rest of him. When he mentioned going back she didn't hesitate, and walked with her arm around his waist out of the lagoon, hoping to offer some support. He bent over and wreched at one point, losing most of what he had eaten that day, and it bothered her just how little had come out. If anything it was mostly water, and a lot of stomach acid...barely any food. She placed her hand on his back and rubbed it while he convulsed up everything, and when he was finished she covered it over with sand. Luckily it was close to the lagoon where no one seemed to visit. 

She finally got him to the house after a slow walk and when they went inside Hath and Thomas were in the living room watching a movie on tv, they looked concernedly at Craig as he passed, his body hunched over in discomfort. She gave them a look with a frown that said that he wasn't feeling good and they gave small frowns in return. She guided him to their bed and coaxed him into it, after stripping him free of his wet clothes and taking a towel to rub him dry. She didn't bother dressing him, instead just going ahead and tucking him in up to his chin. She kissed his forehead and felt for any heat with her lips, his head felt a little hot, perhaps from all the sun he had recieved since his eyes were slightly bloodshot as well. 

She walked into the kitchen and got a glass of water, bringing it back in she sat on the bed beside him and raised the glass to his lips, forcing him to drink some so that he wouldn't become dehydrated. Next, she went back to the kitchen and pulled out a can of soup that they had bought at the store. It was chicken and noodle, and she heated it quickly in the microwave. Soon there was a beep and she took the bowl out, blowing on it to cool it some. "Anything I can do?" Hath asked from the couch, where Thomas lounged next to her with his arm around her shoulder. 

"He's alright, just got a bit too much sun, I believe...Thank you, though." Alayna gave her a small smile, happy to see her and Thomas cuddling a bit. She went back into their room and shut the door, so that she wouldn't disturb the two lovebirds and sat back down on the edge of the bed. He looked up at her, eyeing the soup. She was sure he was tired, but this couldn't wait. "You're going to eat some of this soup, the broth, at least." She said a bit sternly. "I've noticed how little you've been eating, Craig...it's just going to weaken you and you won't even be able to sit your horse two days from now if you don't have something in your system. Eat." She took a small spoonful of the cooled soup and raised it towards his lips.

Nobody had really taken care of him if he had felt bad before, he had his bucket and perhaps a glas of water...that had been it... The smell of the soup made his stomach turn and he shook his head like he would have been a little boy refusing to eat. "I manage...Kitten...Im really not hungry...really..." She brought the spoon closer to his lips and it felt like his stomach wanted to desert the ship. His body convulsed like he would throw up again and pinched his mouth together as he had to wiggle fight his way free from the covers. The water came up, together with some slime. He leaned on the wall next to the toilet. It was so much cooler in here.

He gave her a glance as she stood in the doorway. "I wont be any fun and I want you three to have...fun...please...its the last night...I try and eat something tonight but please, go and investigate the shops...find a dress you really want...a supernice dress...that you can wear when we go to out to eat, back home...with Hath and Thomas..." He swallowed. 

"I promise I drink water...its the most important thing anyway...you...can leave the soup...I might try later...now...please baby..for me...take the others out....we can watch TV at home...with the exact channels...you have...the paradise...outside....if you go to the storearea I...I be there in an hour or so..." He gave her a weak smile.

She frowned as he begged her to go. All of her more motherly instincts told her to stay with him, to cradle him like a baby until he fell asleep and then feed him the soup herself once he woke again. She sighed. "Alright..." was all she said. She didn't really want to go, and she would only worry about him the whole time she was out, but she knew that he would blame himself if she didn't spend her last night doing something eventful, and she didn't want that. 

She got ready quickly, slapping on some shorts and a billowy shirt and sticking her hair back in a braid. He had stayed in the bathroom where it was cooler on his heated skin, and before she left she brought his glass of water and his pillow to him. Then gave him a kiss on the cheek goodbye with a slightly worried smile. It bothered her...how little he ate. There was no way it was healthy. 

Thomas and Hath had gone with her to the little strip mall nearby. They had just walked since it wasn't far away. They arrived and started picking through clothes, Thomas mostly just followed Hath around, not seeming too interested in the clothes, himself. Hathien soon tired of the store they were in, so she and Thomas told her that they would be in the souviner shop few stores down and she told them to go on. That she would catch up. 

She had found a beautiful gold dress that would be perfect for a fancier dinner, so she grabbed it and headed to the dressing rooms. When she got there her eyes squinted in aggrivation at who she found. Standing in front of a mirror and checking herself out in a skin tight neon pink dress that her butt cheeks were almost falling out of was Bambi, with her dark haired friend. She was about to turn into a dressing room, to completely ignore the woman and the anger she felt boiling up inside of her just at the sight of her when Bambi noticed her in the mirror. 

The blonde cocked her eyebrow and gave a viscious smile. "Well....if it isn't Craig Knight's newest toy once again. Or...pardon me....girlfriend...so you claim. What did you have to do to get him to call you that?" She asked, the smile still plastered on her face, her friend looked on with a grin of her own. Alayna had turned to face them, now, and they walked closer. "I did a lot of things...but never got him to say that dreaded word. I can still remember his groans of pleasure as I rode him like the stallion he is..." 

Alayna wanted to punch her right in her ugly lips. Her hands were balled up into fists and her mouth had formed into a frown. She knew it wasn't good to egg the woman on, but she couldn't help but show the disdain that she felt for her on her face. Bambi seemed to be enjoying it, because she grinned wider. 

"You must know how he gets around.....soon he'll leave you. Just like all the other women he's been with....so many of them..." She knew....she knew that he had been with many women....she had been with quite a few men, herself, but hearing about it...being reminded of it...in detail, as Bambi was doing hurt. A lot.

It was a silly thing that she said, but her mind was so clouded with fury that she could barely form a sentence. "He's changed." She said sternly and the woman barked a laugh, her friend chiming in with a giggle herself. She couldn't be in here with them anymore...if she was she was going to end up doing something she'd regret....like actually punching her in her hideous face. She turned and stalked out of the dressing room, stopping not far outside and debating on whether to just put the dress back or buy it and hope that it fit. Her pause had given Bambi time to catch up, though, and she walked out of the room behind her. 

"You really think that?" She asked with a hiss. "You really think that after so many women he will settle down with you just like that? You might have a pretty face, but you don't offer the excitement that he's been used to...of getting to experience so many different women night after night. To pleasure them in new and exciting ways. You can't give that to him, and that's what he really wants." Alayna turned around to face her once more and saw the triumphant sneer on her over-tanned face. 

Wetness stung at her eyes, not from sadness, but pure anger, totally unhindered rage. By now she was only seeing red, an imaginary target painted on the woman's fat lips and she stalked towards her, eyes blazing.

He had pulled himself off from the floor, throwing up two times more. After that it had started to feel a little better. Kitten would be at his throat if the soup was left when she got back but he didnt eat it. Instead he flushed it down. He placed the bowl in the sink and washed it lightly, just so it wouldnt dry in too much.

People looked at him a little funny, but it was probably due to the fact that he was pale as a ghost on a place where most people after a few days sported a nice tan. He found Hathi and Thomas outside one of the souviner shop. They would get Ms Grey something. He had just nodded. Normally he had would have some covered up naughty comment about that they wouldnt find the souvenir she wanted in here, that the thing she wanted probably was in a speedo at the beach but he just gave them a smile and a nod instead.

They informed him the where abouts where Alayna was and Craig decided that he would try and find her. His stomach was still bothering him but at least it didnt feel like he would puke, it wasnt much to hurl up now anyway. He entered the store just in time to hear Bubbles lash out on HIS Kitten. Instantly he felt his anger flair up and faster then he thought was possible his strides took him to the women. He didnt noticed that everyone in the store had halted and were watching.

Nailing Bubbles with a glare he came up beside Alayna, took her around her waist, stopping her to come any closer and that was just in time, there was barely a armslenght from her and the older woman. He felt the cold sweat run along his back and he felt that he perhaps didnt look his best, even so he stretched himself up as much as he could as he looked at her.

"Essy never liked you! She called you pathetic, brainless and stupid... You looked...pretty once...Bertha....that...is not pretty and I feel sorry for you that you think you are sexy...you are not...you are ugly...you are hideous...you are a walking corpse! And you know fucking nothing about me! Everything you know about me is through those magazines you call news...but here is the real newsflash...seahag...its gossip...nothing more than gossip...some by hearsay, others by phoned in and some from those that actually seen things...but only out of context...they are as stupid and shallow as you and...your friend...." He looked up and glared at the other woman "...I know you too...Astrid..."

Craig took the hand of the woman beside him, god he was feeling sick again. The two women infront of him looked like fish, dead fish and he felt his stomach voice its opinion of it all. The whole store probably did. He took one step closer to them, without letting Alaynas hand go. "For your information I would fuck this woman, ONLY this woman for the rest of my life...Having her by my side is what completes me. Before I met her, I never realized how empty my life was. I filled it with knick-knacks, dead objects thinking that maybe I was happy...but I wasnt.. I dont sell my dried up cunt for money.... Sure I had women...probably more than I can remember, but that is none of your fucking business since it is my past...and my past you can fucking stay out of!"

He had raised her voice, he said more things than the wanted to have said but he couldnt stop himself. He knew many things about at least Bubbles...or Bertha as her real name was. He recalled it now. Bertha Smith. A nobody dressed in a somebody dress...or who tried to dress in one. He stared both women down until Barbie alias Astrid took Berthas hand, and dragged her out of the store. As they passed them she just sneered "I get you for this". She was red as a cooked lobster in her face. As they left they almost bumped into Hathi and Thomas that had to have heard some of the arguing from the store they had been at. Bubbles probably lashed out at Hath too when she didnt move out of the way fast enough. Thomas called something after her with a frown on his face.

Craig had appeared suddenly, like a super hero from a movie, taking her in his arms and stopping her from punching that stupid hag in the face. It was probably for the best, no telling what kind of lawyer she had...one that would let her get away with murder, most likely...so it was a blessing he came when he did. But she had just been SO angry. She couldn't even think when she got that mad....only the hate filled her mind. The rest passed in a blur, she listened quietly, frowning at the women as Craig chewed them out. His voice seemed almost muffled from the blood pounding in her ears, but she had caught enough of it to make her want to cry. He had changed. They couldn't even fathom how much he had changed, and all for her...She found her eyes tearing up once more as the women left, not from the anger this time, but from love. 

She looked up at him for the first time since he had entered. He looked flustered, pale and clamy, but he had still come for her and defended her even though he looked like he should still be in bed. She didn't say anything, she was afraid that if she did she would burst into tears. Instead, she hung the dress back on a rack and lead Craig out of the store where Hath and Thomas were standing, looking a little bewildered. 

The second she got outside she rounded on him and embraced him in a firm hug, sticking her face in his chest and taking shuddering breaths. Tears were rolling out of her eyes, now. Why was she crying? She hated to cry in front of others, and he probably didn't feel like comforting her, at the moment. But she clung to him anyways. She was just filled with so many emotions, her love for him feeling like it would burst her chest open at any moment, and she couldn't contain her feelings right now, so they came out in hot tears against his chest. She was also still furious at what the women had said. It hurt to be reminded of all the other women. She had been with plenty of men as well, and she was sure it hurt him just as much to think about it. But, she knew that they were both at lost times in their lives, then, and that they had been filling the gaps in their hearts with lust, not love. 

"Hath...we're...going back..to the condo...you and Thomas...go on..and shop." She murmured out between hiccups and sniffles. They both just needed to go back and calm down, if possible without Thomas and Hath there. She didn't like being weak in front of them. Craig just needed to go back because he looked awful. He didn't need to be back out in the hot sun right now. She pulled her arms reluctantly away from Craig and took one of his hands. She looked into his eyes and gave him a faint smile before she led him in the direction of the condo and they made their way slowly to it.

How he made it back was beyond him. Everything seemed to just twirl around itself and even coming in those weird colors...almost anyway. He had been forced to stop two times on their way back but nothing came up, not even slime. He groaned inside as he knew he was busted. She would know he didnt finish the soup, that he had thrown it out. He felt the stomach contract again as he sat there on his knees in the sand, not that far from the condo. To walk to the mall and then back had taken much of the strenght that he had.

"Fuck..." he gasped "..some fucking Knight in shining armour I am...one moment longer and I would have puked on her...then we would be in trouble...or I at...least..." He rolled to his side, eyes closed. "I think...I will be just here...for a little bit..." If he tried to get up he would surely fall flat on his face. "Im sorry for fucking up your last day...guess Im no adventurer..." The man glanced up at the woman "I meant what I said though...you...complete me..." He had tried to dry her tears but he hadnt kissed her, even if he wanted to. He didnt think she would appreciate a kiss tasting like old sour rag. 

His hand felt the soft sand under it. He had become so tired. "I think...Im going to sleep...a little..."

Alayna had gone inside after he layed down in the sand. She was going to grab him a cup of water and her phone so that she could call Thomas. She had gotten ready so quickly that she had forgotten her cell in the condo. Walking to the sink she saw the empty soup bowl. Curious. When Craig had thrown up nothing had come out...had he disposed of the soup down the sink to make her think he had eaten it? Or perhaps he had eaten it but thrown it all back up before he went outside? She had a feeling it was the first....but she wouldn't approach him now about it. Not when he felt so awful. She hated that he was so sick while they were on vacation, that he couldn't even completely enjoy his time off. 

She sighed and dialed Thomas' cell. He answered after the first ring. 

"Hey Thomas, I lied...I don't think Craig can make it into the condo by himself, do you think you can come help me move him?" 

He told her he'd be there soon and she walked back outside to wait for him. When she came out with the glass of water, though, she saw that Craig was sound asleep on the hot sand. He was just going to make himself more sick laying out in the blazing sun. Soon Thomas and Hath walked up, Hath carrying a few bags with her, Thomas just looked relieved to have an excuse to stop shopping. 

They all gathered around Craig and looked worriedly at him for a moment, then Alayna glanced up at Thomas. "Think you can carry him to the bed?" She asked. 

He gave her an amused smile. "Alayna, he's a twig. Sure I can carry him inside. Just get the door for me, please." 

She nodded with a grin and openned it up, he scooped Craig's sleeping form up and the man didn't even move. That worried her a bit, but once Thomas layed him down on their bed she gave him a thank you and a smile and closed the door softly behind him. She once again stripped Craig of his clothes. His jeans weren't going to be comfortable to sleep in for very long, and if she had her way he'd be resting in bed for the rest of the day. She just left his underwear on and then covered him up once more. She felt his forehead again, it was hot, and she frowned. She had placed the glass of water next to him again in case he woke up wanting some along with some fever reducing pills. She could hear Hath and Thomas quietly murmuring outside their room under the buzz of the tv. It seemed like tonight was going to be a restful one, at least, before they made the journey home. Stripping out of everything but her underwear, herself, she slid under the covers next to him and cuddled up beside him as she drifted off into sleep herself.

He had woke one time during what had to be night. In the bed. That puzzled him a little. He felt a glass being held to his lips and he drank the water eagerly. A moment later someone woke him. Had he drifted off? Someone...Alayna...he squinted up on the form but couldnt really see...gave him something else..warm...tasted more than the water...soup...It felt good...

When he woke the next time it had started to get light out. She was sleeping. A almost empty bowl stood on the nightstand on his side of the bed. Slowly he got out of the bed. Someone below had called on his attention. He swayed slightly as he got up and made his way to the bathroom. Sighing he did his business, feeling some of the tension go away, but not completely. He glanced down and smirked. "Have you been dreaming again...uh-hu...well...lets go see if she is up for it." Before he left the bathroom he brushed his teeth. Always helped to smell a little fresh.

His hand travelled up the side of her body, at the same time as he crept as close to her as he could. Dragon was in on the idea from the start. He nibbled her gently at the base of the neck, giving her freckled shoulder some kisses and nibbles as well. By now his hand had found her breast and he started to tease her nipple.

She woke to a....caress?...on her side. Her eyes hadn't opened yet. Was she dreaming? It felt too real, the goosebumps forming on her skin felt very real. She knew she wasn't dreaming when her mint eyes popped open with a gasp as a hand touched her breast. She wasn't alarmed, she knew who's skilled hand that was from the start. She looked back at him and he offered her a naughty grin. Her heart was pounding in her chest and her cheeks were a bit flushed from the surprise, what a way to wake up.

"mmm....go..odmorning..." She said breathlessly. He kissed down her neck and she found it hard to concentrate, he hadn't even given her the chance to gain her bearings as she tried to wake up. Her eyes tried to flutter closed again at the touch, but she forced them to stay open the best she could. "Craig.....are...you feeling...better?" She tried to ask, but it came out with a bit of a shaky voice, how she wanted to just sigh and accept him into her body, but she needed to make sure he was alright, first. Knowing him he would attempt the dirty deed while sick, silly man. 

She turned on her back so that she could see him easier. He looked much better, the blood had come back to his face and he wasn't hot to the touch, at least, no more than usual. He had a bit of a flush to his cheeks, but the good kind, not from being ill. She stared into his warm brown eyes, they were so inviting, she could lose herself in those liquid pools. One of her hands reached out and stroked his soft cheekbone, as it traveled downward feeling the coarseness of his stubble. She loved his scruff, it made for interesting sensations, not to mention it also added to making him ruggedly handsome. Her other hand traveled down his chest against her will. If he was still sick she shouldn't be egging him on this way, but he was just too much to resist. How could she resist....that? She bit her lip and her face flushed more when she felt his already eager member rub against her leg.

"All good...Kitten...very...good..." he then lowered his lips at her exposed breast and let the tip of his tongue circle the darkertoned area in the middle before he took the nipple in his mouth. By now he had learned how and what she liked it best and he continued to play with the erect little nob as it was hidden within his mouth. Mixed with hers sounds he let out a few little grunts of pleasure of his own, more in response to her sound than that the act was for him. His pleasure was more that she liked it what he was doing, that her sounds turned him on even more. The fingers on his other hand tended to her other breast, kneeding it softly and letting them lightly mimic what he did with his lips and tongue. It wasnt near the same, but still.

She had stroked his chest and cheekbone causing him to shiver but also set fire to the lust that always got triggered with her around. Her skin still scented warm from the sun and tasted a little salty mixed with her own taste. He pressed her close to him, moving his groin against the side of her thigh. Adding a little more pressure and suction with his mouth he got another soft moan from her. He glanced up at her with another of his naughty grins as he then abandoned her breast, making her sigh, almost like she was disapointed. Kissing his way downwards, he removed her underwear with nimble hands. Most women really never knew how he did it, they only knew that one minute they had them on and the next they lay neatly on the floor or whereever they ended up depending on the heat of the situation. 

Caressing and tending to every part of her, he soon had her shivering and clutching the sheet under her, arching her back slightly. If she hadnt been fully awake before she was that now. He had just teased her so far but now he lowered himself down to her core. He growled low as he tasted her, felt her reaction to his touch, but also due to his own restrain lust and desire. At one point in time this had been the hardest part but he had learned to control himself even if it at some point was almost painful. He had wanted to continue but if he was reading her right she was close, as she almost sobbed out his name. He prepared himself and put the protection on as well as wiping his mouth with the covers then he slowly lay on top of her and helped the dragon home.

Almost like a low rumble in his chest he moaned as her warmth embraced him tightly. Leaning on one elbow he continued to kiss her as one of his hands caressed her breast. Her arms wrapped themself around him, her nails scratching a little on his back. As he picked up the pace he covered her mouth and kissed her to mute some of her sounds. He didnt mind them but then he came to think of the others. The sounds that Alayna was making might give a guy good dreams to wake up to even if they came from the other room, although if it might be embarrassing effects of such dreams. It had happend to him and he was pretty sure it happend to Thomas too.

She had whimpered as he entered her from the pleasureable full feeling, embracing him immediately as he slid inside. Her brain was whirling, he had barely given her time to wake up and now...this. She certainly didn't mind, on the contrary, she was quite a happy kitten at the moment. He kissed her as he began to move faster and she couldn't help the noises that spilled out to be caught in his own mouth. 

She brought her legs up and wrapped them around him, pulling him closer with each thrust. His body moved like a warm wave on top of her's, and she clung to him tighter with her arms, coaxing him to rest more of his weight on her. She couldn't stop her fingers from raking across his muscled, slightly sweaty shoulders, it was a natural responce, almost like the noises she made or the way her hips bucked against his occasionally. 

She didn't even know that she was going to say it, it was almost like her voice was acting on instinct as well when she said "D...deeper...hnn....Craig...." It came out more like a soft whine than anything. He obliged heavenly, pushing himself even further into her and she let out a cry that she couldn't contain. She bit her lip, trying to stay quiet for the others, but at this point she honestly didn't care.

---

Thomas woke slowly and he noticed that a smile was playing on his lips. Why was he smiling? Had he been having a good dream? That's when he noticed the tension in his groin, the throbbing and pulsing. No. Hath was right beside him, still fast asleep. He layed there for a moment, trying to think of the best way to get up without bothering her. That was when he heard it....a very passionate call from the other room as well as a dull, rhythmic thud....like the headboard of a bed knocking against a wall. Oh, Lord...was that what had set him off in his sleep? His cheeks were blushing, but he couldn't help that the noises arroused him, what guy wasn't from those noises? It was a natural responce. But if Hath found him laying in bed pitching a tint beside her he wasn't going to ever forgive himself...or live down the embarassment, probably. Not that he had anything to be ashamed of, but now wasn't the time for her to see that. Later, if they married......those thoughts just made it worse, he felt it struggling against the sleeping shorts he wore, that didn't offer much protection as far as holding him down, and it was quite obvious by now. 

He slowly shuffled to the side, trying to make it a fluid movement so he didn't wake her. He finally found the edge of the bed and let his feet hit the carpeted floor. He then stood up and made his way quickly, and quite awkwardly with his hands in front of his crotch, to the bathroom. He looked back before he slipped inside, why he looked back he didn't know, just to make sure she wasn't secretly watching him, he guessed. Her eyes were still closed and her chest was rising and falling rhythmically. She moved suddenly, though, to roll over, and it scared him enough that he whipped back in the direction of the bathroom. When he turned, however, he stubbed his big toe on the door frame. Hard. He had to bite his tongue to muffle a noise of pain and he quickly stumbled inside the bathroom, shutting the door behind him. 

What now? He knew what he was probably going to have to do...she was going to wake soon and want the bathroom, and he had no excuse for being in there for the amount of time it would take him to calm...down..again. He felt like the biggest perv ever at the moment. First, he was turned on unknowingly by his friends having sex...that was bad enough on it's own, but then he had to go and get a boner right next to Hath sleeping innocently next to him. He sighed and turned the shower water on cold. Maybe it would do the trick.

He didnt know how it was possible for two people to fit so well together like they did. The tension was building and he let out a soft grunt at her cry as he made sure he moved into her as deep as he could. Her own movements, those that rythmically moved along his stem, the way her legs wrapped around his waist and how she tried to come as close to him as she could, brought him closer and closer. At her second whimpering cry he started to move faster, perhaps with a little harder thrusts that made the bed make strange sounds as well as some steady thumping against the wall. She contracted hard around him, grasping his shoulders with her nails, whimpering what had to be his name and he followed soon after, letting out a call of some sort of his own. He semicollapsed over her, resting his sweaty head at the side of her neck. Her legs still wrapped around him.

They lay like that for a little while, til their breathing returned to normal and til he felt that the dragon had spit all his fireballs out. Making sure the protection wouldnt slip off he pulled out, removed it and placing it on the floor, before he snuggled close again and covering them both with the covers.

"Good morning...ki...girl..friend..." he kissed her on the cheek and then he pulled her closer so she could rest on his arm or chest if she wanted to.

She smiled at his goodmorning, completely content. If she really was a kitten she'd be purring loudly right now. "That was a...nice way to wake up." She murmured against his chest that rose and fell beneath her cheek, his body heat warming her. She snuggled closer and traced the lean muscles on his tanned abdomen. His stomach was slightly sunk in, now, and it worried her. He couldn't go on starving himself like he was...at least she had gotten him to eat some soup lastnight. He had been out of it, if had been more awake he probably would have refused it once again. 

She sighed against his chest as her fingers continued to stroke lightly along his skin, it was time for her to begin thinking more about her weight, as well. She was petite anyways, which helped her keep her weight down, but she was still a few pounds too heavy for her liking. Hath wasn't usually picky on her weight when she raced, but Alayna believed it made a difference to the horse carrying her, plus the racetrack had rules, so she watched it the best she could. She would see if Craig would start an exercise regime with her. Maybe they'd get up extra early in the mornings and go for a jog past some local farms. It would be pretty and peaceful in the mornings, and not so damn hot, as well as getting to spend even more time with Craig, which she never complained over. 

She shifted to where her chin rested on his chest and she looked up into his warm, golden eyes. They smiled back at her and she couldn't help but quirk her lips up into a grin as well. "Hmm...I think I could use a shower...." She said it with a naughty grin and a bit of an innuendo in her voice as well. She cocked one eyebrow up at him and smiled wider. Hefting herself off of him she uncovered herself, exposing her naked body underneath. As she moved away, she had had one leg drapped over him, and that leg she let 'accidentally' slide across his member as she got up. She didn't look back at him anymore, simply walked to the bathroom with an extra sway to her hips, not bothering to close the door behind her.

He came after her after a few minutes, basicly just giving her time to set the right temprature on the water. Hugging her from behind, a clear clue on his desire was soon poking her buttcheeks. Wiggling a little he made it lay more up against his belly and not so much poking her there. Her firm rump or rather the upper "cleavage" of it still provided a little valley for it to get lodged inbetween. As he moved against her it was good enough stimulation. Not that he was dryhumping her from behind. One of his hands had travelled down, demading some space to explore her petals and the precious center with the sensitive nob. The other found her breasts and caressed them as he nibbled and gently bit her neck a little. Not hard to leave a mark, but hard enough for it for her to feel it.

She had leaned back at him as he touched her, her breath coming in slight gasps as the water cascaded over their bodies. It a way it added to the pleasure. He used his lips to suck up some of the water on her body. Next he pressed her slightly against the cool wall and kissed the base of her neck. His member poked at her once again. His voice was slightly course as he spoke. "This is...a robbery madam...move...and I shoot..." with the last word he poked her a little harder, and it glided a little under her rump. That hadnt really been his intention. It wouldnt take much to actually...He gritted his teeth and instead he moved downwards, kissing, nibbling her along the way. As he kneeled, he had her rump infront of his face and he bit it a little, again not hard, it was more like slightly harder nibbles.

Slowly he turned her and before he focused on her again he glanced upwards. She seemed to bite her lowerlip and her nipples stood erect and perky. The sight made him groan and he returned to what he saw as his task. Just a little he spread her legs and tasted her again.

She gasped and leaned harder against the shower wall. It was cool and contrasted with the warm water of the shower and it created goosebumps to form across her skin, along with Craig's irrisistable touches below. She whimpered as his tongue glided across her, prodding into her. She wanted badly to touch him, but she couldn't without moving, and it felt like she was glued against the white wall of the shower. She was frozen, completely focused on the feelings he was creating. Her hands were the only things that moved and they clawed up the wall, trying desperately to find something to grasp onto to steady herself. Her knees felt like they would buckle underneath of her at any second. One hand managed to find the little ledge that was made for your soap and shampoo to sit on and she held on  to it tightly. The other hand had no such luck, and, instead, she rested it lightly on top of Craig's wet hair, stroking through it as he worked and trying not to pull or clench her fingers into it. 

Her hips gave a buck and she moaned, she was trying to remain still, she really was, but he was making it so, so hard....the tingling was starting, and small huffs of air were escaping her lips, shivers were rolling through her body and her neck was stretched upwards, eyes closed in pleasure. His tongue glided over her once more and that did it, she plummeted over the edge sobbing his name, her body contracting rhythmically as she felt him pull away. Her hand was knotted into his hair, she noticed, and she forced herself to let it go as she came back to reality. He had stood up and was holding her now, and she leaned against him, catching her breath as the warm water poured down onto the two of them. 

Once she caught her breath she gave him a long, deep kiss on the lips. She hadn't forgotten about him. She turned him, to where he was the one facing the wall, now, and gave him a grin as she began to kiss down his neck, collar bone, chest and torso. The tip of her tongue ran up the V in his hips and she smiled when she felt him twitch against her. 

First she began with just her hands, stroking one fingertip lightly over the length of him, barely a touch. Her other hand went back to find his sack and cup it gently, kneading it softly and listening to his quiet noises. She was on her knees by now, and she brought her mouth down towards his member, kissing it lightly on the tip, then dragging her tongue in a circle across the rim. She thought she heard a small grunt at that and it drove her on. She brought her mouth over him and twirled her tongue across his shaft, tasting his slight saltiness. She soon began to move her lips up and down him, alternating suction and speed with how he seemed to like it, her other hand continued to knead him below. She looked up at his face, and at seeing the pleasure on it happiness washed across her. Happiness that she could make him feel this way, and that he was her's...and she was his.

It was only small quivers in his rump and thighs that gave away his need to thrust against her warmth, the way she touched him, used her tongue on him. He let a slightly louder moan escape his throat as he rolled his head against the cool wall. He held her head, but gently, it was more to have somewhere to place his hands than to actually move her head or restrain her. He made his best to hold back, but it was pretty much in vain for him and he came after a few minutes of her pleasuring him. This was the only time he actually took a firmer hold of head and he was unable to hold back small thrusts. He thought he had grunted her name. She spit his essance out and stood up, leaning against him. He sighed, feeling a little tired.

He stroked her over her back, pressing her close to his body, down towards her rump and there he gently grabbed a light hold of it. Her own arms had wrapped themselfs around him, her head leaning at his chest and hands had begun stroking his back as well. He felt content, happy among his the tiredness. Her forehead got a kiss, then he leaned his head on hers.

"Maybe we actually should wash up...so we dont use all the hot water..." he mumbled softly. After squirting some schampoo in his hands he started to massage it in her hair, making sure nothing came in her hair. Next he took the sponge and some of the showergel and started to rub her back. It was good they had dealt with most of their built up desires, other wise this would have been hard. It was still amusing to see how her nipples reacted as he brought the sponge over them. He chuckled low "I think the twins are happy to see daddy..."

She just smirked at his comment and turned to apply some shampoo into her own palm, reaching up she placed it on his head and rubbed it in, giving him a bit of a massage to his temples and scalp as she worked, perhaps it would relax him after his recent bout of sickness. She couldn't help that her chest rubbed up against him some in her attempt to later up the back of his head. Good thing they were both satisfied at the moment...not that she couldn't go again, but it was time to get outside and pack for their flight home. She briefly wondered if Hath and Thomas had heard them...not that she really cared. Maybe it spiced up their morning. She giggled at the thought. 

She then took the sponge from him with his shower gel and scrubbed it across his body, even making him lift his feet so that she could get his soles. She didn't linger too long by 'the legend' as he liked to call him, just so that she didn't get him too aroused. Then they'd have the same problem all over again. They rinsed off and turned off the water, each grabbing their own towel and drying theirselves off. It was best to keep their hands to themselves, now, or else they would just get distracted again. 

She gave his bottom a playful pinch as she walked into their bedroom with her towel wrapped around her and searched for something to wear. She settled on a cool, comfy grey T-shirt dress. She certainly wouldn't miss all the heat here, Kentucky was bad, but the sun here was relentless, and she had the red nose, cheeks and shoulders to attest for it. She then wandered around the room, tidying up a bit so the maids wouldn't have to as much and packing away everything.

-----

Thomas had been in the middle of his cold shower, his predicament almost gone, when he heard thumping against the wall next to him. He looked at it a bit bewildered. He knew that it was Craig and Alayna's bathroom, because he had heard their shower running before in the mornings. He then heard the same passionate noises he had heard earlier. Were they at it /again/?! In the shower this time? He gave a distressed sigh and continued his shower as fast as he could since there was still shampoo in his hair. 

Luckily, he was too cold and too disturbed to be aroused again, goosebumps were all over his body and he was shaking lightly. At least it had made it go away. He heard another noise that snapped him out of his thoughts and he hurried to dry off and get dressed. He left the bathroom to see that Hath was just waking up. 

"You ok?" She asked with a curious expression as she looked at him. Was it that clear on his face? 

"Yeah, I'm good, just gonna go get some coffee." He said and walked out of the room without another word. Chances were Hath was going to have an interesting shower as well...

Both dogs had been very happy to see them as they came home, and Penny had pee'd, just a little bit on the rug, just because she had become so happy to see them, especially Alayna. Barf on the other hand was happy to see them all. He sort of lived on the farm now since his size sort of made it hard to have him in Alaynas apartment. That sort of put him in a fickle. Should he get his own place where he could keep Barf? They had comeback to the farm just before suppertime and around that time Hathi had got a call. She had sounded happy and had mimicked to mostly Thomas and Alayna what Craig could read as 'Its Nathan'. That meant his days here was over and he couldnt help but feel sad over it. On the other hand he had the race coming up. But after that everything was unwritten.

During the flight Thomas had given them some glances that he wasnt sure how to take. Craig was not going to ask, especially not if there was anything that had to do with touchy feely stuff. If he wanted to ask him something he had to ask himself, he wasnt going to drag it out of him like he was a girl. A part of him wondered how much the girls talked. He knew some women had talked OF him, but at that point he hadnt cared less what they said. It was different now. Now he couldnt help to be at least a little curious.

He had gotten Lillian a little gift as a thanks for watching Barf. Alayna said she was a little bit of a hopeless romantic more than a flirt but when he saw it he couldnt help himself. For Lillian he had bought a bikini that looked normal, in a color he thought would suit her, but at the "rump" part of the bikini there was a photo of a donkey with the text 'you are looking at a fine ass'. The text was small so you had to be close to actually read it. Hopefully she would smirk at it a little. He liked humorous underwear and he had bought a new bikini to Alayna too that he planned to give to her when they came home. It was a last moment thing as he waited for them to get ready. Both women, suddenly, just as they left the condo wanted to get back for a final round so they didnt forget anything. That had left him just enough time. On hers the text was on the booby part, it had the FB thumbs up symbol on one boob and the 'like' text on the other. He had put it in her carryon bag, wrapped in paper with hearts on it.

"Hey Lillian..." he made his accent a little thicker. She had blushed a little each time when he was around ever since she landed on him. "I got you a little something...I had to go by memory but I think it...will fit just right..." 

Alayna watched on in amusement with Penny in her arms as Lillian opened her present. She didn't know that Craig had gotten her something, so she was just as curious as Lillian as to what it was. Penny whined and squirmed in her arms, wriggling up to give her kisses just under her chin and she had to lower the playful puppy some so she could watch. Lillian pulled a white bikini out of the bag, and Alayna thought that it was just a plain white bikini until Lillian looked at the bottoms and began to laugh loudly. A few snorts even escaped her nose and her eyes were so squinted up Alayna wasn't even sure she could see. She held the bottoms up for Alayna to see and she soon joined her in laughter, giving Craig a playful shove. He was so silly, of course he would give a girl he barely knew something like that. She knew Lillian would find it amusing, though, Lillian was a goofy, playful girl, so she liked things like that.

"Thank you, Mr. Knight." she finally said once her laughter had become a bit more subdued. "I'll wear it to the pool the next time I go with Alayna, maybe we can get some stares." She laughed again. "Barf was awesome, besides trying to raid my pantry a few times...and some drool.. he was good as gold. Penny...she peed quite a bit, but I think she was just nervous about being in a new place without her mommy." She stepped up and patted Penny on the head and the pup wagged her tail, tongue lolling out. 

Hath had invited them to stay for supper, telling them that she could whip something up quickly before she went to check over all the horses, but Alayna declined politely. She knew that Craig and herself wouldn't eat much anyways, so it was best to just go home and find something healthier than fried chicken in the fridge, even though it would probably taste like a cardboard box. She drove them home and they carried everything upstairs. She placed Penny on the floor and the puppy bounded off after a toy, seemingly happy to be back home. She was too, it had been a fun, but exhausting trip. 

She shuffled through her bags while Craig was in the living room, and found a bag inside of her carry on that wasn't her's. It was filled with tissue paper decorated with hearts, and she had a good idea who it was from. She looked at the tag, and it confirmed her suspisions by reading simply "To: Kitten, From: Stallion" She lifted something out to see another white bathing suit, this time, however, the decorations were on the top part, but just as funny. She giggled as she read what was on the front and said "You would, Craig!" loud enough to where he could hear her in the living room. She walked over to him and gave him a grin, a hug and a kiss on the cheek. "I'm just waiting for the snarky comments when I put that one on." She giggled. 

She had bought him gifts too, on one of the days when the boys were hanging out on the beach and the girls went shopping. She had found a silly shirt to get him, one that she thought he would appreciate, especially after their fun this morning. The other gift was more serious, a nice fossil watch. She wanted to get him something nice, and even if he couldn't wear it all the time while working he could at least get it out for fancy occasions. She stepped into the bedroom and brought it back to him, it was in a gift bag, and she handed it over with a smile.

He had chuckled at the shirt but as he picked up the watch he just stared at it. Moments past by and all he could was stare at it. His heart had to have emigrated to his ears because he swore he felt it beat there. He got up, leaving the gifts in the couch. He got as far as to the door, then he turned and went to the bathroom instead. He wasnt really ashamed over his feelings but he still wasnt that used to actually let anyone see how he felt. Normally he left, but he couldnt just...walk out now.

Rubbing his eyes he went out to the livingroom again. He tried to smile at her, his jaws clenched. Why was it so hard to keep a straight face? As he took her in his arms he couldnt help him and a sob escaped him and his hold around her got much tighter as he hid his face between her neck and shoulder. He might not have Thomas strenght but he was still pretty strong.

She watched him walk from room to room with a slight frown on her face. Had she done something wrong? She thought for a moment that he was going to leave when he reached for the front door, but he then went to the bathroom, instead. She was about to go check on him, afraid that he had become sick again, when he came back into the living room and wrapped her in a hug. It was a tight hug, the kind that almost made it hard to breath but was secure and comforting at the same time. She embraced him firmly, too, it felt like the right thing to do and when she heard a sob escape him she began to worry. 

She stroked a hand through his hair as he burried his face in her neck as the other hand kept him close. Was it something she had done wrong? Was he just happy? He didn't usually cry when he was happy...so what was wrong? She didn't bother him for a moment, simply let him cry on her shoulder for a while. When it seemed like he was calming down some she spoke in a small voice. "Is...everything alright, Craig? Are....you..ok?" He turned his head a bit to look up at her and she looked back down at his teary eyes with a sympathetic, loving gaze. How protective she felt over him at times like this. Like he was a small child that just needed a mother's love and she was willing to give him as much love possible. Her whole being, if it was possible...

He leaned his forehead against hers. A few tears had escaped his eyes. Would just be typical for him to leave snot on her. Glancing down he made sure he hadnt. "Im...fine...just fine...thank you...thank you so, so much..." he said finally, his voice a little broken with emotion. Normally he would have left, now all of this was trapped inside him and he wasnt sure what to do. So he did what came natural to him. He covered her lips in a passionate kiss, let them go down her neck. He ravaged her body with more 'force' than usual due to his burst of emotions. Never with a force that would hurt or do anything against her will, just with a force that showed what he wanted, how much he wanted it. He touched her, kissed her like they had been apart for years.

Lifting her he took her to the bedroom and lay her down on the bed. There he continued to kiss, caress, lick and nibble at her body. If possible he touched her at several places at once. One piece of clothing after the other found its way to the floor without much trouble. The sight of her, just lying there sent vibes of lust through him and as he stepped out of his jeans the buldge was visably swelling as a result. His kisses, the light scratching of his stubble had created red patches on both her neck, breast and stomach.

Pulling her slightly closer to the edge he kneeled infront of her and let his lips trail the inside of her thigh. It quivered slightly and it made him smile. Strange how things worked out. How two people can learn eachothers bodies so well, that there arent any akward fumbling. He knew she had others but he had others too. A part of him couldnt help to be jealous. Him! Craig Knight jealous because the woman he loved more than life itself had other men. If someone would have told him that six months ago he had laughed at them.

She had whimpered a little, sighed and grabbed the sheet under her at the same time she had arched her back. When he judged that it might be time, and when he almost couldnt control himself due to her sounds he fumbled after the nighttable drawer in 'his' side and got the protection out. "Kitten..." the first word he had said in awhile, except for grunts, groans and other sounds of pleasure "...turn around..."

She squirmed underneath of him, writhing in pleasure as he took her hungrily, almost desperately, it seemed. She wasn't complaining, she loved this side of him, the take-charge man and the lover that he was. In the back of her mind though, behind the insane feelings of pleasure that were boiling up in her, she worried if he was alright. He hadn't said much besides thank you, which was good, and touching because it was very heartfelt, but obviously something had bothered him enough to make him cry. She wondered if he would tell her, or if he would stay silent like he usually did. Either way it was his choice, she would be there to listen if he needed someone to talk to. 

Her thoughts were interupted by a noise coming out of her own throat, it was a loud, passionate moan. She could finally voice how she felt while he made love to her, no Hath and Thomas to worry about overhearing. There were the neighbors...but they were probably used to it by now. She tangled her fingers tighter into the charcoal bedsheets below her, her back arching upwards almost painfully at the sensations his tongue gliding across her created. His movements were a bit harsh, more frenzied, but oh, how wonderful. She began to start feeling the same way, his need for her transfering to her own emotions for him and making her feel desperate for him. His body, his love, his touch, his warmth, his voice....everything...anything...she just needed him. 

Her mouth opened wordlessly and her neck arched back, she was close. The way that he was taking her it wasn't going to take her long to respond. How could a woman not respond to this? It was the best feeling in the world, and it caused her toes to curl up. He stopped suddenly, leaving her wanting, and she let out an involuntary whimper as he walked over to his drawer. She layed on the bed, her chest heaving, trying to catch her breath when he spoke in a low, gruff voice. 

"Kitten......turn around..." It was a demand, and oh, how it turned her on. 

She did it obediently, immediately crawling up onto the bed, still attempting to catch her breath as she positioned herself on her elbows and knees. If he wanted her some other way he could move her where he wanted, right now her mind was racing, almost too fast to think about anything except for him. He walked behind her, and she felt the matress sinking slightly with his weight. The anticipation was about to drive her insane, she couldn't see him, but she could feel the bed moving as he shifted slightly. She couldn't stop the desperation for him in her voice when she said his name and waited. "Craig...."

"No" came the grunt reply "...names...Stallion..." He leaned in over her back, nibbling at the base of her neck, just about where her withers would be if she had been a mare. As he did the hand he wasnt leaning on had found her breast. He breathed a little heavy, filled with his desire, the arousal she filled him with. He nibbled her again, making small noises as he did, making his way from her neck to her mouth. She probably felt him now, or one hot throbbing part, against her buttcheek as he leaned over like this. His hand then went from her breast down to her core. She was ready, he knew that but he loved giving her pleasure. He found her nob and as usual she responded to his touch. She backed or perhaps leaned back towards him, lowering her back a little so her oh so inviting round form became if possible even more inviting.

Another little undefined sound came from him as he tried to hold back. Clearly she had enough of waiting because she was backing up more if possible. With a little wiggle the dragon found the cave himself but before he had time to do any motion himself the woman moved back, 'devouring' him all the way to the base and squeezed him tight. The sensation of it made him call out and it was probably felt in a good way for her too (or so he hoped) because she made a similar call. 

It seemed like she wanted it badly or if she was so filled with this aroused feeling she wasnt really aware. She hung her head and pressed back, then moved slightly forward to then press back again. He tried to alter his own thrusts so they was the reverese as well as a little circular motion. All the while he massaged her nob and he thought he heard small sounds of whimpering. As all good things he felt the final moment coming and he leaned over her again. He pressed his forehead against her shoulderblades as he came, and he had wrapped his arms around her waist, like he needed something to hold on to, as she squeezed the last drop out of him.

She moaned wordlessly as she came just after him, he held onto her tightly, and she used him as support, her own body not wanting to hold itself up any more. Her head was still reeling. Had that really just happened? Not that she was surprised at what they had done, just that it had all happened so quickly, so passionately. She layed down on her stomach slowly, and he went down with her, resting on her back. She liked the feel of his weight on her, it was comforting and secure feeling. Their bodies were sweaty, and heat radiated off of them as they lay there on top of the tangled sheets.  

She didn't really know what to say. Was he alright now? Had he just needed a release? Was he still upset? His head rested on her shoulder and her head was turned to the side where she could see him out of the corner of her eye. He looked spent. She knew she was. The sheer force of it had caught her off guard and worn her out, not to mention their flight had been tiring on it's own. 

She moved slowly after a moment, letting him know that she was moving and he pulled out of her, taking off his condom. She rested on her side and he layed down in front of her, resting on his side as well so they were face to face. She smiled tiredly at him and brought her free hand up. One finger trailed across his angular jaw as she rested her head where they were touching noses. She gave him another smile as well as a small kiss. "I love you, Craig...don't ever forget it..."

He closed his eyes at her words. "I..I love you too Kitten...each day I love you more, today more than yesterday and much less than I do tomorrow, I love you...so much it hurts...and I dont know what I do if..." He didnt finish the sentence, instead he kissed her again and pulled her close. To just feel her warm naked body against his own felt so right and he wished that they could stay like this forever and ever. Tomorrow he would go to the doctor to get the paper that would clear him officially so he could start working. 

His eyes clipped a little as he was starting to doze off. It had been great to get away but it felt good to be home too. What would she say if he suggested them to move to something...bigger...with...one or two more rooms...perhaps even a small garden...he wasnt sure if she liked to have a garden but... It was around here his thoughts drifted out into space and he fell asleep, mouth halfopen and a little drooldrop dangling from it. He slept like a clubbed seal until his nose picked up the scent of food cooking.

His words had almost made her want to cry....but she was too happy to cry, as odd as that sounded, since there were happy tears...but she was beyond those, too. She drifted off into a light sleep with him. His warm body wrapping her's up into his arms. 

She had only slept for about 20 minutes when she woke to a soft snore from Craig. He looked worn out and he was sleeping deeply, his face totally relaxed and his mouth open a crack. He only really seemed to snore when he was sleeping good. She smiled softly at his sleeping form and wriggled slowly, reluctantly out from under his warmth. She slipped on a night gown, since they would be going to bed soon, anyways, and it was comfy, silky and white. She was still very tired, but she wanted to cook something, he needed to eat, perhaps if she cooked it he would...if it was good enough, that was. Sometimes her meals turned out to be disasterous, sometimes they were fine. She wasn't the best cook, simply because she didn't usually have time to cook, but maybe....someday...if she and Craig....maybe she could cook for him...... 

She walked in the kitchen and took out some rice and vegetables. She stuck the rice in a pot to cook as well as some peas and then started washing and cutting up the carrots and broccoli. She stuck them in a pan and cooked them down till they were softer. Combining it all once it was cooked she seasoned it and stirred it together...a vegetable stir fry. She stood back and admired her work...not bad. Now if it only tasted as good as it looked...she took a spoonful and popped it in her mouth...it was....surprisingly good. She smiled down at Penny triumphantly. "See, I can cook." She said a bit doubtfully towards the puppy who just cocked her head up at her. 

Alayna was busy trying not to laugh at Penny who was chewing on the tip of her big toe when she heard shuffling in front of her. She looked up to see Craig, now wearing underwear, rubbing his eyes blearily and giving her a cute grin, his hair sticking up more haphazardly than usual. "Hey, sleepy head....would you like some nourishment after our...foray?" She asked with a smile and walked over to the counter, grabbing a bowl to dish him out some food whether he wanted it or not.

Before he had a chance to answer his stomach growled loudly. Craig glanced down and shrugged. "Guess you know the answer now huh? As other things that sort of let themselves known" He raised a brow and winked at her. Sitting down he played a little with Penny using his foot that the puppy tried to wrestle to the ground. But what ever sneaky attack the darn thing seemed to outsmart her. Finally she let out a frustrated yip and looked up at Alayna and then the foot. Craig just laughed. When Barf had been that age they had done this for hours. Penny was more of the type it seemed that went to tell "mommy" if someone teased her, Barf had either been to stubborn or stupid for such thing. If he hadnt fallen asleep he would have done it still, Craig was sure of it.

He sniffed the air. "Smells wonderful, hon...Alayna..." He looked down at the table. Honey? A short romantic getaway and...honey? Had he ever called a girl...a woman for honey? He cleared his throat. "I have a checkup thing at the doc tomorrow...for...this..." he tapped his head. The area were the tumour had been was back to normal now and noone could tell that he had surgery. His other injurys were healed completely too, it was only some scars left as a reminder. "I had to agree to a checkup to get the ok for the race...even if I did one before...Im pretty sure they will nag on me on getting back too soon..but...you know right...why....I have been gone...6 months already...its a careerkiller to be gone for a long time...I dont even know if I have anything left...and then what do I do? Work at the Dairy Queen?" 

She had placed a bowl in front of him and he picked up the veggies first, then small, small bites of the rice. He smiled at her as he looked up. "Tasted wonderful too...Kitten..."

Alayna paused for a moment as she dished out his food. She had heard the word slip before he changed it to her name and she gave a small smile he couldn't see. She probably would have done the same thing if she let a cutesy name like that slip out of her own mouth. It just...wasn't something she had ever done, although, maybe someday she would...who knew what the future held. 

She handed him the bowl and sat down with him at the table as he told her about his appointment. "I'll drive you. Hath was going to give us the morning off to sleep in, anyways, so I won't be missing any work." She looked down at her food and poked at it a bit as he mentioned the race. The thought of him racing again terrified her, but...she knew that it was something he felt he needed to do, so she would support him, even though inside she might be panicing. 

She nodded her head slowly and a bit reluctantly. "Yeah...I've been gone from the track for too long, too. I'll be racing Maethor in a few weeks as well. Just....promise me you won't make any crazy moves out there...please.....for me." She stabbed a carrot and nibbled on it, her appetite dissapearing. 

Luckily, it looked like Craig had eaten plenty, even though he left most of his rice. At least he was finally eating something....it scared her when he didn't eat. Sometimes it was tempting, as a jockey, to just not eat and lose the weight that way...but it left your body too starved to function. It was never a good idea, especially when you had to be alert around thousand pound animals.

She looked up as he complimented her cooking and she gave him a sweet smile. "Thanks, babe, I'm glad you liked it." They finished up their food and then got ready for bed. Once she layed down she snuggled up to him and gave him a long kiss goodnight. She fell asleep wrapped in his arms, face to face with him. Tomorrow was back to the real world, they would visit the doctor and the next day Craig would race...

His heartrate went up just a little bit when his doctor was about his age. It went up a little more as the doc asked him to strip down to his underwear for the checkup. Alayna was in the waitingroom. He had to get weighed, meatured, poked and prodded on, all the while the doctor hummed and ah-ed as he asked Craig question and got replies. Why he got nervous he wasnt sure. Perhaps it was because the man reminded him about Sven. Same pale blonde hair and eyes. Perhaps it was that plus the close inspection he got. He bit his lip. It was silly but he sure was happy he didnt have to do any prostate exam...yet. The doctor took some bloodwork as well and as soon as that result would come back and checked on they were done. 

It felt like forever but soon he walked through the doors out to the waiting room again. There he saw Alayna sitting beside a woman in her own age and a baby in her arms. The baby had gotten hold of some of her hair and now she was trying to get it to release it. The woman had a toddler too so she must have got pregnant pretty fast again after the first he figured. Small faint spots on the toddlers face made him suspect that it was because of that they were here. It had probably itched a lot at it had broken out. He remembered it being very itchy.

A smile started to play on his lips as he saw her play with the baby and he felt a surge of love coming over him. Everything else got toned out, she looked up like she had felt his eyes upon her and smiled. Oh that smile. The dragon felt it too and moved. Thankfully just moved. This was not the place for a dragon show. He exhaled, not realizing he had hold his breath.

He gave the young woman beside her a warm smile, one of his usual ones he had used in his old days and saw, to slight amusement to himself that it still worked. She blushed a little. He got an eye from Alayna that went down to his chest. Glancing down he saw he hadnt button his shirt up all the way, leaving some exposed skin. They had all got some nice tan...well...he and Thomas had, the girls had some but also some red parts due to their sensitive paler skin. 

"Hi love" he said and kissed her cheek "...who is your new friend?" He kneeled down to the toddlers level "...and who is this mighty fine lad..." The little boy, that was standing a bit wobbly, holding his mothers leg, grinned wildly as he saw him, almost like he thought he was his father.

Alayna smiled back up at Craig who was now looking at the little toddler before him with a grin. It was very cute to watch him interact with children, she hadn't seem him around many of them, but she had seen enough to know that he was good with them. His goofy nature, that he didn't always let everyone see, usually came out around children. Right now the little boy looked up at him curiously, reaching a chubby hand out toward's Craig's much larger one. Craig stuck his finger out and the tiny, pudgy fingers wrapped firmly around it. She smiled wider. "This is Tanner," She said gesturing towards the little boy that was holding Craig's finger. "That's his little sister Abby, and their mother, Anna." 

Anna gave Craig a slightly shy smile along with a "Nice to meet you." and then looked down at Abby, who had wrapped her hand firmly in her mother's dark hair once again. "Tanner's got the chicken pox, poor thing....but he doesn't seem like he minds it too much." Alayna said with a giggle as the little boy gazed up at Craig with big, dark eyes and then let go of his mother's leg, attempting to step towards Craig. Craig had to reach out his hands and catch him before he did a faceplant on Craig's boot. 

Anna had let her hold Abby for a bit while she waited for Craig. The baby had done the same thing she did to her mother, now, and had wrapped her fingers into Alayna's red hair. She had laughed and dislodged them gently, letting her hold her finger instead. Abby had then brought her finger down to her mouth and began to suck on it, like a pacifier. She was so tiny, so delicate, and Alayna couldn't help the motherly instincts that had sprung awake in her as she held the baby. It had taken her by surprise, especially since she had always said she wouldn't have kids....but...lately, she felt like she was changing her mind. She knew that they were a long way away from anything like that...but she couldn't help but think about it. 

She watched Craig a little more as he held up Tanner, who was interested in the shiney buckle on his belt. It was amusing, almost like the two of them didn't know what to think of each other. She smiled at Anna who gave her one in return. Anna had told her that her husband had just been deployed to Iraq for the army, and Alayna couldn't help but feel sad for her. How would she react if Craig had to do something like that? Especially if she was pregnant with two small children? She would be devistated, most likely, and probably not handle it nearly as well as Anna seemed to. She was still watching him, her eyes filled with sadness about Anna's situation and love for the man in front of her.

The results were ok, not good but ok and he got cleared to race, and that was the most important thing. They thought of course he was a bit underweight and there was someting with his blood. He didnt get what it was but apparently some part of it was low and some part was something else, it all confused him. Alayna seemed to get it and she looked a little worried. The little worryfrown had vanished however as he kissed her. He even found a little nook where he cuddled with her in the hospital. It felt a little naughty, a little risky and had made it hard to break it off, leaving both of them a little flustered...but grinning. It wasnt like the airplane but...still...

Alayna seemed to get reminded of the doctors visit when they got home to change for the workday and she tried to get him to eat something before they left. There had been a little argument about food but it had passed quickly. Or he hoped anyway. She should know he wouldnt eat much, perhaps even less since the race came closer with big leaps.

He had muttered that even if she had been gone she still had secured rides due to Hathien, and from what he remembered by the races by other foals by Maethors sire they were alert, on their toes like many of their kin and as well as fast creatures but at the same time they often had a built-in will to please that made them rather secure. He didnt have secure rides, the only secure rides he had was with the crazy horses since not many dared them. The stallion he had crashed with was back too...Bubble Boy...he hadnt told her that it was the stallion he was riding...it would just make her nervous. It made him nervous that she might be there somewhere in the stands, watching...he had told her she should do her work at the farm, and he would do his but then she had just crossed her arms over her chest and hadnt said anything else. He had compromised with her and split a tuna sandwish with her and then they had left for the farm. "Promise me that you dont go to the track..." he said softly as they got into the car. She had just hummed in reply and he hoped it was the end of it. 

Bubbles was a crazy ass of a horse that often made all kind of bolting and rearing, kicking what ever he could before entering the gates. She was a jockey so she probably knew how the horse could act but...to see someone else on was different than to be on the horse yourself. He hadnt seen it but when he found her on the ground after she had fallen off the grey arabian his mind had played up all kind of scenarios.

She hadn't slept well all night, and she didn't think that Craig had, either, as much tossing and turning about as he had done. They were both stressed, she was sure he was more than her, this was his first day back, after all, but she couldn't help but worry for him. When she had fallen asleep for the few hours that she had managed to rest dreams kept popping up in her mind. It was a dream that kept continuing every time she fell back to sleep. 

They had been at the racetrack, the sky was filled with black clouds, but it never rained, only lightning streaked across the sky. She was in the stands, watching as Craig and his horse were loaded into the starting gate. The bell had rung and he had a good start, his horse bursting to the lead. Suddenly, a flash of lightning came down to strike the track, right in front of Craig and his horse. The horse reared and she watched in horror as it tumbled backwards on top of him. She had stood up, screaming, but no sound came out of her mouth. The only thing she could hear was the pounding blood in her own eardrums. 

She had tried to get to him, to run to the track where horses were now galloping over where he lay on the ground. She couldn't see him, since people had stood up, blocking her view. She pushed and shoved, trying to get through the sea of people, but none would budge and she was trapped in a cage of bodies, sobbing and trying desperately to see the track to no avail. 

She had woken up from it around 4am with silent tears streaming down her cheeks. She wiped them away angrily and sat up in bed. Sliding out she had gone to the couch and layed there for the rest of the night with Penny on her chest, only dozing off every now and again to the faint buzz of the tv. 5:30 soon rolled around and she heard Craig's alarm from the bedroom. She wiped at her eyes and turned off the tv, getting up to fix him some coffee.

Yawning he came out to the kitchen to find his girlfriend...Craig grinned at the thought...standing by the coffee machine. He worried a little as he noted her posture. Wrapping his arms around her he then kissed her neck and nuzzled her ear with his nose "Good morning pussycat..." As she turned around he saw that she was a little puffy under her eyes. Had she been crying? Her forehead reccived a kiss as well. "...are you ok?" His voice was tinted with worry, worry he didnt know why he felt. As she said she had a bad dream and it was nothing to worry about he wasnt sure what to think. He didnt press her on telling him more. He was curious but he never pressed people on telling him things. If she didnt want to tell him...it was her choice...but he guessed it was perhaps about her parents.

An hour later, after taking the bus from the station where he had been dropped off, he was in the jockeys dressingroom once more. Some recognized him and patted his back, welcoming him back. Others that he had more of a so-and-so connection with just got a headnod that they returned with the same. The balance between friend and foe in the lockingroom was thin. He had gotten two rides today but it was really just the last ride he worried a little about, the one with Bubbles. The first was a 2 year old maiden race and the mount he had, well it was somewhere in the middle. Having just two rides was a good start he figured. He sat watching some of the first races for about two hours before it was the call for his race. The steward handed him his silks and slipping them on was like slipping on his competative side. There was no more goofing around. He flicked his whip between his fingers as he walked the dark alleyway up to where they saddled the horses.

The race was over before he knew it, a third place. He was disapointed but he had been boxed in most of the race and hadnt gotten lose in time for a better place. The owner however was very happy and Craig supposed he had to be happy for it. It was a quick change for the next race was the race with Bubbles. He was tired and he knew why. He hadnt slept well, he was a bit out of practice and hungry. The horse eyed him and tried to grab a bite of him. In the next he sought cuddles. "Crazy bastard.." he mumbled and rubbed the horses ear "...just dont pull the same shit as last time, ok?" He heard a chuckle behind him. "You not naked this time, Knight...Im sure you make good race, ok, even with crazy bitch horse..but you know you will eat my dust, right?" Craig smirked, he knew that voice. "Cortez...your mamacita let you out to play with the big boys finally...bet she didnt want you to hang in her skirts while she was...working..." The other mans eyes darkend. Once they had been fighting over the same girl...or fighting...there hadnt been much of a fight...they had made the girl chose and she had picked him, leaving Cortez mouth open in surprise. Why she had picked him Craig had no idea but at that point he hadnt cared either.

Alright Bubble Boy delayed the start in his usual manner, rearing, shying, bucking like he never seen the gates before. Thankfully Craig remembered that and managed to stay seated. They had a decent start and managed to stay clear of the railing and get boxed in. Craig had watched the railing like it had been a big white python. He had to practice on that, he couldnt fear that if he wanted to continue. They had come up towards the finish when he made his move - along with the other hopefuls. Cortez came up on his inside. "I told you you would eat my dust, Knight..." The man grinned as he started his advance. He was however to focused on watching Craig he didnt see that the horse infront of his own stumbled. It all happend so fast he hadnt time to react, nor did his horse. Bubbles however, with his nerves on the outside, and exposed to everything shied to the side and then put in a extra gear. It was pure luck he managed to hang on despite the horse stumbled a little, almost going on his knees when he didnt move his legs fast enough. The ones behind him didnt have the same luck. Craig didnt see it as he stormed towards the finishline. He only heard the announcer call out that there was horses down, he heard his own mounts name mentioned in the mass of others, he heard the reaction from the crowd and then the camera flashed. He wasnt sure what place he got, he only knew something had happend behind his back.

Alayna couldn't concentrate all morning at work, her heart felt like it would beat out of her chest and she was jumpy. To make things worse she rode Daisy in the outdoor arena and the mare was particularly spooky under a nervous rider. The mare had shot off at one point and then lunged into a bucking spree, but Alayna had managed to sit it and pull her around, although it did put some strain on her just-healed foot. Hath was there with her and had rode up to her on Gun when she got the mare under control. 

"Hey...you alright? You seem a little out of it today...do you need to go home?" 

Alayna just shook her head. "Craig's first ride in a while is a little later today and I'm...just a bit nervous about how he'll do. I know I'm just making it worse by thinking of all the worst case scenarios, but I can't help it..." 

Hath gave her a sympathetic look. "Why don't you go watch him race. I'm sure he'll be fine, and you can even check on Alqua and Maethor while you're up there. I've been meaning to go up there myself, so you'd save me a trip." 

Alayna nodded her head. She hadn't promised that she wouldn't go up there. Simply kept her mouth shut when he asked...she couldn't promise something that she wouldn't keep... Plus, Hath had given her instructions for visiting the track in the first place. It was mainly a business trip for her. 

She put up Daisy after rinsing her off and hopped into her car still with her dirty barn clothes on. If she didn't hurry she wouldn't make it. She drove the whole way about ten miles per hour over the speed limit and walked hurriedly to the track when she got there. She could hear excited cheers as she approached, but suddenly the excitement turned into....fear? It sounded like shocked gasps from everyone, a harmonious, sharp intake of breath when she then heard the announcer. 

"Ladies and gentlemen there has been a huge crash on the home stretch! Half of the field is down. Paramedic crews are on their way."

Alayna's eyes grew wide and she ran to the stands to see everyone standing and pointing at the track, murmuring to one another. The announcer went on to tell which jockeys and horses were down. She stood patiently behind the mass of bodies, unable to see the field...just like her dream, listening while her heart beated like a hummingbird's wings. Then she heard his name....and her heart plummeted into her stomach. Her stomach did a flip, making her feel nausceous. 

"No.....NO!" She lunged forward, pushing roughly at the people in front of her, who gave her bewildered and angry glances. She didn't care. If the pile up really was half the field then chances were that most of the jockeys and horses were hurt, whether minorly or life-threateningly. She called out his name desperately and pushed harder against the bodies,the field of vision breaking just enough for her to see a stray horse still thundering blindly down the stretch, a large gash on it's shoulder.

Four out of nine. He was one of the four. Five was down. Two horses had come up on their own. One continued its own race in fear and terror. The other stood there, favoring a leg. Another lay still on the track, its sides heaving. One that also still lay on the ground, groaned loudly. The last didnt move at all. It had been a big tangle of legs and bodies flying. One jockey remained still. Craig swallowed. The silks colors said it was Cortez. He had been under one of the horses. Blue screens came up. He saw the vets car. Bubbles shifted under him and he made him move again. A ponyrider came up on his side, making the horse shy to the side before the other rider got hold of the horse. 

Despite the distance he could hear the mumbles of the crowd. Muted. They had gotten hold of the runaway. Seemed unharmed except for a large wound on the shoulder. Caused by what? A shoe? Memories from his own accident flashed by. Made him feel sick. It was hot. Felt the tension in the back of his neck. Another look towards the place where the screens blocked his view. He saw two horses being led away, one walking very slowly with a bandage around the leg. The other seemed ok. He saw the person that had to be the vet shaking his head and then take a needle out from that big black bag. He saw the ambulance come. Two jockeys left on their own two legs.

Everything seemed so silent. The result came up on the boards. Nobody seemed to care. He came third. Bubbles best result yet. But he didnt care. He survived.

Alayna finally pushed through the crowd, and when she made it to the front rail she was met by a tall, buff security guard. He must have been watching her shove past people and stood there to meet her. 

"I have to get by." She said, almost completely ignoring him and starting to climb over the fence. 

The man stopped her with a big arm, she looked up at him defiantly. "I can't let you go out there ma'am, if you're curious to see what's happening then wait for the tabloids." 

She frowned and looked at his nametag, it read "Jason". He seemed to have a kind face, simply doing his job. She thought she had seen him around a few times. She dug in her purse and pulled out her wallet. Opening it she then slid out a plastic covered card with a picture of her on it, her jockey card. She flashed it to him. "Jason...I'm a jockey here..I...I have to see...have to know if he's alright. Craig...Craig Knight...have you seen him?" 

Jason glanced over at the chaos thoughtfully. She was getting tired of waiting, thinking about just blowing past him and running over to the blue screens, but that would get her in trouble with the jockey club and Hath, so she stood silently, shifting her weight and looking up at him expectantly. 

"Hmm..." He rubbed his slightly stubbled chin. "The announcer called his name...I know the man you're talking about, but I didn't recognize him in the pile up. Wasn't he riding...uh...Bubbles?" 

"I don't know," She said desperately, "He acted like he didn't know who he'd be riding when I asked him." 

"I think that was him....if it was, then the announcer called out the wrong name because Bubbles passed the finish line. He was one of the ones lucky enough to shy away from the pack when everyone went down." He picked up her jockey card and looked at it for a moment. "Miss....O'Shea, why don't I escort you to the paddock area? I can get you through faster than you could on your own." 

She knew he was referencing her size, it did make it hard to get through large crowds. She nodded her head up at him. "Please, that would be great....thank you." She hustled towards the paddocks and he had to lumber along quickly to stay ahead of her and part the sea of people. They made it through without too much trouble, and he openned the gate to let her in. She looked around frantically and spotted the riders that had made it through the race in one piece standing together.

"Craig?" She called out loudly and one of the silk-clad bodies turned to look at her. She knew the face immediately and ran towards him. She impacted hard with him as she wrapped her arms around him and burried her face in his chest. Her limbs seemed to turn to jello from being so relieved, and she clung on to him tightly to keep herself standing. She wasn't crying, but she had to fight back a few tears from the relief that flooded her from thinking that he had been one of those jockeys behind the blue screen.

He had heard his name and he had turned. Just moments before he had sat off Bubbles since his grooms had come. One girl had stood by the gates to the barns with a halter in her hands, tears streaming down her face. Her horse would not wear that halter...ever again. He knew how it felt like. He watched the woman that had called run towards him. Then there was a impact and she wrapped her arms tightly around him. He held her, kissed the top of her head as he stroked her hair. Like a sixth sense he spotted some photograpers and turned, sheilding them with his back. He might not be as big as Thomas but he could at least provide a little cover. Making his way to the sidelines he then slowly brought her back a step so he could see her face. A slight frown of worry was seen on his face. Had something happend at the farm? With the dogs? Was she ok? 

"Kitten? Are you ok?"

A sting in his stomach made him clench his jaws a little. For once he was hungry. He felt her shiver and he brought her close again, didnt care that he might smell like sweat and horse. "What are you doing here, Kitten...did you see the race?"

"I..I'm ok..." She said in a tight voice, those damn tears still stinging at her eyes. "I jus...just got here and....then I heard that there was a pile up and they called your name...and I couldn't get to you and..." She ran out of breath, she had been talking quickly. She noticed another pestering photographer in the corner of her eye and let go of him, then took his hand and led him into one of the hallways that ran under the jockey quarters. She sat down on a bench and he sat next to her. She slumped to the side to rest her head on his shoulder. At least the press wasn't allowed to come back here. 

"Hath let me come to see you race....and to check on the horses here. I race in a week with Maethor...race 8.....thought maybe I should breeze him later today." She said, mostly just to be talking, to calm herself down. She was getting sleepy now, after the lousy night's sleep and the recent scare, and she leaned against him a little more. 

"What did you place? You were riding...Bubbles, Jason said? Is he a good ride?" She thought that she had heard the horses' name before...briefly, on the news or something. Maybe he was a popular mount, if so, she was happy Craig got to ride him. Or maybe he had a famous sire. 

A thought popped into her mind. "Would you like to breeze Alqua with me? Maethor could use some competition to get him going, probably...she's a good, reliable mare. A fun ride. Maybe after some food?" She asked as she noticed that his stomach growled. She was hungry, as well, they could make a quick trip to the track's cafeteria and then breeze the two Thalion babies on their practice track.

He continued to stroke her back, rocking her slightly, as she talked. Had she gotten scared? Another kiss was placed on her head. "If Bubbles are a good ride? One never know, depends on when you ask." He grinned a loopsided grin "...was better today than last time...six months ago...he kept himself on his legs this time...and actually finished ON the board for once... I actually thought he would go down...freaking bastard...but today I guess it was a good thing he have all of his nerves on the outside and...have you ever ridden a horse that thinks that EVERYone, including the waterbucket that have been in your stall always is out to get you? But then, the next day you and the waterbucket is the best buds ever. I seriously believe that horse is bipolar or something. One time I caught him trying to stare down a poster some of the grooms had put up on some popstar...or if its actor...he that plays Batman? Next time he popped his head out, like an hour later, the same poster was very, very scary and he didnt even dared to walk past it to get to the walker. They had to over it up for him to pass it." He let out a soft snork. "Its weird how I end up with all the fruitcakes on hooves, but I guess it takes one to know one right?"

Holding one of her hands in his he stroked the upper side of it. "Its strange...in reversed order, pedigree wise he have the same blood as my favorite..AK...he was retired not that long ago...is a stud up in Canada now, outside Alberta. Crazy fucker, dangerous as hell if you were a groom...but man...he could run...dammit...it was beautiful...you could feel that he wasnt even trying, it all came so easy, and yet he was a big bloke..."

"Breeze Alqua?" He brought her hand up to his lips where he kissed it "Ride...a fun mare?" He leaned in on her, nuzzled her ear, nibbling her neck lightly "I rather have a fun Kitten ride me..."

His hand stroked her back soothingly and she felt herself struggling to stay awake. It was so silly, when she was away from him she always felt on her toes, slightly jumpy, even. Then, when she was next to him she felt secure and relaxed. She hoped she didn't come off as clingy to him. She didn't mean to...but when you had such a loving, caring man you just didn't want to be away from him. She would have to get used to it, though, since he was going to be at the racetrack more often, now. It would just take time....

She smiled a bit as he talked about the horses that he'd ridden in the past. "I've ridden plenty of crazies...but they were just...crazy." She laughed. "Not quite as bipolar as what you're describing. One mare, an insane little thing...redheaded like me," She gave him a wink. "she had a particular fear of the jockey silks, so it made it...interesting to mount her. She could fly, though, once you got her out on the track. She seemed to forget her fears, then. Beat all the boys on the track even if she was only 15.2hh." 

"You'll like Alqua. Her strides are huge and she's got a really smooth gait, like you're riding a big, white cloud, almost." She grinned at his comment and couldn't help but bend her neck a bit to give him better access when he began to nuzzle at it gently, his stubble scritching against it. "Later, Stallion...good things come to boys who wait." She said with a naughty grin and gave him a quick kiss on the lips that left them both wanting more. 

She took his hand and they walked to the caffeteria. They both ate some fruit once they got there along with some water. Not much, but it gave them some energy, at least. She had given him a few heated glances across the table as they ate, sucking at the juice from the orange she was eating when it got on her fingers. It was amusing to tease him a bit, to watch his expression change. Sometimes it became so intense it almost made her gasp. 

Once they finished their tiny 'meal' they headed for the barn where the two horses were held. She got both of them out and hooked them to the crossties, then handed Craig Alqua's tack. Maethor was broody, as usual, and stood silently with his ears slightly back. Alqua was her usual busy self and entertained herself by trying to lip at Craig's shirt every time he passed by. Alayna giggled and strapped on her protective vest and helmet and led Maethor out of the barn. Crag walked by her side, Alqua passing a few other horses and laying her ears back each time only to pop them back up as she passed. Typical mare. 

They got to the practice track and a few grooms were there, so Alayna asked for a leg up and a man held Maethor while she mounted. Craig did the same and they were soon being led to the gates, her competitive side kicking in. "Good luck, Stallion." She said with a smirk. Chances were he would win. Alqua had a longer stride than Maethor, and she seemed to like to run better than him, also. Alqua loaded easily, but Maethor balked a bit, being his usual sulky self and not wanting to comply with the grooms pushing his quarters into the metal cage. 

He finally loaded, and she gave Craig a grin and a wink before focusing on the track before her. She laughed for a moment when she thought she heard Craig say "May the best stallion win." right before the bell rang. They both broke well, Alqua starting a bit more slugglishly because of her size, so Alayna took the oppourtunity to move to the rail, where Maethor would have a better chance against his half-sisters longer stride. 

Alqua caught up to them quickly, and they were nose to nose for a while, up to the last turn. She showed Maethor the whip and he kicked into his final gear, Alqua doing the same as they entered the home stretch. Oh, how good it felt to be racing again. The wind whiping past you and whistling in your ears. The horses moving so effortlessly beneath her. That feeling of almost flying it gave, it was probably the closest she would ever get to the sensation. She couldn't help but smile as they fought for the lead. 

They thundered past the finish line neck to neck, but Craig had passed just a nose ahead of her. She was happy for him, perhaps it would give him more confidence, having a nice, easy ride like that. She knew it had to bother him, coming back from such a bad fall. She had had a few, none as bad as what he had recently been through. But even those had made her nervous about returning to the track. Sometimes you just needed to ride a sweet, easy horse to make you feel better about yourself. 

She laughed as she pulled Maethor back and stopped him next to Craig. "Looks like the best Stallion won after all." She said with a grin and leaned down to pat Maethor's sweaty black neck. "Sorry, bud." She said amusedly, and the stallion gave a snort, jigging to the side a bit, still ready to go after his recent burst of energy.

Smiling he turned to her "Well...I like my ladies to come first...you know...what Knight would I be if I didnt...now...I would like to know my prize for this feat milady love?" It had been nice to just breeze them, no hustle, no bustle...just having fun. He had been a little...worried. Not that he would ever admit it. He would bite it down and do it anyway. Guys werent suppose to get worried or scared. As he blinked he heard it all again, saw it all. Had he looked back after all? Or did his brain fill it all in by itself? Cortez hadnt moved. He had been so pale. He bit the inside of his cheek. This had made him just shrug his shoulders before. Was it any different now? Was it different...because of her? He glanced to the side, looked at the woman that sat on the stallion. His stomach gave him a pinch.

The mare had been a easy mount, like butter she had done what he asked for, almost begging her to kneed her withers more, to stroke her across the neck as he gave her more rein. That had made him grin, like most girls he had been with. But there wouldnt be more of that...he felt it in his heart. This had been the first time he had seen her doing a fastjob. She was good but he would forbid her to ride Bubbles if she ever would get him as a ride. That horse was far to...crazy to put it mildly. The mare let out small grunts of pleasure as he scratched her across her sweaty neck and praised her. "Guess there is one more that like me when I...touch her...perhaps you got a rival here Kitten?" he smirked.

"We might have to fight over you." She said with a wry smile at him, giving a small jab with one of her hands and giggling. "And as for your prize...I can come up with something." She just smiled and jumped off the stallion, loosening his girth so his heaving sides had room to breathe. She gave him another scratch on his black, sweaty hide and he reguarded her with blue eyes, ears perked for a few seconds before he layed them half-back like he was sulking once again. She just rolled her eyes at him and led him towards the barns. 

They both rinsed off their horses after they untacked them, making sure that all the sweat was washed away. Alqua loved water, so when Craig brought the hose up to her he was probably surprised to see her stretch her neck out and raise her top lip up, begging for a drink. Alayna laughed as he looked on a bit confused at the big mare's antics. "She wants a drink, just hold the stream in front of her mouth." He did and Alqua began to slurp up the water happily, Craig grinning at her. 

Maethor wasn't quite as fun. He just stood there while he was being washed, shifting around a few times from nerves. She steadied him with a gentle hand and then led him back to his stall once he was fairly dry. She watched Craig finish up, he had taken a little longer since the mare had drank for a while and she had been constantly trying to chew on the hose in Craig's hands. He finally finished and unhaltered her in her stall, sliding the door shut. 

Alayna was sitting in the barn isleway with her back leaning up against Maethor's stall when he came over and sat next to her. She gave him a smile and leaned against his shoulder, even more tired now that she had just breezed a horse for the first time in a while. Her bad night's sleep was catching up to her. Her hand closest to him layed on his thigh. She drew small circles on it with her fingertips and glanced up at him with a grin. "Do you want your prize now....or later?"

The man just pulled her closer and kissed the tip of her nose. "There is time later, Kitten...you are tired...I dont have any more races today...we swing by the farm, check on if there are more things to be done and then we go home..." her nose recived another kiss "...we dont have to...every time...snuggles is fine with me too...its just...well...its..you...and I cant...help myself..." he hugged her a little closer.

"You want me to drive?" he asked when they walked up to her car "Im a good driver, just so you know..."

She fell asleep on the way, it didnt take long. Perhaps it was good that it was him driving then, not that he thought she would have risked their safety. At one point when he glanced her way it seemed like she was dreaming. The features around her mouth was moving. That was all he could see before he had to turn his eyes back on to the road. As he glanced in the rear mirror he saw a big black car, it had been behind them ever since they left the track. As the driver, that he couldnt see, saw that he had been spotted, it drifted back a little bit. As he turned off the mainroad it followed, not all the way to the gate however but it stopped for a few seconds watching before it drove off, only leaving a cloud of dust. Who the heck was that? A fan? Or just someone trying to find where they were going? Perhaps they tried to find the neigbours farm?

She woke slowly to the warm interior of her car. Looking to the driver's side she didn't see Craig, then, looking out the window she saw that they were at the farm. She yawned and stretched big, her back cracking a few times. She had been dreaming again, this time a good dream, just her and Craig back on the beach in Hawaii, sitting on the hot sand together. Nothing dirty, simply sitting and enjoying each other's company. There didn't seem to be much time for it now that they were back home, but it was nice to know that he was still there in her dreams, at least. 

She openned the door and got out. She didn't see anyone in the outdoor arena so she walked towards the old white-boarded farmhouse. Entering through the screen door she saw everyone sitting down at the kitchen table. Thomas had a glass of lemonade in front of him and he was covered in sweat, but looked just as happy as ever. Hath seemed to be poking some sort of food towards Craig, trying to get him to eat it, and Craig looked over at her as she entered, seemingly happy for the distraction to keep Hath from feeding him. She waved to everyone and rubbed her bleary eyes, walking over to the table to plop down in a chair. 

Hath then came over to her and offered her the same plate of food she had been trying to give Craig. She smiled and took one of the pieces of cornbread off of it, thanking her. Luckily Hath took it to the counter and sat it down. She thought she saw Craig give out a relieved sigh at that and giggled at him. Hath and Thomas both looked to have fading blushes on their cheeks and they eyed each other from time to time. 

It made Alayna smile to herself, seeing them finally embracing their feelings for one another and acting like adults about it instead of 13 year old's. She wondered what their wedding would be like if they got married? Would she be a bridesmaid? Would Craig be a groomsman? It would be fun, and she would be so happy for them. That made her wonder about her own wedding......would she ever have one? She had never really thought about it much before, too busy with trying to get jobs and deal with her parent's deaths to think about a relationship. But now that she had met Craig....she couldn't help the hopeful feeling in her heart, but shoved it to the back. They had just gotten to the girlfriend/boyfriend stage, she should be happy enough with that for the time being. She gave Craig a smile and placed her hand over his, which was resting on his leg.

Hathien had said he never would need to knock but as he came around the corner to the kitchen he figured that perhaps he would need to knock from now on. Not for his sake...but for theirs... He wouldnt have become bothered if any of them would have walked in on him and Kitten...in fact Hathi had already done that...once...he grinned at the memory. Did she remember that? They had both been caught up in their embrace to notice him at first. Thomas arms had been wrapped around the woman like two giant pythons, one of his hands just almost touching a breast, Craig noted (since he was a guy noting things like that)...or rather...a fingertip or two...if it was all he dared for now or if it was just 'misplaced' he didnt know. 

It amused him that they finally, as Kitten expressed it all, had dared to act on the feelings between them that had been so obvious to everybody else...except those with the feelings. He leaned against the frame of the door for a few moments longer before he cleared his throat. "Is this a private staffmeeting or..." If any two people could have bolted from eachother those two would take a olympic meadal. Craig chuckled. Both of them tried to act casual, not that they did a very good job at it, both with a blush on their cheeks, Hathis went down to her neck, Thomas tried to look like he was stacking some magazines on the counter. Craig chuckled again.

"Guys...its ok to kiss when you are together...I didnt bother knocking since you said it was just to go in, and I didnt sneak...I thought you heard me..."

They had laughed at that, a little nervous, but still... Hath had fiddled with a plate of food, a normal thing it seemed when she didnt know what to with her hands. There was always food in this house. A smile. A good thing when there was a man like Thomas about. He had never seen anyone eat like that. Hath had just got a call from Nathan, the guy whos place he had filled in. He would stay another week in Texas. For a horse. Or rather the owner needed help...with the horse. At that Craig had raised his brow and grinned. "...its a woman...trust me...you dont stay in that owen for just a horse...it has to be something more..." He had asked if the man had said anything about the horse when Kitten appeared.

"Hey sleepyhead..." He was all to happy to have Haths foodprodding intentions transfered to her. It was almost like having Kitten doing a lapdance (oh, the dragon thought, good idea...lets ponder that for a bit) but with food. His stomach had growled loudly. As she placed her hand on his leg the dragon moved.

Alayna couldn't help but notice that Craig looked at Hath and Thomas with an amused face. That along with their slightly fading blushes made her curious. Had something happened? Maybe Craig had said something naughty enough to make them blush...which wouldn't take much, really...

She had heard his stomach growl and broke off half of her piece of cornbread, prodding it towards him. He had looked at it for a moment but she raised one eyebrow and gave him a look. He took it reluctantly and nibbled on it while they sat at the table. 

"You heard from Nathan, then?" She asked after a moment. She had heard Craig mention his name when she had walked in the door. Hath nodded and told her that he would be staying another week. The thought relieved her a bit....that meant Craig could have a steady job here at the farm for one more week. Not that he needed money badly now that Esmerelda had given him some, but he could save it, at least, and spend it on something that he wanted. 

She slid her hand down his leg slowly to land on his knee which she gave a gentle squeeze and then brought it back up again. Hath told her about the happenings of the day. Arrow had jumped his paddock and had sent Thomas on a wild goose chase trying to get him before he went into any of the forest trails. Craig had chuckled at that and she gave a smile too. Thomas looked at them a bit miffed. "He kicked me while he was at it, right in the shin." Alayna couldn't help the giggle that escaped her lips. 

They talked for a bit longer and then said their goodbyes. She scratched Barf for a minute on the way to her car and he looked up at her with loving eyes, a bit of drool falling from his jowls. "Bye, buddy, I'll bring Penny over soon and you two can have a play date." She said with a final pat, and they hopped in her car and headed home.

They hadnt driven far when he saw the dark car again. Had it been waiting for them? Since he had offered to drive home he stepped on the gas. He frowned as he changed lanes and saw that the dark car followed. He glanced at the woman next to him, she seemed yet to be aware of the fact. She had borrowed a magazine from Hathi that she was looking in. It seemed like if it was possible the dark car held one car between them, like he didnt know when he was being followed.

He wasnt sure on what to do. Who could be following them? Journalist looking for a scoop? A fan? He shuddered. What would she say if she knew that a fan had snuck into his room and undressed herself, slipping into his bed? He had been drunk and pretty much out of it, still today he wasnt sure if something had happend. He didnt think so but she had...touched him. It made him queasy to think of...she would be a beautiful woman when she grew up but 16 was...no...even he had some sort of limits. Upwards, having...or when he had older women...that was something else... His thought drifted...what would she say if she knew about Lydia...he wasnt sure how old she was exactly...but over 50 at least...but even if some parts was saggy she still looked more beautiful than Bubbles and her friend Barbie.

Suddenly he saw that the dark car had come up very, very close. He swore but didnt had time to do anything before the other car gave them a push from behind.

Alayna was absorbed in her magazine when she heard Craig curse and looked up just as she felt something push her car from behind, her body thrown forward a bit by the impact. "Shit!" She exclaimed, and turned around to see a black car at their bumper. The windows were tinted the same dark shade and she couldn't see anyone inside. Craig was slowing her car down, as if to stop and get insurance information from whoever hit them, but as he began to brake the car changed lanes quickly and flew off down the road, squeeling tires as they accelerated. 

Alayna was taken by surprise, and all she could do was look at Craig with a shocked expression for a moment. A frown slowly emerged and she could feel her face reddening. "Who the hell was that?!" She asked to no one in particular. "Why did they rear end us? There was no reason for them to even be that close to us!" Craig had stopped on the shoulder of the road by now and Alayna got out quickly, stomping to the back of the car to look at the damage. 

She groaned when she saw the small dent in the bumper. It wasn't much, but she had bought the car new. Now she was going to have to get it fixed. One more payment to make. She didn't talk about her money situation to Craig much, but with all of her recent trips to the hospital things were piling up. Luckily, the farm had payed for half of the cost when she was bucked off Rome and Dagor, but it was still plently to pay, even with insurance covering her. She cursed under her breath and looked over at Craig who had gotten out to look at the damage with her. 

"Do you have any idea who that was, Craig?" She asked, hoping he might have some kind of guess so that she wouldn't have to fix the damage herself. Was it purposeful? There didn't seem to be any reason for them to rear end them....they weren't at a stop sign, Craig hadn't slowed down....and it was more of a tap than a hit. Weird....

She pursed her lips and headed back to the passenger seat of her car, wondering who might have it out for them...and the biggest threat that crossed her mind was...Morgan...she shivered at the thought.

His lips was pinched, and his stomach was acting up again, sharp stings out of worry, anger and all the emotions inbetween. This was not just a weird thing anymore...it could be dangerous. "I dont know who it was...but that car...it followed us here... first I thought that it was just someone lost but..." He scratched his head. "Did you see the plates? I didnt see it had any...at least not in front and I...Kitten are you ok? You arent hurt...neck feel fine? Maybe we should call the bob...the police and report this?" A deep sigh escaped him as he got in the car again. He glanced at her. "Im sorry for the bump...he came up way fast...I pay for it...I did get some extra cash today..."

When they got hope he put on the TV just in time for the news as they showed the crash on the track. He swallowed. In a way that crazy horse had saved him. If he hadnt shied, despite his stumble... Cortez was alive...but in a coma and it wasnt certain that he would wake up. One horse had died on the spot with a broken neck and another was still hanging in there. Craig pulled his hand through his hair before he got outside. He leaned over the railing, his hands holding his head, then rubbing his face. It had been close. When he had been on his own the thrill had been exciting...but now...he loved what he did...and had never thought he would like to do anything else...but...had he grown weak...soft...just beacause he had let himself love someone? Had he lost the sting?

She had told him that she didn't want him paying for the dent, that it wasn't his fault and that she would be earning extra once she started racing again. It wasn't his duty to pay for things like that, not when they were just boyfriend and girlfriend. It also wasn't crucial that she fixed it right away, anyway. It was only a dent, and she could take care of it later when she was in a better financial situation. 

They got home and she began to wash some dishes that were in the sink when Craig turned on the TV. She couldn't help but turn around when she heard the news reporter talking about the "Dramatic pile up at Keeneland racetrack". She watched with wide eyes as it showed the horses and riders falling, tumbling in heaps of kicking legs and thrashing bodies and fear spiked in her heart. What if he had been one of the unlucky ones? She saw him in the video, at the corner of the screen. His horse had spooked just in time, but it had still stumbled, almost not catching itself before its face bit into the track. 

She had to look away for a moment, not able to watch or think about what could have happened. She had to stop thinking that way...all of the horrific scenarios that ran through her brain. She had to trust that things would get better for them and she needed to let him have his space to do his job instead of hounding him and probably filling him with more worry. She looked back up when the news story had changed to see that Craig was gone, and she just barely caught a glimpse of the front door shutting softly. 

She frowned. He didn't usually go out to the landing unless something had upset him. Was it the car accident? The race? Had she done something wrong? She decided to give him some space and time to think, like she had promised herself she would, so she finished washing the rest of the dishes. Once they were dried and put up she walked slowly to the door and pulled it open. She saw the back of him, leaning against the railing and rubbing at his temples. She closed the door gently behind her and walked up to him, placing her hand lightly on his back, just leaving it there in a supportive gesture. She leaned down a bit to where her face was more on his stooped level. "Craig...you ok, babe?" She asked with a worry-laced voice.

She had come out so silently he had jumped at her touch. Her hand was warm, just like she always was. He wanted to be back to their own little getaway. Suddenly he wanted more, but was feeling scare on moving forward...scared on what was up ahead...what would he do for a living if...if he wasnt a jockey...he couldnt be shut in an office all day. Who hired an exjockey? He knew horses...but...

He was silent at first. The touchy feely crap wasnt really his thing but on the other hand...he had never had anyone really ask how his day had been, how he felt about things...well..Sven had...he still felt himself cringe at the looks he had given him...how he must have looked at...what had he hoped for really...that he would be the one to be the 'girl' or... Another cringe went through his body.

"I didnt realize it was that close...thats all...I have been...in crashes...before...and I have shaken them off me. The guy that ended up in a coma...I joked with him..and teased...you know...how it is, before the race...he was looking at me when it happend...but Im not sure what really happend...I think...I think the horse in front of him broke down and that was it..." he glanced at her, tried to smile "...he had no chance in hell to avoid it..."

The man sighed and turned around, now leaning his butt against the railing. "Its good to have respect, but its not good to be scared...you never win if you are scared...the horse feel it...and you dont really need your own nerves on top of all that power. Its like trying to drive a semi just after you got your license...you know how to bloody drive...but..suddenly everything becomes so much harder and you just feel the power in your hands slipping away."

"This shit normally didnt become me much...sure it was sad but you was always happy it wasnt you...tomorrow is another day and all that crap...you took your beer and celebrated..." he took her hand and pulled the woman to his chest so he could hold her tight "...all I thought of now was you..."

She looked at him sadly as he explained the crash on the track and bit the inside of her cheek. She knew how scary it was to fall with a thousand pound animal. To not know if it would roll over you, crushing the breath and possibly life out of you as it went, or if it would land on you, pinning you to the track, unable to move. Good thoughts never flashed through your mind as you fell...as you skidded across the hard surface of the track, curling up into a ball and praying that the horses behind didn't trample you. The thoughts made her cringe. What if that had happened to him again? What if he hadn't made it out of the fray? What if his horse had stumbled the rest of the way, tumbling to the ground? Plus the mention of a coma....it all had her worrying about his next ride...and the next...and the next...

She was relieved when his strong arms wrapped her up in an embrace and she rested her head in the crook of his neck, wrapping her own arms around him as well. He had only thought of her? The thought warmed her heart, in an eerie sort of way. Like he was saying she would be his last memory as his life flashed before his eyes and then vanished completely. She clung to him a little harder, closing her eyes. 

"It scares me senseless, Craig....more than anything. The thought of losing you. You're...all I have, all I live for...all I wake up in the morning for. If something happened to you..." She shuddered and buried her face tighter against his neck, trying to block out the bad thoughts. Everyone she loved was dead. Would it happen to him, too? Would their fast-paced lifestyles be the early death of them both? She had so many plans...so many things she wanted to do before she died, all with him beside her, supporting each other on their journey through life. 

She continued to rest on his warm chest, but lifted her eyes up to gaze into his kind, brown eyes. "You're the one for me, Craig....that puzzle piece that was missing from my heart..." One hand lifted from his back to stroke gently across his cheekbone. Her voice was beginning to fail her. Like the emotion was so large, so breathtaking that it was impossible to put into words. "If there's anything I can ever do to make it hurt less...please...tell me." She said in a broken whisper in reference to not only the crash on the track today, but all of the problems that plagued him. She wanted to help him...to make things better...somehow...any way that he would let her. 

She lifted her head from his chest and brought her mouth up to cover his in a slow, deep kiss. It was like she was trying to heal his pains through this one gesture. If only it was that easy.

He answered her kiss with hunger, letting his own tongue investigate her mouth and wrestle with her tongue. Arms made strong by countless of hours in the gym, battling strong animals with strong wills as well as hours of farmwork pressed her against his body. One hand went down, gripping her round firm rump, squeezing it. This was perhaps a 'cheap thing' but...she had asked and he replied with action. It was new for him to talk and normally he acted or did not act when it came to emotional things happening to him. Love, affection and trust had scared him since his father left, Sven and then the final blow with the ones that he had sacrifficed so much for...out of love...of what he thought was love. Perhaps it had only been his strong sense of responsibility and doing whats right. He had never been out of passion. That was perhaps what had made him a skillful jockey, and perhaps even what made ladies love him. He had treated every woman like she had been the one most loved in the world, a godess, and seen even those with minor perfections. Sure, the ones that culture said was beautiful was still in greater numbers but that didnt take away the fact that he had been with 'small grey mice' and older, much older women. But it wouldnt be more of that now...

Breaking the kiss, and starting a trail of little nibbles on her neck as he tried to speak but not much came out as words. His voice was cracking with emotion and he blinked to rid himself of the begining of tears. Guys didnt cry. Not over words at least. "..just...hold me.."

His words crushed her heart. The voice he had used was almost pleading, begging her to help him. If this was what he wanted...what would make him feel better, at least for a little while, she would do it with all her heart and soul. She had to keep her own lip from quivering, the hint of sadness that he had let show in his voice had set off her emotions. She was already frazzled from the day, and then the person she loved most in the world being in pain was about to tip her over the emotional edge.

She kissed him once again, this time more tenderly, lighter, almost like she would damage him if she pressed too hard. She moved backwards, coaxing him to walk slowly with her until her back pushed up against the door. Reaching a hand back she found the door knob and twisted it, letting them back inside. She broke off the kiss and shut the door once more. Then took his hand and led her to the soothing darkness of the bedroom. When she got there she placed her hand on his chest and gently pushed him down onto the soft matress, looking in his eyes as she did so with a gaze that said "trust me". 

She took his boots off first, along with his socks. Then moved to his pants, unbuckling, unbuttoning and unzipping them she slid them off with his help. He didn't seem to know what it was she was doing. She wasn't touching or kissing him in between, only removing his clothes, as if he were a child that had gotten scrapped up in a fall, knees and elbows bloodied and skinned, and needed a change of clothes. She gave him a reasuring glance as she then took off his underwear. She let him sit back up and she drew his shirt over his head. 

She stepped back once he was completely nude, and he once again looked up at her with confused eyes. She grabbed her own shirt and pulled it up and over, tossing it aside. She did the same to all of her clothes until she was naked as well, standing before him. She then walked over to him and joined him on the bed, sliding close to him. There was something about skin-to-skin contact that made things more comforting...more personal. The warmth and closeness, maybe. That's why she had done it. She knew that he felt comfort in sex...she did, too, but she didn't think that he wanted sex right now....only for her to simply hold him, like he had asked. 

She stroked her hand across his cheekbone once more, looking into his eyes and giving him a faint, encouraging smile. She then gave him a kiss, not an overly heated one, just a simple, sweet kiss that he returned. When she broke it off she slid up a bit to where he could rest his head on her chest and he did so while she wrapped her arms around him securely, one hand running soothingly through his soft hair. He had wrapped his arms around her as well. She could feel his slight arousal against her leg, but it was a natural reaction, and he was laying on top of her, both of them naked. She didn't give it much thought, she was aroused, too, but didn't act on it. Right now she would just craddle him here, both of them safe in each other's arms. There would be a time for their arousal later, whenever that would be, perhaps it would make him feel better, as well.

It was like his entire body relaxed but he couldnt help his reaction to her nudity and warmth as well as a reaction to her undressing him...and herself. He tried to ignore it. Her heartbeat under his ear felt comforting, motherly, safe. His hand came up and rested on her belly. If the scare had been real...how would it have looked like if... Craig swallowed. Why did he think of that...now... they should be happy that nothing happend. Her hand ran through his hair. Little by little his tension faded. There was still things he wasnt sure how to express and therefore he kept them, pressed down, inside of himself. He shouldnt bother her with his ghosts.

Slowly his hand that had rested on her belly went upwards and with his indexfinger he circled her nipple lightly, watched it contract, then he did the same to the other one. Slowly he let his finger make a spiralpattern outwards. For some reason, breasts intrigued him. They came in different sizes but they all reacted the same way by the same touch. With the same light touch he took the first nipple between his indexfinger and thumb, pinching it just lightly, similar to if he had taken it in his mouth. That motion seemed to send a shiver through her body, perhaps even her heartrate went up. 

Sex was perhaps a all to easy solution instead of talking...but sex was feeling and response to the same. It only brought good stuff to the surface, at least with her. He forgot about his pains, his troubles and worries. It was only her body and how he could please her in new ways. He placed his warm hand on top of one of her breasts, moving it slightly in a circular motion before he looked up. Her eyes was hooded, and she was biting her lip just a little bit. 

"Do you have any fantasy Kitten...any sexy dream..." one corner of his mouth pulled upwards "..what is the hottest thing you know..."

Her breathing caught in her chest when he began to touch her. Her body had reacted immediately to his, it was already aroused and it knew what to expect now that he had kicked it into another gear. She was biting her lip when he asked her the question. It took her off guard....she had certainly given thought to it before, but now that he asked the question her opinions on the subject had seemed to scatter. 

She pondered for a moment until her mouth quirked up into a small grin. "Well...." She began, looking at him with that same smile. "...I suppose I find a man who calls all the shots for a night irresistable. Ravage me, dominate me, pull my hair, don't be afraid to demonstrate what you know....show me how much you want me." She could almost feel her pupils dialating at the thought. It was all still with respect, of course, she would never tell any other man that. Craig was the only one she could trust to tell it and expect anything slightly like what she wanted in return. Any other man would take it as an excuse to just give rough, primal sex. But that wasn't what she meant at all. Instinctual was ok, but it still had to remain passionate, or the feeling was lost. 

She looked at him with slight curiosity. Wondering if he would think she was silly. Most women wanted to be in charge, and it was fine....but she had been the one in charge most of the time with the other men she had been with. She didn't trust them enough to let them have the upper hand, so to speak. A few she had trusted enough to let closer and have more control, but they were few and far between. But with Craig, the man she trusted completely, the posibilities seemed endless. She bit her lip softly as she waited.

Chuckling low he sat up. "...so...my fierce Kitten isnt a feline dominatrix then? You would look hot in such outfit though..." He licked his lips. Lydia had cuffed him to the bed once...that had been...interesting...and that she would have fluffy cuffs in her drawer..well...it didnt really match the image one could have of a woman in her age. He was all for giving a woman what she wanted but a part of him always felt a little worried about the dominating part. Sure he could act a role but some women he had been with had been scared when it came down to it all due to previous men that had been just that. Some fought back while others...just faded away to a ghost of themselves. It had felt like a victory in a way to get these women to dare to take some charge instead of just lay there, eyes closed and wait for it to be 'over and done with' as one had said.

He let his finger trace her body, tantalizingly slow, moving downwards. His voice was low, thick with lust as he gazed at her naked body, taking it in with all of his senses. "So if not a dominatrix, what are you? Are you perhaps...a woman in some acciant war, a virgin goddess in silks and pearls, snatched away from her sheltered temple by a big hairy brute, taken as his booty and then, sold to another man on the market like she would have been meat...a piece of flesh...to be sacrificed to the heathen gods.." As he spoke softly he touched her, like her skin was delicate to touch. On her side of the bed he had snatched up a scarf she had there, it was the one he had given her in London. He let it tickle her as he first covered her breasts with it and then, after have teased her nipples through it, slowly pulled it off.

Taking one in his mouth he sucked at it hard at first and before letting go he carefully took it between his teeth and bit it just lightly. Never so it was painful, just holding it as he pulled at it before he covered it with his lips again. He grinned at her, his gaze heated as he took the scarf and tied it on her head so she couldnt see him. "Perhaps this can be something...now...lay still...dont..move...Im a brute, viking perhaps, just like the one that sold you...picture yourself in his bed chamber..waiting...imagine the sounds...the notion what he will do to you when he comes..." He pressed her down after putting the scarf over her eyes and stepped off the bed, leaving her for a few moments after pretending to tie her arms. In reality he just tuck them in under the pillow he had placed under her head. There was a sound of him locking the door, some non-brute like cooing to the puppy and then what had to be him giving her something that would keep her busy and out of the bedroom. Some sounds also told of him getting something in the kitchen.

Coming back to the bedroom there was sounds that gave away he had a tray with him but what it was she wouldnt be able to tell, unless the woman would wiggle her nose in such way the lose tied blind would fall down her nose. He bent down, forming his warm hand around her breast and then let his mouth warm the tip of it. After a few teasing sucking motions together with mimicing them on the other breast with his hand his smile was heard in his voice as he spoke, even if he tried to stay in some form of character. "Little loveslaves should be quiet...I wont tell you again..."

Next he smeared something warm and creamy on her body with a brush that was soft but firm at the same time. What seemed to be circles and other shapes. He even took the brush over her lips. "Taste" he commanded.

She bit her lip and whined as his teeth clenched gently around her nipple, her back arching to meet him. She only had a moment to look at him before he tied the scarf he bought her in London around her eyes, her vision going black since she was forced to shut her eyes. He also tucked her arms under her pillow before he walked away. 

Her mind raced, filled with desire and anticipation for the man that she hoped would come back soon. If he didn't she might just have to go dominatrix on him and let herself out of her 'bonds'. She had given him a bit of a sarcastic look when he mentioned her not being a dominatrix. Of course she could be. She had been before and she was very good at it if she said so herself, but she wanted something different with Craig. This relationship was different, it had turned everything she used to know upside down, forcing her to change, in good ways. 

The darkness and the idea of 'bonds' also brought on other thoughts. Morgan had tied her....he had almost....She shivered. What would have happened it Craig hadn't gotten out of his ties? He would have raped her, definitely, but then what? Taken her with him to be some sort of slave? Killed her? She wouldn't put it past him, not since he had been drunk at the time and wasn't thinking. Her heartrate sped up at the thoughts. She couldn't think of that right now...but he always managed to creep into her mind at the worst of times....usually when she was trying to sleep. 

She jumped a bit at the small clang whatever Craig was holding made before she realized it was only him. Stupid. Of course it was only him, she had heard him lock the door and then go into the...kitchen? What had he picked up in there? A faint smile tugged at her lips as she thought of what it might be. 

She inhaled deep when his hand came back down to touch her breast. All of the bad thoughts going away at his touch. When his mouth closed over it she sighed with a small noise accompanying it. When he told her to be quiet she tried her best, biting her lip, but it was hard when she wanted him so bad. Something brushed against her body and she twitched against it before she realized he was sweeping something onto her skin. Was he painting her? Surely not, she didn't think she even had any paint in the house. 

The brush tickled her, awakening her senses and she moved slightly underneath of it. Suddenly, it came down to slowly brush across her lips. It took her by surprise for a moment. Surely it wasn't paint, now, but what would it be? When he demanded her to taste it his voice was rough and low and it made her lips part in wanting. She wanted to taste him, to feel him, to see him, but he was calling the shots right now, just as she had asked. Her tongue flicked out to drag across her lower lip and she was surprised when she tasted....sweetness....chocolate? Had he put chocolate on her? She smiled at him when she realized what it was, her body now aching for him to travel across it once more.

"These..." he said as he let the brush over her body again "...are symbols that will send messages to the gods when I send you to the vortex of bright light as the sacrifice they have demanded..." His tongue was harder than usual as he licked up the chocolate he had painted on her. It pressed at a rigid nipple, forcing it to yield slightly before he sucked it into his mouth, letting his tongue clean it off. "I said hush..." he said firmly as she whimpered and then sucked a little harder as punishment.

He wasnt satisfied until every trace of chocolate sauce was gone. While he had licked it off he had touched her else were too. Each time she had made a too loud of a noise he had taunted her even move, leaving her shivering and squirming. It was getting difficult to hold himself back as well. He swallowed as he took the brush again but this time he painted a zig zag pattern on himself. Next he 'released' her from her bonds and made her stand up on her knees and hands on the bed in front of him. Carefully he lay himself down in front of him so he faced the opposite way as she did. His voice trembled just slightly. For this he really had to concentrate. "Clean me" was his simple order and he brought her head to the little shallow area at his throat, where the trail of chocolate started. At first she seemed to have a hard time concentrating to since as she bent forward, still unable to see her breasts came in precise placement for his mouth. He pressed her closer so he got a better reach. 

As she continued down he got access to other areas of her body that got licks and nibbles. Then her legs bumped into his head and she stopped, the trail of chocolate wasnt done yet. "Well..spread..them..." was his next hoarse command. He felt her trembles but she did what she was told. Soon he was able to part her petals but he had just begun when she had found the dragon at the end of the trail. Her embracing warmth made him suck in air between his teeth and moan. This was a real test to withstand her pleasures enough for him to be able to do them to her. With a hand that wasnt busy caressing and teasing her he gave her rump some small smacks. Not hard, but enough so she felt them. 

Soon he felt the beginings of a tremble in her thighs as well as the fire in his own. "Turn around and straddle me...move down..." He stretched after a packaged little thing and gave it to her. "Now..put this on...without looking...use...use your hands...feel...touch..."

Her teeth bit down hard on the inside of her cheek when he told her to hush. How could she be quiet when he was doing this to her? Her body squirmed, instead, making up for the noises she wasn't allowed to make, fingers digging into the matress below. Every time a faint sound popped out against her will he would stop, lingering above her, and she had to hold herself back from begging. 

She waited silently, wantingly as he painted himself and then positioned her on the bed. When he ordered her to clean him she obliged with pleasure, as he guided her head down into the crook of his neck she drug her warm tongue across it, tasting the sweetness of the chocolate mixed with the saltiness of his skin. It was a bit hard to find the right spot, at first, but once she found the chocolate trail she followed it with her tongue, trying to make sure she got it all before moving to the next spot. 

Alayna gasped when his mouth found her breasts once more and gave him a nip on the chest in response, slightly hard. There was nothing wrong with a small mark or two, it made one remember what had happened whenever they saw it in the mirror the next morning. She pressed her chest closer to him as she worked her way down. The chocolate ran over his belly button and she dipped her tongue into it, then gave him another small nip. She was starting to get excited, she knew what was not far away. She would have used her hands to find it, but they were busy supporting her at the moment. She felt weak, like her muscles had turned to jello, from his kisses, nibbles and touch. 

She hesitated when her leg bumped into his head, only for a moment, but he gave her another command, and she moaned at the roughness to his voice, the desire that filled it. She was getting to the point where she didn't care if he punished her for making noises. They felt like they were all waiting at her throat, clawing to bust loose. 

Her legs parted slowly, and she lowered herself down closer to him so that he could work with more ease. She was still completely blind, and when his hot tongue slid across her and it caused her breath to rush out of her lungs in a huff. "Nnn....Craig..." She pleaded as he continued. It was going to be hard to concentrate on him, but she lowered her head back down to his treasure trail. She rubbed her cheek along it, following it down to....oh...her nose bumped into it softly and it twitched against her. 

Steadying herself on her elbows she kissed the base of him. He had stopped for a moment, a moan escaping him which caused her body to arch against his, pressing her chest against him to let her nipples glide across his torso. He gave her bottom a few small smacks that made her moan. The surprise of it, along with the senses it brought to life was almost too much to bear. She was throbbing down below, his tongue doing too good of a job, but she was trying to hold off. It was better the longer you waited. 

Dipping her head down once more she found him again and kissed the tip of him, sucking on it for a moment before pushing her lips over him and down as far as she was able. She thought she felt him hiss a sharp intake of air as she began to move up and down him, her tongue playing with him as well. she continued on that way until she didn't think she would be able to hold off much longer, the prodding of his tongue becoming too much. 

He stopped, suddenly and ordered her to place the condom around him. She unwrapped it and possitioned herself sitting on his knees. Her hands glided up his thighs with a quick scritch before finding what she was looking for. She ran her hand up and down him a few times with a small grin on her lips. Then, deciding that he had had enough when his hips twitched under her she pinched the top of the condom and slid it over him with ease.

His breathing was hard, like he had been running. He wasnt sure how long this would last but she was as ready as he was. She seemed to be vibrating with lust, he felt it off her skin, and it arroused him even more. "On your knees.." he growled, his own desire no longer masked by any roleplay. He stopped her as she was about to lean forward. "I didnt say on your fours...baaad girl, bad..." and he slapped her buttcheek in a similar way he had done before only after the last slap he took hold of her hips and backed her up against him. He guided her, helped spread her legs and then pressed her down ontop of him. His arms embraced her, his hands covering her breasts, kneeding them as he bit the base of her neck a little. He continued to press her down, not letting her move at all, instead it was he that was in controll.

Alternating between slight rolling of his hips to harder thrusts, but by now she was so wet so only meant he got further in. However he wasnt too lustfilled so he forgot to be observant but her sounds that escaped her told him that it wasnt something to worry about. With his teeth he then, as the pressure seemed to build up, removed the blind. He nibbled at her neck again, up to her ear. One hand remained at her breast, rubbing it and letting her erect nipple play between his fingers. The other went down and found her core. At his touch she cramped around him, making him growl "mm...good kitten...more of that...use the..mm..muscles..." there was another low growl and then he grinned at her own sound. Even if he had 'realeased' her she had yet to look at him.

He felt it then, the begining for the both of them, another hard thrust and he felt their release. "Look at me! Look...at...me!" Like it would have been the hardest task possible her eyelids fluttered, her eyes searched his and when they finally met he rewarded her with a deep kiss as they went into the twirling light.

She came down slumped against his chest, he had leaned back on the bed so that she was sprawled on top of him. He had had to slip out of her so that she could turn to face him. Both were sweaty and breathing in pants, but she was extremely satisfied, and by the look on his face she thought he was, too. It had been amazing, the look in his eyes when they had met, so full of love and desire for her as well as a glimpse of the pleasure that was coursing through his veins. He had covered her mouth in a kiss, but she remembered making a loud moan in her throat as they came together. It was the first time she had ever come in sync with a man and the sensation was...out of this world. It was like everything had been amplified and it was almost like she would burst with the feeling. 

Looking up at him she smiled and ran her fingers through his hair, the ones at the edge of his forehead slightly damp with sweat. She could feel his chest moving beneath her as he breathed and she reveled in the feel of his skin against her's. "Thank you, Craig..." She said in a tired but satisfied voice. "That was...amazing...I love you..." She closed her eyes, once again unable to see like when she had been blindfolded, only able to hear, smell and touch him beneath her. His skin was hot and damp beneath her's, one of his hands trailing feather light along the ridge of her spine. She could hear his breath slipping gently in and out through his nose in sync with the rising and falling of his chest. He smelled...well...like sex and a bit of sweat, a scent that turned her on all over again. She was too spent  to act on it, though, besides she was more than satisfied and just wanted to lay with him. 

She felt herself getting more and more tired. She wondered if she had any chocolate sauce left on her...probably not, but Craig might since she hadn't been able to see. She would have to change and wash the sheets tomorrow, but not tonight...she honestly didn't feel like moving at all. She felt him shift under her and she opened her eyes lazily to see that he was placing the used condom in the garbage can next to the bed and he had grabbed the comforter, sliding it over both of them. She smiled at him when he looked back to her and she gave him a kiss on his cheek before snuggling her head back into his warm neck and drifting off.

A snork escaped him and he heard it again, somewhere from the depths of sleep. A mumble first escaped him. The knock came again and this time together with a yip from the puppy. How he got himself detangled from her body he wasnt sure but he grabbed what his hand got hold of and wrapped it around his waist as he stumbled to the door. Two and some more swears later he came to the door after stepping on two of Pennys toys. How one puppy had got so many toys scattered all over the flat was beyond him. Barf never had that many toys, on the other hand Barf had been happy just to lay sprawled over his legs as he watched tv. For now it was best for him on the farm, he simply didnt fit in a flat anymore...and hopefully he kept either Thomas or Hathi warm...if he was even let inside. The darn dog knew how to wiggle himself into all kind of places...and how to get to stay in there even if he got called 'baaaad dog'. 

After fumbling with the lock he got it open and found....Lillian outside... She smiled at first started talking "Oh, you were home...I was wondering, I saw the car and I figured that I would return some of Pennys toys that was forgotten at my place and...and..." He saw her eyes glance downwards to his exposed chest, then slightly down... Her eyes grew bigger and a slight blush colored her cheeks. Glancing down himself he saw some traces of chocolate Kitten had missed. He chuckled low and deepend his voice "...yes Lillian...Im the Candyman...have you ever seen my candy cane?" He smirked, then a soft 'ow' escaped him as someone bopped him on the head from behind. He laughed and stepped aside, letting the redheaded woman past. "You know Im kidding" and patted her behind.

She had woken with a start when he scrambled out from under her. She sat up blearily and yawned, a smile tugging at her lips as she remembered what made her so tired. She then heard a knock on the door and saw Craig wrapped up in her purple, fuzzy blanket heading for the door, Penny bounding around at his feet. She jumped up, too, and grabbed her silky robe off of the post of the bed, wrapping herself up quickly. 

Walking into the living room she arrived just in time to hear Craig say something about a 'candy cane' in a low, suggestive voice. She swatted him gently on the head and peered around one broad shoulder to see Lillian's blushing face standing in the doorway. The woman was still smiling in a friendly way, though. Lillian wasn't nearly as easy to embarass as Hath or Thomas which was a good thing based on their current situation. She scooted up next to Craig and looked over at him with a cocked eyebrow as he patted her bottom. Glancing down she noticed that he still had some chocolate sauce peeking out from under the blanket that hung precariously on his hips. Her cheeks flushed a bit at the memory, not from embarassment, but because her mind was replaying what had happened not long ago. Tearing her eyes from that little bit of chocolate sauce she wished she could help clean off him she looked up at Lillian who smiled back at her expectantly. 

"I was just telling Craig...that..I, uh, have a few of Penny's toys that were left at my house. So, I thought I'd bring them back, but, uh...I'm sorry if I interrupted...anything." She gave them both a raised eyebrow and knowing smile. 

Alayna was about to say something when Craig chimed in from her side with "The deed's been done, love--" He was going to keep going until Alayna swatted him once more, harder this time, on his chest but she couldn't help laughing at him as he stepped back, the blanket slipping as he did so and he had to grab it quickly, catching it just in the nick of time. Lillian's eyes got a little wider and she offered the toys over to Alayna who took them with a "Thanks, Lil" and a smile. She had offered her to come in and chat for a while, but she said she had to run on home, that she had some laundry that needed tending to. 

Craig snerked as the door shut and looked at her with a cheesy grin. She just rolled her eyes with a giggle that she was trying to hold back and bent down to offer the toys to Penny, who took one of them and trotted off happily. She stood back up to look behind her and see that Craig was looking very blatantly at her bottom. Turning on her heel to face him she walked seductively up to him looking him saucily in the eyes. When she got to him she placed her hand on his chest and trailed it down until it reached the edge of the blanket. She smirked at him suddenly and yanked it off, wrapping herself up in it and ran giggling back into the bedroom where she jumped back onto the bed, still quite sleepy from earlier and now warm and toasty in her robe and blanket.

Smirking he leaned on the doorpost, doing his best looking macho, doing his best trying to ignore the puppy that was trying to search - and lick - for whatever was smelling so yummy above 'daddys' leg, it simply didnt match the macho. He crossed his arms, slowly giving up his stern face since - as a matter a fact - a puppy tongue cant stop you from smiling. "Lucky for you I already sacrifced you to the goddess of hot and steamy sex, sweetie...otherwise I would have to...punish...you for it...grand blanket theft is seeeeerious matters my dear...what would the bobbys say I wonder?" He picked the puppy up that was a wiggle-wugggle-wiggle of excitement. Most dogs liked him even if he hadnt met them before. Even guarddogs usually took a liking to him for some reason.

He yawned a little. "Im taking a shower...you..blanketthieif...I can make some dinner after if you are hungry?" Another smile played on his lips as he looked at the woman snuggling with the pup, that seemed very content to be bedded down the way she was.

When he finished the shower, getting rid of the last, now quite sticky, chocolate and came out again both of them were sleeping. The woman seemed to be smiling in her sleep and just as he passed there was a small wag of a small puppy tail. He shut the door slowly and walked to the kitchen. Opening the fridge there wasnt much there, they didnt do much shopping... There was one carton of milk but as he took it out and sniffed it, the smell made him cringe. Looking deeper in he saw there was other things that might just walk out of there themselves if given the chance. He found a apron and took it on and started to do some light cleaning. Seemed like there would have to be some takeout for dinner or something tonight. He had his head stuck in the fridge when someone stroke his naked buttcheek, quite close to the more...noble parts...it made him yelp, bump his head on the edge of the fridge on his way out.

Alayna snickered as Craig bopped his head on the way out of the fridge. He gave her a raised eyebrow when he turned around and she just smirked back, looking him up and down. He was buck naked....except for the apron that she never really used hanging around his neck and tied to his waist....did he realize how silly he looked? Probably so, it was Craig after all, and his goofiness was one of the many reasons why she loved him. 

"You look...uh.. very dashing there, Stallion...what exactly are you trying to do?" She asked with a smirk. When he told her she just smiled and pushed him away from the fridge, but not before giving him a kiss on the cheek. "I'll take care of that, you call the take out place, I'll have whatever you have....and please...put some clothes on before he comes to the door." She laughed and swatted him on the bum with the tie of her robe as he turned around. 

Digging around in the back of the fridge she began to look at expiration dates, some were ridiculously overdue while other things had mold on them when she opened up containers. She cringed. She didn't usually make a habit of being this messy, she kept her apartment clean, but she had been so busy lately that she hadn't had the chance to clean much. The recent trips in and out of the hospital as well as work and a puppy had left her to abandon the housework. She would have to schedule a cleaning day...maybe Craig could help her move furniture to vaccum behind them. 

He had gotten dressed like she asked, although it wasn't much, just some shorts and no shirt, but anything was better than naked with an apron...She finally got through with the fridge and looked inside now that it was cleaned out. It looked...pathetic...like it was being used by someone who only ate once a month...she was going to have to go to the grocery. The pantry had plenty of food, but it was nice to have fresh, refrigerated things as well. She shut the fridge right as there was a knock on the front door and Craig walked over to answer it. 

It was a girl delivering the takeout and she looked to be a highschooler, perhaps eighteen. The eyes of the poor girl widened significantly when she took in the man that had answered the door. Alayna smiled as she watched. She didn't blame her, he was quite magnificent to look at...and he knew it, too, so it made things even worse when he flaunted it. She waited patiently behind him as he took the food and gave her the money. She had grabbed a tip and handed it to the girl that didn't seem to be able to concentrate any longer. Alayna even had to explain to her what the money was for and wished her goodnight. The girl just gave a faint smile and turned around slowly as Alayna shut the door.

Craig chuckled. "Had she never seen a brit in breifs before? She didnt blush though...not like...some people we know...although these isnt as dashing on me like the apron...I felt free and breezy in that..." He sat down with the food in the couch and took it up. It was from a new place this time and he had picked a simple salad. It had shrimps but he had dared to try it even after the last time a few months since this place had got good reviews. The portions were quite big however, perhaps they could save some of the salad til the next day. Another glance to the side. It seemed she was hungry, perhaps it was just him being silly thinking it was a big bowl of salad?

As he looked up and really looked at her he couldnt help but smile. There was small, yet noticible little red markings on her neck. Guess he hadnt been as gentle as he tought he had been. When she leaned forward not to drop anything in the couch he got a glimps down her robe. The sight made him swallow. One would think that the latest thing would have been enough for the day but...apparently someone had another idea. He tried to think of something else not to make it too obvious...He didnt have any rides and he had promised Hathi that he would work at the farm until that Nathan came back. Another week at least.

If he could get a job...a halftime job at least then he could cut back on the jockeyrides...it still was such a big part of him but looking at the woman beside him he felt for the first time himself getting torn in two directions. He rubbed his belly as the stinging began again. Now it came every time he felt just a little hungry. He would have asked the doctor when he did his checkup but the doc...he didnt get any good vibes from him...he hurried and hardly looked at him. Altho at the time he had been happy for it since he had been in his underwear. Leaning back he poked in his plastic bowl after the last shrimps.

She woke to her alarm and smacked the top of it with her hand to make it stop. She made a wordless noise halfway between a groan and a whine and curled back up under the blankets. Craig was behind her, wrapped up with his arm and leg over her. Why couldn't they just stay this way? It'd be much easier to just lay here with him all day. He moved a bit, apparently awake now, too and she heard him yawn behind her ear. 

"Idunwannagetup." She muttered into her pillow, eyes shut tight. Her body was a little sore, in a good way, from yesterday and the slight pain reminded her of what they had done. Her lips twitched up in a smile. Craig leaned over her a bit, one of his hands on her hip, she knew that he was close to her ear when she felt his breath on it. "Did I wear you out, Kitten?" He asked in a low, joking tone and nibbled on her ear. She brought a hand back to swat his arm and laughed into her pillow. 

"I think you did a good job of it, Mr. Knight." she said rolling over so that she was facing him. He bent his head down and she met it in a kiss. It escelated more quickly than she thought it would and she soon found herself out of breath. She smiled and gave him a final peck on the cheek before sliding out from under him and the covers to get up and get ready. He spanked her bottom lightly as she stood up and she turned around to stick her tongue out at him. 

--------

They pulled into the long driveway of the farm and made their way up the hill. Once they topped it she noticed that Hath and Thomas were on the front porch. She was about to honk at them in 'hello' before she noticed that they were giving each other a kiss before Thomas headed out to the pastures to round up some of the horses. She looked over at Craig and gave him a raised eyebrow along with a smile. The two seemed to notice the car, now, and broke off the kiss, both of them looking down like they had done something bad. Thomas said something more to Hath and then walked off the porch with a wave towards the car. She thought she saw a slight blush on his face.

He shook his head, snickering. "We should call them tomato and tomato if they continue like this" He had proununced one word with a more clear accent. "Its great though...that they finally seemed to see what we saw...all along..." He looked down at his hands before he looked at her "...love you..." Just two little words, spoken softly, but he didnt know what else to say. Then he opened the cardoor and got out and stretched. Seeing Lillian he waved to her too. She smiled. At least there was no stopsign on her cheeks and she actually dared to look at her. Hathi had hardly dared to look at him the first time. Although Lillian hadnt walked in on them either.

"Well, guess I have to ask what I can do today...maybe we can...take a ride to the creek...was awhile since we...checked things out there..." She had got around the car as he said the last and gave him a light slap on the shoulder. "You just want to get in my pants, dont you?" He took his most innocent expression as he smiled at her. "Well, of course madam...always..." He leaned in after pulling her close, giving her a little love nibble. "...you know there is some chocolate left for later...when we get home...and guess what...your time to paint..."

Giving her bottom a light clatch, similar to the ones he had given her yesterday he took the two-three steps up the porch to where Hathi was still standing. "Good morning milady boss...looking lovely as always...you had a good start of the morning I take it.." He gave her a little friendly wink. Then he became serious. "So...whats on the list for me today...you know I do anything to help...I mean..just one week til your real guy gets here..." then his naughty side popped up "...take advantage of me...use me..." was said in a lower tone, and with just some subtle eyebrow waggle. All in a joke of course.

Hathien giggled at his words and she could feel a blush rising in her cheeks. She was never good at dealing with men as foreward as Craig, but perhaps she would get better at it, especially since she would be spending more time with him if he accepted her next proposition. "Thank you, Craig, I'm...doing well this morning." She said a bit shyly. 

"I've got a few things for you to help Thomas with today, but, before I send you off can I get you to come inside with me for a second?" He obliged with another comment that bordered on naughty and followed her inside where she led him to her office. She sat down behind her big, polished cherry desk and offered him the leather seat in front of it. 

"So, what's the deal, boss?" He asked. She noticed that he looked curious as well as a bit unsure, like he didn't know why she had brought him in here in the first place. She clasped her hands and sat them on the table in front of him, giving him a reasuring smile before she began. Her blush was gone and her business face was on, back straight, shoulders square and addressing him looking directly into his eyes. 

"Well, Craig.." She began with a small smile on her lips. "Thomas and I have been talking recently and he has told me what a big help you've been to him. I've noticed he gets things finished around here with much more ease since he has a helper and I've also been watching you with the horses. Especially our more flighty or difficult ones you seem to have a good hand with. We've decided that we would like to hire you on as one of Silver Stone's staff. You would be paid by the hour, and I know that you have jobs at the racetrack as well. Those will be first priority and you can come in whenever you're able during regular work hours. I would like to see you work with some of our more...unruly mounts as well as the Thoroughbreds and also helping Thomas out like you have been." She paused, judging his facial expression. He seemed to be surprised as well as happy, a bit confused and...something she couldn't quite read. She continued anyways, "We would love to hire you, Craig. You've been a more than willing and knowledgeble worker and I can see you aiding our farm in many ways. You will get benifits and a raise in pay, but we'll talk about that later if you wish...so, what do you think?"

He wasnt sure what to say. For the first time a woman actually managed to silence him, and there hadnt even been a kiss involved. Was it because he had taken them on a holiday? He met her gaze, held it until she blinked and looked away, a new little blush coloring her cheeks. It wasnt as deep as the former but it still showed. It warmed that Thomas had talked well about him. Another part was amused with the fact it was the unruly ones - again - that gave him a job. He smiled at her, his gaze if possible more intense. Rising from his chair he held out his hand, taking her more feminine and soft, and shook it. "Im very honored ma'am...more than you will ever realize, more than...well...you will know..." He wanted to say more, explain, talk about his thoughts and worries...but..she was a girl, a woman...and friends to Alayna... His voice was a little deeper as he renewed his handshake with a little more firm hold, covering it with his other hand, rubbing the back of her hand a little, up to her wrist. She seemed to bit her lip a little.

"Again...I would love to work for you Hathien...I work hard and I hope I wont let you down...and if I do...feel free to punish me..." A eyebrow went up as he let his longfinger press a little harder against the palm of her hand as he removed his hands, not even now he could resist teasing with her. Her blush deepened a little but she laughted at least. "Ok..we can do the paperwork later...Thomas is waiting for you..." He laughed as well and did a salute before he turned and walked out. Two seconds later he popped his head in adding a very brittish sounding "thanks love" together with a wink.

Waving at Alayna that was talking to Lillian he went staight for Thomas. He wasnt really sure how to thank him. Since Sven he never had a guyfriend. A light shove on the shoulder and a "thanks" slipped his lips. A smile and then he spoke "So...I guess we are like Batman and Robin then huh...to bad you dont have one of those golfcarts...that would be sweet...at least now we know what to dress up like for Halloween...perhaps Hathi would fit to be Batgirl?" He chuckled as the other mans gaze froze and he figured he tried to picture his girlfriend in those tight revealing outfits.

Thomas grinned down at the man who had given him a shove. "I see she asked you then, huh? You said yes?" When he got a nod he smiled wider and offered the man his hand, Craig took it and he gave it one firm shake, perhaps a little too firm because it seemed like Craig was jolted by it. "Welcome to the team, buddy!" He said with a laugh and pat on the shoulder. 

When Craig mentioned Hath in a batgirl suit he tried to hide his thoughts, but thinking about her long legs in such a tight....leather..........he snapped back to reality to see the man looking up at him with knowing eyes and a smarmy grin. He tried to force down his slight blush and gave a loud laugh. "Well, I don't think you'd ever get me into those tights....euhhh..." he made a cringing face, "but I do have a four wheeler instead of a golf cart. I'll teach you to drive it someday, might come in handy! Which reminds me..." He paused and looked towards the equipment barn, "Do you know how to drive a tractor? If not I'll have to show you. Now that you're considered staff I might have you help me bush hog the fields soon, they're growing up bad, just gotta watch the fences, but it's smooth sailing besides that." He had grown up driving tractors as well as riding horses, so it came second nature to him. He was also patient and had taught plenty of people how to drive them before, even Hath when she had been a younger girl. Now she was just about as good as him which he found very...attractive....

He noticed he was staring off towards nothing again and blinked a few times. Geeze, he had to get it together! He wasn't going to get anything done if he didn't stop thinking about her. "Uh,... So whatdya say? Need a lesson on the tractor? I can stand behind you while you drive so I won't get in the way. Beats standing on the fender. Just...please don't pop the clutch or I'm going to fly off." He gave a chuckle.

It hadnt gone that bad he thought, at least not for a first run. All the fences were still intact, no horses was run over or some other animals, that bird however might had wondered why it had a stalker for awhile. He had only 'accidently' dropped Thomas once. The happy grin on his face was sort of a sign it hadnt been just a accident. It probably didnt help that the other man had been watching the women as they rode past and had let go of one hand to wave. He hadnt going fast then and he had made sure it was on soft grass. "You have to stop zooming out buddy as soon as she pass by, it can be dangerous to stop functioning like that" he teased but he added with a lovesick grin as he watched the woman next to the one Thomas had been watching "...but its hard I know..."

Some hours later, after he had gotten a short fourwheel lesson as well, that had been more fun in his eyes to drive, was almost like a motorcycle and those he knew about well, they were sitting in the shade for a short break. Soon Hathi would call for dinner so it was no use of starting up something big. Craig played with the rim of his hat. In a way he wanted to do guytalk, but did guys talk like that really? He had overheard some other jockeys he knew had family talk to eachother about familystuff, in a manly way of course. Of course he talked some with Alayna but he never really talked about things he worried about. He figured that it would only worry her and then he would worry because she would be worrying because he worried and it would just go around and round. No, it was better he kept it to himself. He didnt want her to worry. He glanced at the other man, his hat in front of his face, leaned back, resting. Craig was far too much a creature of constant moving to be able to just sit down and do nothing. 

He 'jingled' his legs, created patterns in the dirt with the toe and heel of his boot, played with his hat. Then he saw a long straw of grass and smiled. He picked it and started to tickle the halfsleeping man in the face. It was hard not to laugh or snerk. He could be one of a heck annoying 'fly'.

Thomas layed up against the side of the shed with his eyes closed, ball cap slid over his face. His back was hurting him again, falling off the back of the tractor probably didn't help, although he had to admit it was pretty funny. The girls had seemed to think so, too, since they had burst into laughter at his expense. 

Something kept touching his nose and he wiggled it at first but it came right back, then he swatted at it. It disappeared for a moment, but was back again, soon. He was starting to get aggrivated with it. Stupid flies....they were bad this year. When it happened again he struck his hand out quick this time and caught something fuzzy in his hand. He brought his hat up with his other hand in surprise to see what he had caught. He followed the stem of grass up to see Craig grinning back amusedly at him. 

He smiled and rolled his eyes, letting go of the grass stem and leaning back against the cool metal side of the barn. "You're worse than a fly, man." He chuckled. "Can't sit still, can you? I'm kind of the same way...but sometimes my back forces me to stay down for a bit." He said with a grimace, reaching a hand back to rub at the small of it. 

They sat for a moment in silence and he looked out across the pastures and turnouts, glancing at the horses as he went. Luna munched contentedly on some grass while Dagor pranced around in a pasture a bit away from her, calling out to her and being completely ignored. He gave a small bark of a laugh. Keep trying buddy...he thought in amusement.

"So, are you going to show Alayna your mad tractor driving skills?" He asked with a smile, lolling his head over to look at the man who fidgeted next to him. About the time he got the question out something big and brown came bounding around the corner and crashed into his lap, getting him slightly wet, he noticed, before he realized that it was drool. Barf layed there in his lap, his front paws and head stretched across to rest on Craig's legs as well, smelling like death itself. He was going to have to give the big lug a bath tonight. He hadn't done that yet...should be interesting. Patting the big dog's bottom he leaned back against the wall.

He tried to get Barf to play but the dog was hot and just looked at him as he tried to activate him. The only response he got was a wag of the tail and a 'doggy grin' like the dog was saying 'yeah, looks really fun but Im good...right here...silly human'. After a big Craig gave up. The dog sprawled out beside Thomas and then rolled over on his back, and fell asleep like that. The man seemed to have fallen asleep again. Craig sighed and shoved his hands in his pockets. Mans best friend my butt!Spending time here had made Barf bond with Thomas. It didnt matter him that much, they needed a good watchdog and he had paid Hathien for his food, and he ate a lot. Like a horse, a small horse...or a big horse if he got the chance.

Having nothing to do he started to walk around. He wondered what Kitten was doing. A thought passed to last night and he felt a tingle. Glancing down he smirked to himself. Someone else remembered to. Did she remember? He sat down, leaning against a tree. In a way he longed for a project to work with. Sure that they had some horses with temper but they were obidient at the same time. It was just too much energy but most of them did what you wanted them to do, you just had to know how to ask. He would ask if he could ride Rome tomorrow, he had heard of him and thought it would be interesting to get to know the horse.

Once more his thought drifted from the horses to Kitten. Smiling he closed his eyes as he scootched down. Soon he actually managed to fall into a semisleep having a pretty good daydream. His foot that rested upon the other was still jingling.

Lillian walked from the stallion barn, sweaty and tired. Arrow had been fairly naughty today. She had popped him over some jumps, he had had plenty of energy, squirming in the air and trying to swerve away from the jumps when they approached them, making it a struggle to keep him pointed in the right direction. She liked the difficult horses, though. She was usually the one that rode them, although she had heard rumour from Hath that they were going to hire Craig on to work with some of the more difficult ones. She would have to help him out, perhaps give him some tips. They all had their little quirks. 

She blushed lightly as she thought about the man and what she had walked in on lastnight. She had asked Alayna about it this morning and the woman had told her about it, not sparing many details it seemed. The man seemed to...know his stuff. She sighed. Why couldn't she find a man like that? She was already 30 and her mother bugged her all the time about it. It's not like she didn't try. She was just goofy and clumsy, not many men liked that in a woman. She frowned a bit. Perhaps Craig had some friends he could introduce her to. 

She walked on, not really paying attention as she went. More caught up in her thoughts about the incesant nagging by her mother to find a man than watching her steps. Suddenly her toe caught the tip of something and her body lurched foreward. She let out a short, frantic squeak as she fell and stuck her hands out in front of her to catch herself from smacking her face on the ground. By now she knew how to fall....she ought to, at least, as much as she tripped over things. 

She had landed on something slightly warm, and looking back her eyes widened to see that it was Craig....again! She was layed sideway over his legs and her crotch was right on top of his. Alayna was going to think she was trying to jump her man if she kept falling over him like this! "Crap." She mumbled and scrambled for a moment, to no avail, only rubbing herself against him more. He seemed to have woken up as she had landed on him and he looked at her, now.

He had woken up with a jolt when something landed on him. What man wouldnt if something landed..there... but as soon as he saw who it was he relaxed. "Well...Ms Lillian...we have to stop meeting like this.." He looked at her, grinning and a saucy expression in his face. Her squirming on just that spot didnt help the...condition. To stop her from rubbing more at him he held out his hand for her to grab as well as pulling up his legs so she also could grab on to his knee if needed. Luckily the dragon was somewhat secure in his breifs but, again - squirming and the daydream... It didnt really show but he wasnt sure if it had been felt. He wasnt really one to touch himself.

"Or you just like to fall for me..." he teased "...many women have done that...although you are the first that actually fall ON me, love...is this a tactic that works?" Even if he would never cheat on Kitten, he still liked to tease women he knew, like Hathien because he knew she would blush at almost anything, he teased Kitten too...mostly since he knew that she 'punished' him with some naughty kisses and touches if he was a 'bad boy'.

She had gotten up now, sitting on her own, seeming a little flushed. Two times her eyes had just quickly glanced at his groin so he figured she must have felt something. The notion didnt make him blush however. He was still smiling. "Sorry love...that is not a open smorgasboard anymore...otherwise you would have been welcome for a...taste..." He chuckled low as the womans blush seemed to go into overdrive and sat up. "Im sorry Lill...I didnt mean to joke like that...altho...its true...but you see...its something with K...Alayna...its special...I never been...what you say...exclusive to just one...until now...I would never cheat on her...not even for someone as beautiful as you..." He stroked her cheek in a friendly manner with two fingers. He saw her as a friend, a co-worker just as he saw Thomas and Hathi as one. And a touch couldnt be bad if done in a friendly way. There was no hidden meaning with it. 

She pulled herself off of him, feeling a slight bulge in his pants as she moved and she felt a blush creeping up her cheeks. She didn't usually blush much, but the man was good at making her do it. She hadn't....done that to him, had she? She hoped not. She just needed to get out of here before things started to look bad on her part. Although, Alayna had to be smart enough to know that she would never do anything to jeopardize the relationship that she and Craig possessed. 

She tucked a stray strand of hair behind her ear and looked down at the grass to regain her composure. She barked a laugh at his comment. "No, Mr. Knight...I don't make it a habit of falling into men's laps. I'm not so sure they like women who are quite so clumsy, anyways...Sorry about that..." She trailed off, fiddling with a blade of grass. 

Her eyes widened a bit at his next comments and she fought for her words, not really sure what to say. Then, when he ran a few fingers over her cheek she had to clench her jaws shut to keep her lips from parting at his touch. Did he know how long it had been since she'd had a man? He wasn't making this very easy on her. Even though she would never do anything with him, he did have a very apparent charm and allure to him that made it hard to resist. 

"I...uh...I don't want to...t-taste....uh.....t-thank you?" It was a jumble of words that didn't make much sense and ended like a question for some reason, but he had caught her off guard, and his intense eyes as well as the way he spoke to her were jumbling up her brain. He had called her beautiful, though? That was what her thank you had been for...even though it was mixed up with all the other words. This man thought she was beautiful? Her mind fought back with a hasty 'of course not, he's just being nice to the clumsy fool that fell into his lap'. 

She cleared her throat and tried to compose herself. "I..uh...I heard you were hired on? That's great! Hath said you would be dealing some with Rome? He's my mount...I'd be happy to give you some tips for when you ride him. He's a bit....pissy." She said with a small smile. "Sorry...again...for falling over you...again..."

It was not hard to see that she was a little awkward so he followed her start to the more natual subject of horses. Nodding he smiled at her again. "Yeah...guess you have to deal with stumbling over me from now on..." he chuckled low "I have to learn to catch you a little better though...what 'knight' would I be letting fair maidens fall on their faces right? And when it comes to pissy horses...believe me...I dealt with a few of those...all TBs though...did you see...the race last night..." His smile faded and he pushed his hat back up, changing the side on were the grassstraw stuck out of his mouth. He was feeling hungry and chewing on it helped to distract him. 

"Allright Bubble Boy isnt a easy critter...and what makes him...lets call it special is that you cant be sure on how he will react...on anything, just because he acted one way today dont mean he will do the same tomorrow...not sure why they keep him intact either...he has no win yet but he can run...like bat out of hell..if he just could concentrate on it. I dont think racing is for him though. He minds his feet pretty well so jumping maybe...eventing...but then again...his crazy ass ways.. I think a guy Thomas size would be the right guy...he is not..sorry...a good horse for a woman..."

He looked at her from under the shade of his hat. She was cute, he had meant what he said before and it showed in his eyes. Just because he was with Alayna now didnt mean his eyes stopped working. Looking, and only that was allowed he figured, and hoped he had showed her enough that he wasnt one that would cheat on her. In fact, the women he had met more than once, even if it only had been for some time in the bed, he had been faithful to them, even if it had been just for a week. For that week he had been theirs. 

"AK, or Assassins Kiss on the other hand..." he smiled at the memory "He just thought it was fun to scare you...sadly...most said he was mean...sure...he had temper, was nervous, highstrung like many horses with the same blood as him. He had gotten away with many things, just like Bubbles...but then people started to get mean to him, poking him with hayforks and what not...when I met him they had him shoved in a dark box away from everything, the boxdoor closed and they were two grooms, one equipped with a fork when they somewhat took out most of his dung." He shook his head "he was a great runner though...and I dont think...as I said...that Bubbles will ever be that..."

A somewhat loud growl was heard from his stomach but he ignored it, as well as the light sting. Instead he chewed some more on the straw, jiggling with it a little, like he had been a steer. "He lives the good days now...mares all around him up in Canada...but I was sad when he left...even if you dont suppose to get attached to any horse you ride as a jockey. You just never know whats going to happen. Another favorite of mine...Manny...he was a real teddy bear...if possible he would crawl up in your lap and fall asleep. I think he would have fit you..."

The man took of the hat to fan himself a little, even in the shade it was getting hot. "So...any inside scoop on Rome you can give me...honestly I just think its like he want to show everybody how big and manly he is...and you just happen to be in the way...and...really, perhaps I should thank him, if it wasnt for him, I wouldnt have met Alayna."

She smiled and picked at some grass blades as she listened to him. When he asked about Rome her head rose and she looked at him with a grin. At least the time she had spent listening had given her cheeks time to cool down and she was no longer blushing. She had given him a look when he mentioned that Bubbles was no mount for a lady....she had almost said something at that but decided to keep her mouth shut. She had been riding since a small child and had always been paired with the problem horses, which she loved. Plenty of people had told her that some of the animals were too dangerous, that someone bigger and stronger should be riding them instead, but she had always stuck with them, no matter how many times she hit the ground or got bitten or kicked. Her trainer had been a stern, but supportive one, and his 'no mercy' attitude had brought her where she was today. She had never let the boys beat her in the jumping or cross country classes, no matter if they had more steadfast mounts or not. 

"Well...." She began with a bit of a sigh paired with a smile. "I guess the first, and probably the most important thing for you to know is that....he hates men.....all of them. Doesn't matter if they're equine or human...he just hates them. We think that he used to have a harsh male rider. And, like you said, being a big brute of a male himself he doesn't like anyone domineering over him. It's no use to fight him...he'll win every time...so just be patient and gentle. He might never bring his ears up for you but he could warm up to you....you'd be the first male that has ridden him since then." She plucked another piece of grass up and twirled it around in her fingers. 

She giggled at a memory. "Thomas was the one that unloaded him off the trailer when he arrived here....that was a mistake. He was pissed already from the ride and then when he saw a man....he grabbed ahold of his side the second he saw him and took a good chunk out of him, I think he still has the scar..." She thought for a second. "Hmm...what else. Oh. Well, like Alayna made the mistake of doing, it's best to lunge him before you get on. He bucks like a bronc every time if you don't. Be my guest to try him out if you don't want to lunge him first...but just be careful...he's extremely good at unseating you. And...he can also get heavy on his forehand if you let him. Keep him framed up and he's a dream to ride. The rest...well, I'll just help you out when you get on him for the first time." She said with a reassuring smile.

A low chuckle escaped his lips. "You catch me if I fall, love? I bet you are much softer to land on than I am..." He gave her a saucy glance, hinting on certain areas. "..but I think I can handle him..." another more friendly glance "...just so you know, I didnt mean anything bad with what I said with Bubbles and a female rider...the danger with him is, he isnt predictable...like you can give me advice on Rome...the only advice I would be able to give you regarding Bubbles is to be careful. He can be the best horse ever one day and the next he will try and kill you...for real...and then it dont matter what your gender is."

He heard Hatien call for dinner and he got up, stretching his hand towards her to help her up. Thomas might be both taller and with more bulk but he was still strong, only with a different set of muscles, like a greyhound. His hold of her hand was warm and secure and he smiled warmly at her. "Im starving...but...then again...Im always..hungry..." He held her around the shoulders for a quick friendly hug before he let go. They were almost at the porch when he spotted Kitten and he quickend his pace, catching her just as she took the first step. Grabbing her he took her in his arms and kissed her passionatly, not giving a damn about the others. He was just so happy to see her and he was still heated by his daydream. She had touched him at first like she was trying to make him to stop but then she melted in his arms.

"I missed you" he mumbled.

"I....missed you, too." Alayna said a bit breathlessly, but with a broad smile across her lips. He was still cradling her and carried her up the stairs, setting her down gently. Hath and Thomas were both smiling shyly at them and went on inside while Lillian came up from behind giving her a cheeky grin and went inside as well. 

Alayna wrapped him in a hug when everyone left, resting her head on his shoulder. "Hath told me the good news." She said with a smile and hugged him tighter. "Now you don't have to worry about a steady job....I'm so happy for you!" She brought her head up and gave him a kiss on the lips. It was such a huge relief, to know that he didn't have to worry about how much money he was going to make on any given week. Now he had a stable job that would provide him what he needed. Maybe he could even begin to save up more money for anything that he wanted. Her smile turned mischeivious. "You know you can stay at my place for as long as you need....it's more...eventful with you there." She giggled and brought a hand down to give his bottom a light, playful pinch and she took his hand, leading him into the house for lunch. 

They all chatted away at lunch, making fun of Thomas for falling off the tractor. Lillian looked sheepishly down at her plate when she said that she had tripped over Craig once again. Alayna had got a good laugh out of that. She was sure Craig didn't give her an easy way to go after that....he was too seductive for his own good, sometimes. When they all finished Lillian suggested letting Craig ride Rome since he hadn't had his workout for the day, yet. He accepted and she lead him to the stallion barn. Alayna, Hath and Thomas headed for the outdoor arena to see what would happen, all of them leaning up against the fence to see how things went. Lillian and Craig showed up soon after with a tacked up Rome, the big stallion had his ears laid back and glared at Craig who stood placidly next to him. If Lillian wasn't holding the reins Alayna was sure the grey would have bitten the man at his first chance. She couldn't help but feel a bit nervous. What if Rome tossed him and he landed the wrong way? What if he broke something? What if he hit his head, bothering the spot where he had had his tumor surgery. She gripped the fence plank a little too tight as she leaned up against it, watching.

He let Lillian lounge him a little before he took over. If looks could kill he would have probably been a pile of dust. However he had dealt with horses, stallions like this before. Either he had a good day, or that it was because Lillian stood there as well but he didnt do more than flatten ears more as he clucked at him to move a little faster, or to slow down, as he tried to see how the stallion moved, for both his voice and command. Lillian helped him with the girth after they had decided it was enough and held the reins as he sat up and corrected the stirrups. All the while it looked like the horse had been feeding on lemons. That didnt become Craig much though, AK had looked like that at all time too.

The stallion had swished his tail in annoyed manner as he asked him to go forward and took a few quick steps to the side. Calmly Craig pressed him back and if possibly Rome looked even more pissed. He felt the stallion load for something but he smiled, he was ready. "Common boy..show me what you got...Im not afraid of you.." With a grunt he got the stallion to trot. If he hadnt been used to AK and Bubbles he would have been dropped then and there but as the stallion set off bucking he really just laughed and continued to drive him forward as well as taking the tip given by Lillian. Soon he got the stallion to trot again. Not calmly and happy like in all the horsebooks - oh no...Rome was pissed, now even more not to have succeded to drop him - yet. Those that knew him well might have seen the look in his eyes that he was planning...something. 

Craig however didnt see that and asked for the gates to be opened. For all he knew it all went fairly well - the horse hadnt dumped him. He didnt care that the horse looked the way he did. It wasnt that he relaxed any, at all times he was focused on the stallions every move. They walked fairly good, with just a few annoyed noises from the horse and Craig talking to him, making him flatten his ears even more, swishing his tail like the stallion said "I dont give a rats ass how well you think Im doing - I HATE you!"

Then, like between two steps, in the blink of an eye he took off in a series of wild bucking. Craig remained seated until he saw the edge of the pond getting closer. He didnt want the horse to slip in so he tried to get the horse away from the edge but it only led to that the horse finally manage to make him lose balanse and with a "twist-and-buck" Craig flew in a nice way, that most likely would have provided good points if it had been a divingcontest. He rolled into a ball and held his breath.

Alayna cringed inwardly as Rome took off bucking in the arena. Craig was beginning to laugh, but still with a concentrated look on his face and the stallion was lifting his rear end up into the air. Every time he tried to pop him out of the saddle Craig stood up in two point and rode it out that way. Thomas was cheering him on to the side, whooping and hollaring, yelling "Ride him, Craig! Ride him! Don't let that beast dump you! Lean back! Push him foreward!" Hath rolled her eyes and elbowed him in his gut softly and he chuckled at her. Thomas liked to direct people when they were on a bucking horse, he had told plenty of stories with himself and his brothers getting into mischief on their dad's more unruly horses. He had helped her out a few times, actually. Sometimes you didn't think fast enough while you were on a bucking horse, so having someone direct and cheer you on from the sidelines helped you focus. 

She let out a breath she didn't know she had been holding as he pushed the stallion out of his bucking spree. He settled for plastering his ears to his skull and swishing his tail violently, instead. He was chewing irritatedly on his bit, which was beginning to form foam around it, and his breathing was coming in loud grunts, like it usually did when he got worked up. Lillian was coaching him in the middle of the ring, trying to help him the best she could by giving him advice. 

Eventually, he had Lillian unlock the gate and he headed out towards the pond. Her heart rate sped up, she didn't think this was a good idea. They all walked behind slowly, watching as the stallion ambled irritatedly over the grass. His head had lifted up in excitement at being out of the pen and she could see that he was going to try something again. Then, right after that thought he took off bucking once more, heading straight for the pond. Breath hissed through her teeth as she saw him turn the stallion away from the slippery bank just in time, but Rome turned sharp and then lunged away, leaving Craig flying in the other direction towards the murky water. Rome trotted off looking quite satisfied with himself as she ran towards the pond. 

She had called out his name, but he had been under water. He popped up, suddenly, spewing the greenish tinted liquid out of his mouth and nose and had a bit of pond scum stuck to his hair. She ran down to the edge of the bank where she was in front of him, worry clear on her face until he looked up at her and grinned. Her anxiety melted and she looked back to see that the stallion was standing contentedly next to Lillian who was wagging her finger at his nose, which the grey just ignored, giving a stare at Craig, instead.

"Heh...well..I made it over 8 seconds anyway...guess better luck next time...I would love to get up straight away but...Im...wet.." he leaned in closer to her, speaking more softly "...I prefer it when you are wet..." He chuckled and stood up, shaking his head making some of the pond scum fly in all directions. Stepping up out of the pond he gave Hathien a smile. "So..despite a less...appropiate dismount, how did I do?" He knew that it might be a test of some sort, he liked them being tricky. It was another to have been watched and getting stuff yelled at you. Some pointers were good but...perhaps it was because he had been forced to figure things out himself so many times he wasnt used to it.

He remembered last time he fell in the pond and smiled at the memory. Ignoring the sour face of the stallion he still walked up to him. With Lillian holding him he gave him a scratch at the withers. A half a milisecond one ear was forward, if you blinked you would have missed it, then the stallion reminded himself with a loud snort that maggots like the man beside him was only to be smushed under a firm hoof and did a horse version of a snarl. Craig didnt care though. "You dont have to love me tiger...but I will ride you...I never give up on a horse...and I certainly not let anyone drop me in the pond twice. You have won this round...but you wait..." The stallion simply snorted and swished his tail.

Lillian took the stallion back to the barns. Normally Craig would have offered but in his current state he figured it was better for Lillian to take care of the horse. His stomach rumbled a little. For being him he had taked a large portion of food. It felt like he deserved it.

She had bitten her lip at his comment, following behind him, now, as he climbed ouf of the mud and slime. His shirt stuck to his shoulders like a second skin, and she watched the muscles underneath move as he walked back over to the large stallion. He didn't seem to have any limp to his step, which was good. She was greatful that he landed in the water and not the firm ground, which was hard packed from the lack of rain recently. He would probably feel it later. He might have landed in the water but it was a fall all the same, maybe she could give him a massage tonight to help loosen his muscles up and keep them from cramping. 

She watched him give the stallion a scratch and Hath walked over to him telling him that it was a good start, but to just be careful and that she didn't want to have to send him to the hospital once again. Alayna walked over to join them, Thomas had joined the fray, as well, giving Craig a pat on the back and a good job. Hath giggled a bit as she took in Craig's condition. "I think that's enough for you today...why don't you go home and dry off?" She asked with an amused smile. Alayna chimed in that that would be a good idea and they all headed over towards her car. It was almost leaving time, anyways. Perhaps an hour shy. She grabbed a towel out of the trunk of her car and sat in in his seat so that it might stay at least a little dry...hopefully her car didn't smell like pond water in the morning. 

She looked back up at Craig to see that he had stripped off his wet shirt and held it in his hand so that he could dry off easier. She couldn't help but notice the faint, redish purple marks on his chest and navel that looked very much like human teeth marks if you looked hard enough. Hath seemed to notice them as well and her cheeks slowly turned pink. She said a hasty goodbye along with Thomas who hadn't seemed to have noticed anything and they went back to the barns to finish up work. 

Alayna smirked and placed a finger at the bite mark on his navel, looking up at him. "Looks like kitten played a little harder than she meant to lastnight." She said with a wink and headed to her side of the car.

Glancing down he just laughed at the mark "...well, that what happens if you play with kittens...or a special sexy one at least.." As they drove off he let his hand travel up on her thigh, his fingers dangerously close to another area. Gently he squeezed her thigh, rubbed it a little before he removed it. Just in time as she came out to the main road. No need to cause any accidents.

He couldnt help that he kept a extra eye out for the dark car but he couldnt see anything. When they got home he took off his socks before he walked to the bathroom, no need to leave a smelly set of footprints after him. It felt nice to step into the shower. Leaning back against the wall he remembered their little get away, the lagoon. He had a real job now...new responsibilities...would he measure up. Surely they had seen what he was good for.

Would their future be different now? There was a low growl from his stomach and suddenly he felt a sharp pinch. After a little bit there was another and he turned the shower off. Another growl. He had eaten Hathiens meals before, perhaps it was a little more than usual this time. He felt some coldsweat form on his brow despite the hot shower. Drying quickly he then did his business on the toilet. There had been more sharp pains that almost made him groan. Before he left he sprayed some of his perfyme down the toilet. He didnt smell anything but you never knew. With just a towel around his waist he lay down on his back on the bed. There was a few tender spots but he was used to that. 

She had changed into something more comfortable as Craig jumped into the shower, just a tank top and soft shorts. Sitting down on the living room floor Penny bounded up to her and she snatched the puppy's toy out of her mouth. She had looked confused for a moment until she realized 'mommy' had it and let out a high pitched, frustrated yip. She shuffled around from side to side growling at the toy as Alayna brought it down to the floor, teasing her with it. She was giggling at the angry fuzzball when she heard Craig exit the bathroom. She threw the toy and Penny chased after it, then stood up and headed into the bedroom. 

She found him laying with his back on the bed, wearing a towel around his waist. She smiled at him as she rounded the edge of the bed and sat on the corner of it. Placing her hand on his muscled stomach  she thought she felt it rumble under her palm. Was he hungry? It wasn't anywhere close to supper yet, but knowing him he probably was, he never ate enough. She was happy to see that he had eaten more today, though, perhaps he was letting loose a little since he had just been hired on at the stables. 

He looked up at her with a faint smile, but he seemed almost a little pained, his lips pursed slightly together. Someone who didn't know him wouldn't have noticed. She took her hand off of his stomach and placed it on his tanned shoulder with a soft spoken "roll over". He looked up at her with a cocked eyebrow but did as she said and she stood up on the bed to position herself where she was strattling his firm bottom. She placed both hands on his shoulderblades and began to knead them gently with her fingers, finding knots and working them out. She then trailed a finger softly down his spine with a featherlight touch, smiling as she thought she felt a very faint shiver. Then she went back and worked on it more seriously, rubbing along either side where his spine was. She continued to different spots, gently kneading away knots with nimble fingers as she found them. With any luck he wouldn't be too sore tomorrow.

It felt nice. It really did. But laying on his stomach...just made another problem worse. He tried to lay still, tried to hold it in. His breath came in short puffs. He both wanted her massage to continue as well as...god....stop so he could go to the bathroom again. He couldnt...fart on her. Finally he couldnt bare it. "Kitten..." he said with his teeth clenched "...Alayna...get off...off...now..." He scrambled off, dumping her on the bed as he jumped up, snatching off the towel and leaving it on the floor. The water came on in the bathroom. He wasnt that shy when it came to natural noises, but it was one thing when the one you loved say just outside when your gut was commiting harakiri on you. He leaned his head in his hands. It felt like his insides was getting turned inside out.

He felt the burn in his throat. He had eaten why did he still feel it? There was a new round of cramps but there was not more action than just air. Was it like this a horse felt like when it was colicing? And women complained about periods and like childbirth...they didnt know anything how painful this was. He groaned a little. Normally his stomach ran over what ever bug floored everybody else but apparently not this one. By now he was both sweating and shivering in his naked state.

Alayna let out a surprised squeek as she tipped backwards onto the bed, the man that had been under her seconds ago now making a bee line for the bathroom. She caught just enough to see that he ripped the towel off and then slammed the door behind him. She regained her balance once more and sat up on the bed looking bewildered at the bathroom door when she heard the water running. Was he sick? Was that why he had ran away so quickly? Was it why his stomach had rumbled beneath her hand? He didn't seem like one to run away from a massage when it was offered to him....She suddenly felt very bad for sitting on top of him if that was the case....

Getting up slowly she headed for the bathroom door and pressed her ear up to it. Under the sound of the rushing water she heard....a groan? Taking her fist she knocked it softly on the door a few times. "Babe?......are you alright? Did you throw up?" She hoped he hadn't thrown up. The man seemed to do it a lot, lately. Perhaps he just had a finicky stomach, but she hated to see him sick. With her ear still pressed against the door she heard a pained "No." from the inside. She frowned. 

"So...are you ok?" She asked after a second. Another moment passed and then another, almost inaudible, "No." was heard. "Then I'm coming in." She said, placing her hand on the door knob. She thought she heard a small protest, but she ignored it. 

Cracking the door she poked her head in to see him sitting on the toilet, naked with his head held in his hands which were propped up on his knees. He looked....pitiful.....his skin was covered in a glossy sheen of sweat and every now and again a shiver ran up his body. Concern covered her face as she let herself the rest of the way in. She hoped he wasn't embarassed that she was seeing him using the bathroom and thinking that she was invading his privacy, but she didn't care about those sorts of things. They really didn't bother her. It was a natural thing that everyone did, whether people liked to aknowledge it or not. Horse people seemed to be more ok with it since they shoveled poop every day, anyway. She frowned and walked over to him, kneeling down and sticking her hand against his forehead but not feeling any heat. 

"Craig....what's wrong, baby? Do I need to take you to the walk-in clinic?" She asked, looking into his pained face. He had looked up at her and his jaw was clenched tight, his eyes looking like they wanted to squeeze back shut.

There was a rumble, a grunt and then more gas passed. "...n...Noo...its o..key..." He motioned for her to turn the water off, in the meantime he finished his business. It didnt seem to be more anyway. He got up on slighly shakey legs. His stomach felt bloated for some reason, gasy, and he wasnt sure why. He washed his hands and then walked out back to the bedroom. Crawling to his side he slipped under the covers. His eyes was shut until she spoke, then he opened one just a smidge.

"You are not feeling bad are you...just...in case if it was something in the food...mayb...eh...I ate too much...." a soft grunt and he shut his eyes for a moment as the cramp rolled over him. He felt awful and probably looked way worse than he was. Wounds and other things was something he could put up with but these sort of things was different.

He felt her crawl into bed and then under the covers as well. She made him turn over to his back and then she started to rub his belly in a circular motion, similar to what you did on colicing babies, although this he didnt know. Craig only knew that soon it started to actually feel a little better. Did she have magic hands? A small shudder went pass his body and he felt himself getting sleepy. Slowly the cramp faded to a level that was more bareable. He shut his eyes, still holding her in the hand that hadnt been rubbing his belly, almost like he would have been a little boy. A lock of hair have gotten plastered on his forehead by some sweat, his face is a little on the paleside, and his features are still a little pained.

Soft mumbles comes from him, caused by some dreams, he turns and snuggles closer, wrapping his arms around her and leans his forehead her chest.

She layed with him while he slept, his eyes shut but his face still looking slightly pained. His skin was still slickened with sweat and every now and again his stomach would rumble low. His forhead was leaned into her chest, his body slightly curled in on itself. She layed in that same position sometimes if her period cramps got bad enough. It just made you want to curl up into a ball and pass out. She had a feeling he might be experiencing close to the same sensation right now. When she had put her hand on his stomach it felt bloated. She began to do it again, moving her hand in circles and pressing down gently. He shifted in his sleep but didn't wake up and his face seemed to relax a bit. He even let out another mumble and she thought she heard the tail end of the word "kitten" but she wasn't sure. She smiled down at him. 

If he still felt the same way when he woke she was going to take him to the doctor. If his cramps were so bad that he was cold sweating and groaning there was no reason she shouldn't take him besides his own pride getting hurt, perhaps. What was it with men and refusing to go to the doctors? She worried. What was it causing him this much pain? Was he just sick or was it something else? His stomach seemed to bother him more than usual lately...perhaps something was wrong with it. They would only know if she took him to the clinic and found out. She layed her head down on the pillow next to his and continued to rub his belly, her own eyelids growing heavy with sleep from the warmth of his body next to her and the softness of the mattress.

Wobbling out from the bathroom it felt better, not good or great but better. The worst seemed to be over. He had put some underwear on now, a pink pair with a sun in front...a winking sun with the text "hey sunshine". He crawled down next to the woman. There had been a slow walk to the kitchen as well for a drink of water. He didint know if she had eaten anything more, heck he wasnt sure what time it was either. Perhaps it was late, perhaps it was night even. His legs felt a little numb, perhaps from the ride.

He crawled into the bed again, next to the woman. She seemed to be sleeping and he just sat there watching her. Memorizing each line of her face, the different shades of her hair and placement of freckles. He had dreamt something, and it felt so real. When he woke he wasnt sure if it had been real or not. Usually he didnt remember his dream, he didnt remember this one but the feeling remained. It made him feel warm...warm and fuzzy...he normally didnt have that feeling, at least not after a dream.

How he wished he had the guts to ask but then he had started to think of his father. They did have a good thing going...why risk ruin it...one should keep it simple. No fuss. No problem. Heaven knows they had their share of troubles as it were. His stomach turned a little as he thought of the dark car. He sighed and crawled down under the covers again, snuggling close to the woman, spooning her. In her sleep she wiggled closer.

She woke up early the next morning before her alarm clock went off. The extra sleep she had gotten had made her wake up before time, but it had felt nice to 'oversleep' for once. She felt surprisingly refreshed, but then she remembered Craig's ailment and her smile turned into a frown. She turned her head to see that he was laying down behind her, his warm body pressed up against her own and he seemed to be sleeping soundly, thank goodness. She wondered if he would feel better when he woke. If not she would take him to the clinic...if he did she'd let him go to work, but she'd tell Hath to not let him ride any today. Riding with an aching stomach never made things better. 

She had gotten up from her nap around supper time yesterday and grabbed something quick to eat while Craig slept. Just a bag of popcorn, and she didn't have the heart to wake him for food since he had finally seemed to sleep peacefully for a bit. She had watched a bit of a movie on tv, an old western, and then she went back to bed, still surprisingly tired and snuggled up with him. Now she slid out of her covers and headed into the bathroom to get ready for the day. 

When she came out he was still sleeping since it was too early for their alarms to go off. She went into the kitchen and fixed the coffee like always, then grabbed herself a bananna to eat with it. Penny was playing around her feet and she was wiggling her toes for the puppy when she heard someone shuffle into the kitchen. She looked up to see Craig, in...some very interesting pink underwear and his hair sticking up more than usual since it had been slightly damp with sweat before. She bit off the bananna piece that was in her mouth when she had looked at him and gave him a small smile. She then walked up to him and gave him a kiss on the cheek. 

"Hey, babe...are you feeling any better?" She asked in a slightly worried tone.

He just gave her a grunt at first. It had felt ok before now...mm...a little up and down, but better than yesterday. However now he couldnt even fart. Hopefully it would fix itself. "Its ok, sweetie" He captured her in a hug, snuggling close and nibbled the base of her neck as his hands travelled down to her waist and pulling that part of her body closer to his, one hand going further down and squeezed her butt. He gave her a naughty grin. "We never done it in the kitchen..." He begun telling her what he could do when there was a sound from his belly again. It wasnt as bad as yesterday but the man stopped his moves anyway. Then he sighed. "Perhaps not now I guess..."

Perhaps the coffee would help...hopefully... He poured himself a mug of coffee and then scratched his head. His hair would have to do for today, needed to be cut again...perhaps Kitten could...he knew they had a cutting machine at the farm.. "Do you cut hair Kitten? I think its getting a little long?" He nuzzled close to her again, put the mug down and stole a kiss. She tasted like bananas. His tongue traced the insides of her mouth, yes definatly banana. He made a low growl in his throat, felt himself getting turned on by her response and body itself but then his stomace reminded him if its presence - again.

She was getting swept away by his words when his stomach had loudly interupted and he backed off. Obviously he was still feeling off, but he did look better, that naughty spark had returned to his eyes that had all but disappeared yesterday. She was quite hot and bothered now, though, with him telling her in quite good detail what he would do to her in the kitchen, and she had to force herself to breath normally and stop looking at him the way that she was. Shit. Now the rest of the day she wasn't going to be able to concentrate. Just his words seemed to affect her almost as much as his body did, at times...just in a different way. 

She went back to sipping her coffee and trying to focus on other things when he asked a question. "Well..." She said looking back up at him, "I've never cut a man's hair before...but I've clipped plenty of horses...I'd say it's about the same thing." She smiled at him as he stepped close to her once again and she tussled his hair with her fingers. "It is getting long..." She barely got the words out before he covered her mouth in a kiss and she had to fight to stay standing. Luckily his arms were wrapped around her. His tongue prodded into her mouth and she freely gave it access, teasing it with her own tongue and tasting the coffee that he had been drinking. It was turning into a heated kiss until his stomach made yet another noise and they both broke it off. She gave his stomach a look and raised an eyebrow. "You better be telling the truth, Craig, or I'm going to drag you to the clinic by your ear if you get worse." She gave him a wink and walked over to the couch to sit down and drink her coffee, waiting for him to get ready for work. 

Soon he popped out of the bedroom dressed and ready to go and they headed down the stairs and to her car for another day of work.

Ignoring the rumbles went fairly easy. Sure he got some looks from Thomas but he ignored them too. It wasnt as bad as the day before, yet there wasnt much action going on, just sound. There wasnt even gas now. This caused him to just poke at the food Hathien offered, instead he drank a lot of water, hoping that might fix things. He greeted Rome that just turned his butt against him, ears flat and with a tailswish told how he felt. Craig however tied a bandana he had worn during the first hours of the day so the horse would learn his scent - without him risk getting bitten. The horse looked at him like he had stringed a roadkill up in his box and tried to leave droppings as close to the place it hung as he could.

He watched Kitten ride for a while, his thoughts drifting to something else as he saw her move in the saddle and her red face as she tried to work the horse more with her seat. Lillian was riding too and when she had passed him the first time he had greated her with a "Hi Tumble-lina". Luckily she didnt seem to be so much of a tumblefoot when she was on horseback. Soon Hathien joined too and Thomas came up beside him to watch. His eyes of course just followed just one woman. Craig looked mostly at Kitten but as Lillian and Hathien started to pop over their horses on some jumps some parts moved under Lillians shirt and his glance was just a little longer. Not so obvious though but he couldnt help it. He still thought Kitten had a nicer behind and even if he liked boobs he was more of a 'ass-man'.

"So...Thomas..." he tried to ignore his complaining stomach "...feel like going out sometime...like a club or something?" He didnt mind the country style but sometimes he was looking for something more...well...not lively...but with a little more base. "...maybe the girls want to go too..." He glanced at Lillian...there was a few times he had caught her looking. He scratched his chin. She had looked both sad and...something else... "Thomas...do you know if Lillian...is seeing anyone?"

Thomas took his eyes reluctantly from Hath who was in mid-air jumping Dagor to look at Craig. "Well..." he started with a bit of a chuckle. "Hath and me aren't exactly....club people...I don't think either of us have ever been to one. Why? You plan on dragging us to one? You already know I can't dance." He laughed and gave the man a light shove on the shoulder and he heard the man's stomach growl in reply. Hath and Alayna had told him that he was sick today so he had been kind of nonchalantly following the man around to make sure that he didn't end up getting any more sick. 

He was standing leaned up against the fence and looking back out at the girls riding once more when Craig asked another question. Thomas looked back at him with a slightly confused face, now. "Seeing anyone?" He looked up, pondering for a moment, "Uh....nah...I've never known her to. I'd say she'd talk to Hath about a man if she had one. I think..." He paused as Lillian passed by on Arrow, "...that it bothers her quite a bit, actually...she's a pretty happy woman, but, she's mentioned before that she's getting too old to date...which is a shame that she thinks so." He frowned a bit but looked over at Craig with a bit of a smile. What was the man planning? 

---------

Alayna urged Vanya on underneath of her, rocking her hips into the mare to create the impulsion she needed for the floaty, extended trot that she rode around the edge of the arena. She noticed Craig watching her and it made it even harder for her to concentrate. Not after his words this morning. She ripped her eyes from his and drove the mare on. He and Thomas were whispering about something by the fence. She couldn't help but wonder what they talked about sometimes. Although, men never seemed to talk as deeply as girls did, and Thomas wasn't blushing, so she doubted they were discussing her.

"You dont have to dance...just see some other things...and its an excuse to look at Hathi...I mean..if you go out you sort of have to dress up right? The girls at least...I know you cant be separated from your dear ol' boots..." he chuckled as he avoided the playful swing "...but just those, a clean pair of jeans and something else than those everyday shirts and you be just fine...and..." he chuckled some more "...if its that scary that is an excuse itself to hold her hand right?" He grimaced lightly after the second swing actually hit its mark on his upper arm.

Rubbing it lightly he winked at Kitten that he saw was looking their way. "I bet Hathi would look nice in the dress you bought...with the tan she got and all...that and some highheels..." then he came to think of her not that straight walk "...or not...dont need to make the bouncers think she is intoxicated before we get in right.." he nudged the mans side. He knew they didnt really drink, he had seen Thomas get at least one beer but he didnt know about Hathien. There had been wine at least.

"Anyway...reason Im asking...I got a text from...well..I wouldnt call Froggy a friend...but...well...he is a good guy...He said it would be fun to meet outside the track..not that we exactly meet since he takes his ponys over hedges and stuff...as well as some eventing...trying to break his bloody neck every now and then...crazy bastard...anyway...its always more fun to go out more...and..Ive noticed she have looked a little sad...and if you, me, Kitten and Hathi goes and Frog and Lill comes along...there wont be any lonely wheel if you know what I mean...but..we dont have to tell her that...I dont want her to think Im setting her up..."

Alayna dismounted and took Vanya to the mare barn, she was the only one there since everyone else had been riding stallions. She cooed to the stoic mare and gave her stritches on her broad neck. The mare wiggled her upper lip, but that was the only look of pleasure the spotted horse allowed herself. She was trained as a warhorse and wasn't really accustomed to pats and scratches. Sometimes Alayna didn't think she knew what to do when someone scritched her neck. 

She bent down and grabbed the hose, spraying her off with slightly cool water and Vanya stood patiently, almost like a statue as she recieved her bath. Alayna made sure to get all the nooks and crannies so that the mare didn't have sand anywhere uncomfortable and then turned the water off. Grabbing the sweat scrapper she began to scoop all the excess water off the mare. It was already hot once more from her body heat. She was working diligently, humming softly to the quiet music on the barn radio when she heard footsteps behind her. 

She hated herself for how scared she got at the small, seemingly normal to anyone else, noise, but her heart rate shot through the roof as she turned around, wielding her sweat scraper up in the air like it had been a big, metal pipe. Luckily she noticed it was just Craig before she bashed him in the head. She let out a shuddering sigh and dropped her raised hand down, giving him a smile to try to cover up the fear that had probably been all over her face. Why couldn't she get over it? She still dreaded coming to work some mornings. Some days it was worse than others, for some reason. Usually it was the days when she was by herself more. 

"Hey, babe. How are you feeling?" She asked, giving him a kiss on the cheek and then returning to the mare who stood patiently before her, still dripping water. She began to scrape some more as he talked and he even picked up a scraper himself, working on the mare's opposite side. They got done soon after and she took Vanya's lead and put her in her stall. He had asked about the haircut again and she had agreed to try it next. 

"I hope you realize what could happen if I mess this up." She said with a giggle and ruffled her fingers through his hair. "I love your hair too much for you to be bald, so I'll try not to trim too close." She grabbed the clippers out of the tack room and plugged them into the wall. Then, she pulled out a fold-out chair for him to sit in and patted the bottom of the seat and he took it after giving her a grin. She started the clippers and looked down at his tousled hair, suddenly getting a bit nervous. What if she made him look like he got in a fight with the lawn mower? He wouldn't be too happy about that, and neither would she. Her perfectionist nature was going to have to come out for this one.

She took a breath and glided the clippers over the first section of soft hair. They cut through like butter, buzzing like they were hungry for more. She did it again, and again. A tickle was in her nose, probably the barn dust paired with his hairs floating through the slight breeze that wafted through the barn isle. She rubbed her nose and kept working. It just wouldn't go away...

Suddenly, the tickle got very bad and before she could raise the clippers up she sneezed loudly, spooking Daisy in the stall next to them. The mare snorted and her ears swiveled around like radars, searching for any more of the scary noises. "Sorry..." She muttered and then looked back down at Craig's head. Her eyes grew wide when she saw the patch that was obviously shorter than the rest she had cut. "Shit..." She exclaimed and a grimace crossed her face.

His had had come up a little in a natural respose before she had seen it was him. He didnt say anything about that or the fact he knew she was still scared. Heck, he was worried for her sake too but he just didnt know what to do. Instead he had helped her remove the excess water on the mare. He liked Vanyas sturdyness even if he normally would look like anything much heftier than a warmblood.

When she asked how he felt he just smiled at her. He still had cramps but he could live with it and therefore didnt say anything. He leaned back at her touch as she ruffled his hair. His smile became a little sad. "You dont have to worry about me getting bald...my granddad...had a full set of hair til he died at 94...and...dad....had it too. She didnt say anything and in a way he was grateful for that, instead he gave her a new smile when she pulled out the chair and offered him a seat.

As the clipper when through his hair the first time he shivered. Normally he went to a hairdresser to get his hair cut, but he figured that this was what boyfriends let their girlfriends do...among other things. Besides...she was a woman...and they knew stuff like that. It wasnt long after that she sneezed and the sound from the machine sounded different. He hadnt gotten scared but he didnt dare to move, expecially not after a sligtly terrified swear through what had to be clenched jaws.

"What?...what happend?" When she told him he reached up with his hand to feel it...stubby...almost military stubby. He gave a soft chuckle. "I should have known...after me and Thomas was playing the paintball...and you said you liked the uniform...should have known you wanted me to have a haircut to match it..." He stretched for her hand, took it and kissed the inside of her wrist. "Its ok Kitten...just shave it off...if you can in that lenght...it grows back right? Might feel nice...breezy you know..."

She giggled at his comment but couldn't help but feel angry at herself for not lifting up the clippers when she had sneezed. She should have seen it coming. She sighed and clipped the hair she had gone over already a little shorter to match the mistake spot. She had sneezed once more, but this time she was ready for it and whipped the clippers up like it was a poisonous snake preparing to bite him. She finished up with no more mistakes and then brushed her hands along his shoulders to get the stray hair off of them. She trailed her finger teasingly from one shoulderblade to the other as she walked around to the front of him. 

Bending over with her hands on her knees she grinned at him. "Let's see how I did..." She said and gave his newly cut hair an inspection. "Hmm...looks good...but there's only really one way to find out if I succeeded." With that she walked up to him and strattled him on the chair, sitting on the tops of his legs. Leaning in close she placed both hands in his freshly shaved hair and ran them through it, back and fourth. She smiled at the feeling, if she was a cat she would be purring right now. She brought her head close and couldn't resist to rub her cheek along the hair at his temple. 

"Yep. I did good." She giggled and leaned back, looking into his eyes. "You look dashingly handsome my dear Knight. Now what shall I do with you?" She hadn't forgotten about earlier..the words he had spoken heatedly into her ear. His stomach might not feel up to it, so she didn't want to force him to do anything...but kisses were ok...right? To test it out she brought her lips close and lingered right in front of his own, giving him a teasing grin. She then leaned the rest of the way to meet his lips and gave him a series of soft kisses that became more heated as she continued.

This time the soft growl came from his throat. They had been feathery light at first only to become more intense. His hands found her waist and pressed her further down on him and then found their way up under her shirt. His fingertips moved over the small of her back, pressing lightly like he would play the piano and then he let them continue upwards, pressing just a little harder on spots he knew was extra sensitive spots according to a 'special' book he had looked at once...or a few times to be honest...perhaps he should give it to Thomas. The thought made him smirk as he kissed her.

His gaze was heated as he looked at her. "Do with me, milady...will you punish me? Tell me what you will do..." His smile was incuraging. His hands had come to the front now and just lightly rubbed the outside of her bra, he could feel the hidden nobs harden underneith. Perhaps she was more at a go than he had thought. As she spoke he leaned in and nipped softly at her throat, she gave him more access and he let his lips go upwards and he sucked lightly and the lobe of her ear. His voice was hoarse, tinted with his passion and desire, his breathing a little deeper as he spoke. "Would you really do that? Mmm..sounds very hot...would I be allowed to touch you...perhaps...spank you a little...make you purr and squirm..." 

Her hold of him got a little harder and she kissed him again. Was it his words or just the images in her head, picturing the whole thing. Craig didnt really cared of what, he only accepted her kisses with the same sizzling glow and seemed completely unaware that the mare was watching them with a slight interest.

She found it hard to speak as his lips, tongue and teeth played at her neck. By now the skin there was probably a soft pink. She sighed against him, pulling him even closer. "I'd...mm...do all..of it....stallion, you should...know that...by..now." She said in a throaty voice with a smirk. 

Leaning back a bit reluctantly she gave him a naughty grin. His hands were still under her shirt and he looked dissapointed that she had moved away. She shimmied off of him and stood up, his hands sliding away from her chest and she had to fight the urge to just say screw it and pounce back on him. She took his hand with a reasuring smile and led him to the room in the barn where the hay was stored. It was just three walls, sunk into the side of the barn so that it was easy to access the hay, but it would give them a bit more cover than the iselway would, at least. Plus...there was hay here...and wasn't that everyone's fantasy? 

She backed herself up against the wall and he followed eagerly, pinning her to it with his hips and she bit her lip as she looked up at him. His eyes were filled with desire and she could feel a slight hardening through the crotch of his jeans. He covered her mouth in another kiss, this time delving his tongue into her mouth and she parted her lips immediately, granting him all the access he wanted. She playfully pushed his tongue back into his mouth with her's, teasing the corners of his mouth with the tip of her tongue. She sighed into his mouth when his hips bucked against her's. 

Her hands wandered from his hair, to his shoulders, then down his back to finally linger at his firm bottom, pressing him even closer to her. She brought her mouth back slightly to grab his bottom lip gently in her teeth and pulled it towards her with a naughty glance at him.

He had been surprised when she pulled away. That she had never done...it had felt like she had wanted it...but then she took his hand and took him to the haystorage. Somehow they ended up against the wall. As their kisses got hotter he pressed her firmer against the wall with his hips. She bit his lip lightly. She had said she would do it all and the dragon was eager to put her to the test. His breathing was heavy as he touched her, pulling her shirt up and exposing her lighter skin. He groaned again as he pushed her breasts together, felt her scent, her skin. A part of him was however a little unsure. 

What if someone came? Thomas had been at his heels all day for some reason. That he was alone now was because he had stopped to talk to Hathi and when he left them they stood there just looking at eachother, grinning silly like it had been the 7th grade or something. Slowly he pulled down her bra and found the two treasures he had longed for. He licked them first, felt them getting harder, heard her sigh, her hands grasping him. Hoisting her up, helping her to wrap her legs around his waist he got her a little higher and he got a better reach.

"mmmgmmmm I love your breasts...I love you...I love...you..." he mumbled as he nuzzed one before he started to suck at it. He wasnt sure why he liked doing it, perhaps because she got pleasure out of it. He was panting harder now and the dragon was not happy. However he didnt felt secure enough to do it like this. Not only the risk of getting walked in on, even if it was partly arrousing, it was workhours...they shouldnt even be doing this. The tought of it made him moan...darn it...

She felt him tense up and hesitate and through the fog of her brain at the moment she wondered why. Was his stomach bothering him again? She hesitated as well, loosening her grip on him some. Then, another thought popped into her mind. It was only his second 'real' day on the job and she was already jeopardizing getting him in trouble by pouncing on him when no one was looking. She suddenly felt very selfish for attacking him the way she had. It's just....she couldn't help it, not after his words this morning...but she couldn't risk him getting in trouble. Not now that things were finally looking up. 

Hath wouldn't fire him for something like this, but she wouldn't be too happy about it either....using work time for fooling around. Especially when he was being paid by the hour. Very reluctantly she unwrapped her legs from around his waist and he looked conflictedly down at her. It seemed like he was having the same problem. She pouted her lip out a bit on instinct, like a child who wanted a lollipop but was only allowed to look at it through the glass of the candy shop window. She sighed and corrected her bra back to its former position and brought her shirt back down over her. "I'm...sorry..." She said a bit breathlessly and looked up at him. "I..don't want you to get in trouble...not on my account..." She smiled softly at him and stroked her hand across his cheek. "Tonight..." she promised, "If you feel up to it." 

"Umm...maybe we could clean tack for a bit?" She suggested, looking down at the crotch of his jeans to see a fairly significant bulge in them, she had to bit her lip to resist throwing her good decision out the window. No....they should just clean tack. She could wait like a good girl. It would give him and also herself the chance to calm down. Plus, she had been meaning to polish Vanya's tack, anyways. Leading him into the tack room they both set down on a storage chest and grabbed some leather cleaner.

He swallowed hard as he looked at her rubbing one of the straps...up...and down...then up again..and fuck it he couldnt look away...and just to top it off she had to lick her lips. His grip around the rag was hard and he rubbed the halter hard as well, if it could it would catch fire. The problem down below had not gone away and it started to bother him. His stomach said 'oum' a few times like it was asking what he was doing. Frustrated he lifted a hand to pull through his hair but..there wasnt much hair left. It felt nice though. As his fingers passed over his ear he felt the scar. What if Morgan hadnt hit him? Would he have been dead now? He hadnt dared to ask, he didnt even dare to ask if it could come back.

Putting down the halter he placed his head in his hands, perhaps it helped to not look at her for a little bit. "Uhm...Kitten...what do you say about going out friday...on a club..I asked Thomas...but you know him...he just wants to cuddle with his boots...he did the Phil Collins I cant dance excuse...like it was that I asked..." he snorted "I certainly not going to ask him to dance!" He scratched his nose a little.

"Anyway, if you want...maybe you could ask Hathien...since I dont think he will dare too...and...ask Lillian too..."

Alayna was working diligently on the cheekpiece of Vanya's bridle when Craig placed his head in his hands. Was he ok? Perhaps his stomach was bothering him again...it had made a few noises since they started cleaning tack. She was about to ask him if he was ok when he began to speak. 

She grinned as he told her his plan and laughed a little at it. "Well....I'm not sure if I'll be able to drag those two to a club, but I'll ask. I know Lillian will happily go...I just don't want her to feel like a third wheel. She's pretty good at entertaining herself, though, she's at least friendly enough that she'll make some friends. Hopefully some guy friends." She said with a smile. He still had his head in his hands, not looking at her. Maybe he was tired. He probably didn't get much sleep last night since his stomach was bothering him. 

She was kind of glad that he wasn't looking at her, anyways. Everytime she had met his eyes before he put his head down she got the strong urge to just tackle him right there. She had to bite her lip a few times to keep herself from saying anything naughty. She couldn't tell how his 'condition' was, but she didn't want to make it any worse for him. She felt bad enough about jumping him earlier only to push him away. He hadn't fought her logic, though, so he must have felt the same way. Her body was still in hyper drive, but luckily for women it didn't show like it did for men. She looked down and rubbed more at the bridle, this time on the browband. 

They sat in silence for a bit longer, both trying to ignore each other for their own good, it seemed. She pulled out her phone and glanced at it. Fifteen minutes until quitting time. She stood up and stretched, her knees and back popping as she did so and then she hung the newly cleaned bridle up. "Think you're good to go now? I really am sorry about that..." She said with a sheepish grin down at him. He nodded, although he didn't seem too sure and followed her out of the barn. 

She walked towards her car and saw Lillian on the way. "Hey Lil," She said with a smile as she approached, "How do you feel about clubbing this Friday?" She asked and popped her bottom in a dance move for a second, getting a laugh out of the other woman. 

"I'm game!" Lillian said excitedly, "Maybe I can lure in a man with my awesome dance moves!" She started to shake her hips but lost her balance and had to step foreward to catch herself. Alayna giggled and she laughed back at her. 

"Think you can help me convince Hath and Thomas to go with us?" she asked and Lillian looked at her with a cocked eyebrow. 

"Well...it's going to be tough, but maybe we can gang up on them tomorrow." She giggled. 

"Alright, it's a plan." Alayna said and then bid her goodbye with a wave. She unlocked the car and stepped inside to go home.

When Lillian had started to move he had turned and got himself seated. She wasnt Kitten, she hadnt the same...lovely...juicy... He swallowed. Now that didnt help either. The dragon was cranky. It had been ok...darn women! He tried to think of something else. He had overheard Lillian accepting though. Asking Frog if he wanted to come was a start and he was texting away when the woman of his heart got herself seated. Almost right away he got a reply back. "Fab Feb - Im in!" The text made him chuckle, and at least partly forget the trouble.

She looked at him with a raised eyebrow and he showed her the text and told her what he had already said to Thomas. "He is a good guy...really...and I dont really...bond..with guys...that well..hrm...He got stationed here with his horses...plus I think he might family here too...fucking Frog...anyway... I didnt want either of them to feel like its a set up so I dont think we should say anything...and the reason why I asked is because I have seen Lillian looking...uh..a little sad...and I figured that she might need cheering up." He didnt say she had looke AT him looking sad. 

Another scratch in his new "doo"...would they laugh at him tomorrow. Lillian hadnt seen it since he got seated so quickly. Penny was all tuckered out in the backseat. It was like she knew when quiting time was and she had been waiting by the car. Smart dog...but then again - most dog was smart compared to Barf. Was it because of that he had been left behind like junk?

She cradled Penny in her arms as she carried her up the stairs to the apartment. The puppy had sacked out in the back seat and was still sound asleep as she carried her. She handed Craig the keys and he unlocked the door for her so she wouldn't jostle the puppy. Walking over to her bed she slowly layed the little fuzzball down in it. She must have had too much fun playing with Barf today. They seemed to enjoy each other's company and she often saw them running through the front yard playing 'tag'. 

She bit her lip as they both entered the apartment and the door was shut behind them. She noticed Craig had locked the door, as well. Was he still as turned on as she was? She didn't know if she should make any moves, honestly...if his stomach was feeling better or not. She didn't want to pain him any more than she already had today. He walked into the bathroom, perhaps to change, perhaps to grab a quick shower to get the little hairs from his haircut off of his neck and shoulders or...perhaps to actually use the bathroom, she didn't know. 

A thought sprung into her mind, though, and wouldn't go away. She had to do it fast if she was going to, since she didn't know when he would come out of the bathroom. Walking quickly into the bedroom she stripped off all her clothes and then went back into the kitchen to find the apron that Craig had been wearing the other day. She placed it over her head and then tied it behind her, her bottom completely exposed as she turned around to face the kitchen counter. She opened up the refridgerator and bent over to dig through it. Now where was that container of whipped cream she bought not long ago...?

He had been able to poop...normally...it was a small...shitty...thing to be happy about but...and by now the dragon problem had settled as well. He changed some of his clothes, there was no need for jeans now...this pair needed washing anyway. Instead he took on some jogging pants, soft and roomy together with a t-shirt. It was cuddlefriendly clothes. He noted that she had changed to and he couldnt help but hope her new outift would be soft and easily accessable. He noted the still wornout and sleeping puppy, her legs and paws was slowly starting to "fit" her and you could no longer tell she had been found at the side of the road.

Hearing Kitten in the kitchen he shut the door behind him, not closing it but just leaving enough room for a puppy to squeeze through but also enough to shut out some of their talking and the sound of the TV. The sight that then met his eyes. Oh good lord! And he had just made the dragon behave. There, her head in the fridge, stood his...yes..his woman with that lovely little butt of hers...totally...naked... On purpose or not it wiggled as she seemed to be searching for something. He swallowed hard and had to grab on to the nearest counter.

His voice was hoarse, like he had a sore throat "..K..Kitten...what are you...doing?"

She turned around with a smirk on her lips, noting his slightly shocked face before her. He was a few steps away, so she moved towards him in a very slow, seductive manner, holding onto the container of whipped cream she had finally found. It was cold from the fridge. Good. It would make for some fun sensations. She grinned a little more devilish at the thought, looking him straight in his eyes, which she could see were slowly turning hooded. 

"It's later." She simply said in a purring voice and sat the cool whip on the kitchen table. She was close to him now and he made to move towards her, but she stuck her arm out, her finger poking him in the chest and he stopped, looking down at her hand. "Ah ah ah..." She said in a chiding tone, "Be patient. Don't make me punish you." She winked and turned towards the container, pulling the plastic off the rim of it and popping the top off. She smiled at the white, creamy substance in the tub and dipped her finger into it, making sure to bend over as she reached for it, her bottom sticking out. 

She brought her finger up and faced him again, a dollop of cool whip now resting on her pointer finger. He watched intently as she opened her mouth and drug her tongue up her finger, the tip of it scooping up some of the sweet desert. But before she took her tongue away she slid her lips over her finger to get the rest of it, an action that looked very much like something else. "Mmm..." 

Turning back around she got another finger full, then walked up to him. His eyes were dark by now, pupils dialated and she thought she saw that his 'condition' was returning. The silky shorts he wore didn't really hide things like that, which was better for her. They were much easier to get off than fiddling with jeans. 

Smiling at him she pressed her finger to her lips and some of the cream smudged onto them. "Oops." She said in a sarcastic tone along with a "Care to help me with this?". He obliged hungrily, meeting her lips with a raw hunger that made a small, husky noise escape her throat. She kissed him back for a moment but then broke it off, with some difficulty. "Thank you. Your reward..." She said and brought her finger up. It still had plenty of cool whip on it, and she placed it before his mouth with a smile.

He let out a soft moan as he took her finger in his mouth and sucked it clean. A little grunt came from him as he embraced her, bringing his hands down, finding her naked rump and pressed him against him. In a way he felt frustrated but he wasnt sure why he felt it. Normally he didnt have to wait and now he had waited half a day...or more really since despite the belly ache he had longed for her the day before. Heck he always longed for her. Covering her neck with kisses, his hands kneeding her buttocks as he rubbed her against himself it was both heaven and hell at the same time. He fought to control himself, to go slower and he breath was hard.

"Uggnn...Kitten...oh Kitten...baby..mmm" he wasnt sure what type of crappy, stereotypical mumbles his mouth was saying. His hands and lips roamed on their own, without any real thought. She squirmed under his touch, her sounds didnt make it easier for his throbbing desire. Usually they made love, calmly, with looking into eachothers eyes when possible, taking their time...now...oh now it was more like a sexfrensy. Her hands was going on autopilot too it seemed, finding their way down to his crotch, stroking him so heavenly. He moaned in her ear before gently nipping her neck as his hand came up to touch her breast. It found an erect nipple just waiting for him and he sighed as he moved the top of the apron a little to the side, exposing it. She arched against him as he started to suck on it.

In response he growled low and turned them around so she stood against the counter. He hoisted her up so she could sit on it with her legs spread, making it possible for him to come closer. With nimble hands he started to untie the ribbon that held the apron together.

She sat on the cold counter before him, the temperature change as she was placed on the surface had made her gasp. Now he was moving towards her again, that almost predatory look in his eyes that turned her on even more. She bent down towards him and caught his mouth in her's, kissing him frantically on his mouth, then the corner of it and up his cheek. He was working on untying the apron when she found his ear and sucked the lobe of it in her mouth, teasing it with the tip of her tongue, then she let go to move to the ridge of his ear, clamping her teeth gently over it and giving him a few nibbles. 

She could tell he was just as turned on as she was. The sweat pants he wore really didn't cover up anything and the sight of him ready made her moan softly in his ear. The apron was untied, now, and she leaned back so that he could lift it over her head, exposing her entirely. She heard him growl low at the sight and it made her bite her lip, her cheeks and neck flushed. Before he could move she grabbed the bottom of his t-shirt and whipped it up over his head, reavealing his tanned and muscled chest. She ran her slender fingers over it and down his happy trail to slide under his pants once more, taking him in her hands and massaging his member the best she could through his underwear. She kissed, nibbled and sucked at his neck as she stroked him, delighting in the noises she created from him.

"Mmggnnn...easy Kitten...easy..dont..dont make...dont too much of it...mmmhhrrr..." He leaned his head in the nook of her neck and shoulder for a little bit, trying to breathe and concentrate. Her hands made it hard...in more ways than one. Taking her in his arms her hard and erect nipples pressed against his chest, heat meeting heat. Only thing missing was a sizzling sound as their bodys met. Was a day of not hardly touching her, being close to her enough to create this almost overpowering rush of desire for her? For a few minutes, perhaps to regain some of his otherwise rather 'cool' control he just pressed her body against his, stroking his hands across her back, feeling her do the same and kiss her. They kissed like they had been apart for years, with a raw hunger, almost animalistic, with no rules or bounderies.

She let out sounds that he felt himself react to, even if the sounds themselves was almost impossible to hear, small sighes, little hiccups, her whispering, moaning his name, in full or partly. He must have said something too but most things just vanished in a buzzing void and he could only see her, feel her, touch her. That was the only thing that mattered. Her hand stroked him again, slowly, agonizingly slow, and the movement made him lean his head back. The burning, vibrating sensation in his loins came closer despite his tries to hold it back so he took her hand away - just in time. "Kitten...I...you...too good...cant...mm..come...nggh..like this.."

Somewhat haphazzard words that didnt make much sense, but she seemed to understand anyway. Luckily the apron wasnt thrown that far away on the counter and she stretched for it, sticking her hand into the small pocket. When she pulled it back he saw she held the oh so important rubber. As she did he started to suckle at one of her nipples, and as he nibbled at it he let two of his fingers slide in, pressing lightly upwards, for hopefully the most sensitive spot inside of her. His thumb gently rubbed on the little nub on the front of her. If it was surprise of the sensation of it or not, or just her being as ready as she seemed to be he soon felt new wetness and his arrousal grew to a almost painful level. She had to help him soon or he would explode.

When his fingers slid into her she clamped around them on instinct, her body curling foreward to cling desperately to him and a whimper escaping her throat. His thumb moved against her core as well, and the feeling was almost too much to bare. Her head rested next to his, her mouth close to his ear and she was sure he could hear every little hitch in her breath at his movements. " Oh....uhhn...C-craig...I l-love..you..nnn...so much..." It came out in a broken, shuddered whisper, her body not cooperating enough to form complete words. 

Her breath was coming in short gasps. It ached, almost painfully down below from the pent up desire all day. His hands were...heavenly...but her body didn't seem to be completely satisfied with that right now....it wanted something...more and she had a feeling she knew what that was. His fingers continued to move and she tensed against him, feeling something more building up behind the aching. "P-please...Craig....unhh...not...yet.." She managed to gasp out. 

He seemed to understand and his fingers stopped their moving. She relaxed against him, breathing like she had been out for a jog. She smiled at him through hooded eyes and slid off of the counter, standing before him. She didn't waste any time. Instead, she promptly pulled down his pants and underwear all in one, releasing what she knew would help stop the aching down below. He stepped out of the discarded clothes and she took up the condom that had been laying on the counter. Ripping it open she bent over to put it on him, her face near his hip and she nibbled and kissed on it as she placed the condom over his member, giving it an extra loving stroke.

"uuuurm..." a weird sound but it was what came as she touched him and put on the dragons own little plastic costume. A short, short moment of uncertainty then he took her by her arms, urging her to stand up. He forced himself to kiss her as slow as he possibly could get himself to do despite the burning passion. Rumor might say things about him, that he was just out after the fast fuck, that he wasnt one that ever could have any feelings for a woman except that time it took for him to get into her pants. Some parts was true, others made up and others just enhanced and warped, changing after each time the story or incident got told. 

He wouldnt just take her like that, like she was just flesh or something to just use for his own desire. Pressing her against him, squeezing her butt, his throbbing, almost aching member thight against her belly. A final regrouping, a final try to get it together so he wouldnt come just as he entered her. He had to make it last at least a little. But they were both ready...he had felt it, seen it..

The words came deep in his throat as he realeased her from a kiss. "Turn...turn around...and...just..." his voice trailed off into a soft moan as she seemed to understand. She arched her back slightly, rubbing herself against him like she tried to search the solution for her craving on her own. Just a little direction and like melting butter in the pan he entered and just like that she squeezed tightly, hot, firmly around him. A low call came out, and he wasnt sure if it was him, her or both. A moment he just remained still, heavily breathing before he slowly, oh so slowly started to move, his arm firmly around her, and the other trying to hold the edge on the counter. She seemed to take her hold with both hands at the edge, that gave her enough support to press against his thrusts. 

Her head leaned up against his chest, soft little mewing sounds came out in rythmn with his movement. A low growl and he covered her mouth with his and he allowed himself to move faster, felt the burn, the release coming. It was so devine it hurted and his own voice now almost mimiced hers.

She used the counter to push against each thrust, all of them agonizingly full of pleasure and she squeezed around him tightly in a rhythm. She didn't think she would be able to hold out long, because with each thrust she felt it getting closer. Her mouth was parted, huffing out hot breath and she arched against him in desperation. When he moved in she pushed against him, her toes trying to curl up at the sensation. She could feel beads of sweat beginning to form on her back and shoulders, a few trickling down with a featherlight touch as they ran across the contours of her body.

She could vaguely hear herself making noises. Lots of them. Some soft, others loud, some sounding almost pained and still others like small sighs caught in the back of her throat. Her own blood rushing in her ears blocked out most of her sounds, but for some reason she had tuned in on his, the small, passionate grunts with each thrust. His sounded almost pained, as well, and she knew that he was trying his best to hold back for her. 

He began to move faster and she felt the tingling begin as he covered her mouth in a kiss. She tried to return it, but the sensation was beginning to be so much that her mouth just remained open, her hot breath spilling against his face. A loud, desperate noise escaped her throat as she came violently, her body twitching rhythmically against him. She felt him give in seconds after her, apparently he had been ready for a while, and his hips bucked against her, a grunt and low groan pouring out of his lips. She made sure to keep squeezing hard until he came down from his high and she felt him relax. She leaned heavily on the counter, relying on it to hold her up as she turned her head back and met his mouth in a kiss. "I hope that...makes up...for earlier." She said around her heaving breaths after breaking off the kiss and gave him a mischevious smile.

It would be a lie to say he wasnt...spent...he was...in a nice way but spent none the less. His forehead, sweaty just her body, pressed lightly between her shoulderblades. Deep breaths, his nostrils wide, his body worked to get more air into his system. Leaning back she kissed him. Then she said something. He heard her say it clearly and yet he had to think a little before he actually heard what she said. Some words do seemed partly swallowed or cut off. Bringing his head closer to hers he smiled. Makes up?

"Kitten...you do..nt...have to feel you have...to make things up for m-me.." his voice hitched as she tightend a little around him. If she did it too much he would fall out  "...you are the only Kitten for me...I love...to hear you purr...mm..to feel you..." He let himself slide out and he tought he heard a slightly disapointed sigh. He didnt want to risk the condom from sliding off "I love you..."

Breaking the contact everything seemed to get cold and goosebumps covered part of his body. After tossing the condom he took her in his arms just holding her. No kisses, just a simple embrace. He felt her heartrate, breathing come down to normal, it seemed like she had almost fallen asleep standing. He felt tired too. With a soft grunt he lifted her up in his arms. Penny had moved in under the bed, like it was her own little hideaway. He put the woman down and then wiggled with the covers down under her, crept down himself and covered themselvs up. Even in her halfsleep she sought out his warmth. Wrapping his arm around her, kissing the back of her head as she placed it on his chest, he let himself drift off to.

It had been such a release of energy that left them so spent. Even if they had perhaps gotten away with it at work, this would definiatly been noticed.

She woke up to a soft snore, looking up to see Craig's sleeping face right above her. She smiled and shifted, pondering getting up, but she was quite happy to just stay where she was, wrapped up in his warmth. Supper did need to be fixed, though. She couldn't leave him hungry after what he had just done for her, what kind of girlfriend would she be? Besides, she liked to cook for him...it brought out her more motherly side. Perhaps it just reminded her of when she used to cook alongside her mom as a little girl. Either way, she kind of enjoyed it, it seemed to remind her that she was, indeed, in a real relationship and the thought made her warm and fuzzy inside. She leaned up and kissed his cheek before shimmying out of bed. Slipping on her silky robe she headed for the kitchen. 

Digging through the fridge she didn't find much. They still needed to go to the grocery at some point. She managed to find some canned salmon, though, and made salmon patties out of it. Moving things around in the pantry she had found some green beans, as well, and stuck them on the stovetop. Soon the smells of the browning salmon and cooking beans were wafting through the kitchen and Penny came jingling in to sit at her feet. "No..." She said and laughed at the begging puppy. If it was up to her she wouldn't get spoiled on human food, she'd just have to settle with the puppy chow. 

Stirring the beans she smiled as she wondered what her neighbors thought of her. Did they think they were obnoxious? Loud? Rude? Or perhaps they didn't really care? She didn't think it was the later. In a way she didn't really care...but in another she felt bad for subjecting them to it every single day. No one had said anything about it to her, though. One lady had given her a look in the parking lot the other day, however, and her boyfriend who trailed slightly behind her had given her a longer, approving look. That had made her smirk.

Craig felt like a clubbed seal as he woke to the smell of food. He sat up, finding the woman gone and figured that the foodsmell and the missing woman had to be connected. He scratched his head as he sat up, stretched and yawned. His bones popped some, a proof of his career. How many sprains, cracks and fractures had he got over the years? He had lost count. Scooting out of bed he walked out from the bedroom and out to the kitchen.

She stood, looking out the kitchen window, smiling. The puppy had come to him and he picked her up. At that time she turned and smiled again, her eyes going down for a moment as she noted he wasnt dressed yet. He just smiled back, his pants and underwear was still out here. He come closer and then held out the puppy for her that started to waggle as she dangled. "A Penny for your thoughts?" he said and chuckled. As she took the puppy in her arms he bent down to grab his pants. Then he came close to her and kissed her on the cheek, and got an extra puppykiss on his as he did.

Nuzzling her ear next he gave them a hug. It felt like he had a family...a real family and he saw Hathien and Thomas as his inlaws, Lillian was like a cousin. He couldnt help but feel he had to prove himself somehow. Part of him worried over the return of that Nathan. It was like expecting for the oldest son to come home, the oh so successful one that everybody admired. Thomas had talked well of him but Craig couldnt help but wonder. He worked hard, Hathien knew that, but it was still things you needed bodymass for...and that was something he couldnt do anything about.

She smiled warmly at him as she accepted his hug. "Oh...I was just thinking about how lucky I am..." she said, leaning into him more and hugging Penny up closer to her face. "....and...what the neighbors might think of our...noises..." She said with a laugh. "Not that I'd stop for them." A wink was given to him at that. Supper was ready so she handed him his plate with the hand that wasn't holding the wriggling puppy. Hopefully he would eat it, and hopefully he liked it. At least it was healthy. Salmon was packed with nutrients and green beans...well, they were vegetables so she figured she couldn't go wrong. Plus, his stomach had been hurting at lunch time today, so he had mostly drank water, then. She hadn't heard it growl in a while, though, which was a good sign. 

They both went to the couch and sat down. They didn't really use the table much, prefering the closeness that the sofa provided, instead. Penny sat pretty much on top of her feet, looking up at her with big, dark eyes that pleaded for food. She just giggled at the puppy and leaned her shoulder on Craig's as she picked up her fork and stabbed a green bean. 

Her stomach had been growling as she prepared the food. She hadn't realized just how hungry she was until she tried a few bites. She grabbed the remote and turned the tv on at a low volume in case they wanted to talk. It was on a movie, it looked like The Notebook. She didn't cry often at movies, but this one made her cry every time if she watched it to the end. Luckily it was towards the beginning, when things were happier. It scared her senseless, to think that relationships could do a flip as fast as they did in that movie and she hoped desperately that it never happened with her and Craig. She didn't know what she would do with her life if he wasn't in it....

The plate had been rather full..at least in his "measures" and he finished everything... He leaned back, holding his arm around her. It wasnt his type of movie - at all. He hid a yawn. As the movie continued she sniffled a little. He just stroke her on the back and watched a spider walking across the celling. That was 'fun' for awhile. He leaned his head back, blinking a little. His chest felt a little wet and he heard a muffled sniffle and a sigh. He smirked. He knew she wasnt sad-sad so he just stroked her a little more.

He was just...closing his eyes a little bit. He yawned again. Next thing he knew he woke from the woman clicking off the TV. "zzzZz...oh..time for bed?" Not the best save ever but...at least he had watched it...sort of...

Finally, it was Friday morning. This work week had seemed to drag on. She did enjoy where she worked, but sometimes she got a little burnt out. Perhaps it was because she had had a vacation and it spoiled her. She smiled faintly as she remembered it. They were preparing to head out the door and she took his hand as they went down the stairs. Simply the feel of his larger, warm hand around her's made her feel safe and secure. She was almost to the car when she saw the woman and her boyfriend in the parking lot again. She gave them a cheerful "goodmorning" but the woman just gave her a disapproving look. Her boyfriend, however returned it happily and she had to drag him on because it seemed like he was about to come over and chat. Poor guy...he probably didn't get any. 

They got out of her car at the stables and Craig gave her a quite heated kiss and grabbed her bottom before heading off towards Thomas to see what he could do today. Alayna met Hath on the porch who was chatting with Lillian and she thought she heard the word "club" mentioned. A grin grew on her face as she came up next to them. Hath looked a little uncomfortable. Alayna didn't expect them to do much at the club, no drinking or even dancing, if they didn't want. But she thought it would be nice for them to get out and enjoy a Friday night together that wasn't spent at the farm. 

"I don't know...." Hath said.

"Oh come on, Hath, I don't even have a date and I'm going! At least you have Thomas to hide behind if some creeper starts grinding on you!" Hath's eyes grew a little wider at that. Probably from the mental image she recieved. 

"Hath you really don't have to do anything but sit there and look pretty. You and Thomas can be our ride home if the rest of us decide to have a few drinks. Please? We want you all to join us." Alayna said with a reassuring smile. 

"Well....alright...as long as you don't expect me to drink....or dance..." She said reluctantly. A smile split Lillian's mouth and a "yay!" popped out, Alayna just giggled at the other energetic woman. 

"Trust me Hath, you won't regret it. If you do feel like dancing then you can grind with Thomas." She gave her a wink and Hath's cheeks blushed just a little. She signaled them to follow her towards the barns and the other two women followed, preparing to tack up the horses they would ride for the day.

"So Thomas, my man...you cant leave me like the lone roster in the henhouse...I wouldnt have minded...normally to be the only guy but..." he chuckled "...you know you are my bodyguard right? You cant leave me alone with a frenchie..." He grinned but as he said it he got partly reminded of the black car that had bumped into them. At one point he had thought he had seen it at their parkinglot but when he went out to look the car had been gone. He watched the man rub his chin. "You dont have to drink and you can wear your snuggle boots...its for Lillians sake remember?" He gave the man a serious look among all his looks that was a mixture of naughty and nice. "...It feels so different with Alayna...it feels like I can do anything...I will do anything for her...anything..." He looked down at his hands as he spoke next, his voice low "I would die for her if it would keep her safe..."

Then he pulled his hand over his newly cut hair, and his normal grin was back. "So what do you dig the new doo? You should let Hathien cut your hair big boy...I was a little unsure at first but...it said in one of those girly magazines...that letting your girlfriend cut your hair was a sign of trust and commitment" and then he added, like it needed an excuse "...you have to read something when you are at the loo...and I forgot the newspaper..." Another naughty look "You know they have pretty nice sexcolumns and sexadvise in those magazines....the issue Alayna had in her loo even had a Kama Sutra section...very interesting..." He watched a light blush form on the other mans neck and his grin grew. "I actually have it in the car...if you want to get some pointers..."

Thomas could feel his blush deepening. Sex advice? Sure he had thought about it.....plenty...but he knew that he felt like he should wait, even though it was going to be hard. They hadn't really talked about that sort of thing, yet. Their relationship was fairly new as far as the boyfriend/girlfriend part went, even if they had known each other all their lives before that. He had to bite the inside of his cheek hard to get the visual in his mind to go away. He had the hardest time concentrating on work, lately, like the fantasies were constantly lingering over his brain and it drove him up the wall. All he wanted to do was get work done like he was supposed to...

"Uh....I plan on..holding out, if you get what I mean...thanks, though. Maybe if we ever get married..." He said with a reddened face. He thought by now he'd be more accustomed to talking about things like this with Craig since the man's mind constantly seemed to be in the gutter...or close to it...but he still always blushed. It was frustrating. He knew it was a natural thing, but his family had been discrete about those sorts of things, so being around someone who wasn't discrete about them at all was new to him. 

"I'll go if Hath goes...how does that sound? And don't count on me getting out on the dance floor." He said with a chuckle. He had tried dancing, and despite how nice the closeness was it wasn't really for him....and at one point it had even made him dangerously close to having a 'problem'....that would have just been the icing on the cake. Just about the time he had said it the girls all walked past and confirmed that everyone was going. He groaned and made a dramatic pouty face, but Alayna just gave him a wink and they walked on towards the barns. This was going to be an interesting night...

Craig gave Thomas a playful nudge. "About the magazine...never hurts to be prepared...and know stuff...you know how many free tips you get from magazines like that...well...or...you can see it as magazine like any of those farmmagazines or whatever you read...the latest models of tractors, how to fix stuff..I dont know...Most magazine I read before was Horse & Hound and Bloodhorse, but those never really gave the inside scoop. You should really look at those columns where there are women sending in letters with different problems...they even have a sex one I think...or if it was just that issue I dont know..."

He looked at the man who tried to keep his eyes down and his hands busy. Craig just grinned. "So...Mr Bossman...what do you want me to do today?"
Alayna stepped out of the shower, now ready to prepare for the club. Craig stepped into the bathroom after her, but not until he gave her bottom a caress through the towel that was wrapped around her. She giggled at him and headed for the hair drier. Blow drying it she then put curlers in it and let them sit while she put on makeup. It had been a long time since she had been to a club. She had been to a few bars and such with Craig, but not a serious club. The last time she had been to a club...well...it had ended up in her doing some things she wasn't so proud of. 

She dug through her closet and found her black, sequined dress and shrugged it on over her curlers. She hoped that Hath and Thomas would actually have fun tonight. They usually did when they let loose just a little. Craig had done a good job at teaching them to do it thus far, perhaps, with a little luck they would enjoy tonight and go out with them again, sometime. Craig had also mentioned a man that was coming along to be Lilian's date...although Lilian didn't know about it. She was a little nervous about how Lilian would react. She hoped that she wouldn't think they were pushing anyone on her. 

Grabbing a curler she pulled it out and from the corner of her eye she saw that Craig was exiting the bathroom, in nothing but a towel, of course. She gave him a grin and noticed that he looked her up and down for a moment.

He gave a low wolfwhistle as he saw her. "Sweet...easy ass-access...I think I will...pop in some minisuits...just in case..." He gave her a wink and then let his towel drop. He found himself a pair of underwear and socks and moved on to a pair of nice pants and a white shirt. The farmwork and working shirtless as well as the holiday had given him a nice tan.

With not much hair to groom anymore he just sprayed on some colonge. He was already freshly shaven, but no matter how neatly he tried to shave he still had a darker shade on his chin. He turned around, holding out his hands. "Well...ok? You look sizzling...just want to...." he came up close, wrapping his arms around her, breathed down her exposed neck and spoke low "...I just feel like tossing you on the bed and make love to you.." He gave her a kiss and as he did he stroked her down her backside. As he stepped away her eyes seemed darker and more heated.

"Now... come...we cant be late...Frog is waiting for us at the club..." Just as they left her cellphone beeped. He glanced at her. "Who was it?"

--

Gabriel sat alone like some bloody Tommy-no-mates. His beer was finished and he pondered over getting a new one. His friend and what ever friend he had said would come to seemed to be a little late. A little annoyed he glanced at the watch. Five minutes late. That did it. He walked up to the bar and ordered a beer. After paying for it he decided to get back to the place he had picked out. It wasnt too close to the dance floor or the bar so the place was still free when he got back. He was stretching his legs when there was a girl in pink that seemed to be slipping on something on the floor, a piece of broken glass, ice, paper...herself? He was still amazed when girls...women tripped around in heels and not breaking their ankles. The woman waved her arms, fighting to regain her balance. She was awfully close to the stairs that led down to yet another 'terass' of tables, sofas, chairs where you could sit and look at the dancefloor.

He got up and caught her just in time so she didnt fall. She clang to him without realizing in, like he had saved her from falling into the dark abyss. "Mon dieu, mademoiselle...be careful, yes?" His darkblue eyes looked deeply into hers, his strong arms held her tight against him. She had a rather ordinary look, yet...the soft smile that seemed to linger on her lips, like everything she saw was on the verge of making her laugh. Perhaps it was due to that the corners of her mouth curled just ever so lightly upwards. Her dress gave her body away in just the right way. His slight french accent sounded so clear as he spoke even if he had been raised in the US, every summer had been spent in France and after finishing collage he had worked there for some years before coming back to the states. Her mouth was slightly open, like an O at first, on her cheeks a light blush was spreading. Her, oh so beautiful slender hands, rested on his chest. He felt the heat from them through the thin fabric of his shirt. Slowly he helped her find her feet again. Now there seemed to be a smile on her face. His voice naturally slightly deep as he spoke "Mona Lisa, tu es belle (you are beautiful)...why are you smiling?"

Lillian didn't really know how it happened. One second she was preparing to fall, the next a pair of strong arms were grabbing her and hoisting her up. She looked up at the man who had managed to catch her. Dark blue eyes...brown hair that looked soft to the touch...and a strong jaw with just a hint of a five o'clock shadow. Oh my. She just stared at him for a moment until she realized that he was talking to her and that her hands were resting on his broad chest. She jolted backwards a little, almost falling out of his hands. He held her firmly, though, and she met his eyes once more when she stablized. What had he said at the beginning of his sentence? Was that....French? The rest of it had been in english but with a clear accent as well. Yes, definitely french. 

"I...I....because I'm happy I didn't fall, I suppose." she said a bit breathlessly in response to his question. "Thank you...I'm...clumsy." she gave him a faint smile. His eyes sparkled with amusement as he let her go. 

"You are clumsy? That is what I should call you by?" He said with a hint of laughter in his deep voice. 

"Well...no...although it probably should be." She said with a small laugh. "My name is...L-Lilian." stuttering over her own name she cursed herself inwardly. He was just a man. A very....beautiful...charming...man. 

He smiled and seemed to be trying to memorize her name. "Lilian. That is a most beautiful name....like a lilly of the valley. I am Gabriel...or Gabe for short." Another charming smile and she didn't seem to be able to look away. 

"Uh....thank you...Gabe...Gabriel for catching me." She said after a moment. "I have to go..I have friends waiting on me...but maybe we'll see each other on the dance floor. I owe you one." She said the last a bit shyly and turned to leave, trying to walk as dignified as she could away from him. 

She thought she saw him looking at his cell phone as she turned to leave and then....she couldn't help but notice that he was walking a few people behind her. She turned and he followed. Rounded a corner and he did the same. She was starting to get a little nervous. What if he was one of those charming, professional bar hoppers that drugged women's drinks or followed them outside to their cars when they were too drunk to think? She knew it was too good to be true. She speed up her pace and let out a small sigh of relief when she saw the rest of the group ahead of her. Mostly Thomas' head poking out above the crowd. She made a bee line for them, and when she got there immediately stepped behind Hath and Thomas who looked at her with confused faces. 

"I've already got a stalker." She squeaked in a voice as low as it could go and they could still hear her over the music. She looked around Thomas' shoulder to see that he was still approaching, continuing to come towards their group and she slid back behind the tall man once again.

"Heeeeey Kermit! You Frog bastard! Seen any damsels to save yet?" Craig shouted as he spotted his...friend. The man that was somewhere between him and Thomas in height smiled at him. "Allo Craig...you are subtle as always, yes?" His grin was wide, friendly and made his eyes glitter. He had looked at the short man with amusement. They had always teased eachother as long as they had knew eachother. Craig was often the most successful one however. While he had the way with words, girls thought it was something special with a french guy, epecially one coming from the capital of love, Paris.

"In fact yes...but she was like Cinderella and its not even midnight." His eyes landed on the other women and his smile got even warmer, more inviting. Like the english friend of his he was secure around women, an aura around him, something that oozed a sexual vibe. After Craig presenting him for the others he greeted first the redhead and then the darkhaired one, greeting them with a firm handshake, their feminine hands almost vanishing in his hand. It was clear that he worked with his hands and wasnt one stuck in an office. His body was tanned and his build looked similar to taller man. The tall mans handshake was strong and he had a strong set of jaws but kind eyes.

He had smiled as the darkhaired woman smiled at him when he called both of them beautiful. The blush suited her. Somehow it didnt seem to matter what he said, but it had to be the way he said it even if he didnt mean for it to sound special in any way. The redheaded woman had a small blush on her cheeks too but was more secure in the way she moved. He raised a brow as Craig wrapped his arm around her. "Nuh-uh Kermit...she is mine...and Hathien...and Thomas...are like hitched" He gave them a wink and a smile, then he chuckled low as they seemed to blush slightly in sync.

Craig glanced behind Thomas. "Ey Tumblefoot...I want you to meet someone..." he pulled her out and wondered a little over both their reactions but he continued "Frog...eh...Gabe...Gabriel Del..Delacroix..something..whatever...Kermit...just call him Kermit...meet Lillian...Lillian Grey..."

He leaned over her hand that Craig almost had to pull out for her, and let his lips ever so lightly touch the back of it. "Mona Lisa, ma belle...we meet again..."

Craig frowned slightly, looking at him strangely, with a slight smirk on his lips. "What? Mona Lisa?... No, fuck it Kermit...rip out that frogleg in your ear...or snails...what ever slime you eat for lunch... I said Lillian!"

Lilian had been basically dragged out from behind Thomas with a gentle tug from Craig, the man leading her hand over to meet Gabriel's. She was blushing already, not from the smooth way that he talked or how he looked at her, but because she felt so silly about hiding from him moments ago. It would figure Craig knew him....at least now she knew he wasn't some creepy stalker....or at least she thought she knew. She didn't think Craig would hang out with him if he was. 

She felt like a little schoolgirl in front of him. She wasn't usually that way around guys. Most of the time she got along well with them, acting just as goofy as they did and was usually considered 'one of the boys'. But this man, with his suave charm and....he kissed her hand? Who did that these days? She wasn't complaining....she certainly wasn't complaining. Had they meant to meet up with this man or was it coincidence? Craig hadn't exactly seemed surprised to find him here. 

Smiling, she took her hand back after he let it go, the back of her hand still feeling the tingling sensation of the light kiss he had planted on it. "So we do..." was all she could really get out as a reply around her smile and blush. Luckily, before she could make a bigger fool out of herself Craig suggested moving to a table, and they all found a large corner booth, all of them sliding in together. Hath and Thomas then Craig and Alayna and finally herself and Gabe....great...she was going to have to sit next to him all night. Not that it was a bad thing...but she was worried of making a bigger fool out of herself than she already had. 

He turned to her as he settled down into the seat, his leg touching her own. "Would you like something to drink, ma belle?" He asked with an inviting smile. 

She nodded her head slightly in response. "Please, I could use a drink." She said with a smile and he walked to the bar to get her one. She needed one....to calm her nerves and loosen her up. Amusingly enough, she usually became a bit more graceful after a few drinks. Of course, if she had a few more on top of that it went downhill quick and she was tripping all over the place. She had been to plenty of parties, but not many clubs, but the last time she had her 'friends' hadn't watched out for her very well and she got quite drunk...her head had pounded the next morning. Luckily they had been nice enough to take her to their house when they left the party. 

He came back and sat down next to her a beer in one hand and a glass that he offered her in the other. "Sex on the Beach. If you haven't tried it, you should. I think you'll like it." His voice had become deeper as he said it and she found herself bitting her lip before she could stop it. That paired with the grin and look he gave her made her want to stare with her mouth hanging open. Luckily she didn't do quite that, simply accepted the drink with a "thank you" and gave it a sip. It was good...a fruity drink, just the way she liked them.

Without any 'accidental move' he lay his arm behind her as he leaned back. As soon as Craig pulled her out he guessed something with the woman being here was the english doing. It wasnt really...like him...to 'give away' a woman with looks like this...but he didnt complain...no...he certainly didnt. "So, cherie...What do you do for a living? I ride and compete in eventing and for some extra crazy I also do steeplechase...you know...for the rush..." He leaned in close to her ear, the volume was rather high in here and the cornerbooth was closer to the dancefloor "...its almost as great feelings like...sex...you know...to feel...all the raw hot power between your legs...yes?"

Craig smiled as he saw it, he grinned almost from ear to ear, almost acting like a child that with glee had succedd in getting his parents to kiss. Who would have thought this...this matchmaking thing was this fun? Somehow it seemed like now he wanted everyone to be as happy as he was...not that anyone else would ever be as happy as he was. It would never be the same. Ever. He leaned in and kissed her, the kiss got planted on her neck, somewhere near the back and base of it since she just had turned to hear what the others just had said. His hand was already resting on her lap. He just couldnt help himself. He HAD to touch her, like he had to make sure she was real.

Lilian's eyes grew a bit wider at the man's words and the fact that it was accompanied with his hot breath spilling out next to her ear. She couldn't help that an almost unnoticable shiver ran up her spine and she glimpsed Craig grinning at her from across the table. If she could she would have rolled her eyes at the man and perhaps stuck out her tongue, but now that she had a very handsome man almost drapping himself around her she didn't think it would be the best to do. She noticed Hath was glancing at them every now and again as well, with an almost motherly gaze even though she was younger than Lilian, probably watching out for her. Good. She was happy she had friends she could trust here with her, because she wasn't always the best with decisions. 

"Yes...." She agreed kind of breathily before she knew what she was saying. Did she really just agree to what he had said? She could feel her blush fighting to break free but took a few deep breaths to calm herself. "I...I event, too." She said slightly enthusiastically, despite the stumble in words, glad that they had something in common to talk about. "I compete for Hathien's stable, riding an assortment of crazies..." She giggled. Perhaps he would have fun on Rome if he liked, as he called it, a rush. She knew what he meant about the feeling, though, almost like you were flying. "I can't imagine how insane steeplechasing must be...." She said a with a bewildered voice. All she could think about was the videos she had seen of it and how horse after horse fell at each jump. She was surprised the man walked without a limp, it was a rough sport. 

She was very aware of his arm around her, as well as his leg that was still slightly propped against her bare one, the denim of his pants lightly rubbing it when he moved. She took a large sip of her drink, feeling the slight burn hidden underneath all of the fruity taste. She had almost finished it. When had she done that? She could feel a bit of warmth washing over her, loosening her up and making her bolder. 

-----

Alayna was watching and listening to everyone else curiously when she felt a pair of very familiar lips touching her neck. She smiled and looked at him. His eyes looked like they were filled with amusement, probably from watching Lilian try to keep up with Gabe's advances. Her hand was laying on his leg, just like his was laying in her lap and she gave his thigh a soft stroke before placing her hand back on top of his leg and giving it a gentle squeeze. 

He had got her a drink, vodka and cherry coke, just like she had asked, and she was slowly sipping on it. She wasn't much for the fruity drinks, liking the hard liquor, instead, which was worse for you in a way, but also didn't mask how much you were drinking with a fruity taste. She could feel the slight burn in her throat already, paired with a warmth that tingled at her cheeks and fingertips. She was moving a bit to the music in her seat, small twitches of her hips or shoulders. She was ready to go dance.

He smiled, his teeth flashed white in the dim lighting. "Yes...insane...like love...passion...crazy...but yet...you get pulled in by it...if you tasted it once...you want more...taste it over and over...your heart gets filled with it...your soul...its a loveaffair..." The man seemed to caress each word that came out, each one of them together sounded like poetry. The man could probably talk about stepping in dog poo and still make it sound wonderful. The vibrato of his voice, seemed to hit the spot just right with most women. He saw his brittish friend wink at him and then he made his advances on the redhead next to him. Gabe slowly shook his head, still smiling. 

"Its as they say..." he begun "L'amour fait les plus grandes douceurs et les plus sensibles infortunes de la vie..." her glance she gave him spoke of that she perhaps didnt know much french or didnt speak it at all...another smile..americans...Craig, being a brit didnt know that much french either...or...just silly phrases...a few he had learned to impress ladies...at least as far as he knew. The man was pretty closelipped about himself. He gave her another pretty smile. "Pardon...I have been in Paris for almost...two years...the french seem to try and come first when I speak, anyway it means something like 'Love is responsible for the greatest pleasures and the worst problems in life'. Its like with the horses, and the sport yes...you love them, the sport, everything, they make you feel good, magnifique and still...despite all the feelings...the *good* feelings...there is still trouble...you can get hurt...your horse...can get hurt...and yet...you go and do it everyday if you can...because...you love it yes...the rush...inside...here..." He took her hand to his chest, just over his heart "..and here.." he moved it further down to his 'gut' before letting go. "You have to have the love, passion and desire yes...and not fear..." 

---

Craig took her hand and kissed it. He had noted her twitches since he sat so close to her. "You want to dance Kitten?" he asked and she just nodded. Craig moved and stood up, waiting for the redheaded woman, offering his hand. Then he leaned in and let Thomas and Hathi know. The other two seemed to involved in their talk to notice. Gabe had always been smooth...but in a good way. Luckily they had different taste when it came to women. The frenchman never told him much about his family but he knew they was well off, having a big stud outside of Paris, breeding angloarabians and SF horses, especially for jumping and eventing. After he had graduated here his parents had moved back. What made Gabe a little special when it came to his mounts was that he prefered mares over stallions. He had never asked why. Craig didnt really cared himself, but the naughty ones gave him a thrill and it didnt matter to him what gender they were.

The music was good and there was many people on the dancefloor. They had danced on their own at first but as he noted that more and more guys seemed to advance on her he felt something dark and nasty grow in his chest and he took her in his arms while giving the others a dark stare. That there had been about the same about of women looking at him...was different and he didnt see it.

She wasn't expecting him to place her hand on his chest. First above his heart and then on his stomach where her fingers felt his muscles beneath the thin fabric of his shirt. They were firm and didn't seem bulky, just the way she liked it. The thought of what lay underneath his shirt made her bite the inside of her cheek. No, she couldn't allow herself to be drawn in by his charm and good looks....she barely knew the man, and, although she didn't mind to have fun with him tonight, she still wanted to be careful. Men didn't usually come onto her like this....not with such persistence at least. Most had just been jerks that ran off with another girl if she seemed the slightest bit hesitant about doing something that they wanted her to. 

Gabriel didn't seem like that kind of man, though. He seemed passionate and ernest, which she very much liked about him. "I agree..." she said a bit breathlessly. "I've been riding since I was a little girl, and, I'm sure it's the same way with you, lots of blood, sweat, tears and broken bones....but we get back on anyways. Maybe we're crazy." She said with a smile and a quick wink. She had finished her drink by now, and could feel it making her brain a little fuzzy. She was a lightweight when it came to alcohol. She did feel less tense, though, and her words were coming with more ease. 

A new song came on. One that she really liked and she looked onto the dance floor to see that Craig and Alayna were both moving along with it together. "Oh, I love this song! Would you like to dance?" She asked before she really realized what she was saying. She loved to dance, although she wasn't always the most graceful at it. She had a feeling that he was a good dancer, though, and would be able to guide her a bit if she faltered.

He smiled at her excited expression. She seemed to be a mix of secure and confident, of insecure and shy. That just made him more interested of her. By now he knew that the brit had something to do with it, especially the way he had looked at them. Almost like a kid giving their parents a homemade gift and just waiting for the reaction of it. "Of course, ma belle..." He got up, let her come out from her seat and gave the remaining couple a nod. Next he offered the woman his arm. As they came out to the dancefloor he took her hand and made her do a twirl. As she seemed to need the support he gave it but in such way it was hardly noticed. 

"So, Lillian..." his voice was tinted with his french accent and perhaps he said her name a little different "...you knew about the setup tonight?" He glanced at the shorter man that danced with the redheaded woman not that far from them. They seemed to be lost in eachothers gaze, unaware of all the others around them. Looking in the other direction, back at the table, the couple still seated was lost to the outside world too, but at a more...well..they held hands and sat rather close, the heat in their eyes was there but it wasnt the same pysical contact as the other dancing couple. Gabe didnt doubt the true feelings between either couple. "I think they tought we would be the third and fifth wheel." 

The more lively music changed into a slower one. He looked into her eyes, saw that they was just a little dialated, from the drink most likely. Something else lay in their depths. He opened his arms a little, like an invitation. "You said you loved the song before this one...Im here for this song to...if you wish, ma belle Lillian..."

"I would love to dance again..." She said with a small smile, her cheeks a bit flushed and her breathing slightly labored from the faster paced dance. He had danced very well, like some movie casanova. They had kept it mostly PG, but there had been a few moments where their bodies bumped together, feeling the warmth of each other through their clothes. She had moved on instinct at those moments, rubbing her body against him just enough for a tease and then stepping back away once again. She didn't think he minded it, not with how bluntly he acted and spoke. 

Now she was slightly nervous. Was she supposed to stay a few inches away from him? Was she supposed to lay her head against his shoulder? She looked over at Craig and Alayna who seemed to be dancing as closely as they possibly could muster, one of Craig's hands resting on her lower back, the other very obviously sitting on her bottom and it looked like he was whispering in her ear. Well....she wasn't going to dance with Gabe like that, that was for sure. 

Stepping hesitantly closer towards him he gave her a reasuring smile and slid a hand across her waist to her back to pull her closer. Did he feel the slight shiver? His other hand went to grab her hand and he lifted them up so that their bodies weren't touching, but every now and again, depending on their movements, their bodies brushed against each other. She cursed inwardly as she felt her own body responding to him with a tingling in her bra. Sheesh, woman, you only touched him for a second...pull yourself together. 

She hadn't realized that it had been a set up, but looking at the way it turned out she knew it was true when he said it. She wasn't always the fastest thinker. It hurt, a little bit, that her friends felt bad enough for her to find her someone and set this up....but it also flattered her, that they cared enough about her to try to help her find someone. He was lovely....both inside and out...at least it seemed. There was no way she knew for sure how he really was. She barely knew him. It scared her, to think about taking a chance on a man that seemed so good with women, though. What kind of sexual past did he have? Girls had been looking at him all night, and giving her glares as well. She shrunk back from their looks a bit, not sure if she felt worthy enough of a man like this. He was so....charming and alluring and she was just....well.....her.

There had been a tremble. Small, not even like the one the horses made to spook the fly walking on their skin, yet it was enough. He saw a group of women look their way. As their eyes lay on him there was all smiles but then as they passed over the woman he danced with, they vanished. He frowned a little like that. Some women was like some of his mares, some couldnt even be in the same pasture. They were all jealous especially when he walked in to spend some time with them. Dauphine, the topmare was especially jealous. The new mare, the chestnut, with a temper worse than he had seen for many years might become her most serious rival. He wasnt sure if it would be wise to even try to let them meet. Either way, this was not the place or time. He danced, turned in such way she couldnt see those women and their poisionous stares. He never gave them an eye either.

"Are you afraid of me...Lillian? Or are you afraid of those women that looked at you?" He brought one lock of her hair behind her ear with a tender hand. "Dont be...vous êtes très jolie...You are very beautiful...and do not let anyone convince you otherwise." His hand that still rested on her back gave her a little stroke, similar to the one he used to comfort a maiden mare as the first contractions set in, or the first time he sat up on a three year old and it wideeyed tried to take in the new experience. There was no force behind the way he handled his horses and the way they reacted when they saw him was a proof of that. His first mare he competed with, now a retired broodmare, came racing towards him in the pasture as she felt his scent many times leaving her poor screaming little baby behind. Now he made sure she was stalled before he greeted her. 

"I am no big bad wolf, Lillian...trust me...I would never do anything bad..."

She looked down at his words, embarassed that he must have noticed the insecurity in her eyes. "I...." She began, but he went on to tell her that she was beautiful. He thought she was beautiful? No man had ever told her that before....pretty, yes...but beautiful was a much stronger word. She was still looking down, biting her lip slightly from the inside to keep it from trembling. For some reason his words made her want to cry. She had never been very secure about her looks, always thinking that she looked quite plain with simply dark hair and eyes. Not exotic looking like Hath with her light blue eyes and dark hair...or Alayna with her freckled skin and striking mint eyes. She was just...normal...but he had told her she was beautiful. 

When he went on to talk again and she felt bad for the thoughts that she had about him earlier. It was almost like he had read her thoughts. Perhaps it had shown in her body language and expressions too much. She frowned slightly and looked up into his dark blue eyes, like deep, ocean waters....they had a certain sadness in them as well that she hadn't noticed before. Perhaps she had hurt his feelings and didn't know it? 

Her defenses shifted under his gaze, those walls sinking slightly down and she allowed herself to lean on him fully, her chin resting on his shoulder and her head pressed against his. He stroked her back again and she felt her body trying to respond once more. He was going to have to stop that or she would come undone. 

"I trust you..." She said quietly against his ear. It was an odd thing to say to a man that was basically a complete stranger, but it seemed right..."I'm sorry if I seemed timid, I swear I'm not usually this way..." She said with a faint smile. It was odd how he had already affected her so greatly, causing her to do things she didn't normally do. The song played on and she rested into his arms, simply enjoying the warmth and security of a strange'rs arms. 

---------

Alayna glanced up at Lilian and smiled softly, bringing her head back from Craig's shoulder to nod her head in the direction of the dancing pair. She noticed that Lilian was very close to the man, now. A part of her, the motherly part, she supposed, wanted to keep an eye on her friend, to protect her, but Lilian was a grown woman...older than herself and she was going to have to let her figure things out on her own. 

"You're sure that he's a good man, right?" She asked, leaning back against Craig who hugged her tightly to him as they swayed gently together. "I just want this to be a good experience for her..." The man had seemed very nice from the little bit that she had been near him. He was quite handsome, too. He had nothing on Craig, though...but perhaps she was biased. She grinned at the thought and clung tighter to him, stroking his back with one slender hand.

"Do you think I would let anyone close to Tumblefoot that I didnt...trust... Kitten, there arent many people in this world that I...trust...not guys at least...Ive known him perhaps a year...he is the one by the way that sent that stuffed toyfrog...anyway I know he wouldnt do anything bad...to anyone..." He nibbled her neck, sucked lightly at some parts of it but not too much so it left a mark.

"I wonder if Hathi and Thomas is having any fun...did you see how almost scared he looked when that girl in the skimpy leoparddress walked by?" Craig chuckled. The girl hadnt even looked at him yet he had acted like a yearling with a paperbag, a very dangerous horseeating paperbag. He liked the warmth her body created against his own.

--

"Schh..." he simply said, stroking her back like he had done before, and ever so slowly she came to him, and leaned on him just a little as they slowly moved on the dancefloor. "Its ok..." he said softly when she spoke, saying she was sorry. "You dont know me...its wise to be watchful...you dont get annoyed at a young horse thats careful and timid for something new, no...so why do you think I would be? Relax, ma fille...if there are monsters here...I protect you..."

She reminded him of her. Was this why his heart had beated the way it had done, before when she had been in his arms after she tripped. The same type of eyes, nose...even the hair seemed in this light be like...non...what good did it do to think of her and Lillian...she was her own person, she didnt deserved to be compared... Almost a year had passed and it was just recently he had removed the ring. This was the first time he was at a club without it. His hand felt lighter somehow. Mama was worried for him, said he was too thin...Papa hadnt said much at all...as usual... Gabe guessed there couldnt be any more words than what his father had already said about this. 

# "Gabriel, Il n'y a qu'un bonheur dans la vie, c'est d'aimer et d'être aimé" (Gabriel, there is only one happiness in life, to love and be loved.)

His papa was a man of few words normally, he didnt talk much of feelings.. Gabe sighed and stroked the womans back again. It was a move of comfort even for him.

It was odd to her, that she was standing here dancing closely to a man that she barely knew, yet she felt safe. Like there was a barrier of protection around her. She had never felt that way around a man before, even if she had known them for longer than she knew Gabe. She let out a small sigh against his shoulder as he stroked her back, the feeling comforting. 

"Do you come here often?" She found herself asking, trying to figure out some sort of back story on the man, to learn at least a little bit. She wanted to know more, her curiosity nagging at her, but she didn't want to bombard the poor man with question after question. She already knew that he worked with horses. That would have to do for now....although, she could ask about his horses. He might enjoy to talk about them. "Tell me about your horses...do you have certain ones you compete with? I mostly ride stallions, with the exception of one mare...who looks like a stallion, really." She giggled against his ear. 

The questions were also partly to distract herself from thinking about him in other ways. It had been...a long time since she'd been with a man. That paired with her naturally hopeless romantic nature made her a ticking time bomb when she got too close to a man that she liked. She wasn't some slut. She never ran around sleeping with random men. Not at all. It was more that the desire became pent up inside of her, making her frustrated or even depressed. She had spent so many years wishing...hoping...now that something seemed even the slightest bit promising it scared her. She didn't know what she would do. 

-----------

The song ended and Alayna took Craig's hand, leading him back towards the booth. She was thirsty and her feet hurt in her heels, so she needed a breather to sit down. She slid into the booth while Craig went to get them both more drinks, then came back promptly and offered her her's. She looked over at Hath and Thomas, who she noticed were holding hands, both of them placed on top of Hath's legs. They both looked a bit timid, probably because this was a new environment for them, but she noticed that they both seemed very much more used to each others presense. Like they had come to terms with the fact that they were dating, now. She couldn't help but give them both a smile when they looked her way. 

"How do you like the club?" Alayna asked, not really expecting a positive answer back. 

"Well...it's not a quite bonfire...but it's not bad, either." Thomas said with a lopsided grin. 

She just rolled her eyes amusedly at him, glad that he at least hinted that he might like it a bit. She took another sip of her drink and rested her hand back in Craig's lap, following his gaze to see that he was watching Lilian and Gabe still on the dance floor.

"Non...I just came here...to Kentucky I mean...and by all means to the club too...I have been riding for another man in France, national level, two and three star, as well as helping my own family some. But then...you know...things change from what you thought your future would be like...and I figured...why not come back to the land I was born and raised in..." He smiled at her small reaction "Yes...American by birth but french by blood, the best out of two worlds, cherie..."

Her question about the horses scraped at the wound. She couldnt help that. She didnt know. "I had a good mare, but she is gone now...with the help of my parents Im looking for some to perhaps fill her shoes. I may have found one with promise...not eventing I think but the time will tell. She is reckless and I dont think she likes to fail at her task. Thats why I prefer mares before the boys yes. You cant simply tell a mare to do something...you have to ask, to be on her good side and whisper sweet little nothings in those delicate tulip ears. The boys...non...they want to show off, thinking like they are all that...but in a herd...who do you think really leads it? Its the oldest mare..the stallion just make sure all follows...and he can be replaced...younger...better breeder yes.."

His smile was a little suggestive as he spoke next, perhaps due to the three beers he now had in his system "So...stallions, you like to ride them?"

--

"Go Frog go! Geez...what are you doing man, go go..noo...she wants you to..uhhhhh...come on!" he raised his hands in a bit of a defeated move and then he turned back to the others and shrugged his shoulders. "I think they both want to...but...both seem a little...scared...but at least there are no bright red light out there" He winked at Thomas and Hathi. By now they should know he was just teasing them. It surprised him a little that Gabe hadnt made a bigger move on Lillian...but...he hadnt known him for THAT long.

He noted that the drinks, the non-alcoholic drinks the RedFlash couple had been drinking was finished. "You want a refill?" he asked.

"Oh, I'm sorry...." She said when he mentioned his good mare being gone, whether by death or being sold she didn't know. She had listened intently to the small glimpse he gave her into his life. It wasn't much, but it would have to quench her curiosity for now. She had noticed his eyes had become sad again when he was talking about himself, especially about his mare. She must have died...his expression had been a bit too pained if she had only been sold. 

His eyes changed suddenly, though, more wolf-ish, looking down at her seductively and she couldn't help that her lips parted just slightly. The question that he asked....it was laced heavily with an innuendo and she could almost feel her eyes dialating as she looked up at him. "Yes..." She breathed a bit too huskily. Damnit! Why did she keep doing that? "Yes." She repeated in a more composed manner, "I guess I'm attracted to their raw power....the testosterone that you have to tame in order to ride them..." It came out with more of an innuendo than she had meant for it to, but she rolled with it. By now her brain felt like a blur, she didn't really know what she was saying anymore. Not from the alcohol, although it probably didn't help, but just from his presence. 

"Um...you want to go sit down? Grab a few more drinks? I'm parched." She said with a smile. Another fast song had started and she really didn't feel like it right now. Plus, her feet were hurting her. He nodded and they walked back over to the table. She couldn't help but notice that everyone watched as they approached and sat down. She pretended to ignore their gazes and instead busied herself with popping her feet out of her heels for a moment, just to give them a break. Then she grabbed up her drink and chugged about half of it. She knew it was a bad idea, but she was so thirsty...and she wanted to get away from her own thoughts for a while.

He looked at her as she practically poured down her drink. Felt the old sting in his chest. When she had swooped about half put his hand on the one that still rested on the table. "Mon amie...you shouldnt drink too quickly...you...you will feel bad...and it will take the fun away for tonight...wait.." He was gone a little while and then he returned with a tray with a glass of water for them all. Craig rolled his eyes and said he wasnt drinking anything that didnt have at least 1% of something more than water in it...tonight at least...and then he snuggled closer to Alayna claming loud enough for the others to hear that she was 1% water and 99% sexy.

Pushing the waterglass toward her Gabe spoke again. "Ma fille...just water...cold water...its better if you are thirsty...just..dont drink that to fast either..then you will get a tummy ache..and that wouldnt be any fun either. He got a nudge from Craig.

"Why are you calling her a filly? Her name is Lillian, Kermit!" then he laughed. It seemed that the brit had taken enough to not be so tightlipped altho he seemed to have changed. Happy. The man was happy. It was clear to him now. Gabe saw himself a pretty good judge of character and even if he had liked Craig from the start it had been something...still missing or hidden...but that something seemed to have found its place now...or something. Gabe glanced at the redhead...the something was perhaps a someone. He shook his head. "Non, Craig...'fille' means girl...I said..if you translate...'my girl'..."

It had just been a light hesitation with the translated word. Lillian wasnt 'his' girl. By the look of the jockey he had taken it as he meant it that way. He even started to one of those one nursery rythmes before the redhead nudged him with Craig letting out a "whaaat?" All seemed to be used to this new Craig however. Lillian seemed to look down, was she holding her feet? "Lillian?" his voice low as he leaned forward "..are you ok?" She just gave a short, quite vauge nod. He glanced at her heels, they were quite high. Why women insisted on shoes like that, he would never understand. It would be like forcing horses to walk on iceclogs in the winter. Sure they would be able to walk, but not without risking either breaking or hurting themselves. He didnt really think but suddenly he found himself with her feet in his hands and his strong thumbs gently rubbed the sole of her foot.

Lilian just smiled at the banter around the table. She knew that Craig was just being silly, but she had thought that the man was calling her a filly as well, not that she minded, but she was interested to see what it really meant. When he said 'my girl' her eyebrows raised a minute amount. His girl? Surely it was just a word commonly used in France, perhaps like a pet name. It still made her feel odd when she heard it. A mixture of standoff-ish and flattered. 

She was having a hard time thinking, the room tilting ever so slightly as she sipped on her water. She wasn't meaning to get drunk, not at all, only a bit tipsy. Although, she was afraid that she had already had too much. What was going to happen when she stood up? It was a good thing he had stopped her and offered her the water. She had been moving her feet around, rubbing the arch of one with her opposite foot when he seemed to notice. He leaned in and asked if she was alright, she just gave a nod. Her feet were hurting quite a bit, but it wasn't anything she hadn't experienced before. She should have been smart and brought some flat sandals, too. 

She was about to chat with Hath when she felt his caloused hand on her calf. She gave a small jump since she wasn't expecting it and looked over to see that Gabe was placing her foot in his lap and his thumb began to press against her arch. She had to fight not to gasp slightly, it felt so good...Part of her foggy brain was telling her to refuse the foot rub. That he was a stranger and she didn't need him to rub her probably smelly feet. The other part of her wanted him to keep going. It felt so nice....the sensation of it and the thought that he cared enough to give her a foot rub in the first place. Her more relaxed side won out, as usual, and she slumped against the booth cushion slightly, soaking in the heavenly feel of his fingers kneading her sole. She vaguely wondered what else his fingers could do....no! No...she didn't need to think that way right now. Not when the temptation was right beside her. She felt her cheeks flushing slightly at her brief thoughts and cursed herself inwardly. Looking up she met eyes with Alayna who gave her one cocked red eyebrow and a smirk.

Craig slowly poked his finger on her upper arm "...poooooooooooooooooke, poke poke, pooooooke...", pretending his fingertip bounced between freckles. He sat with his chin resting in his hand. Bouncy, bounce, bounce. His beer was finished, and now he was getting...well...antsy...again...just sitting still...was hard...and boring. He jiggled his legs a little, up and down, up and down. Alayna was probably used to it by now so she continued to talk with Hathi. She had just looked over at Kermit and Lilian, smiling. Craig had looked over too... bah...the footrub thing..psh... He had honestly thought that Kermit would be more...flirty...this was going in like...he glanced at Thomas and Hathien...like their pace... A foggy thought past him wondering if perhaps he and Alayna had been too fast, too forward...but no...no it had been right, felt right...there had happend many thing yes...but...there was many what ifs too... One of the bigger ones was...his own life...what if he hadnt been with people that despite everything had got to know him...would he have been alive today? Sick? Even more crazy? Now he even had a solid job...even if it wasnt a fulltime job.

He played with the empty glass. Rolled it back and forth, back and forth... Thomas didnt seem to mind. Craig let out a similar sigh that Barf used to do when he was bored, and the man probably glanced at the others in a similar way too.

---

Gabe let go of her foot after a little bit. He had given both feet a little rub. Then, just as he carefully let go of it he started to think that...well..did she think he was some sort of crazy person now? They had just met and here he sat...rubbing her feet. She had small, petite feet with cute little toes. One seemed to have the old bruising after a shoed hoof. It had started to turn yellow now so it had to be a week or so ago, depending on how fast of a healer she was. "Pardon, Lilian...I should have asked...but when I see someone hurting..I want to help...I cant help it.." He shrugged his shoulders. It was the truth. Her eyes had looked at him, had become a little darker, hotter. One part of him had wanted to reply but then he had looked down at his hand. It felt like he betrayed her...cheated on her...yet... It was at that point he had release her foot back to her.

Alayna's lips twitched at the corners as she was turned towards Hath, chatting to the other woman who seemed to be happy that the others were all sitting together again, just enjoying each others company. She could feel Craig's fingers touching her arm, only to disappear, then touch, disappear...it happened over and over again and she was bouncing very slightly on the booth seat because his legs were jittering so much. 

It amused her, he always had to be up to something and when he wasn't he had to amuse himself in his own way. It was like a little boy who's grandpa had given him a cup of coffee even though his mother disapproved. She finished up the conversation with Hath and turned back towards Craig, who was sitting with his hand propping up his head, just having let out a big sigh. She smirked and leaned over towards him, where her shoulder was resting on his. 

"Are you bored, Stallion?" She whispered just loud enough for him to hear. "What would you like to do? Talk? Dance? Drinking game?.......something else?" the ending words were laced with seduction, just to tease him. "It's up to you..." 

---

"It's alright," Lilian said with a comforting smile at the man who looked almost a bit embarassed and....sad? "They feel much better now...thank you." Taking her feet down she slipped them back into her silver, sparkly heels and resumed sipping at her water. She was relaxed now, after the foot rub and the effects of the alcohol, almost a little sleepy. She hid a small yawn behind her hand. She would get her second wind soon enough, hopefully. 

"So, national level,  huh?" She asked to strike up conversation again. "You must be very good. It would be fun, although I'm sure you're busy, if you could come to the farm and ride a few of our horses...maybe give me a few pointers. Alayna," She nodded towards the redheaded woman, "She gives me dressage lessons regularly since it's my weakest discipline for eventing. Show jumping is what comes naturally for me. I was competing in jumping even as a little girl. Pony club and all that..." She smiled fondly at the memories. "Then I took up cross country soon after. I guess I just like the speed and jumping." She said with a small giggle.

"...yes.." he pouted at first but then seemed to be all bright and sunny as she mentioned 'something else'. His other hand accidently...of course...disapeared down and under, onto her lap where it started to lightly kneeding the soft area near the inside of her thigh. It wasnt near anything vital, the others would notice such a thing and besides. Some degree of naughty was one thing but he wouldnt exactly just whip it out and please her here and now, making her whimpering and shivering on the table. The thought however ignited a little spark in his eyes, a spark she had to see if she looked at him. When it came to her, and his desire for her, his love it was as see through as a glasshouse.

Hathien accidently got a glance of that heated, passioned look and he hadnt time to tone it down...perhaps it was a little to heated, showed a little too much of what he thought of because he thought he saw a faint, faint blush and Thomas seemed to wonder why with the way he looked at her. But Craig never saw that. His attention and gone back to his redheaded lady. He had given her neck a little nibble and some kisses before he with a hoarse whisper spoke low in her ear "...feel like getting some...fresh air kitten?"

Gabe laughed. "Oh...mon amie...very good...or just very crazy...I dont know...I dont mind giving pointers but its your trust in your horse that is the most important thing...one dont need all contraptions really...no..a simple bit is enough...even for the most hotheaded horse...its hard to describe...some call it horsewhispering...saying its magic...I know many do it here so that might not be so new to you...I when I train..I have a simple bridle...simple bit...sometimes I just have a hackamore..." He smiled as he listend to her. A move, one of those you didnt think about, his fingers on one hand going towards a finger on the other. Then he seemed to realize it and tightened it. "Even speed needs control...like fire...without control..there is only mayhem...chaos...speed without control...without trust... it only means trouble...and..." He shook his head, his voice low as he spoke low, looking down at his hands "Pas bien...Cela ne signifie qu'après sinistre" Then he sighed and as he looked up he smiled again. "I want a whisky...is there anyone else that wants one...on me.."

The brit raised his hand even if he had been been cuddling the woman next to him. The other couple shook their heads. He just waited on the redhead and Lilian. He figured that he could buy Hathien and Thomas a new drink of what they just finished.

Alayna's bare legs felt like they were on fire from his touch. Her body responded to him now at the drop of a pin. Now that she understood him, knew the way he worked, it knew when and how to react to his advances on its own. It was ridiculous, in a way. They were like sex addicts for only each other, not that she was complaining...not one bit, but others would wonder what their deal was if they knew what went on behind closed doors. Her neighbors at her apartment probably had the best glimpse of that...She smirked at the thought. 

She hadn't had quite as much alcohol as Craig, but she was feeling good, and she could tell he was as well. When he leaned in and whispered a question, hot breath spilling on her cheek with the smell of the alcohol, she gave a small, devious grin at what he said. "I could use some fresh air..." She replied in a voice laced with desire. Gabe went and ordered drinks, first, though, and handed them out. She had a whisky along with Craig and they drank their's down before excusing themselves from the table. Lilian seemed to give her a knowing glance, but Hath and Thomas seemed oblivious, which she found amusing. He had taken her hand as they walked towards the back entrance of the club, leading out the door into the cooler night air.

---

Lilian had nodded and smiled at the man's words. He sounded like a very accomplished and gentle rider. He had gone to get more drinks and came back, offering her another Sex on the Beach, although she kept her water close by. She would sip on this one very slowly and it would be her last for the night. She could feel her head spinning a bit, and at that point she knew it was time to slow down. She watched as Craig and Alayna excused themselves, trying to hide the smirk playing on her lips. When she looked at Hath and Thomas with a cocked eyebrow they seemed to be confused and she just shook her head slightly and focused her attention back to Gabe, who was now sipping at his own whisky. 

"So, Gabe..." She asked softly, looking down at her drink. "What's a man like you doing without a girlfriend?" The question came out of nowhere....or out of a half-drunken mind, more like it. She got bold whenever she had a few drinks in her, perhaps innapropriately so, but...that's what came out and she couldn't take it back now. Why /didn't/ he have a girlfriend, though? He was handsome, considerate, kind, gave great foot rubs, he was a good horseman....perhaps he was too busy with work to focus on a relationship? She focused on a droplet of water on her glass that was trailing slowly down it instead of looking him in the eyes. How did she even know he wasn't dating someone? She hadn't asked.....

If it was the whiskey or perhaps the light from the fullmoon he didnt know but as soon as they had found a little, somewhat undisturbed hideaway his mouth covered hers, his hands on her body that in an instant pressed against his touch. He had always enjoyed a tumble in the hay but she had seemed to manage to intensify it a million times over. Sometimes it was enough for him to just think of her for him to start longing for her - that way. 

Despite that he had shaved his chin was still a little coarse and he scratched her skin just a little as he let his kisses and nibbles cover her. Small noises came from him, moans, grunts and murmurs where the most clear word was 'kitten'. Hands that knew how to calm a horse and excite a woman roamed her backside as well as her front. Like a chainreaction they seemed to trigger eachother, bringing them ever higher up in the tower of excitement and desire.

---

He clenched his jaws a little, his muscles played a little under a tanned cheek. A flash of pain. Why did she still made him feel this way? Ce la vie, he was still alive...he shouldnt have to live like...he...had done for a year. The man pulled his hand through his brown locks, how many women had done that move? It curled slightly on its own, even more so when it got damp. When he had been little he had been mad over having girly hair and jealous over his sisters straight. 

Her question had hopped from horses to..this...why did she want to know? "A man like me, ma fille? What kind of man do you think I am? I can turn the question around...why is this Mona Lisa..." he lay his hand over hers, tried to look her in the eyes but she kept looking at her glass "..without suitors, without a...un amant (lover)...with a smile and aura like you have? Tu es magnifique! (you’re amazing)"

She tensed a bit under the question, despite the alcohol which was supposed to be relaxing her. He had turned it around on her...not even hinting at an answer to her question. Nothing for her to go off of. She realized now probably why he didn't want to answer. The question stung. At least, for her it did. Perhaps it didn't for him, but the thought of being alone passed her mind many times a day and it broke her heart each time. He had said nothing but praise for her...telling her she was beautiful, that she had a nice smile and aura...she was very flattered. He was the only man who had ever been kind enough to shower such praises on her. Taking another sip of her drink she pondered what to say before she answered...or...pondered as well as her brain would let her. 

"I...Thank you, but...I'm just...kind of a clutz when it comes to...anything, really. Walking, talking...relationships...." She braved a glance up at him and noticed that he was looking intently at her. Then her eyes shot back to her glass, a finger poking at the water droplet she had been watching for a while now. It was embarassing, in a way, pointing out her flaws like this, but she didn't really know why she was single....She certainly didn't want to be. "I don't guess it's a question I can answer very clearly..." She said with a slightly defeated voice, shoulders slumping a bit. 

Trying not to make this into a pitty party for herself and seem like some lonely fool to Gabe she added, "I am graceful on horseback, at least...maybe that's why I like it so much. So that I can finally get somewhere without stumbling." She looked up into his dark blue eyes and gave him a faint smile. She noticed, though, finally really looking at his face once again that he seemed a bit sad, too. Was he pitying her? She hoped not....that wasn't her intention. 

She was about to look down again when she noticed a bit of red in the corner of her eye. Looking towards it she noticed that it was Craig and Alayna coming back to take a seat with the rest of them. They both seemed a bit breathless and looked....very satisfied. Alayna had a bit of a blush on her cheeks and neck and Craig's forehead was slightly sweaty. Not to mention that Alayna's curls looked like they had had fingers running through them, breaking them apart some. She looked at Craig and he noticed that she was watching and gave her a cheeky grin, like a child who was caught with their hand in the cookie jar but didn't give a shit. She just grinned and shook her head slightly at him in amusement, but her smile faded slightly as she looked back at Gabe who seemed to still be watching her.

--------------------------------------

Alayna stood in the locker room, just staring at the green metal mesh of the locker for a moment, trying to calm herself down and psych herself up. She was nervous...it had been a while since she had last raced, but she trusted Maethor to get her through this. He was broody and a bit temperamental, but he did his job well. That wasn't why she was so nervous, though. Craig was in her race. They were competing against each other. Neither of them seemed thrilled about it. She didn't want to compete against him...this sport was so cut-throat, she wanted this win bad for Hathien, but she also wanted Craig to have a victory. He needed it, to get himself back on the map. 

She sighed deeply and pulled her locker open, her SSS silks inside and she grabbed them. Craig had stepped outside for some reason or another. Perhaps to be alone. She wouldn't bother him right now. Perhaps it was best if they stayed away from each other a bit until the race was over, as much as it pained her to. There were plenty of men in the changing room but she didn't care, she was used to the routine by now. Besides, a sports bra and panties were pretty much like a bikini, so who cared? She stripped her shirt off and was beginning to bring her racing shirt over her head when she heard him. 

"Is it really you, my little salsa dancer? It has been ages, si? Although...I still haven't forgotten your moves that night..." The voice was deep and breathy, hinting at desire.

She pulled her shirt the rest of the way on and then turned to see no other than...Emanuel Garcia. She had slept with him...a while back. They had been at a club near a racetrack in some other state...she couldn't remember now, it was all a blur. She had known him from the track before that, seen the way he had looked at her. She had been particularly lonely that night...only wanting the comfort of someone elses' arms. He didn't prove to be good for that, though. He wasn't comforting as much as he was cocky and domineering. Usually she brushed off men like him...but she remembered being so depressed that night...it was the anniversary of her parent's deaths. She just had to occupy her mind with something else. He was a handsome man. Tanned skin, true to his origins, dark hair and eyes and a nicely sculpted jaw. But he had a temper and he was very cocky...to the point of being annoying. 

"Emanuel." Was all she said in aknowledgement, preparing to turn back around and change into her breeches. But before she could his arm blocked her, his face very close to her's as he leaned against the locker behind her. 

"Oh...so cold, little minx. Perhaps I can warm you up..." He whispered into her ear, his breath smelled of alcohol, "...you and me again? We can let some steam out before the race. It's good for the nerves, si? I know a quiet hallway where we won't be bothered...." He was basically pressing her against the locker with his hips and she could feel herself getting angry. 

She placed her hand on his chest and pushed him backwards. "No, Emanuel. I'm not that girl anymore. Now leave me alone, I have to get ready." Before she could turn around, though, he was back on her again, pushing against her even harder, now. She saw some of the male jockeys across the room. Some seemed to grin amusedly, a few frowned, but none stepped in to help her. 

"Now, now, little minx. That's no way to treat an old friend. Don't you remember how well I--" 

She cut him off and pushed him away harder this time. "I said I don't want to, Emanuel! I've got other things to worry about!" 

He stood in front of her, fists clenched into balls and face growing red. The other jockeys were watching openly now, some whispering to each other. Where was Craig? He stalked up to her and she met his sharp gaze with an angry one of her own, chin raised. He looked down, seeming to notice something, and before she could stop him he reached in the collar of her shirt and plucked up the necklace that Craig had given her. 

"Kitten?! What...is this why you say you're a different girl? Because you're purring and mewling underneath some man who won your heart because he bought you a necklace with a fake diamond??" He began to laugh, but before he could get far Alayna's hand reared back and she slapped him as hard as she could across his face. The room echoed with a resounding "Ooooohhhh...." from the men standing around watching. 

"Don't you DARE pretend like you know what I've been through! I've probably experienced ten times more than your sorry Spanish ass. Get a life and grow up, Emanuel. You won't get anything from me." 

As the words seemed to process in his mind his face became angrier and angrier. He pointed a finger in her face which she met with a sneer. One of the men around the room, she think she remembered him as one of the French-Canadian's, stepped forward, like he would stop the man if he tried anything. Good. At least there was one gentleman in this room. 

"You will be sorry for refusing me, senorita, women never say no to me..." He said it in a soft, but seething with anger, voice that he hissed out between his teeth. He turned and stalked out of the locker room, slamming the door behind him. All the men in the room were now looking at her and she gave them all a defiant glance. Walking back to her locker she yanked her pants down to change into her breeches. There. Something else to talk about as if what just happened wasn't enough. Emanuel had unfocused her...that was bad for a race.

Bubbles was his usual freaky self and was the last to go into the gates. He had shot a glance towards Alayna. Maethor looked as happy as a kid at the dentist and amused by the whole thing as a cat when it was raining but that was just his gameface. Some foolish gamblers was fooled by it but he had seen him both race and train. It was always foolish to take a horse like that out of the count. He glanced down at his own mount that basicly never had more than two hooves at the ground at the same time come race day. Some might think that 'oh - that horse looks energetic - that is a sure winner'. Sadly, many times said horse had used up most of that energy before the race and even if the horse ran it was horses like Maethor that won. Bubbles lay somewhere in the middle when it came to the bets. The previous race he had actually won, a cute little gelding in a claiming race. One of those that would race til his owners got bored or he broke down on the track doing what he loved. Why didnt that count?

There had been heated exchange of word between Alayna and Garcia he heard as he came back to change silks but Alayna had gone to weigh in. Garcia had looked at her funny and as they walked up to the saddle area Garcia had made thumbs up to someone. To who Craig hadnt been sure. He didnt really remember much from the actual race. He only saw Maethor coming up beside him - without Alayna - on Maethors otherside came Garcia. "Whopsie..seems like horsie lost its senorita, ey...this is a mans sport...nothing for pussys...am I right, Knight?!" The man laughed. Fear grasped his heart and he took a quick look under his arm but couldnt see more than people rushing onto the track. He wanted to jump off, run to her but Bubbles had now seen Garcias horse, a grey, and took up the chase. Garcia had made a threat. Was this it? But Alayna was a skilled jockey...he had to have done something more. He urged Bubbles forward and as one the two, one light and one dark stormed towards the finish. Over the thundering hooves he got his answers and it made him fill with glowing fury. Not because Alayna had been with someone else but how Garcia had treated her then, and now...especially now and the rage made him black out. 

Next thing he remembers clearly he is in the winners circle, his face is stinging after the other jockey slapped his whip across his face. Garcia has just landed one blow on him, hitting him across the eye making blood run down his face, he is about to strike back when strong arms folds around him and he is dragged away at the same time Garcia is dragged the other. Redfaced Craig turns his head and growls at the one who dares hold him to let go but see its Thomas. Anger leaves him in the blink of an eye, instead fear fills him. Alayna! He staggers to the side, tries to listen, to read the mans face. He see the mans mouth move but he cant hear anything... "Alayna...? Thomas...what happend to Alayna?"

Alayna had Maethor at a good stride on the inside rail. The big black had found his lead and stride and dug in and she was about to make her move through a small hole just up ahead when a grey horse pulled up beside her. She turned her head to see that it was Emanuel. She just gave him a glare and then focused ahead of her once more, the hole was closing fast and she needed to go now, but Garcia began to move his mount much closer to her's. 

"I told you not to deny me, little minx. Now pay the consequences..." He said just loud enough for her to hear over the wind whistling in her ears. Her eyes widened slightly and a pang of fear shot through her, not for herself, but for Maethor. What if he hurt Maethor? The grey moved quickly, pushing her against the rail with it's quarters in Maethor's shoulder. Maethor fought back and lashed out, biting the grey in the flank hard and Emanuel's mount tossed it's head, but he steadied the poor beast and gave a final push. 

She could feel Maethor's front inside leg clip the railing of the track. After that was a blur. Her vision lurched before her, much too fast for her to register exactly how she was moving. It seemed that Maethor was down on his knees and before she knew it the world did a complete flip in her vision. Something heavy.....so heavy...landed hard on her for a split second at the same time that she felt herself contact hard onto something. The ground? The air rushed out of her in a pained sound and her lungs seemed to refuse to fill back up with air. God...her lungs were burning. She then colided with something else just as hard as before with her ribs. With the air that was left in her lungs she screamed in pain as the bones there cracked at the impact. Her head was blurry, her vision failing, taken over by the pain and the blinding white, but she managed to see that she had collided with the track rail. She looked back the other way to see horses coming at her and in one final effort she pushed herself hard off of the track and into the grass of the infield. Tears stung at her eyes and she could barely breath without excrutiating pain. The pain didn't last long, though, because a deep black embraced her soon after, dragging her down with it. 

---

"Hath is with her in the ambulence. They're taking her to the hospital as we speak, Craig, she fell pretty hard. Now are you gonna stay here and fight or come with me?" The words were a bit harsh, but Thomas had to get the man to come with him, he didn't want police involvement in this whole affair, to boot. Craig came along willingly, seeming to be in a daze as they walked quickly to his truck in the parking lot. He speed to the hospital and with some directions from the front desk they found Alayna's room. He sighed. They sure had been spending a lot of time at the hospital lately.

They arrived outside of her room where Hath was sitting on a couch outside of it. 

"They're patching her up." She said in a slightly worried voice, looking up at him. "We'll get to go in soon. The doctors told me she broke one rib and cracked three more. She's got some lacerations, as well, and a concussion, so they can't let her sleep. She's doped up on some major pain medication, though, so she shouldn't be in much pain." She said the last with a comforting glance at Craig. 

Thomas looked at the man as well. He seemed to be in a bit of a daze and looked worse for wear. His eye was beginning to blacken into a shiner and there was a large, angry red welp on his cheek. Thomas had seen the other jockey hit him across the face with it. At least he had been a witness...if it came to that. He sighed and sat down next to Hath, wrapping one arm across her shoulder comfortingly and allowing her to rest her head on his shoulder. She felt tense. How was Maethor? Was she worried about him, too? After he had flipped over Alayna he had gotten up slowly and then began to run as fast as he could towards the finish line. He hadn't noticed the horse, limp, but he thought he had seen a cut on his shoulder. He had been focusing on Alayna at that point, though...watched the woman hit the ground, Maethor roll over her and then as she was still sliding across the track she impacted with the railing. Hard. He squeezed his eyes shut and pinched the bridge of his nose. The scene just replaying itself over and over in his mind with or without his eyes closed. 

"Are you ok, Craig?" He asked, looking up at the man who hadn't sat down, but resorted to pacing beside them. "It looked like it was purposeful to me. Hopefully the track officials picked up on it, as well." Hath nodded her head slowly next to him. First the black car that had knocked Gabe into the ditch today and now this? What next?

He glared at the man. What the fuck did he think he was? Wonderful? Superfragilisticexpialidocious? Craig was still in his silks, with dirt and blood mixed up on it to a odd looking palette. What happend to Bubbles he wasnt sure. Not sure who won but who cared. He started to pace again, back and forth. Tears was welling up in his eyes and he bit the inside of his cheek hard to prevent them from spilling over. Another round. Then he stopped in front of the couple. "Emanuel Garcia...the police should talk to him...he was doing a thumbs up to someone...as we headed towards the saddlearea...and I heard there was a fight...or argument at least in the lockingroom...with Alayna and fucking Garcia. There should be plenty of witnesses there. I shouldnt have left the room but...God...Clarice...and now Stevi..she..." He thought of the young woman that was the way a little sister should be...she had been one of the few women he hadnt even had tried to get into bed...just because of that reason...and...he knew how she felt for another man. And now Stevi too..

"Clarice is a friend in Canada...she flipped her car over the railing and she hasnt woken up yet...and now..Stevi..another friend...she...got beaten up by her exhusband." A dirty hand supported him as he leaned on the white wall and he hung his head, trying to find strenght from somewhere. A deep sigh. "Besides..you guys...those two girls are my family now...thats it...I.." Anger and fury over the other jockey mixed with worry over three people, especially one of those finally made his barrier break and some tears spilled down his cheeks. The anger and fury made him beat on the wall with his knuckles just to make it hurt somewhere else. It didnt take long before strong arms dragged him away from the wall and held him. He couldnt move. Oh good god! Panic fiddled its way in. Was Thomas holding him? Hugging him? No, no, no nononono...no! He started to try and get lose but it was like trying detangle yourself from a python - at least for him. "Oi! Let Go!" he sobbed after realizing he couldnt get out by his own strenght. He could outsmart the larger man by being slightly quicker but he had no chance when it came to just strenght, at least to get lose, especially not when the large man had taken him by surprise.

Thomas had just gotten up to stop the man from beating his fist to a pulp on the stark white cement blocks of the hospital wall. He had literally had to wrap the smaller man up in his arms. He felt awful for what happened to Craig, that he was hurting so much that tears were actually spilling out of his eyes...but he couldn't let him beat the wall like that. The last thing he needed was to get kicked out of the hospital for misbehavior. Knowing Craig he would find a way back in or force himself in and then the cops would get called and...well...they just didn't need that right now. 

The second Thomas had gotten his arms around the jockey he began to thrash in an almost paniced way. "I WILL let go, man, as soon as you chill out! Pull it together. For her. She's fine, she's just going to be in some pain. I'm sorry...really sorry about your friends, but you can't go around punching hospital walls in. We don't need the cops dragging you out of here--" The door to Alayna's room opened suddenly, yielding the doctor, a grey haired man with brown eyes and one of his nurses, a fairly tall woman with light brown hair and green eyes. Thomas let the man go when he noticed them, but the doctor was giving him a slightly confused look.

"Um...I'm Doctor Fredericks." He directed his attention to Hathien who took his hand and introduced herself. She gave the boys a look and they stood silently, listening. "You may go in and see Miss. O'Shea now. We'll need to keep her on constant watch throughout the night, she's not allowed to sleep since she has a pretty bad concussion. Her nurse is Holly Jenson," He said gesturing to the woman next to him, "If she needs anything just let her know and she'll see to it. I have another patient to attend to, but I will check in with Miss. O'Shea later." He excused himself and left. Thomas gestured for Craig to go in front of him and they walked into her room.

-----

Oh. It was bright in here. What was wrapped around her ribs? She looked down to see that she had some sort of gown on. She plucked at it with an "eww.", what an ugly pattern. Why would she buy that? She found the edge of the gown under her covers and lifted it up to her ribs. Something was there, wrapped tightly against her skin. She looked down to see bandages coiled around her, one hand that wasn't holding the ugly dress she had bought for who knew what reason went to touch the strips of cloth. She poked it only to let out a breathy grunt. "Ow." She said, glaring down at the wraps like the pain was it's fault. Her attention was distracted, though, by a very large and angry looking swollen, purple bruise that crept out from under the bandages. She poked it as well. "Ow!" That must be why her side hurt. Her head hurt, too, and if she turned it too fast she got really nauseous.

The door that the man that had just been talking to her went out now openned again and she saw...craig! "Craig!" She exclaimed happily, but then doubled over with a pained noise. Ooohh...why did her lungs shoot pain through her when she spoke? It hurt so bad..and she noticed her voice had been hoarse when she had yelled at him. What was up with her? She realized that she was still holding the gown up over her ribs and let it drop as he came closer. She reached a hand out towards him to take his hand and noticed that bruises were scattered all along it as well as a cut that looked like it had stopped bleeding. Why did her nose feel funny? The hand that wasn't outstretched at the approaching Craig made it's way up to feel at her nose. Something was there....just under it...her fingers followed it around her face. Was it a tube? It was so uncomfortable....Her fingers picked at it as Craig reached her side.

A part of him just wanted them to leave, to go but...he...they had known her longer than him, they were her boss and co-worker..heck...it was HIS boss and co-worker. His head hurt by the tension, of him worrying over her. He couldnt help it that his lowerlip trembled just a little as he sat down beside her. "Hey Kitten..." he said softly...he knew how you felt if you banged your head the way she had done. She just smiled at him, like she had been to a heck of a party. "Hiii Craig...you like my dress...I dont...pffftt...its uuuuhhggglaaayyy...pfftt...look...I can flash ya!" She lifted the gown a little. You couldnt see more than bandages but Thomas seemed to get a slight red shade on his cheeks. Craig tried to flatten down the gown and make her relax. He wasnt good with this. He didnt know what to do. A part of him just wanted to run away, hide somewhere but then he saw a mental image of his father leaving...no...no he couldnt leave just because things...things became hard. But...he had to cancel his rides..

"...Hath...Thomas...I...I have to call...the owners I was suppose to ride for...have to give them a chance to find another jock...I be back in a little bit..." He kissed the redheaded woman. She booped his nose and giggled but he was still too scared and worried to even smile back.

She frowned. Why did he look that way? Like he was sad or angry or scared...or all of those things? He walked out of the room and when the door shut behind him Hath and Thomas walked up to her. 

"Hey, Alayna. How are you feeling?" Hath asked gently, sitting in the chair beside her and holding her hand.

"I'm ok." Alayna said. Her head and ribs hurt and she felt kind of sick but, really...she was fine. "I'm tired." She admitted, letting out a long yawn. Thomas came up behind Hath now and smiled down at her looking a bit worried. 

"You know you can't go to sleep...right, Alayna?" He asked. 

"Why not? I could go to sleep easy! If I just close my eyes..." She shut them for a moment but felt a hand on her shoulder and openned them again reluctantly. 

"No, I mean you're not allowed to, Alayna. The doctors want you to stay awake." He said gently.

"Oh..." She said, trying to understand. But...she was so tired. Even just talking to them she felt like she could drift off to sleep. Her head was clearing up, though...she was beginning to remember things. She had fallen....yes..but how?...and she was in a hospital. That explained the ugly gown and the tubes in her nose. But, along with the recognition came more pain. Her ribs throbbed with a dull, ache that promised to get much much worse. Her breaths had to come in short, shallow puffs. If she breathed too deeply pain shot through her side. Even talking to Hath and Thomas hurt. Her vision was slightly blurry, not helping her throbbing head any and the nausea that was threatening her. She looked to her side to see one of those trays they provided for people in hospitals to vomit in. Good. If she had to she could use that. 

Craig openned the door slowly and walked back in. She offered him a small smile. Hath and Thomas turned around to see him and then Hath got up from the chair. "We'll leave you two alone." She said, taking Craig's hand and it looked like she squeezed it comfortingly. "We'll be outside if you need us. Just make sure she doesn't go to sleep..." She heard her say before the two of them walked away. 

She swallowed as he came towards her. Her throat felt like sandpaper...like it was rubbing together. Maybe that was part of the reason her voice was hoarse. "Craig...." She said as he came closer. "I'm thirsty..." She said it almost like a little child that wanted a glass of water from mommy or daddy before going to bed. She didn't know how her stomach would react to it...but she didn't care. She just wanted water.

He sighed and nodded to the couple as they left. The owner had been pissed...didnt seemed to have understood. He looked down at the trey next to the bed. There was a glass of water there and some cotton balls. "Well...I dont think you should drink so much Kitten...but you can suck on a wet cottonball..." He soaked one and gave it to her. She sucked one dry and demanded another. "Take it easy Kitten..." he said softly as he sat down next to the bed. How the heck should he keep her awake if all he wanted to do himself was to go to sleep. He took up her hand and kissed it. Held it against the cheek that hadnt got hit by the whip. "I love you...you know that right..."

"You wont be able to do much work for a few weeks Im afraid...and I will stay home to care for you...I know Frog...Gabriel has his horse with Hath now...If I ask Im sure he could fill in if they need help. Not with Rome perhaps but with the others...and Im sure Thomas have better use for Gabe than me...who needs the little guy you know..." He tried to smile but failed.

"What happend in the lockingroom Kitten...and at the track...Im sure there will be some investigation and..the sooner you say something about it after the accident the fresher it is despite you being drugged up. You will have to repeat it for the cops but...they will probably be here soon Im sure...Im sorry Kitten but I got...angry...it was he who hit me first though...I just...called him a bad thing...I would have hit him though...if not Thomas had dragged me away..." 

After dipping the cottonball once more she got it back. He wasnt sure how much he would dare to give her, this would have to be the last. It wasnt much at all but...still.. "I dont know if I passed him or not...he wacked me across the face with the whip...he said things...I dont believe them...and...I dont care either..."

Why couldn't she have more water? Her throat screamed for it. It was so dry...and it hurt when she swallowed. She didn't complain, though. Simply sat there and tried to suck as much moisture as she could out of the fluffy, white ball. 

"I love you too, Craig....why are you sad?" She asked, looking at his eyes that were downcast. She was ok. She was sore but everything was fine. Was there something he knew that she didn't? Or maybe she just didn't remember? She fiddled with something at her neck on instinct. Looking down she saw what it was. A necklace....her necklace....some dirt was shoved into the cracks of the word "kitten". She blinked. Memories sprung into her head as she looked at it. A man calling her a whore, basically....he had pinned her against a...locker? 

She looked up at Craig as he talked seriously to her about what happened. She tried to focus her foggy brain. It didn't want to, her eyelids were heavy and she just wanted to sleep, but she kept looking at him. She frowned over what he said, eyebrows drawing up as she ignored the pain in her temple. Her hand reached out to stroke the swollen mark across his cheek. "Emanuel...." She said with recognition. "He....he did this?" She asked, anger seeping into her voice. Her fingers then went up to hesitantly trace the dark mark beginning to grow under his eye. Tears were forming in her own. He had done this to Craig? He had done this to her. 

Fury crept up over the pain and the drugs that clouded her mind. "He....he tried to force himself on me, Craig." She said a bit breathlessly. The anger had made her tense up which in turn shot pain through her ribs. "I told him no and he got angry. Then he shoved me and Maethor into the railing....Maethor...is he ok?" She asked worriedly. "I will....you still need to work, Craig. Take me to the farm with you and I can stay in the house...maybe help Hath with paperwork." Her brain was trying desperately to remember everything...it was coming back...slowly, as the meds wore off. The tears were still in her eyes. Partly from anger and partly from the pain, but she wouldn't take any more pain pills...they would just screw it up when the police came. She could fight through it.

He had taken her home, she was finally allowed to fall asleep and he had bedded her down in the bed, in a sitting position so it wouldnt be so hard when she needed to go to the bathroom at some point. Penny lay next to her. The police had questioned them, pressing her to the point that he got pissed and it was close that he told them to sod off. Alayna must have noticed since she had put her hand on his at that point.

Deadtired but unable to sleep. He sat beside her on a chair just looking at her. He sent a text to Stevi, checking in on her. There was no news regarding Clarice. His finger went to his eye and he sighed. It was tender and would probably look even worse tomorrow. A glance at the time...or today... Hathi said it was ok to stay home but he promised to come if Alayna was well enough to move around a little. He had given in to her pleading. Would he ever be able to say no to her? ...probably not...

Tears formed in his eyes and now finally he let them fall, warm tears ran across his cheeks. He was afraid over the love he felt for her. Afraid what it could make him do. He hoped the police would get hold of Garcia. If he spotted him...the man would be in serious trouble...and he too...after he had beaten him to pieces. The man fell asleep about one hour after sunrise, leaning back on the chair, mouth half open.

She woke up drowsily to her alarm. She had slept all through the night, completely knocked out and she woke up in the exact position she had fallen to sleep in. When her eyes had opened, though, all of the pain came flooding in...hitting her like a freight train. "Oh....shit...." She mumbled hoarsely under her breath. Her ribs felt like they were on fire. Every little move, every small intake of breath was excrutiating. Her whole body was sore...which was to be expected. When she had asked Hath and Thomas what exactly had happened they told her that basically Maethor had flipped over her and she had slammed into the track railing. It certainly felt like she had been plowed over by a thousand pound animal. When she had asked about Maethor they said they got news that he was alright, but his front left knee was swollen up to twice it's size along with a cut on his shoulder. They were going to be monitoring him closely, though. 

She looked over to see that Craig was asleep in a chair he had pulled up next to the bed. He was sound asleep, mouth hanging open. She hated to wake him....but she had to pee...really really bad. "Craig?" It came out as a hoarse, dry sound. Her throat was still parched and she wanted some water badly. Maybe after a trip to the bathroom. "Craig..." His eyes fluttered open at that. One had a large, impressive shiner around the outside and the lashmark from the whip was still red across his cheek. 

"Goodmorning..." She gave him a small smile. "Um...I REALLY have to pee...do you mind to help me?" She knew already she wouldn't be able to walk unsupported. He got up and lifted the covers off of her, she looked down to see that she had a loose nightgown on. He must have changed her. She began to move her legs slowly, trying to sit up on the side of the bed, but her side refused, protesting with sharp pains shooting through her. She felt like she was being stabbed with thousands of tiny needles. She bit the inside of her cheek but couldn't help the pained exhale that came out of her throat. This was going to be interesting...

He gave her a soft smile. "I know the feeling Kitten...just imagine that down below at the same time you have a frisky bedfellow...and..I dont talke about you.." He supported her as carefully as he could. He couldnt do much about the actual pain, not more than going to get some painmeds while she did her business. Gently he guided her towards the throne and letting his hands slide under her gown, he let her panties down. Heck, that was one thing he was good at and how many times had he removed hers now? That would at least save her some pain. Despite the situation, letting his fingers over her soft skin, letting them slide over her rump. He had to repremind himself.

"We should probably clean you up a little bit" he mumbled "I will just get you some of the painmeds and it will feel a little better at least...dont move...sit...pee..." He gave her a kiss on her forehead. "...I love you.."

Coming out to the kitchen he fetched the pills, a banana and some water and brought it back to the bathroom. First he handed her the banana. "Here...eat...no pills on a empty stomach.." he waited til she finished and then gave her the pill and the waterglas. Next he gave her a sponge and fetched a chair from the kitched and placed it infront of the sink after he filled it up. "I just need to take Penny out a quickie so she dont go potty indoors...I be right back and help you ok?"

She stared at the sink. How exactly was she supposed to do this? She leaned up, reaching for one of the water knobs but retracted her arm when a sharp pain let her know she wasn't allowed to bend that far. She cursed under her breath, frustrated, and glanced at the tub. She wasn't very far away from it...maybe she could just sit in it and have a bath...

She stood up very slowly, supported by the sink counter, and took a step towards the tub. It was wobbly, and painful, but she made it. She took another and another before finally reaching the tub. Leaning against the wall next to the tub she supported herself enough to step into it. It took a minute and she could feel some sweat forming on her, but she made it. She sat down on the edge of the tub and gently tried to raise her gown over her head.....no such luck...her arms refused to move that way without some help. 

She grumbled. Fine. Maybe she could get the water ready and then try the gown again. Maybe the pills would kick in soon. She turned on the water and adjusted it the best she could to where it was just as hot as she could stand it. The warmth might help her sore muscles. She shut the water off, satisfied with her work and then looked down at her gown again. She sighed and grabbed the bottom of it...at least her panties were already taken care of. She had shivered when his hands had carressed her bottom, her body trying to respond but the pain refused it. They were going to be so sexually frustrated by the time she got well enough...She tried to raise the gown once more. This time it got stuck over her head and she couldn't see a thing. To make it worse now she couldn't move her arms at all and her side was protesting loudly. "Damnit!" She cursed quite loudly. Angry that she couldn't do this one, simple task and in pain.

First he got mad when he saw her sitting on the edge of the tub with the gown over her head. What if she had fallen and he wasnt here! Then the corners of his mouth started to twitch. "Nice boobs there Casperina...seen Kitten anywhere...dont seem like she is here...fancy a shag?" He laughed at her a little and he though he heard a snort followed by a ow. That made him stop laughing. He peeked down her nightgown. "Sorry baby...so...you want to take a bath huh...well...you can just forget taking one alone." It took some gentle fiddling but he got her down the tub and he fetched one of those airplanepillows that you could blow up and put it behind her neck so she could relax fully. He told her she could lay there for 15-20 minutes if she ate her breakfast at the same time. Shortly there after he had made her a cup of coffee with a straw and sliced a sandwich into smaller pieces on a plate and placed a fork beside it so it was just to "jab" them one at a time.

It had been hard to wash her without getting turned on. They used to do this at the weekends. He couldnt help it but he had kissed her, his heart so filled with his love for her he tought it would burst. He helped her getting clothes on, some cotton panties of the "old fashion" kind...ones she usually had at home or...when she had femalethings going on...she claimed they were softer and didnt sit so tight. He figured those would be easier to get off herself if she needed to go to the bathroom again. Then he took a button down shirt and some sweatpants. Perhaps not the most fashionista but at least comfortable and it wasnt that bad looking if you looked by matching colors. The shirt also didnt press against her ribs.

He drove carefully to the farm and stopped infront of Hath's house, helped her up the portch and got her seated so she had a nice view. Kissed her good bye, went to park the car and started working. This would probably be the only job he had now.

She sat inside the old farmhouse on the leather couch in the office while Hath did some paperwork. At least the office had a view of the outdoor arena. She watched intently since it was the only thing to do. Her and Hath had talked, but Hath had to focus on doing math calculations, so that didn't leave much room for conversation. Lillian was outside on Rome. The big grey beast let out a crow hop but she drove him foreward out of it and into a nicely extended trot. She was getting better with her dressage. When Alayna had first met her she had been...well...not too bad, but not very good at the discipline. She could outjump just about anyone at a competition on an unruly horse, but dressage...no. Alayna had devoted many hours to teaching the woman the cues and rules of dressage, it was considered one of her jobs around the farm since Lil was their eventer. She watched her transition into a fairly nice piaffe, but Rome was too on his forehand, swishing his tail angrily. She was itching to walk out there and give her a quick lesson...but....she had promised Craig she would be a good girl and stay inside, and she would keep that promise. 

He had been so good to her. Bathing her, clothing her, feeding her, helping her get to the bathroom...she hated to be such a burden. Sometimes she felt like he did so much more for her than she did for him...she didn't deserve such an amazing man...but she wouldn't give him up for the world. She loved him too much....a selfish though, maybe, but that was how she felt. To top it all off she could see the stress in his eyes. Whether it was just over her being injured, or if it was something else she didn't know about, she wasn't sure. Either way it broke her heart to see him so tense and...sad...yes...there was some sadness in his eyes. It was hard to see, but it was there. She sighed again, but the end came out more like a wheeze as her ribs protested the movement. Her pain meds must be wearing off again. The good thing about laying on the couch was that she had grabbed a few naps throughout the day. She got an idea. Perhaps it would cheer Craig up a bit if he was feeling down. Taking out her phone she typed up a simple text. *Hey babe, I love you* 

She put her phone back down and fiddled with the blanket on her. Penny was here with her, Hath was letting her out when she had to go potty, and the puppy layed on her legs. She wiggled her fingers and Penny's tail began to wag, with no warning she pounced at the moving limbs, laying her paws on one and looking triumphant. She smiled and picked the little fluffball up, snuggling her to her chest. She stayed still, instead of writhing around like usual, and it seemed like she understood that Alayna was injured. Hopefully today would go by fast. At one point Nathan had come in and visited with her, telling her some about his trip to Texas and how he had been sick for his derby round and almost fell off. She had giggled as much as her ribs would allow at that. "Isn't that how it always goes?" She said and he just nodded his head with a lopsided grin. Other than that it had been fairly boring, but she had caught up on some rest. It would be time to leave soon, anyways, then she got to look foreward to sitting around in the apartment.....yay. But at least Craig would be there.

So tired. If there really was something called a zombie he would probably be it. What he wouldnt give to just...sleep some more...like...just a little. Alayna was sleeping soundly next to him, with the puppy curled up next to her. Neither woke when he snuck out. It was a good thing she slept the way she did...that and that he was fast. It was just 3-4 hours of extra job but it paid well. He picked boxes up at the post office and delivered packages within the city limit to businesses that needed fast deliveries over night. After that he came back for perhaps 1-2 hours of more sleep. He had figured out that there was one part of the night she never really woke up so why not work then...and bring in some extra money. Sure he had plenty of money left from Essy but...that wasnt why he was saving...and sneaking... he got paid in hand and there was really no trace of this extra work. He even got to use the post office car. 

This would be the last however. Later today he would ask Hath for some time off...just really half a week or so. Gabe had offered to fill in. As he left the apartment he grinned. Lillian looked a lot happier. She had hugged him so hard he thought he would almost pass out. Not that she was SO strong but she had taken him off guard...that was the only reason...yeah.. 

The deliveries went smoothly and soon he was back home again and crawled into bed. She still slept and hadnt woken up. He had already looked it up..hopefully she would like it. He knew that date was coming up and he now just hoped that Hath would say yes...

She woke up to her alarm and let out a puff of breath. It was nice to do that once again without excrutiating pain...heck, it was nice to breath without that, as well. It had been about one and a half weeks since her accident and the doctor's said she was healing up nicely. The only visually noticable thing that would ever tell she had broken and cracked her ribs was the large bruise on her side. It was fading, though, and was now a light greenish/yellow instead of a dark, angry purple. She was getting to do more at the barn and she hoped to ride soon. The doctors said about another week...but what they didn't know wouldn't hurt them. Maethor was doing well, also, from what she had been told. The swelling in his knee had gone down and the cut had healed nicely, without abcessing. They wanted him exercised soon, to see if he really was alright.

Shutting off the alarm she turned towards Craig who hadn't seemed to hear the annoying noise at all. His eyes were still shut and his face relaxed in a sleeping state. She hated to even wake him. He had looked so tired, lately...even in sleep he looked tired. Dark rings were beginning faintly under his eyes and he didn't stand as straight as he usually did throughout the day. Was it because of her? Had she really been that big of a burden to him? She didn't know what else it could be...nothing had changed in his schedule. Heck, they hadn't even been having sex to wear him out. They had been waiting for her ribs to heal up...but she felt like the time was approaching. It had been hard restraining herself from him. Especially when they were in certain situations. Like weekends with nothing to do. Or the few other times he had had to help her bathe...

Her hand came up to gently brush across his forehead. He still didn't move, out cold, and she could hear him breathing deeply. How she wished she could just sneak out and let him sleep...but he wouldn't like that. He wouldn't want to miss work...she knew him well enough to realize that, by now. "Craig?" She said softly, looking at his face for signs of being awake. Nothing. "Craiiiiig." She had even placed her hand on his shoulder that time and shook it gently, still nothing. Sheesh...maybe she should live him here today...She sighed. She had one more trick up her sleeve that might wake him. Leaning her head in she kissed his lips gently a few times. By the third kiss she felt his lip twitch under her's and she smiled against him, but continued on. She thought she heard a soft growl and one of his hands came up to cup her face. His lips responded this time, even if he still hadn't openned his eyes and she closed her own as the kiss became deeper. She had to make herself pull away from him. When she did he openned his tired eyes and smiled at her. "Goodmorning, love..." She said softly, but cheerfully, and gave his cheek a stroke with the back of her hand.

Blinking a few times he then smiled. "I had a really good dream...I was getting kissed by a very sexy kitten..." His hand found its way and trailed the side of her body down to her rump...or at least as far as he could reach. He stretched, some of his joints popping, and yawned. Oh how good he would sleep tonight...man...he couldnt wait...he just had to talk to Hath...that was the...most important... He jolted. Shit, he had almost fallen asleep again! The woman had moved out of the bed. She moved around better now, it was really just the stretching stuff that was hard still it seemed.

He scratched his chin. Perhaps he should shave today. No need to look hobo infront of the boss if you wanted something. He hopped into the shower after Alayna finished. The black eye had faded nicely and so had the whipmark. He had taken a picture of it the night they came home. They hadnt heard anything from the police yet nor the track officials. Craig didnt think he was in that much trouble...sure he had been angry in the winners circle and shouting bad things...but he had not been the one that had done the actual fighting. His hands had never hit the other man. 

After succeeding to shave, without cutting himself, he looked at his own reflection. A sigh. He looked like he was a pothead or something trying to look clean...or...a gamer forced out into daylight. The man rubbed his face with some water, removing the last of the shavingfoam. He sprayed on some of the stuff he knew both Alayna and Hathien liked. Never hurted to go with stuff you knew. He had a buttondown shirt on, jeans and a beltbuckle he found the other day. Alayna had yet to see it. When he found it he just had to have it, it was him, plain and simple.

He came out from the bedroom out to where she was sitting. She was dressed and ready. The breakfast he had hurried to make when she was in the bathroom was eaten. "You ready to go, lill'lady?" he said in his try to sound southern...he got some words 'right' but it sounded funny with his accent.

Alayna raised her eyebrow at his made-up southern accent and smiled. She thought he was just being silly until something right around his crotch caught her eyes, it was big and shiny and read....."Cocky"....cocky? She began to laugh hard, doubling over slightly it was more of a combination of actual laughing and the word "Ow". Her ribs still didn't like it when she laughed too hard. She didn't know why she found it so funny, maybe because it was true...in more ways than one. She noticed he had walked up to her, looking a bit worried, but she stood up straight and smiled at him, trying to fight back a few more giggles. She patted the belt buckle with one hand while the other rested on his shoulder. "It fits you nicely, Stallion, perhaps I can unbuckle it for you later..." She said with a devious grin and led the way to the front door, picking up Penny on her way. 

There wasn't much for her to do lately, since she couldn't ride. Lillian had been riding 'her' dressage horses, and she had been standing in the middle of the arena, giving her lessons as she exercised them. It was actually working nicely, she noticed that the other woman was improving, perhaps because they were new horses to her, ones she didn't ride very much and they made her think more on her toes. Craig had gone into the farmhouse for some reason or another when they got out of the car. She gave him a kiss before they parted ways and now she headed for the stallion barn. She was going to attempt bathing Valor today, even though he was a complete doofus inside wash stalls. He would just have to learn to behave himself...and no rearing! He needed to have his mane and tail conditioned and braided, and she was the only one around here that knew how to do it properly, so it had been neglected for the past week or so. 

She got the big stud out and he greeted her with a deep nicker, snuffling in her hair. "Oh, don't butter me up, Val, I have a feeling I'm going to get angry with you, anyways." She said sarcastically with a smile and a pat to his thick neck. Leading him to the wash stall he knew what was coming and began to balk. "Oh...Val...are you really going to do this today of all days?" She asked and continued the pressure from his lead. He finally gave in and stepped forward a bit, so she rewarded him by letting him stand calmly for a moment. It kept him less excited that way, less likely to rear. She finally got him in after a few tries and tied him to the ring in the stall. He nickered nervously and shifted his back end around. She just gave him a comforting rub on the neck, moving her hand across it a bit until she felt him sigh. "Good boy." She praised as he relaxed. "See? Nothing scary about this." That was...until she turned the water on....His eyes openned wide and he hopped on his front hooves, making like he would rear but thankfully stayed down. She hadn't even sprayed him yet. Why was it the horse with the most mane and tail to wash wash was the biggest coward while getting a bath? She sighed and sprayed a bit at his hooves, he skittered sideways and she rolled her eyes. This was going to take a while, and she was probably going to get more soaked than him...

He knocked the open door to the office. The woman sat at the desk reading something, as he came closer he saw that it wasnt something "farmy"...he tilted his head, a romance book? A hand came out searching for the plate of grapes that was on the table. She had still not noticed that he had come in. He took some grapes in his hand and held it out to her searching hand. She froze when she felt the heat of his skin from his fingers. He was bad he knew it but he couldnt help it. "I got what you searched for, miss.." he said in a deep husky voice. She didnt however react as he thought. She had yelped - that he had counted on but he hadnt counted on something hard hit him across the cheek...something with hard corners...the pocket book... When she saw who it was and what she had done the woman blushed. She said her sorrys. Of course he said that it was his fault but that he had knocked. Then he had stated his reason...half a week off and Gabe stepping in his place, the frog even said he could do it without pay. The last seemed to interest the other woman a little. It made Craig feel bad, and it felt like he was taking advantage of her.

She was curious, he saw that but he didnt say anything...girls was girls..and...he knew that what he planned...it would be hard even for Hath to keep a straight face infront of Kitten...he guessed they were as close to sisters as you could get without being actually related. He thanked her and as he gave her a hug, one she probably hadnt been expecting (her face looked a little more flushed as he stepped back) he whispered in her ear that...hopefully he would bring her something new back when they got home again. She looked puzzled but Craig just grinned. Before he left he picked up the book 'Riders', a short snerk "I think this is yours, miss" he teased as he placed the book on the desk.

Alayna finally finished washing the now quite hyped up stallion. It was funny, he was always the perfect gentleman...except when he was in the wash stall. She backed him out and he gave a big sigh, but still moved his feet nervously. She was soaked, as she had expected. The top she wore clung to her in spots where the stallion had pressed up against her, mostly on her chest and stomach, and her jeans were totally wet up to the knees. She took him to the cross ties and hooked him to them where he stood placidly, seeming to be happy over not being sprayed anymore and tired from the encounter. She took a moment to sit down on a hay bale while the stallion dried a bit. This had hurt her side more than she thought it would have. Perhaps because she had to reach up to scrub Valor's back, and with him not cooperating she had needed to stretch even more. Rubbing at her side she sat back for a moment, watching the stallions eyes drooping shut. She felt like doing the same, she had become very tired all of a sudden. Her stamina was still recovering along with the rest of her. 

Forcing herself to get up and do something she decided she better braid the stallion's luxurious mane and tail before it dried too much. Grabbing a step stool from the tack room she sat it next to his neck and went at his mane with a comb and her fingers. She was attempting to grow it out for the Olympics. She wanted him to look at his prime, which he was. Perhaps Hathien could get some breeding offers out of the ordeal no matter how she placed. The thought made butterflies leap into her stomach. She didn't usually get nervous about things like that, but....this was the Olympics...how could she not be nervous about representing her country? She sighed and began the tedious process. Her mind wandered from topic to topic as she fell into a pattern of plaiting. 

The biggest thing on her mind was Craig and herself....they were getting serious. Was she prepared for where it might head? Yes....she knew the answer was yes even though it made her slightly nervous. She wouldn't be alone...she would have him, and that would be all she would need. But...was he wanting to get more serious? She honestly didn't know the answer to that. She knew that he loved her, that he would die for her...he had said it himself, but perhaps he didn't really believe in making it official. They had never really discussed it. One thought about him led to another and before she knew it dirty things were crossing her mind. Oh...how frustrated she was getting. Just the simple kiss this morning made her want to trap him in that bed and not let him go until she was finished with him....surely she was well enough by now....she didn't think she could hold back much longer...maybe tonight. Yes...tonight sounded good. If she had bathed this unruly stallion surely she could tame another...she smirked and continued to braid.

So, so tired. It had been at least a week with not more than perhaps four hours of sleep each night and then perhaps twelve or more of work, then the housework, walking Penny, making their meals since he wanted her just to rest and get better...all the while pretending like everything was normal. He needed her to get as well as possible for what he had planned. Problem was that it was starting to take its toll. As long as the intake of coffee was steady 

there wasnt much of a problem but as the effects worn off he turned into the zombiestate againg, almost complete with sound and everything. Normally he walked quite fast and looking around, if he had been a horse he would have a frisk and attetive walk with perked ears, at this point, especially at lunchtime or rather after his feet to be even heavier, moving more like a sluggish drafthorse on a muddy field.

He had still managed to joke with Hath at lunch making her blush as he teased her about the book. He had flipped through it at one point. It was a womans book but he had manage to snap up some bits and pieces. She had giggled even if she had blushed, she knew he only did it only for that reason, to make her and the others laugh. It wasnt something bad to read. Only time she had looked down and hadnt answered him, with a stronger shade of blush on her cheeks had been when he had asked if she studied for the future...Thomas had been very concentrated on the tomato on his plate.

Alayna had looked at him like he was a lamb and she was the wolf, wetting her lips. He wanted her as badly as ever but even him was too tired at times for sweet lovin'. It wasnt that hard 'letting her be and heal up' when you only got as little sleep as he had gotten. He had a hunch that she was up to something when she let her hand rest on his thigh, quite close to his crotch on the way home, stroking him just a little, innocently of course.

Alayna couldn't help how she felt, she had been trying to fight it back all day...but now that they were headed home...oh...her body was trying to kick into overdrive. Sometimes she thought she was as bad as a man with her sex drive...but it was something she enjoyed doing, so why not want to do it? What was the shame? She was doing it with a man she loved...not like before. There /was/ shame in that...guilty feelings. Like when she had sex with Emanuel...especially now she couldn't believe she had done it, but she had been lonely and depressed. It had driven her to do things she wasn't proud of. 

Now her hand layed on his thigh, moving slightly back and fourth. It was innocent enough...but just wait. They parked and she walked up the stairs behind him, watching the back of him as he took each step, the way his hips moved, the subtle contraction and expansion of his muscles. She bit her lip and held on to Penny a bit tighter.When they reached the door he opened it, she had gotten a key made for him, and let her go inside. She let the puppy down and looked up to see that Craig had already headed for the bedroom. She walked to the doorframe and leaned on it to see that he was stripping off his work shirt from the day. His pants with the beltbuckle that read "cocky" were still on and she smirked. She had told him she would help him take it off later...

He didn't really seem to notice her until she was right upon him. She placed a hand on his abdomen and traced it downwards to find the belt buckle. Smiling at him, goodness, he looked tired..., she stood on her tippy toes and brought her mouth to his in a kiss. He responded happily, pulling her into a warm embrace and deepening the kiss. She whined against him when she felt his tongue creep into her mouth. Her hand worked at the buckle while they kissed and soon it came undone. He hadn't seemed to notice and continued to kiss her. Odd. Usually he would make a comment about that, or attempt to undo her own jeans. Now he simply kissed her back. She lost some of her passion, she had been expecting him to be on her like a bear to honey since it had been such a long time...in their standards, at least. What was wrong?

She backed him up against the bed and when he found it he sat down on the edge, she followed by sitting down on the tops of his legs, running her hands through his hair as she began to kiss down his neck. He still didn't do much...his hands wandered a bit, but not with the hunger they usually did. She frowned a bit and pulled back, looking at him, he gave her a sleepy smile in return. 

"I'm going to take a quick shower..." She said with a smirk. She felt nasty from batheing Valor and she had some grime and sweat on her. It was best to clean up before-hand...She stood up and went into the bathroom, undressing herself. That was weird...usually he was in here by now, helping her take her clothes off and coaxing her into the warm shower water. She frowned and got in, washing herself all by her lonesome...was he feeling ok? She finished her shower soon after, some of the longing from earlier dying down....but she still wanted him...so she walked out of the bathroom after towel drying without worrying over putting clothes on. 

That was when she saw him lying on the bed. He had moved himself towards the headboard and hugged onto a pillow. His mouth was wide open and a few small snores were heard, which usually happened when he was very tired. She smiled softly. He looked like a little boy, there, exhausted from a day full of playing with his friends. Walking over she found her purple fuzzy blanket and draped it over him. Then, she pulled off his socks so that it would be comfier for him. Next she crawled under the cover beside him. The more she thought about it, the sleepier she became, too...washing Valor had worn her out. She yawned and stroked his hair. He didn't seem to wake but his arms instinctly wrapped around her and pulled her closer. Another smile from her and she kissed his forehead. He was never this tired...she wondered why he was now? Had Thomas been working him more than she knew to make up for her absence? She hoped it wasn't her fault.

He had planned to follow her into the bathroom to help her undress, he had planned to get up when he heard the water coming on, he had planned on waiting for her...naked...ready...but...he was just...closing his eyes for a little bit... 

The man woke with a start and sat up. It was dark and the woman laid next to him..wait...naked? He smirked...carefully he slided out of the bed and got undressed. She must have taken off his socks because he had no memory of doing so. The woman laid on her back and the moonlight illuminated her pale skin so beautifully. Pulling down the covers her breast got exposed. He was a guy, he looked at things like breasts. Alaynas may not be like Lillians...but...he would never trade them for anything. It was just a simple observation. A soft lick on one exposed nipple and it contracted, she made some sort of sound, a mumble but didnt move, still asleep. Letting his lips cover one erect nob he started to suck at it and let his hand go lower. Her thighs closed around his hand, rubbed against it but she seemed to think it was some dream. Glancing upwards he saw, thanks to the moonlight, her eyes moving under her eyelids in such way he knew she hadnt - yet - woken up.

His mouth left her breasts after giving the other some attention as well. Cool breath over her naked body seemed to create goosebumps on some areas. Leaning over her he started to kiss her, small tender kisses starting at her collar bone and going up along her neck. Think what just a few more hours of sleep could do. He smiled and then nipped, lightly with his own lips at her, before covering them and letting his tongue tickle her, asking to come inside.

She was dreaming, she knew she was....it was weird how sometimes you could just tell, like things weren't moving in the rate of normal life. She was sitting on the edge of the beach lagoon with Craig, just talking, she wasn't sure what about. The conversation had died down and they were sitting there, her head leaning against his shoulder when suddenly the scene changed. They were in a bedroom, now, a completely white one. The bed was plush and draped with white gauze, a sea breeze rolled in through the window where white curtains hung. She turned her head foreward to see that she wasn't alone. Craig was there, looking like some greek god bathed in the orange light of the setting sun outside, he was perched overtop of her, completely naked. She looked down, she was naked, too. She was about to ask where they were when out of nowhere his lips were traveling her breasts. She let out a startled gasp and her body arched against his warm mouth. Oh, God.....this felt so real....she knew it was a dream, but how did this feel so real? His hand searched between her thighs next and they instinctively closed around it. Even the shiver that that action caused felt real. What was going on? Why was she even questioning this? Next, his lips came over to cover her's, his tongue gliding across her bottom lip, asking for permission to enter....she even thought she could feel the small puffs of breath from him on her face. She granted him access, parting her lips, and when she did....the dream began to fade into a white light...she grasped for it, not wanting it to end, but it slipped through her fingers...

---

Her eyes remained closed, the dream had ended, but.....it hadn't ended?? What? She could still feel him....Her eyes shot open when she felt and tasted a very familiar tongue teasing her own. She looked down to see that Craig was kissing her. It took her a moment to register what was going on. They were back in her apartment. It was dark now. She had lain down with him to sleep when it was still light. Now he was perched over her, just like in the dream.....ohhh....she understood now. She wasn't dreaming. This was real. 

A small whine escaped her throat as she accepted his kiss with more fervor, that longing from earlier coming back with a vengance and she arched against his warm skin. Her hands came up to wrap around him and tangle in his hair, those soft locks that she loved so much. He pulled back now that he noticed she was fully awake and smiled at her, his eyes dark with desire and she felt her cheeks flushing against his gaze. Not from embarassment, not at all....but because she knew what was coming next. What she had been longing for so badly. He didn't say anything, she didn't either. No words were needed right now. Her hands wandered over him and when they dipped down to find his readying member she stroked it softly, her eyes locked on his, watching his expression change to one of pleasure and she smiled faintly at him.

A tremble went through his body as her hand wrapped itself around his shaft, stroking him. He bit his lip and then he removed her hand. Just looking at her naked body was enough to get him excited and they had already been...well...a good boy and girl for a week and a half... He got the protection and lay it beside them so he wouldnt have to go far for it later. His eyes seemed to glow in the moonlight. "My Kitten..." he growled, his voice thick with lust and desire "...do you know how much I love you..." He bent down and kissed her, hard, passionatly and eagerly. His kisses now went the reversed way, from her mouth, down her neck, over her collarbone. Feathery light kisses went over her bandages with his fingers trailing after. He knew that she wouldnt feel that much, but perhaps just the notion of it. Reaching her bellybutton he let his tongue tickle it, around and then dipping it. His hands stroked her waist, and over her hips and as he moved lower they went under and cupped her rump. His soft moan mixed with hers. Just touching her, looking at her, made it hard to focus.

His tongue parted her folds and she let out a small yelp of pleasure. At first he was afraid he had hurt her but perhaps she had longed for this as much as he had done. Soon she started to squirm a little and he was sweating a little between his shoulderblades from holding back. It would be easy to just, suit up and glide into heaven but...he knew he would hurt her without meaning to then. Instead he put on the protection with a used move and laid down on his back. That way she had most of the control. With a saucy grin he looked at her, she was breathing heavily but had at least managed to sit up now. Just a few seconds ago it seemed like she had been ready to pop, arching her back as much as she could without it hurting too much.

He had to forcus real hard to not come as soon as her heat embraced him, but he moaned low as the pressure formed around him in a rythmic motion. His hands found her hips and pressed her down harder on him. His head pressed lightly back and he bit his lip as he felt her stroke his chest. Slowly he started to rock her a little back and forth in such way that her front got some of the friction. He knew it was right as her hands left his chest to grasp his arms.

She moaned softly at the friction he was creating with his movements. "Ohhh.....Craig...." She said breathily, her grip tightening around his strong arms. She could feel his thighs shivering, her's were, too, and sweat rolled down her back. Not much longer. She bent down over him, moving her hands to balance herself on his chest. Their bodies were closer, now, and she could feel the heat radiating from his own skin. She rubbed up against him as much as she could as she moved back and fourth and focused on clenching and unclenching around him. Her mouth caught his and locked him in a breathy, passionate kiss. Oh, how much she loved him...it was so much simpler when they just made love. No fears, no fights, no worry...just love. 

A tingle ran through her, the first sign, and she quickened her pace for him. That meant that she had to break off the kiss, but her eyes locked onto his with a heated gaze, eyes half hooded and lips parted, he looked at her the same way. His hands were on her hips now, pushing her deeper and she sighed at the feeling. His hips were thrusting upwards, so that she didn't have to make so much movement, herself, coming to meet her as she slid backwards. Her nails dug into his chest on instinct, leaving small red marks. "Hnn....oohhh...craig....more.....please...." She begged in rhythm, it came out like a small whine and he granted her request, moving even faster and she did the same.

The heat built up and overflowed, leaving her hips bucking against him and she felt him doing the same, his fingers grasping her hips as he released. She moaned his name in a broken pant as she came and when it passed she layed down limply against his chest. Her ribs hurt, but it was nothing compared to the satisfaction she felt. His hands came around to rest on her lower back and she pressed her cheek up to his chest, listening to his heart beat gradually slow down. A big sigh escaped her, like she had finally been granted something she didn't know she had needed so badly. She looked up at him and stroked his temple, where the surgery for his tumor had been. The worst feeling in her life had been when he had lain in that hospital bed, trapped in a coma. It had been worse than her parent's deaths in a different way. She smiled at him softly. "I love you, Craig..."

He was spent but blissfully so. Carefully he tipped to the side as he held her, first making sure his are wouldnt be in the way. He knew from his own experience that her ribs must hurt. Normally he liked her staying ontop of him but. It would just hurt more the longer she remained like this. Soon he was spooning her, the used condom in their own little trashcan in the nook between the bed and the bedtable. It had a lid on so a nosey puppy wouldnt think the things in there was for eating.

Nuzzling her neck he exhailed, breathing in her scent. One arm was under her pillow, the other lay around her carefully and his hand cupped one of her breasts. Even if tomorrow would be like any other early day it would feel like a sleep in since he didnt had the extra job anymore. In a week he would order the tickets, and in two he would take her home...just in time...hopefully if everything went well. He wanted it to be a surprise, something special, something that would make the date...a little less sad... He swallowed, suddenly realizing something...what would he do if she said no...what would they do...continue on like nothing happend...he could not bare the thought of not having her at his side. Knowing he couldnt hug her he instead tightened his grip around her breast...not too hard, only a little firmer.

Alayna walked through the barn isleway. Craig had gone off with Thomas, they had mentioned something about repairing the hot wire that ran across one of the pasture fences. Hath was at the cross ties tacking up Gun to ride and Alayna gave her a warm smile and a wave. 

"Hey, Hath, how are you today?" She asked cheerily. It was funny how much happier she was after their little escapade lastnight, like all of the tension had melted away after the disaster at the races. 

"I'm good....are you going to ride today?" She asked as she watched the redhead walk into Valor's stall and clip the grey stallion into another set of crossties.

"Yup. I'm feeling a lot better, and I made sure to wrap my bandages tight today. I think I'll be fine...nothing too fancy, but I need to train Valor...we've had too many disruptions from our Olympic training..." She said with a slight frown. 

"Ok..well, just take it easy...wouldn't want to hurt yourself before you and Craig go on your trip. Where are you all going, anyways?" Hathien asked curiously, glancing at Alayna as she groomed Valor who wobbled his lips around in pleasure. 

"Uh...what? Trip?" What was Hath talking about? She looked at her with a confused expression. Craig had never mentioned a trip.....Why would they be going away without Craig telling her first? And where were they going...and what for?

"Umm....maybe that was Nathan that was going somewhere...I must have gotten them confused. Sorry..." Hathien said hastily and with a stutter. Was she lying to her? Before Alayna could say anything more Hathien excused herself to go warm up Gun and she was left in the barn isle with Valor, wondering what that was all about. She would have to ask Craig later....

She tacked the big Andalusian up and led him outside. She had to use the large stepping block to get on, but luckily Valor was a good boy and stood patiently while she squirmed slightly painfully into the saddle. It took her a while to get used to moving with his gaits so that it wasn't so painful on her ribs, and she could tell the stallion was a little confused at the change in cues, but he responded to everything she asked to the best of his abilities. His gaits were also smooth, thank goodness. There was no way she was hopping on Daisy or Arrow right now. But, at least she was getting to ride once more. If felt good to be back in the saddle doing what she loved. Her mind wandered while she rode....was it really Nathan going on a trip? Or them? Hathien was in the arena, too, and gave her a few glances as she rode...she almost looked guilty....like she had said something she wasn't supposed to.

Craig glanced at the other man every now and then. Why did he feel like a bloody girl wanting to tell her friend a secret? He sighed deeply and continued with the part of the fence he was working on. From one of the runs a chestnut mare was eyeing him like she had been a cat spotting a mouse or perhaps a bird. She even wisked her tail back and forth in a similar manner. Next time he looked up she had come closer. She was too far away to actually come near him but something about her reminded him of Bubbles. As the mare saw him watching her ears went back.

"So...who is Ms Sourpuss?" he asked, nodding towards the mare "New project?" As the other man talked he nodded "A-ha...I knew he had some horse here but I thought it was a seasoned jumper." Another glance as the other man told him what he knew. "So...Lillian looks happier now dont you think? Caught her grinning the other day at her cellphone. I think she likes Mr Frog..." He chuckled, scratched his head and then sighed again. Perhaps it was best not to tell Thomas. He might say something to Hath...and she might slip something to Alayna.

He hadnt met the beloved Mr Moore yet. There was no way he stayed to only train the chestnut...it had to be something else too. Something was familiar with the farm Thomas had mentioned.

Thomas looked at the man beside him and chuckled. "Yeah, I think she's pretty happy with him. Looks like you're turning into a real matchmaker." He said with a lopsided grin and continued to nail a steeple into the fence. He would be forever greatful to Craig for making him get his act together and letting Hath know how he felt. They kept their relationship simple and private, but they were both very happy. They had finally moved out of that awkward stage...for the most part... and into a more serious one. He was beginning to see a different side of her, and he liked what he saw...he only hoped she thought the same of him. Someday he should let Craig know how appreciative he was. He wasn't too good at the touchy-feely stuff, but it wouldn't be fair to not recognize the man that had brought him closer to the woman he wanted to spend his life with. 

He glanced at Craig who was helping him run the new wire. The man looked like he was deliberating about something...like words were right at the edge of his tongue but he didn't know whether to say them or not. Thomas never forced conversations. In fact, he thought that silence was a beautiful thing. He just kept his mouth shut. If the man wanted to talk he would listen. Lord knew he had plenty on his mind since the happenings at the racetrack. Craig didn't know it but it had taken a lot of willpower for him to drag him off of the other jockey and not join in on giving him the beating of a lifetime. He didn't fight often...only with his brothers, never at school...but this time he had legitimately been seeing red. He had watched as the man pushed Alayna into the fence purposefully. There was no doubt about it, and there was no reason why the track officials had failed to see that....but they 'had'. Garcia was off the hook and they had dropped the investigation. It was frustrating, to say the least. 

Footsteps. Thomas looked up to see the smiling Aussie walking closer to the two of them and it dawned on him that Craig hadn't met the man yet...at least he didn't think so. He stood up, joints protesting slightly with pops and creaks and Craig did the same. 

"Hey, Thomas, I came to help you fix the fence, but it looks like you've already got some help!" Nathan said with a grin, seeming to inspect the 'new guy'. 

"I could always use more, there was a storm while you were away, screwed up this whole field's hot wire. Gonna have to run a whole new one." 

"Blimey!" Nathan said as he closed the gap between them and stopped. He stretched a hand out to Craig. "Hullo, name's Nathan Moore. I hear Hath hired you on! That's great! Sometimes me and Thomas feel a bit outnumbered by the ladies...they like to swat us around and make us fix fences instead of ride!" He said the last with a jab of his elbow at Thomas' ribs and he gave a grin. "Plus we could always use the extra help." He added with a lopsided grin.

Another big guy. Great. He should be used to it by now. The feeling of sharing was gone. He didnt know Nathan. He had greeted him alright, put in some strenght in the handshake so the man didnt think he was a wuss. It wasnt that he wasnt grateful toward Hath for giving a job that paid by the hour, but it stung a little as the man said 'extra help'. That clearly devided him from them. At least he had Alayna. That comforted him as he thought of it.

One eyebrow raised just a little he looked at the new guy, then gave a glance to the chestnut mare that now, like some equine ninja had snuck all up to the fenceline of her run. She had neighed, a low one but still a sound that showed that she knew him, when she had spotted the aussie man, and the mare had perked her ears for a split second before looking her normal sour self again. "I take it she knows you..." the jockey said.

When the man answered, he couldnt help but grin, forgetting just a little that Nat wasnt perhaps used to his jokes. The others here was used to his somewhat blunt ways by now. "Heh...I knew it wasnt just for the horse...to ride or be ridden ey..." He chuckled low, looked at the man and shook his head a little. "Ive heard a rumour about swedish women...is it true?" Geez..did everybody have a tendancy to blush around here? It wasnt as bad as Hath or Thomas but still.. "...I guess it was all tears when you left then...but I wonder...if the mare was so good as she claimed, why tossing it out to Froggie...perhaps the mare reminded her too much something...."

Nathans smile slowly crept off of his face. A blush had appeared at what the man implied...at what was true that he had done...but pain stabbed his heart when he mentioned him leaving. Their parting hadn't been very enjoyable. She hadn't even come out to see him off...he was still a little hurt over that...but he reckoned he had hurt her, too...and that he deserved it...more than that, really.... He looked down at the ground, trying to compose himself for a minute. He wasn't going to cry...but he didn't exactly feel like smiling now, either. A few angry tears had been spilled by him during the drive home, mostly angry at himself. It had been a long drive, quiet, and too much time to himself to think. He had tried to distract himself with the radio, but he hadn't really felt like listening to it, either, so he cut it off and drove in silence. 

He sighed and looked back up. "She's a good mare...just dangerous if you can't handle her correctly. Svea could...but her back didn't let her do the things she needed to, so...I think that's why she's letting Mr. Delacroix lease her." He tried to smile and got a faint one to show. He noticed Thomas looking at him, taking in his expression, the gears probably turning in his head. Thomas was like a brother to him, but he really didn't want to discuss this with him...it was too fresh...and he just didn't think the man could relate. The good thing about Thomas, though, was that he didn't pry...unless he thought it was important. Hopefully he didn't think this was too important. 

"You're a jockey, right, Craig? I think I've heard your name before. Don't follow the sport too much, myself, but the stud I was at in Texas dealt with Thoroughbreds. I don't suppose you know...well..she told me their barn names....Sailor and Rev? Those were her more successful ones. They ran a nice program down there, although I couldn't say much for the heat. Heaps worse than here...and I like hot weather." His lips quirked in another attempted smile.

If the other mans smiled at first had faded Craig couldnt help but smile more...a little subtly of course after getting an eye from Thomas. So he had been right then, the guy had stayed for some riding of both kinds. He pretended to scratch his nose to hide his grin. Why didnt she let him lease her, if he had trained her, why take - for her - a unknown man to lease a difficult horse. He hummed in reply. "Well...you should always have respect for crazy ass horses...believe me...I know...a stud that I dont know why they keep the balls on, is pretty crazy too, bipolar or something...sent me through the railing a little over six-seven months ago...or so.."

He nodded at the mans statement "Yeah...Im one of those crazy monkeys...thought you would guess it sooner..." he gave another chuckle and glanced down at his small, compared to their size and overall build, body. He still filled it out nicely and since he allowed himself a little more to eat he had filled out some parts. He was still very lean but he didnt look like a starving stick anymore. Not even his tired zombielike state could be seen even if he had dark rings under his eyes still. Nodding at the aussiemans mention of the TB stallions. "I just heard of Sailor, think his real name was 'NotDaSizeofDaBoat" but I actually competed against the other one, IJustWantRevenge...my mount Assassins Kiss wasnt too keen on that one...sad ending though..."

Craig became serious for once. It had been the normal teasing, nothing to get charged for but...what if the things he had been forced to do still had something to do with it... There had been no word from either 'Skeletor' or 'Beefman'...he had paid his debt and he was not going to borrow money from that man again. He looked at the watch she had given him. She was his family now...perhaps he could look up if the watch was still around...Beefman had given him a recipt to a pawnshop. Despite the man Beefman worked for he was...kind in a way, only doing what he was told to due since he probaby was in deeper shit that Craig. He had even made sure it couldnt be sold to anyone else. What bad guy did that. Although Craig suspected that was something Beefman did on his own accord.

"Did...she tell you what happend or did...you see it..." Craig looked down at his boots. "I came second in that race..."

Nathan listened to the smaller man and watched as he looked down, seeming to have some bad thoughts of his own swimming around in his brain. Thomas just stood there and shifted his weight while the two talked. "No....she mentioned it briefly...but...she didn't say much..." He said in a quieter voice. She had mentioned lots of blood....this man had been there? Maybe he could get some kind of backstory, any kind of insight that would help him understand her better. Not that she had been closed-mouthed about things, but sometimes he was afraid to ask her questions. Scared of what kind of bad memories they would stir up in her...

He looked back down at his own feet, suddenly feeling more depressed. It seemed while he was gone everyone had found someone to be with...Hath explained that Craig and Alayna were a couple, now, and hinted that she and Thomas were together....finally...and he had obviously walked in on something between Lillian and Gabriel. And then there was him....Would he be alone forever, too? Like Svea kept claiming she would be? No matter how hard he had tried to convince her...how hard he had tried to reasure her she seemed hellbent on the notion. It frustrated him to no end...that she couldn't see what he did. Sometimes he felt like sitting her down and making her see, but he knew it wouldn't end well...she was too stubborn. It wasn't like he hadn't tried...he had...and it only ended up with her crying, just like most of their conversations had seemed to lead to. 

Trying to make himself focus he looked back up at Craig who had begun to talk. He seemed like a nice guy and from what Hath had told him he was a hard worker. Maybe he should just leave....go do something on his own. It seemed like they had things here covered while he was gone. He almost felt like he didn't belong here anymore, like he was the odd one out. But he really didn't want to leave....he was just feeling self-pity for himself. Kind of like he had when Samantha had left. He didn't need to let it swamp him this time, though...he needed to fight it....overcome it. He couldn't end up like his dad....his poor dad...sitting at home all day with an injured pelvis, no wife, no family besides him here in the states....he couldn't end up like that. He sighed and looked back up, trying to shake the thoughts from his head and giving Craig his full attention.

"I wasnt actually there...when it happend...second placers dont get into the winners circle but I know that...her jockey got shot in the heart...I mean like...really at the heart...totally shattered the aorta from what Ive heard. Not even if they would have had the best cardio on scene there something could have been done to save him. I was told she tried to stop the bleeding with her own clothes. He died in her arms." The man sighed "Even if you always are rivals out on the track, you know...law of the jungle, to eat or to be eaten and all that...I really felt for them all...He had been married two days...and apparently the shot had been ment for the horse...if you go by the rumors...the widow than found out she was pregnant like I dont know...two months later or so...should probably be due any time soon if that was accurate..." 

Craig scratched his head "Word is that...someone picked her up....and she was gone for a week...that it was the same guy that had tried to kill the horse...but I dont know if its true or just gossip..." He saw the aussie man swallow hard like he was fighting something. "Another rumor said that she had reccived threats earlier...from that guy...if its the same one...and yet...the fucking coppers just sit on their fat asses doing nothing...just they are doing with other cases..." He frowned. The whole thing was on tape, there was witnessess. There was even a story about the whipstroke and black eye that worked in Garcias favor, he wanted to urge his horse on and Craig got in the way, and that Craig had scared him so he acted on selfdefence. It was just a load of bull. 

Nathan's gut and heart twisted into knots at the story. She had hinted at what happened, but he hadn't known the details Craig was telling him....how could she even function after having someone die in her arms? Maybe he was just too soft hearted...but he didn't think he would ever be able to get over something like that. "Blimey...." Was all he muttered half to himself and half to the others. Thomas looked like he was studying his reaction, and then when Nathan noticed and glanced at the taller man he looked down at his feet. He sighed. "It's a shame those things happen...especially to innocent people. I'm not sure she was over it, herself, and I can't blame her..." 

They stood in silence for a minute or two before Thomas' phone beeped. He looked at it and texted something back. "Well, boys, it's time for dinner....ya'll ready to head up to the house?" Nathan and Craig nodded and they all began to walk towards the farmhouse. From behind a shrill whinny cried out and Nathan looked back to see Flo with her ears perked up, looking at him almost desperately before she flattened them again and trotted off. He sighed....perhaps he should call Svea today...see how she was doing after her fall from the mare. 

He ate in relative silence, answering questions when the other's asked, feeling very much like a third wheel with all the couples sitting around the table. He would get over it...it was just a bad time for him right now. Too much guilt about Svea was still lingering....how he wished she was here....or he was there...and he could just hug her. He sighed and stabbed a piece of macaronni with his fork, popping it into his mouth even though he wasn't really hungry.

Alayna attempted to jog Daisy around the arena, which proved quite difficult since she spooked at every little sound or insect that flew in front of her. Alayna didn't get frustrated, though. Horses were the only thing she didn't lose her temper with. Stopping the mare, she backed her up when she decided to break into a canter all by herself and seasawed the reins gently to bring her back to her. She swished her tail and writhed around, but she eventually gave in and did what Alayna asked. 

She had been talking with Nathan and Hathien the other day when she had asked Nathan about the trip that Hathien said he would be going on soon. The man had quirked an eyebow at her and shook his head saying "I'm not going anywhere, Alayna...I just got back from Texas, remember?" Hathien had looked down but Alayna didn't comment telling him Hathien had told her otherwise, instead she just made an excuse for herself. So...if Nathan wasn't going anywhere....did that mean that she and Craig were? Where would they be going and why wouldn't he tell her? 

Turning the mare into a hindquarter turn that she raised her head about doing Alayna pondered some more, coming up with scenarios in her head about what they could be doing and where they might be going...if they were going anywhere. Maybe it was all just a mistake. She got done riding the mare, her last horse for the day since it was almost time to leave, and she took the now very sweaty Daisy back to her barn. It took some patience, but, eventually she managed to spray the mare off. She had been cow kicked towards at one point and hadn't gotten out of the way in time, the spotted mare's shoed hoof hitting her square in the shin. She had grunted and cursed under her breath. It would bruise soon, probably into an angry, puffy purple...but it was nothing that she hadn't experienced before. 

Taking the anxious mare back to her stall she placed her back in it and provided her with some more hay. The mare was a tad on the skinny side. Probably from all the sweating and fretting she did...it burned off fat and didn't allow her to eat like she was supposed to when she was too busy looking out for danger. She wished Daisy could learn to just calm down...it wasn't good for the mare to be so nervous all the time. Finished for the day, she walked to the front porch of the house to wait for Craig. She sat down in one of the rocking chairs and pulled up her pant leg, gingerly touching the red mark that was clearly shaped like a horseshoe on her pale shin.

Everything was set, ready and they would go as soon as this day was over. It was hard to pretend like normal but he thought of it as a game of poker. Dont show the other player what cards you have, place your bids and stay cool. He had asked Lillian to take Penny...and Thomas to take Barf. Her mood yesterday seemed to be a little low and he just hoped he had done the right thing, the right choice, perhaps she would get mad.

He finished what he had been doing, said goodbye to Thomas, returned the equipment and walked to the house. A small frown was shown as he saw her gently rubbing her leg and the mark that was showing underneith. "She got you?" he asked "Silly little mare..." He kneeled in front of her, and picked up her exposed leg, letting his hands stroke along it "...a kiss on it perhaps help?" Slowly he placed a soft kiss on the mark "...or maybe here..." a kiss was placed a little higher up, just about the inside of her knee "..or here.." by now his kisses was place where her kin was covered by fabric but he didnt really care. When he glanced up she still seemed to have sucked in that wonderful lower lip of hers.

Continuing upwards, and wiggling himself between her legs his hands soon travelled over her belly and just gently teasing her breasts with his thumbs. At the same time his lips started to gently nip and suck at her neck, never hard enough to leave a trace. He sucked gently at her earlobe and couldnt help but smile at her little sound. Finally he had reached his 'price' and kissed her, deeply and passionatly, cupping her face with his hands. Her arms found their way around him and soon he felt her fingers run through his hair. He broke the kiss after a little while and grinned at her disapointed grunt. "Does it hurt anymore?" he asked, and grinned at her like a schoolboy that was well aware that he had been naughty but simply didnt care about it.

"Mmm...not as much anymore...Thank you, Sir Knight." She teased with a small grin. He had certainly distracted her from the dull ache...now the ache was somewhere else. Great...now he had her all hot and bothered for the ride home. Oh well....she'd have him to herself when they got home. Speaking of, she stood up and stretched, a little stiff from being jostled about by Daisy. "Are you ready to go home, babe?" She asked with a smile, giving him a piece of his own medicing by goosing his firm bottom lightly as she walked by, leading him to the car. They hopped in, grabbing Penny on the way and headed home. 

She trudged up the stairs in front of him, quite tired from the day's work. They had upped the amount of work, recently, everyone getting ready for new shows and it was proving to be tiring...but it was a good tired. The kind you got where your body felt relaxed after a hard days work. Opening the door she placed Penny on the floor and the puppy bounded off, as always. She was getting quite big now....or...big compared to the scrawny little thing she was before. Heading into the bathroom she took a quick shower, washing away all of the grime from the day and put on some comfy shorts and a tanktop. 

Walking back outside she was contemplating what she should fix for dinner, so she headed into the kitchen to see what she had to work with. Craig was on the couch, playing with the puppy at his feet and she offered him a warm smile as she passed. It was nice...to just have someone there to smile at whenever she wanted. It was nice not feeling alone anymore. She gave a happy, tired sigh and bent over in the pantry to see what looked good. Pulling out two cans of tomato soup she got a pan out and poured the contents in, then sat it on the stove to heat up. It wasn't much...but they didn't really eat much. Soon she would cook a good, homemade dinner for the two of them, but she'd have to go shopping for the ingredients first. Standing by the counter, waiting for the soup to warm up she glanced to the side where the coffee maker sat. There was something there...two strips of paper. 

Moving curiously over to them she picked them up and squinted as she read. Flight from Lexington to.....Pennsylvania? Her eyes widened a bit as she read it again. This was the trip? They were going to go to her hometown? She spun around, preparing to go meet Craig on the couch when she was surprised by him already standing there, grinning lopsidedly at her. She couldn't help it that tears immediately rimmed her eyes, her lip quivering and she clenched to the tickets like they were her lifesource as she moved towards Craig quickly, wrapping him in a tight hug. She rested her head against the side of his and took a few shuddering breaths to steady her emotions. "Craig....thank you.....thank you so much..." Was all she could get out before a few more tears overtook her. It was a mixture of happy and sad for her. Happy because she got to go home....sad because she knew the memories that would be waiting for her there. "I love you, Craig, you're so good to me..." She whispered next to his ear as she continued to hold him tight, leaning into his secure arms. Sometimes she felt like she didn't deserve him....he did so many nice things for her and what had she done? Bought him a watch. That was about it...she would make this up to him. She didn't know how, yet, but she would...

He had hoped for happy but he hadnt meant for her to cry and he wasnt all that convinced it was happy tears so he gently rocked her in his arms while he stroked her back. "Youre welcome, Kitten...I...I figured that...it would be a good time to go since...perhaps it was wrong of me..." He didnt want to say the actual words since he was afraid she would cry more. He could take screaming pretty well but crying...that just left him unsure on what to do. "I love you too, Kitten..." He kissed her nose and then her cheeks, kissing away the tears that had managed to get that far.

"You are not mad for keeping it a secret?" He glanced at her after he had stepped back, the puppy had wiggled herself between them and he didnt want to risk stepping on her. Sometime Penny was such a dramaqueen. You accidently touched her toe and she acted like her whole leg had been ripped off - twice! And the look she could give you - geez. He had made his name on her longer now, only to tease the redheaded woman he loved, 'Princess Penny Pee'.

Since it was at least five minutes left til she was done with the food they would eat he figured he could jump into the shower. "I told Hath not to say anything....I said you knew...but she didnt need to talk about it...thinking of it I dont think I even told here were we would go...anyway...not sure if that worked?" He slowly pulled off his shirt and unbuttoned his pants, he had managed to get himself dirty today so they would have to go into the washer. "Thats why she might have looked at you funny when you suggested that show...you know the one running this weekend..."

Pulling off his pants he exposed his underwear, brightly pink with a smiley and the text 'Looking for a ride?' "I think I hop into the showers, Kitten...just to get the dirt off...ok? He grinned as she seemed to be lost in her own thoughts even if she looked straight at him. "Hey? Kitten?"

She wiped the stray tears away. She wasn't that sad anymore, it had just hit her suddenly...besides, she was fine now, after a little cry. It was funny how easy it was for her to cry in front of him now, even though it seemed to make him feel slightly uncomfortable. She felt him tense just a bit as they had embraced. Despite that, she didn't think he minded too much...just didn't really know what to do. She smiled at him as he looked at her a bit worriedly, she hadn't heard him speak. 

"What? Oh...ok, Craig, go get cleaned up and I'll have dinner ready for us when you get out." She leaned in and gave him a slow kiss on the lips, then, leaning back she smiled at him. She giggled a bit at his underwear as he walked off. Normally, she would have joined him, even if she had just taken a shower, herself, but she couldn't exactly let their food burn, so she reluctantly stayed in the kitchen. Serving their food she sat the bowls on the table and poured themselves some water, then she sat out some sliced celery sticks and ranch dressing for a little something extra since it wasn't much of a meal. 

Hearing him get out of the shower she sat down at the table and waited for him. Penny sat obediently at her feet, probably hoping crumbs would fall to the floor. "Sorry, Penny....no crumbs today..." Alayna said with a soft smile down at the puppy who cocked her head and looked up at her. Craig came around the corner, soon after, dressed in a pair of men's basketball shorts, his chest bare. She watched him saunter over and sit in front of her and she smiled at him as he got seated. They began to eat and she started talking with slight amusement in her voice. "You know, Hath did kind of let it slip...although she thought I knew already." She gave him a smirk and a glance, "When I told her I didn't know what she was talking about she covered it up by saying it must have been Nathan going on a trip, instead." She giggled and took a moment to suck the ranch dressing off of a celery stick, then tooke a bite out of the celery once the creamy dressing was gone. "When I asked Nathan about it today he looked at me just as confused as I had looked at her before." She laughed. "I guess it's hard to keep secrets around the barn. We're such a tight-knit group it's like a bunch of brothers and sisters wandering around pestering each other all the time.....but not you. You're the steamy, foreign lover." She added with a giggle as he gave her a look across the table at her earlier comment.

"Uh-huh...well..." he returned her smile even if her comment had made his mind make up some weird images "...Im not the only steamy, foreign lover around the barn now...you know..." he glance at her "You think...Frog is cute? Or handsome perhaps...hot?" He didnt know much about Gabes past but at least he hadnt made any moves towards Alayna. The frenchys eyes had mostly laid on Lillian, but that didnt mean that would stop Alayna from...no...he shouldnt think like that.

He chuckled. "Oh yeah...I forgot to tell you...you know yesterday...I walked in on Nathan...a few minutes longer and Im sure there would have been a show for Ben to watch, poor nardless critter! They didnt blush as much as Thomas and Hath would though...cant help but wonder if they are stepping around some 'unspeakable' subject too..."

His smile vanished as she once more sucked on the celery stick, licking up the dressing. "Ok...stop...its not funny any more!" His voice switched from amusedto dead serious, and it was hard not to smirk when she looked at him surprised. It was seldom if not close to never he had spoken to her in any harsh manner. He took her hand and procceded to dip her finger in the dressing. Next he leaned over the table and sucked it off. Since he had the 'power' over her hand he sucked lightly at her wrist. "Its not nice to tease..." He growled low. She always turned him on, even if she didnt do anything special. Her eating the celery hadnt bothered him much at first but as she begun dipping it, making those sucking noises.

She smiled. "Well...yes, he's a good looking man. Not quite as good looking as a certain jockey I know....can't think of his name right now, but..." She giggled lightheartedly at his expression. "I think that him and Lillian make a cute couple, don't you? She's even more goofy lately, which is always funny to watch." She said with a laugh. The woman was walking around like a lovestruck twelve year old girl, not watching where she was placing her feet and tripping into all sorts of things. Sometimes Alayna even felt like she needed to give her a hand. At least she wasn't that way when she was riding or she might have some problems. 

Smirking at his next topic she took up another piece of celery, idly sucking the dressing from it as he talked. "I don't know what to think about the two of them..." She said in a pondering tone, "I think you're right. I think things are complicated for them...they seemed a little stressed the last I saw them together, but I do think they like each other. Who knows....the barn has turned into some sort of soap opera lately." She said with a giggle. It was true. People were hooking up right and left, you never knew which corner you would turn to find a kissing couple, not that it bothered her, she and Craig contributed plenty themselves. 

She continued to munch on a celery stick when a sudden, almost frantic voice from Craig made her jolt and look up at him with wide eyes. "Wh--?" She began, but cut herself off when he dipped her finger in the dressing and then sucked it off. She watched with parted lips as he kissed her wrist, the heat of his lips sending tingles through her. Her expression changed from shocked to amused, however, when she realized what she had been doing. "Oh....does it bother you?" She said in a coy, innocent voice, smirking across the table at him. "It does seem similar....to something else...doesn't it?" She asked him with a cocked eyebrow and a grin playing at the corners of her full lips.

"You know it does..." he returned her grin as he took her hand and now dipped two of her fingers in the dressing all the way up to her knuckles on her hand, and letting his tongue part her fingers as he licked the dressing off, first between and then around til there was nothing left. Her lips had come apart again, her eyes perhaps a little bit wider. "You like this too...dont you..." he teased.

He wasnt hungry anymore...at least not for food. "Alayna..." his voice was thick with his desire for her and he felt it down under too. Strange how he just had to think of her for it to happen. How he got to her he wasnt sure, he only knew that he stood before her, pulling her up to her feet and embracing her. He kissed her deeply, hungerly, over and over again. She was his drug...the only he had now. There was a time when he had been drinking and...smoked a little bit...anything to keep the hunger away. He raced every now and then but...he didnt miss it as much as he thought he would.

Pressing her against him he felt every part of her, his hands pressed her lower part against his own. He loved her rump, heck he loved every part of her. She let out a soft gasp as one of his hands found her breast and squeezed it gently. "...Oh god...Alayna...I...I need you..."

Her look went from teasing to wanting the second his tongue slid back across her fingers. "Yes...." She answered his question in almost a soft whine. How could she say no? How could she continue the teasing when he made her feel this way? It was too hard to tease him when she wanted him so bad, herself. Before she knew it he had appeared at her side of the table and hoisted her up, his hands eagerly roaming her body as his lips found her's. She was sent reeling with each deep, hungry kiss he gave her. 

At his words of longing she pressed against him more, relying on his embrace to keep her standing. How did he manage to make her so weak in the knees? His hand came up to gently cup her breast and she gasped against him. Oh...like that. Her hands were busy roaming through his soft hair as she initiated another kiss, this time a slow, deep one. The kind that made her toes curl up in pleasure. "I...need you too...Craig..." She replied breathlessly when their lips parted again. 

Securing her arms around his shoulders she hopped up to wrap her legs around his waist, so that he was now carrying her. Her chest was now in his face and he kissed and nibbled on the exposed skin that her tanktop showed. He walked while he kissed the skin there, taking them to the bedroom. When he got there he layed her gently down with her back on the bed. She smiled up at him, hear flaming hair spilled across the comforter. Bringing her hands down she found the bottom seam of her tanktop, and in one swift move she pulled it over her head. She had discarded her bra when she took her shower, so now her chest was exposed for him to do whatever he liked. She bit her bottom lip at the look he gave her, squirming under the heat of his gaze.

He covered the nipples and sucked at them, one after the other, gently pulled at them with his lips, and felt himself react to each little sound or squirm she made. With his hands he stroked her body who seemed to get ignited by fire at his touch. She arched herself against him and he kissed a path from between her breasts and continuing down, altering the kisses with nips. As he reached her bellybutton he let his tongue circle around it in a teasing way before letting the tip of his tongue in the small dimple. That he made his own sounds wasnt something he thought about or noticed since it all was a reaction to what the woman under her did.

"You...you are so...beautiful..." Emotion was stocking up his throat a little as he backed off just a little, leaning on one arm as he stroked her gently with his other hand across her cheek. He felt himself tremble as her hands stroked his chest and arms, the absolute proof of his desire could now not be hidden, not that he cared to hide that matter. Or well...he had to at work of course...he had a some manners even if he thought there was times Alayna liked to tease him to it. That was one of the reasons why he liked to take her off guard with those kind of kisses that seemed to leave her almost breathless.

Biting the inside of his cheek he fought to control himself as she gave him a stroke with only the fabric of his pants as a devider. A part of him wondered, especially with Garcia in mind, how many men she had been with but...he would never ask that...it wasnt important...especially since that would probably turn into a returnquestion that he wouldnt be able to answer. He honestly didnt know. Most he had no clue on the name, just vaguely perhaps on looks, big boobs, small boobs, big ass, huge ass, little ass, round or pearshaped, things that sounded really shallow. Perhaps once he had been, years before he met her when he still was amazed that women wanted him the way they did. As a young man without anything in this world he just grinned, wiggled his eyebrow and did what they wanted. Sometimes he did it just to get a bed for the night, sometimes to soothe the feeling of loneliness.

"How is...oh..mm...your ribs..how..how should we...do this?" he asked, still trying his best to keep his desire at a level he could hold his concentration despite those heavenly strokes that now, with just a light flick of her wrist was between his shorts and underwear, making a sneaking progress like a cat stalking a bird in the garden.

She looked up at him, watching as he attempted to hold himself together underneath her touch. It was amazing...how she could make him feel with just a small movement of her fingers or wrist...and how he could do just the same to her. She smiled at his consideration, even though he seemed to be having a hard time concentrating he was still polite enough to ask if she was alright. 

"Like this." She answered, and took her hands out of his shorts, instead, coaxing him to stand up and she did the same next to him. First, she shimmied out of her own shorts and underwear, scooting them to the side. Then, she turned to him, looking him up and down for a moment, taking in the shapes of his muscles, the faint scar marks across his skin, the darker treasure trail that ran down underneath his shorts...everything that made him him...the way that his chest heaved as he breathed, the look of anticipation and wanting in his eyes. But, the anticipation and wanting were covered up by something stronger.....love. Love radiated from his expression and she couldn't help but feel weakened by the power of it. She loved him, too. More than he would ever know. She just hoped that he understood how much she really did love him. 

Snapping out of her thoughts she went down on her knees in front of him and placed her hands on his abdomen. Letting her fingers trail down slowly they soon found the rim of his shorts that she began to pull down. Pulling down his shorts and underwear in one move she released him, her own desire growing as she saw how ready he was. She helped him step out of his clothes and she scooted them to lay with her own. Then, looking up at him with a small smirk through hooded eyes she brought one hand up and let it trail lightly along the length of him. Did she feel a small shiver? Good. Anticipation never hurt these kinds of things. 

She let her hands run across him some more, the way that, by now, she knew he liked it. His own noises of pleasure paired with one of his warm hands resting on her shoulder drove her on. Leaning in she met the tip of him and gave it a kiss then brought her mouth over it to twirl her tongue around the rim and after that she moved away once more, leaving him wanting. He shifted his stance a bit, waiting for her. She granted him what he wanted and brought her mouth down around him once more, this time going deeper. She continued to pleasure him, her attempt to help show how much she loved him, listening to his breathing, the small noises he made, the way that he seemed to clench his jaw and then roll his head back. Going on until she felt his thighs shiver just a bit she pulled back and then stood up, back on his level. She gave him a few kisses on his neck, letting her tongue drag across some of the stubble there before she left him to cool down a bit. 

She was more than ready, herself, he didn't have to do anything for her. She didn't want him to tonight...it was about him right now, and partly a way for her to thank him for getting the plane tickets. Although, she wouldn't just thank him with sex, she would find something else. Walking to his nightstand she delved inside and brought out a wrapper, then walked back over to him. Kneeling before him once again she openned it up, and slipped the protection on in a quick manouvre, then stood up once more. 

"Just...follow my lead." She said with a small smile, her own anticipation building up to ridiculous levels. She managed to coax him onto the bed, how she wanted him, where he was sitting on his knees, then she crawled up herself and over to him, giving him a smile. Positioning herself over him she took a shuddering breath before letting herself slide down over him entirely, a whine escaping herself at the feeling. Then she wrapped her legs behind his bottom securely, holding her in place. This way they were close...intimate...she could look into his eyes and feel his breath on her shoulder. She clenched around him and wrapped her arms around his shoulders, leaning her head against his where they were cheek to cheek. "Ok..." she whispered in his ear and relaxed against him.

"OH...ghnn.." He couldnt help it, the sound, as she sat down on him. A moment passed and they sat still, he had to...otherwise it would be all over before it started. Her work on him just a few minutes earlier had brought him to the shimmering edge and he wasnt sure if he had been able to hold himself completely. He felt her carefully press around him, like a wave and it always amazed him how she could do that. Was she aware how good it felt? Many times they moved in a high pace but..he wanted it slow now...there was no rush...they might have to go to bed early since the flight left early. Lillian had got his key so they would leave Penny here for her to pick her up. He rubbed his cheek against hers as his arms wrapped themselves around her, holding her in a firm embrace that also moved her slightly up and down, slowly. 

Her skin was white against his tanned, freckles sprinkled over it. Perhaps Kitten was the wrong thing to call her, perhaps jaguar or cheetah was better? Altho cats could be spotted too. He angled her slightly so her front would get some of the pleasure, it wasnt the same as if he would do it with his fingers, but going by how things felt that might not be needed. She had leaned her head back, making her firey mane slightly tickle his knees. This exposed her breasts than he only previously had felt against his own chest. The sight of them made him moan. If she said yes he knew where to take her...he had seen the perfect place...a whole island to themselves for a week. A paradise hidden away in a blue lagoon.

The pressure was rising again, he felt it in his loins and the way she cramped around him. She grasped at him, moved faster, whimpering and he couldnt do more than getting sucked in with her, bucking against the womans movements. In the middle of the twirling lights and stars their lips met and he let himself fall back as he felt her let her firm hold go.

She fell with him, clinging to his shoulders, still coming down from her high. Her chest heaved against his own rapidly rising and falling one. It had been a slow pace, but that didn't mean they were left any less breathless or sweaty. She layed her head down in the crook of his neck, placing small kisses along it. Just because the deed was done didn't mean they couldn't still enjoy kissing, even though she was sure he was just as tired as she was. The kisses went higher, underneath his ear and then up his cheekbone. She gave his forehead a kiss before dipping down to find the corners of his mouth and placed some more there before finally finding the center of his lips and gave him one slow, long one there. Satisfied that she had now showered him with enough kisses she layed her head down next to his, stroking his hair and just listening to him breath. 

Feeling the sudden urge to just talk to him she began in a whisper, "Craig....I hope you don't ever doubt how much I love you.....I love you...more than I even loved my parents...in a different way, of course." Part of her hoped she wasn't scaring him away by discussing how she felt about him so deeply. She knew that men had a tendancy to bottle up their emotions...and be scared away when a woman shared her's. But...she trusted him. She sighed, "I guess, I just want to say thank you...for always being there for me...for loving me back even with my flaws....like my temper." She added with a soft giggle. "I'm so happy we're going to Pennsylvania, Craig....I think I need it...for closure." She finished in a quiet voice. 

Now she just lay with him, not moving, simply closing her eyes and hugging him tighter. She didn't need for him to say anything in return. Just him being there with her was enough for her. If only her parents could meet him....they would like him. Her mother would be amused and flattered by his charm and her father would like his work ethic. He would get along well with them....she knew they would approve when they saw how happy their daughter had become...

Last thing he remembered before he let himself fall asleep was humming one of those lullabys his mother used to sing to his sister. He remembered stroking her hair and feeling her breaths become one of those sleeping. 

He woke with a jolt. A sudden rush of panic but a quick glance at the watch made him a little calmer. There was a good thing to have what could be called a inner watch, it was close to the time when they usually got up and that would give them enough time to get ready. During the night she had nuzzled close to the side of his body instead of ontop of him. He kissed her forehead. "Kitten? Kitten time to wake up...I dont know what you want to bring with you...its just over the weekend and we will come back monday morning. It wasnt more than two days, counting today but it was something... He knew with the olympics coming up she would want to miss any chance to work with Valor.

Reluctantly he dragged himself up. The protection was still hanging in there and he removed it with a snap that made him grimace slightly - not a good idea! It wasnt that bad of a hit but it certainly made him wake up. He gave the shitz about getting underwear on as he dragged himself out to the kitchen to put on some coffee. It had become a pattern now, the first one out to the kitchen put on the coffee. Next he went back, waited a little for her to be ready in the bathroom. As she passed him he stroked her over that lovely rump of hers and got a smile as a reward. The day seemed brighter already. He splashed his face and took a wiz before he got back to the bedroom. There she had already laid out the big bag, they didnt need much. He told her to bring a nice dress...just in case they felt like going out to eat somewhere nice...like..you never knew. He couldnt help but smiling...hoping that what he had planned would be the reason....

She packed a nice dress, like he had asked. Perhaps she could suggest a few of the nice restaurants she remembered as a child if they were still there. She also placed a black dress in the suitcase...a mourning dress....for when they would visit the graveyard her parents were burried at. She was slightly nervous. Scared to go back...afraid of the emotions and memories that would be waiting for her there. She wouldn't have been able to do it without him...but now that he would be there to support her she felt like she could do it. She didn't want to make the whole trip about herself, though...she would have to find something fun for them to do. It would be miserable for Craig if he just spent the whole time trying to comfort her and nothing else. 

Walking out to the kitchen the coffee was finished so she poured herself a cup and fixed it, then poured him one as well while he was in the bathroom so that it could be cooling a bit. Sitting on the couch she sipped her coffee and ate a banana while she played with Penny at her feet. The puppy seemed to do well with them being away. She was outgoing enough to make friends easily with her babysitter. Besides, Lillian had cared for her before and Alayna thought the woman enjoyed having an animal around the house. 

"Are you going to be a good girl and not pee in Lillian's house?" Alayna was asking the puppy as Craig walked into the kitchen and found his cup. She thought she heard him snerk and she rolled her eyes sarcastically in return. He was bent on calling her Penny Pee....or worse...Princess Penny Pee...."Don't live up to your nickname." She whispered to the puppy as Craig came over, Penny looking back up at her and cocking her head at Alayna's words. Alayna just giggled and leaned against Craig's shoulder as he sat down next to her.

He yawned and rubbed his eyes, probably looking much like a very overgrown boy just waking up from his nap. He always fell asleep on airplanes...or almost always anyway. But as soon as he had rubbed the sleep out of his eyes his entire focus was on her. He held her hand the entire way to the little local hotel where he had booked a room. With a little bit of snooping and just...casually asking her every now and then he had found what town it was and a lot of small details. He didnt know however where her parents were buried.

The room was nice and with a very homey feel to it. Perhaps it was a little bit...too sweet with details like doilies and a dressed doll in the chair. It gave him the creeps to be honest and he put the blanket over it just so he didnt have to look at it. Too many horror movies perhaps. He suggested that they should leave it in the little sofa out in the hall but she had just laughed at him and asked him if he was scared of a doll. He had rolled his eyes at that so it had remained under the blanket. He had brought the same suit he had on at Essys funeral. A part of him wasnt sure if it would jinx anything but then...it was only clothes...and perhaps it would work in a oppisite way. They had already had their sad part...it could only be happiness from now on...at least that what was he hoped for.

At the gasstation they actually had some cars you could rent so he when he saw that he rented a small one with just two seats. It was the cheepest one. He drove while she gave directions. He saw the look in her eyes as they stepped out of the car and he held her without saying anything, just stroking her back giving her the time she needed. Slowly he rocked her alittle, but didnt know why, just felt like it helped. "Are you ok? We can go back to the hotel if you like?" he said and kissed her forehead. The box felt heavy in his pants. It was a miracle she hadnt seen it when they changed into these clothes.

She leaned into his embrace, shivering not only from the slightly cold breeze that was continuously blowing, but from her nerves. Her black dress billowed out behind her, a sharp contrast to her pale skin and red hair. She suddenly wasn't so sure how well she was going to handle this....this was her first time visiting their graves since the funeral. She didn't....really know what to do. Her stubborness set in, though. No. If Craig was going to pay so much money for her to visit her parent's graves then she would do it. Besides....she knew she needed to....

"No...no, I'm alright." She said with a nervous smile up at him. Taking one of his hands firmly in her's she led him out into the grassy graveyard. It wasn't a very big one since it belonged to the little church they used to attend. She remembered what their grave looked like even though it had been years since she'd seen it last. It was one big, black stone, on the right side her father's name and information...on the left her mother's. She spotted it across the hill and she picked past the graves and footstones slowly on her way over. Could he feel that her hand was shaking? Why was she suddenly so nervous?

They finally walked up to it, but she diverted her eyes from it until they stopped in front of it. Forcing herself, she looked in ahead, the shiny black stone standing ominously before her, unmoving.....just like they had lain in their caskets. She let her eyes read across their names, Flynn and Adrianne.....Flynn and Adrianne.....she repeated their names in her head, remembering what it was like to call them out and get an answer as a little girl. Her lower lip began to tremble. No....no...she didn't want to cry. Hadn't she cried enough over them? Hadn't she suffered enough just knowing that they were gone? Now she had to put up with tears, too? 

Squeezing his hand harder she tried to fight off the tears that way, but it didn't make it any better...plus, she didn't want to hurt his hand. She was panicing inside, her heart breaking all over again as she looked at the large stone in front of her. She didn't know what to do. Didn't know how to deal with this overwhelming dread that overtook her. She hadn't really had time to mourn them. Sure, she had cried. But to really mourn...to remember...she hadn't given herself the time...keeping herself busy so the pain would stay away. Now it was creeping up on her....that along with the shame and guilt she felt about the few years spent after their deaths trying to drown her sorrows...with alcohol, gambling...men...anything she could find. She felt like a little girl once again, in trouble and standing in front of her parents feeling riddled with guilt. 

Her lip quivered harder and she bit it in an attempt to stop it. She brought a hand up to brush her bangs out of her face but let it drop again when she noticed how badly it was shaking, embarassed that he was seeing her this way and that he had to deal with her being so emotional. Suddenly, the pain, the guilt, the shame and the hurt caught up with her in a strong wave, pulling her under and drowning her. Her knees gave out and she slumped to the ground, letting go of his hand as she went, her back hunched and shaking as the sobs overtook her. Her hands cupped her face, hiding her tears from the world. She had brought a bunch of red roses with her and they lay discarded at her side as she cried. "Craig....y-you...don't have to...stay here with...me. I d-don't...want you .......see me...like...this..." She managed between sobs. It wouldn't hurt her feelings if he left for a bit. Nobody wanted to be around someone who was going through what she was right now.

"No!" He kneeled down, took the roses and placed them on the grave. Then he stood up and took her in his arms, so she could lean her head against his chest if she wanted to. "I told you I would never leave you Alayna...ever...rembember what you told me when...when Essy..." he took a deep breath, it still hurt but it wasnt about Essy now. He kissed the top of her head and held her harder, closer wishing he could spare her the pain. His parents werent dead but they caused him pain...perhaps worse than if they had been dead. They didnt want him...either of them...he had understood that now but it didnt make it easier.

"I will be here, with you always...just like they will be with you always...as long as you remember them...and remember them with...light Kitten...they..they loved you...they loved eachother...and...love is light...it must be because...I love you...and...I didnt know I missed out on the light...I thought I was happy...but with you, with the light...its different...you need light to survive...there would be no flowers without the light...without the rain...the tears...without...nurishment...the closeness of another being...you...we need all that...Im...Im sure they dont want you to be in the dark place baby....and they dont want you to be sad...if you just remember them...in here..." he gently placed his hand over her heart "...they will be in the light of your heart..."

She cried again, clinging to him but he remained there, just holding her. He continued to hold her til her sobbing stopped. There wasnt much else he could do.

She clung to him like he was the only person in the world, hanging onto every word he told her as she buried her face in the crook of his neck. Tears still ran across her cheeks and a few hiccups and sniffs escaped her after a while, but the wave of emotion had passed. It left gently, in complete contrast to how it had come and she found herself just leaning against him with her eyes closed, soaking up his warmth and sighing in an attempt to catch her breath. She brought a hand up, happy to see it wasn't shaking anymore, and wiped at her eyes. She didn't feel so sad anymore....now she felt almost...relieved? Hopeful? It was a good feeling...like sun rays peeking from behind black stormclouds.

Looking up at him she placed a hand on the side of his face, feeling his stubble beneath her fingers. "Thank you..." She said in a slightly hoarse voice, "...for staying with me....You're my light, Craig....they may be the light in my heart but you're there with them, too...as well as here with me..since they can't be." She gave him a small smile, her heart bursting with love for the man who chose to stay with her and hold her instead of walking away and letting her have her space. Sometimes women don't always mean what they say. 

Standing up and facing him she placed both hands on each side of his face, now, and brought it down so that their foreheads touched. She closed her eyes, just listening to him breath and basking in his warmth. She was sure her parents would approve of him. How could anyone disaprove of a man that was so selfless, loving, sensitive, strong and caring? Anyone who saw anything else when they looked at him was a fool. "They would have liked you so much, Craig..." She said with a small smile, opening her eyes to look into his warm brown ones. She wanted to spend a lifetime looking into those eyes.

After standing with his forehead against hers for a little bit and then just standing, by her side, patiently, silently, only holding her hand as a sign of comfort, he asked her if he could have a few minutes alone with her parents. She nodded but he could see that she was a little confused over his request. He waited til she was enough far away. Looking at the stone more closely, the inscriptions made, he couldnt help but feel sad over the fact he would never get to know these people for real. Her father would never, after scaring the shitz out of him of course, call him 'son' and perhaps take him out fishing. Things his own father never had done. Would her father make him go through some sort of manly ritual of approval while Alayna and her mother cooked food for them for when they would come home? Perhaps her mother would have patted him on the head, and stroked him over the cheek as he brought back a sorry excuse for a fish like he still would have been a small boy. He would never know these things. He bowed before the stone, put his hand ontop of it and introduced himself. "Good day sir and madame, my name is Craig Oliver Charles Knight. I hail from Newmarket, Suffolk in England. I am a jockey...even if I have...started to do other things lately...farmwork mostly. I work hard and I will do anything for those I consider my friends..and for the woman I love more than my own life. I stand here before you to ask your daughter to marry me, sir..madame. I wish I could have come before you when you were alive, praising you for raising her to be the woman she is today. You would be so proud...I know it because I am, Im so very proud of her. She have made me into something better, made me feel things I never thought I ever feel. The rest he just said silently in his head. He felt her eyes on his back, she was too far away to hear what he had said out loud, but you never knew, women could have pretty big ears sometimes. Finally he waved at her, letting her know she could come back.

He sighed, almost like he was going to say something sad and he gave her a glance as she came up to him. "We know how fast life can change, dont we Kitten...how you have to...find small things that make you happy and treasure them. With racing you need to think for two even if you are one with the horse." He bit his lip, felt the butterflies in his gut as he took the box out from his pocket, still hiding it within his hand. A small dusty pink velvet box. It was worn, especially at the corners. He hope she didnt mind he had borrowed it. She had searched for it, he knew that, and it was hard to not let her have it before since he had seen that it had made her sad when she thought it was gone. He saw her eyes grow as he now kneeled in front of her. 

"This...isnt perhaps the most romantic spot to ask you this, Kitten...but there was no other place...especially since I wanted your parents to be here, but...your...your parents said this was as good as any other spot...as long as our love is pure...and I assured them mine is, Kitten. Mountain high and valley low, come what may, my love for you will never crumble. I will stand by you through anything, I be your rock and I will be your shelter." He swallowed, it had sounded well when he had said it outloud...in his head...he wasnt sure how it sounded now...gay? "I...I will watch over you when you sleep...I will make you laugh when you are awake, I be there comforting you when you cry...I be by your side...always..." Taking her hand he gently placed the box he had borrowed from her in her hand, a box he knew her mother had kept a ring in. He hoped she would like the ring he had picked out.

"Alayna Faye O'Shea...Kitten...will...will you marry me?"

She had glanced at him a bit while he was by their grave, kneeling in front of it with a bowed head and it looked like his lips were moving. Was he 'talking' to them? Saying a prayer? It touched her heart, whatever he was doing. It left her a bit confused, but she wouldn't ask him about it unless he wanted to tell her what he was saying. It was sweet...how much he seemed to want to get to know them. She wished he could meet them...even if just for a few minutes...but there was no use in wishing for things that were impossible. 

She happened to be looking when he waved her back over and she made her way there, wrapping her arms around her in an attempt to fend off the chilly wind. When she got back he talked a bit, looking slightly sad and she nodded her head at his words. She was about to embrace him, to comfort him like he had done for her not long ago when suddenly he went down on one knee. She looked at him confusedly at first...not understanding what he was doing. But, as he began to talk her eyes widened and she felt her heart beginning to beat rapidly in her chest. What was he doing? Was this really happening?

Her hands began to shake all over again and she tried to concentrate on his words and not the shock of what was happening or the nerves that were coursing through her veins. She stood quietly, wide eyed, listening to every word he said and clinging to them like they were her lifesource. When he pulled her mother's dusty rose velvet box from behind his back and offered it to her she just stood there for a moment, completely dumbfounded. She hadn't been expecting this.....she had hoped...desperately....this was really happening. 

When he said the words....asked the question that she had only allowed herself to dream that he would ask...she snapped out of her stupor, her hand closing around the soft little box he had given to her. She squeezed it tight, but instead of opening it up she threw herself down onto him, wrapping him up in the fiercest embrace she could muster. It took her a moment to notice that she was crying. This time tears of joy...they were sliding down her cheeks and landing on the shoulder of his suit. She was completely ecstatic, her heart felt like it would race out of her chest as she hugged him tight.

"YES! yesyesyesyesyes!!! A million times yes! Oh...Craig...I love you so much. So, so much..." She sobbed into his ear. She was going to be Mrs. Craig Knight! Suddenly it felt different to hold him, different in a good way. She was holding her fiance...her future husband. Making herself pull back she faced him and looked into his eyes for a long moment before meeting his lips in a deep, joyful kiss. Even kissing felt different in the most wonderful of ways. She couldn't believe this. She was in total shock. The world seemed to zip by around her, it was only him, now. 

Making herself break the kiss she leaned back and handed him her mother's box gently, nerves building even more inside of her as she prepared for what was about to happen. He opened the box, and inside sat a gleaming silver ring with a greenish-blue stone...it matched her eyes.... "Craig...it's beautiful..it's prefect...thank you..." She said around the tears as he plucked it from the box. He took her hand in his larger, warm one and held it steady. Were his hands shaking, too? She seperated her fingers and held them flat to make it easier and in one, gentle movement he slid the gleaming ring onto her finger. She took a moment to look at it, to feel the unfamiliar weight on her finger that would soon become very familiar, then, she embraced him once again, crying tears of joy that shook her body. She openned her eyes, and as she did she caught a glimpse of two doves sitting on a branch of a large oak that stood near her parent's grave. They watched as the couple held each other like they would never let go.

She said yes! YES! He blinked away tears and didnt care that they came out. She was crying to but she said yes! A million times yes even! He was happy that he had taken his time being sneaky and looked at her other rings for size. He was holding her again, stroking her over her head. "I..I hope your not mad for borrowing the box..and asking you here...I...I know how much they are...mean...to you...and I dont want you to just have sad memories from here" he mumbled into her hair. She clung to him all the way to the car, but before leaving she had run back to the grave when they just had walked perhaps a few meters, giving the stone a pat. When she came back and leaned on him again he wrapped his arm around her and kissed her head. "We can come up here whenever you want, Kitten...just say when...we cant have it go years for you to see them. I will try and fix something so they get nice flowers at least to the holidays."

He grinned at her as they came to the car. "Sweety...you...you have to let go...I cant drive otherwise..." Appropiate or not, he gave her a long, deep kiss there on the parkinglot. He was kissing his wife...or..soon to be anyway. For a moment he got a little scared. Shit. Marriage. What if..no...nonono...no....it wasnt something that would change between them...it was just...a formal thing...just a na... He looked at her, stroked the cheek that was flushed but not because something naughty. "You...you dont have to change your lastname...when we....if you want to keep it...its ok..."

"No...of course I'm not mad!" She said looking up at him, still holding onto him. "It....it was a beautiful thought...I don't dread this place so much anymore...and I would like that...very much." She said with a smile. She wasn't really paying attention when they arrived at the car and she was still clinging to him like he was the only thing keeping her standing...in fact, he might actually be. Her knees felt pretty weak. When he mentioned having to let go, though she looked around, realizing that he was waiting to get into the car. "Oh..." She said with a sheepish grin and stepped back. Miraculously...and thankfully... her knees held her up. She was about to go to the other side when he wrapped her up and kissed her deeply. The breath flooded out of her, making it almost impossible to breath, but, despite that she was in heaven. Her fingers ran through his soft hair that she loved so much. 

When he let her go she smiled faintly up at him, catching her breath. He began to talk once more and she listened quietly, her smile growing as he continued to speak. "Craig....as sweet as the thought is... I /want/ to be Mrs. Knight...I want to be your wife fully...including the last name. She let a hand carress along his strong jaw and smiled up at him. She didn't want to leave his side right now, but she reluctantly made herself go to the other side of the car and get in. When they both got situated and he began to drive back to their room she placed her hand on his knee. Why did she feel the need to be so close to him right now? She didn't want to smother him...didn't want to suddenly be clingy....but she couldn't help herself. She just had to be near him right now. 

She looked at the hand that sat on his knee, the silver engagement ring catching the faintest light and gleaming brightly. She couldn't help but grin faintly as she looked at it. She was engaged. If someone had asked her a year ago if she ever thought she would fall in love and get married she would have told them they were crazy. But now....now she couldn't imagine her life without this man, and now she no longer had to worry about ever leaving his side. They were going to be married. They would probably get a new home. Would they eventually have babies? She sighed happily, glancing up at the man behind the wheel who looked just as happy as she did. Leaning her head back against the headrest of the car she switched between watching him and the scenery outside as they headed back to the place they were staying.

He stopped dead in his tracks as he opened the door to their room. "Oh shit..." The doll. It sat...on top of the blanket instead of being covered by it. Dolls like that was worse than any monster or zombie, those could look cool, but those old fashion dolls...they were scary! He stopped her from coming in like the doll would be dangerous. Carefully he moved towards it...in movies it wasnt until you relaxed thinking it was safe...luckily this didnt but the woman that had come up quietly behind him made him yelp when she put her hand on him. Wrapping up the doll in the blanket he took it to the frontdesk. The old woman just smiled. Perhaps she had men returning dolls before. Especially her words "...some just get scared if they feel someone is watching..." made him wonder if she thought he was scared to...preform...but it was certainly not that. 

Losening the tie he let hang...he had already hung up the jacket. "So Kitten...there is a few hours left til we can start thinking of supper...you want to check around town a little...perhaps...look where you lived? I brought a camera...in case you want to take photos..." Her attack was probably..he figured...a sort of yes. It turned into some snuggles before he had to step back. He smiled as he looked at her, hair slightly tussled and her cheeks flushed. Holding her for a moment he whispered in her ear "...my little wild kitten...how I love you...madly and deeply...more and more each day..."

After some more cuddling they actually got changed into more 'explorefriendly' clothes and left the hotel. The darn doll looking at them, sitting on the front desk and Craig was positive the eyes followed him.

Snerking at him, she noticed him watching the doll  when they left the building. "I'm engaged to a man who's afraid of dolls....Don't worry, I'll save you if you get attacked..." She said lightheartedly, giving him a pat on the arm. Getting back into the car she had changed into some jeans and a t-shirt with a light jacket since it was chillier here than in Kentucky. It felt nice...just like she remembered as a child. "I guess...we should visit my house first..." She said a bit reluctantly. She wanted to go there...but what if it was torn down? What if it wasn't taken care of? She wouldn't be happy if that was the case. But..she shouldn't fret...not until she actually saw it. 

She gave him the directions. Her house was about 25 minutes from where they were staying so she looked outside the window as he drove, remembering a few of the buildings and places from her childhood and she pointed a few out fondly to Craig as they passed. She was getting a bit sleepy, all of the emotions and crying from the day were catching up to her, but she forced herself to look at everything, wanting to see the things that she remembered as well as the things that were new. Soon they drove further into the countryside and she knew they were getting close. She told him what turns to make and before she knew it they were turning down her old street, her heart beating a little faster as they did. It was a rural community, but they still lived in a spread-apart neighborhood. The houses weren't right on top of each other, but they were still close enough to be called neighboors. Many of the houses and yards were well manicured. Sprinklers spritzing water on emerald green grass and people walking outside with their children. It was a well-to-do subdivision. Her parents had never been rich, but they hadn't been poor, either. 

Spotting a familiar roof over the next little hill she asked Craig to slow down and as they came closer he pulled off the side of the road. She got out before he did, walking around to his side of the car where she could get a better look. She smiled and took his hand as he joined her. "It looks good....doesn't it?" She asked him absentmindedly. It did look good...whoever had bought it had taken good care of it. It was an older house, but it was freshly painted, the roof looked new and the yard was taken care of. Thankfully, she didn't have the urge to cry this time. She had done enough of that today. Instead, she just looked, remembering stories of the time she'd spent in that house. She wouldn't ask to go in, she trusted that it was well kept inside, too. It probably didn't look anything like the same house on the inside, anyways, since the new owner would have filled it with their belongings, so she was satisfied just looking at the familiar exterior. She got out the camera and took one quick picture, just to remember it by. 

They were getting ready to get back in the car when she thought she heard someone say her name nearby. She turned around curiously, even though she was sure no one was addressing her...surely nobody remembered her... She looked up to see two vaguely familiar faces. 

"Jenny? Bret?" She asked, squinting her eyes a bit as they walked up. Jenny had been the school's most popular cheerleader, Bret the star quarterback. Neither of them had been that friendly to her at school. They hadn't been mean...but they hadn't really given her the time of day, either. 

"It is you!" Jenny exclaimed and pulled her into a hug. Perhaps the woman had changed...maybe she was nicer now...although, Alayna remembered her being sort of passive aggressive. Bret gave her a short, weak hug as well. 

"How are you, Alayna? I haven't seen you since....since graduation." She was going to say the funeral but the blonde had tiptoed around the subject. What did everyone know about that? "What have you been doing?" 

"I'm great, actually." She said with a smile and reached back to find Craig's hand. Pulling him up beside her she watched the blonde eye him discreetly up and down. Alayna wasn't jealous..smug was the best word to describe how she felt. She didn't want to show him off like some prize....but she was proud of him, that was certain.

"I just came back to see the house..." She said with a smile. "This is my fiance," it felt good to say that word and her smile broadened, "Craig Knight. We actually just got engaged today." 

"Oh....congratulations." The woman said, not really sounding happy for her at all. That was the cheerleader that she remembered. Bret just stood silently, not really saying anything. She must have him whipped. 

"Thank you." Alayna said cheerily, as if the woman had fawned over her engagement instead of reacting the way she had. She didn't even ask to see the ring, but Alayna could care less."Things have been going good...I work at a barn in Kentucky, now...I'll be attending the equestrian Olympics in a few months, and Craig is a successful jockey and also works at the barn I do." She said with a smile. Jenny just nodded her head.

"So....what are you two doing now? Are you married?" She asked. She couldn't tell if they had wedding rings on, they would be out of view from this angle. They had to be married...they had dated all through highschool. How could they not be married since they were still together.

"Uh...no...just boyfriend and girlfiend." Still? Really? Alayna kept her thoughts to herself, instead giving Craig's hand a squeeze. "Bret works at his dad's automotive shop and I'm employed at the local grocery store." The blonde said in a slightly haughty voice, like she was trying to make those jobs seem more important than they were. They chatted for a bit longer, but, thankfully, the two dismissed themselves, saying that they lived with her parents and dinner would be ready soon. 

She got back in the car and gave Craig a look with a cocked eyebrow when they shut their doors. "Um...well...I didn't expect that..." She said with a hint of a smirk. She shouldn't laugh. It was mean of her, but they hadn't ever exactly been nice to her in high school, either. "I guess it's good I got out of here when I did...If I didn't I wouldn't have met you..." It was funny how fate worked. In a way...a very strange way, her parent's deaths and her moving away were almost blessings in disguise. "Well...I'm hungry...are you?" When he replied she told him of a local seafood restaurant that was nice, if he wanted to go there. They could eat there and then go back to the place they were staying to celebrate. She had seen on the door of the lobby that they sold bottles of wine to their customers. They could get one and toast their engagement....then see where the night led. She was honestly having a hard time keeping her hands off of him as it was.

His stomach had flipped a little when she had said the word fiance...but in a good way...it had made him feel like when he was little and waited for christmas day to come. When his dad as still in the picture and they were a family. Or at least what he thought was a family. He had reminded mostly quiet just like that Bret guy, just standing close to Alayna. Not that he could do something else with the hold she had on his hand. He had felt the squeeze from Alayna when the other couple, or rather...uh..whatever name the other woman had...if there werent horses or owners he was bad with names..said they werent married. He wasnt sure how many years that had passed since they had finished highschool but apparently everyone had expected them to marry. He glanced at the other man. In a way he looked defeated like his dream had been snatched away, like a rug pulled out from under his feet and there hadnt been anything he could have done about it. Nothing else than continue living. He wasnt sure about the woman. Even if he didnt remember names he was fairly good on getting the 'feel' of new people he met. They werent 100% acurate since he wasnt a darn pschycotherapist or whatever the name was of those brainy people that just sat day in and day out with their pad and paper mumbling 'and how does that make you feel?' 

Two sessions he had gone to one...two before he got too frustrated with the poking and prodding... He snerked to himself... daddyissues...well d'uh...He glanced at her as she asked him if he was hungry. He gave her a smile and a glance before turning the focus back to the road. A fiance shouldnt perhaps joke about that he wouldnt mind to 'eat' his wife to be. His stomach turned again. Was he getting nervous for the wedding already. On cue he felt the pinch again. He would make anything for her to have the wedding of her dreams... He had invested some of the money from Essy securely but the rest should be enough for the wedding and a honeymoon...and now he could book that small island for certain. He had paid a deposit and that had been the only thing he had lost if...she had said no...or...he had lost her but he didnt want to think of that.

"Yeah...Im hungry" he said but wasnt sure if she saw his wink or pretended not to see. He turned into the parkinglot outside the resturant and quickly rounded the car and opened her door. He took her hand "Mrs...Knight to be, I pressume?"

"Why, thank you, Mr. Knight." She said accepting his hand a bit dramatically and letting him lift her out of the car and shut the door. It was funny, she never acted this goofy around others, she had always been the more serious type before...love did strange things to people, though. Even made them act like a lovestruck ninny, she supposed. She trailed her arm down to find his hand and interlaced his fingers with her own as they walked into the restaurant. They were seated right away. It was a nice, intimate restaurant, dim lighting, soft music and little candles in the middle of each table. A nice place to celebrate an engagement...that and it wasn't too expensive..as far as seafood went. They were going to have to start watching their money even more now that they had a wedding and honeymoon to plan. Their accounts would be combined when they got married and then she wouldn't have to constantly worry about him spending all of his money on her. It would be mutual, then. 

She ordered the blackened salmon and a water and he ordered what he wanted and the younger man that took their order went to place it. She looked at him across the table, just gazing into his warm, brown eyes and smiling. She didn't think that she had stopped smiling since he had asked her. Bringing a hand up she placed it on the table and slid it over his larger one and turned his over, trailing her fingers across the soft skin under his wrist. She had picked up on his little innuendo about being hungry earlier and had smirked slightly at it. By now she seemed to pick up the smallest hints from him concerning that subject. Perhaps because she always wanted him? There wasn't a day that went by that she didn't. Would that feel different now, too? Just like kissing and touching him did? Some people might frown on them and the fact they had never abstained from sex....hell...they had basically jumped each other the first chance they had gotten. They had always been safe about it, though, and even the one scare they had wasn't because they had dropped their guards. She wouldn't change the way that things had started...it had started perfectly and everything bad that had happened to them before had led them to a certain moment in the near future. Their wedding. 

"I still can't really believe it...in a good way..." She said in a soft voice, still trailing her fingers across his warm skin. Was he as shocked as she was? Perhaps not since he had known it was coming. Surely he didn't think that she would say no. She hoped he wasn't that silly, but, the nerves probably made him second guess himself. Her own nerves were running wild as she thought about the wedding and where their life was headed after that. Would she continued to jockey? Would he? Would they stay at the farm or move away to different jobs? Would they have...children? In the far future, perhaps...she was still young, herself. Bringing her left hand up she studied the ring again. "You did a wonderful job picking out the ring, Craig....I love it...it's so beautiful...." She said with a smile...or...a wider one than the one she had been wearing before.

He wasnt sure what the heck he had picked, he had pointed at something and the young waitor had smiled at him. The reason was her of course, he couldnt stop looking at her, her lips, how the candle reflected itself in her eyes, the way she moved, the way she looked at him. He simply couldnt stop smiling and he sighed. Her touched made him shiver, wanted him to just take her in his arms and... no...no be a good boy...husbands dont simply...want make love to their drop ass georgeous wifes every waking moment...or did they? He wasnt sure.

How good he had felt when she liked the ring he had picked. It wasnt a superbig flashy rock, vulgar and in your face. In a way it looked a bit druidinspired but the thing that had made him pick it was the color of the rock. It might not be 100% but it reminded him of her eyes. "You are beautiful..." he said softly "...you make it beautiful..." He let his foot touch hers and let his chin rest in his other hand that wasnt taken by her and just looked at her. For how long they just sat there, just grinning and looking at each other. The young waitor must have noted that it was something special because he came by wondering if it was a special birthday. At their reply he congratulated them and then excused himself. Moments later a man in a suit came out holding a bottle of champange. He introduced himself as the owner and wanted to wish them all the best with their marriage. Craig blushed but stood up, even if he reluctantly let go of her hand, and thanked the man properly.

The waitor came again, now with their food. He placed Alaynas food before her and then with a cryptic grin he placed a small bowl with water and lemonslices next to Craig. Next he placed a pot with oysters on the table as well as a basket of bread. The man gave him a gentle nudge and as he looked up, still feeling a little stunned, he had never really eaten this type of food before the man told him it was that who made him wonder if it was something special going on. With that he left them to their meal.

Glancing up he saw her trying hold a giggle in, covering up her mouth with her napkin. Her eyes gave it away.

She had thanked the owner of the restaurant by taking his hand and squeezing it fondly with a few kind words of thanks to him. They had set champagne glasses down, too, and poured them a bit. They wouldn't drink much now since Craig had to drive back, but they could have a little here and then drink some more in their room if they felt like it...perhaps while they took a bubble bath in the jacuzzi tub she had spotted in their bathroom. She was commenting to Craig about how sweet it was of them to bring the bottle of champagne when their waiter came with their food. Her's was placed in front of her, it looked good, a chunk of blackened salmon with a lemon slice and steamed brocoli and garlic potatoes. Then she looked over at Craig's side and her eyes widened a bit as his did, too. He and the waiter exchanged a few words and then he left them. 

She was giggling behind her napkin when he looked up at her, giving her a sarcastically unnamused look. "Did...you get what you wanted?" She asked, trying to hold back a giggle. It was quite a large pot....it would be a miracle if she ever saw Craig eat that much. Had he ever eaten oysters before? He looked at them like they were some sort of contraption that he couldn't figure out, but she didn't say anything, just smirked and cut into her salmon. He held one up and seemed to be studying it when he lifted it to his lips and sucked it down. He made a bit of a face, but didn't complain. "It's an odd texture..." She said with a mix between a sympathetic and amused expression. If she was feeling really mean she would have told him it was kind of like the consistency of horse boogers, but she kept her mouth shut. She didn't want him sick for tonight. That would just be mean....to them both. 

He seemed to be getting the hang of it as she watched idly while she ate. It was......why exactly was it turning her on to watch him eat oysters? Why, of all things, would she find that sexy? Perhaps it was the way his lips worked around the shell....or the way that he had to dip his tongue down into one every now and again to get a stubborn one out...or the...slight...noises....... His eyes met her's suddenly and she realized that she had been staring at him eating the oysters with her lips parted. She dipped her eyes down, immediately, poking at her potatoes with her fork. She wasn't exactly hungry anymore...not for salmon, at least...

If they made him feel full or content like a nice big steak would? He wasnt sure...it was just...slimey things you didnt have to chew...like..seawater in a slightly...firmer form.. He left a good tip after they had finished their meal. They had asked if they wanted dessert but he had just glanced at his kitten with a grin and declined the offer even if his eyes said something else. He had caught her looking at him while they ate.

Once they got in the car again he suddenly felt nervous. It was starting to get dark. Not that he was scared of the dark but...would it be different now...he had thought of it earlier but the thought came back. He bit his lip. For better or for worse. Anyone that had to sit through one of those chicfic movies knew all kinds of romantic weddingtalk by now. He couldnt say he enjoyed movies like that...but...he had done it to get the reward after...he had been pretty good at snoozing through them without getting caught. He gave her a quick look. "You know what...Im nervous...Im so freaking nervous Alayna...but dont ever doubt that I dont want to marry you because I do...so very very much but...I just have to tell you...I dont want you to think that if I act...strange or weird...that its something going on...I...I just...want you to know that...I will do my best to always tell you want I think about...what I worry about...just so...we dont...make any mistakes due to small, silly things. We both have been hurt and...well...we are jockeys...there are always those that play a dirty game, that will whip you in your face and try and push you over the railing. We have love...but...we need...trust too...and...the only person in this world I have ever trusted beside myself is you...Alayna... Ever since...since my dad...and then...mum...and Em..." 

The man shrugged...she knew partly about them...he wasnt sure what else to say. They didnt matter anymore, they had tossed him away...he had no responsibility towards them anymore. He glanced at her again. The other thing he wanted to say had to wait. He wanted to look her in the eye when he told her.

She noticed he had tensed up a bit when they got in the car. Was he feeling bad after all? Were the oysters too much? She looked over him with a slightly worried expression when he began to talk. As he went on her face changed from worried, to sympathetic, to loving. When he finished she brought her hand down to rest comfortingly on his knee. She would take his hand, but he kind of needed that for driving. "Craig...I'm a train wreck inside right now, too...it just...comes with this, I think. The anticipation, the waiting, the thoughts about the future...." She paused at that, looking into his eyes now. He looked back whenever he could but he also had to focus on the road. "We're going to be nervous, we're going to be worried...but we're also going to have each other and be completely in love. I don't doubt that you love me, Craig. I never have, not since the first time you told me you did. I trust you...with all my heart...I know....there may be times when we won't always get along...but that's normal...it's just a thing that couples go through. I won't ever play a dirty game like that to you, Craig....it would hurt me a hundred times more than it would hurt you just knowing that I caused you pain." She moved her thumb comfortingly across his knee. "If you ever need to talk...please don't hesitate to come to me...and I will do the same with you. We're going to have to rely on each other...to hold each other up and comfort one another when we need it....but...we've already done a pretty good job at that...haven't we?" She asked with a smile. They had already had their share of hardships with each other, but neither of them had let the other down through it. She knew, deep down, that they would be alright...

They were in the parking lot when she got finished talking so she took up her purse and the bottle of champagne and headed with him to their room. Why was her heart pounding so much? Why did the sudden thought of what would happen later make her nervous? They entered the room and she sat the things in her arms down, then she turned to him and looked into his eyes before wrapping him up in a tight hug. She smiled as she felt his arms glide across her back to envelope her in an embrace. She didn't say anything, just stood in his arms for a long moment, soaking up the feeling of knowing that her future was holding her tight.

He sighed. If he only could stand like this forever. "Kitten...I...I need to tell you something...its...from...like one year ago or so...and...I dont do it anymore...but...I didnt have a choice...then..." Letting go he sat down on the bed. He hadnt done anything bad compared to other things but he still wondered if what he had done...might have...something to do with the outcome. "...I was in deep shit of trouble..." he started, not really daring to look into her eyes. "I gambled...and drank...a lot...and...occasionally...I...well..I didnt sleep alone...but you probably know that...anyway...I lost...a lot...I had a big debt and then this guy showed up and told me he could make it go away like that.." he snapped his fingers to illustrate.

"Had I been sober...but I had been drinking ever since I sat down and how I managed to stay focused at the game...I bloody dont know...perhaps I didnt...that might be why I lost...I dont know...anyway...sure...my debt vanished...but...not really...instead of owing a lot of people money...I just owed one...him...and Kitten...that man...later...when I met him again...I thought I was going to...he had this big scar across his cheek, bald but he had to be my age...or something like it. He was the type you feel in every bone in your body is bad and you just want to run the other way." He pulled his fingers through his hair. This wasnt something he was proud of but..what if this came out later...when they had been married a few years...that would probably be worse.

"What I made from the races went to him, mum and Em...not that I knew they already got support from...anyway...I missed to pay him a few times since...I made the choice to sent the money to England..." he let out a snerk "altho...had I known then what they did with my money perhaps I would have made another choice...anyway...I had a meeting with the 'Fist brothers' in an alley...they took my grandfathers watch..." his fingers ran over the watch she had given him "...then they gave me a choice...a choice that would make me debt free...I would spy on the others...leave info about the horses, trainers, jockeys...anything and everything...what they did, anything...I asked what it was for but...lets just say I just asked that one time..." He let out another deep sigh. 

She hadnt said anything yet. Did she hate him? "That blond woman with Nathan...I knew who she was before she introduced herself...I was there when her jockey got shot...it wasnt meant for him to die...that man...he just wanted that horse dead...but I dont know why..then he stated to become interested in her...but...I dont know more than that...after that race they said my debt was paid and I made sure not to play cards at that place again." He looked up at her, a worried look in his eyes "I just told them how the horse raced and how often she came to watch him train on the track...nothing else...and..I told the police..." Sometimes I still...see him...he had just gotten married...they were leaving for their honeymoon that day...after the race...instead..." He didnt cry but he couldnt say anything more...he wasnt even sure if there was more to be said.

She listened quietly to everything he said, patiently waiting her turn to speak. She wasn't angry at him...more sad that he had to resort to that...and that his grandfather's watch and his choices had been taken from him, than anything else. The only thing she found herself getting angry about was how the man had treated him. Sitting down gently on the bed beside him she sighed and took his hand in her's, turning it around and tracing the lines across it. She didn't know why she did it, it was just comforting for her...and for him, too, she hoped. He didn't seem to be in the happiest of places in his mind right now. 

"We...all make mistakes and choices we wish we hadn't, Craig.....if anything...they might change your life more than the good choices. You learn from your mistakes, you see what you did wrong....and then you move on with your life. I'm...so sorry that those things happened to you....that you were forced to make those choices. It hurts me to know that you suffered through that." She took his hand and squeezed it at that. "It....you didn't know what those men were plotting, Craig.....you didn't kill that man...they did. It would have happened no matter what...with men like that. They would have found someone else if you hadn't....please don't place that burden on yourself." Her other hand came up and stroked the top of his arm soothingly. 

"About the gambling and the drinking and the....sex.....you know it's a part of my past, too. I wish I could take it back...it shames me, looking back on it now. But I was lonely...and lost in life...and looking for comfort from whoever would give it to me....and I don't know for sure...but, I have a feeling you were in the same boat." She sighed, any other time she might have cried, but she didn't have any more tears to spare, today. "Maybe that's why we get along so well....because we're so similar in those matters. In a way...a weird way...I'm glad that I went through all of that....because that is what brought me to this point in my life. We might not have ever known each other if it weren't for our mistakes....sure, we might have passed each other at the track...but we wouldn't even know the potential we had to love each other." She smiled up at him and leaned against his shoulder. "If you ever need to talk about any of this....about what happened that day...please come to me. I won't even say anything if you don't want me to, but I will listen.....and...can I just say that...I would never have...slept with Garcia if it hadn't been the anniversary of my parent's deaths....that was the only reason. I don't know...I guess I just feel the need to explain...that that was the reason for it. Nothing else..." She felt the most shame over him, especially now, after what he had done to her and Craig. She didn't want him thinking there had been something else, there....because there certainly was not. 

They sat there for a few moments in silence, she just held his hand in her's. She didn't want to be sad right now...this was a time to be happy...to celebrate the beginning of their life together. "You know what will make us feel better?" She asked with a small smile up at him. "Just...stay here." She said and placed her hand on his chest before she walked off. She found the champagne and a few glasses in the cabinets of the small kitchen and walked past him into the bathroom. He watched curiously, but stayed still like she asked. Shutting the door a bit so he couldn't see she went to the tub and started some warm water, then poured the complimentary bubble bath into it and watched it foam. As the tub filled up she stripped down and layed her clothes in the corner. She got out towels for them both for when they would get out, and then she poured two glasses of champagne. The tub was a jacuzzi tub, so it was plenty big enough for the two of them and it was deep as well. She stopped the water and then turned on the small lamp on the counter of the bathroom, turning off the big, overhead light so that the room was bathed in a dim, orange glow. She knew that he had to know what was going on by now, so, now that everything was ready she walked back to the door and leaned in the doorway. "Ok...you can come in, now." She said with a warm smile watching his expression change as he saw her standing there naked.

His groin tingled and he felt his desire grow as always when he looked at her. It often just took one look at her and...he wanted her. Coming up to her slowly he stroked her over her cheek, gently, tenderly. He then cupped her face with both his hands, holding his forehead to hers. "I love you Alayna...'shut the door' or whatever the french say..." He kissed her, just as gently and tenderly as he had stroked her cheek, down her neck and collar bone. "I want you to have anything your heart desire for our wedding...whatever you want you can have...as long as I can hold you at night...to kiss you like this...knowing that you...you.." he didnt finish, instead he covered her mouth with his and gave her a deep sensual kiss. 

After his hands had cupped her face they then stroked her shoulders and then downwards. With his body he pressed her gently against the wall his kiss made him growl low, deep in his throat. Well aware of that she had made the bath for them he reluctantly let her go...they had all night..and they could sleep in...He felt like he had been out running as he let her go and stepped back. Her neck was a little red after his chin and her nipples stood out against him like they were teasing him. He swallowed hard trying to withstand the temptation. Her eyes was looking at him with the same sort of longing that he guess his own eyes must have because he wanted her badly. He had to wait...he had to wait.

"You want to...undress me...Kitten...?"

She shivered. The cool wall on her backside contrasted with his warm body pressed against her front made for an odd, but pleasant, sensation. She had to catch her breath a bit from the kisses she had recieved. "I love you...too...Craig..." She said with a smile. "...and I don't need much for the wedding...just for you to be there." Raising a hand she stroked him across his cheek. She really didn't want an elaborate wedding, simple and small was best for them, she felt....everything else in their life had been big and fast-paced. It was time to slow down. 

At his request she smirked up at him. "It would be my pleasure..." She almost purred. Then, finding the bottom of his shirt she lifted it over his head. He had to stoop down a bit, so that she could do it, but it came off without too much trouble. Her hand went to his warm chest and ran down it. She pressed herself up against him, her nipples rubbing against his skin and another shiver ran down her before she brought her lips up to meet his in another passionate kiss. As she kissed him, her hands worked at the buckle and zipper holding his pants up. When she got that finished she reluctantly broke the kiss and stepped back to pull his pants down. His underwear were still there and she bit her lip as she saw that he was already reacting to her. Making herself ignore it, she slid her fingers under the elastic of his underwear and then pushed down, sliding it to his feet and he helped her by stepping out of them. She couldn't help but lavish his inner thigh and hips with a few kisses and nibbles before standing back up. Wrapping her arms behind his neck she gave him one more sensual kiss before taking his hand and leading him to the tub. 

Letting him go first he sat down in the foamy water, covered up to his chest. She followed, and instead of facing him by sitting on the opposite end she just sat down right in his lap, feeling something happy to see her, but she ignored it the best she could. Leaning over, she grabbed the two glasses of champagne and handed one to him. Holding her's out towards his she asked for a toast. "To our love...and our future.." She said with a smile and then drank a bit. Setting the glass back down she hugged around his neck. Her lips found the crook of it and she placed some hot kisses there, sucking on it and letting her tongue tease the skin. That wasn't the only part of him she teased. She shifted her weight in his lap every now and again, smiling against his neck when she felt his thighs or hips give a twitch.

It wasnt enough alcohol in this world that made him as lightheaded as her touch, yet he actually missed that part a little too but he didnt know why. Perhaps it was because it made him forget all the sad parts in his life. But she would be there for him now. He sighed in bliss as she kissed him and he wrapped his arms around her, really just being content with her there. Nuzzling her back he whispered sweet nothings in her ear. He wasnt really sure what he said, something that started with Kitten and then...nonsense words. He wanted her so badly and she had to feel it. Even in this hot water that normally wasnt perhaps the best place..if...no...they werent ready for...for...he swallowed hard, remembering the scare. He hadnt thought of it for awhile.

He kissed her again as his hands touched and teased her breasts, the way she was sitting giving him good access. Then lowering his mouth after ending the kiss he snuckled at her perky tops. She had leaned her head back and her arms stroked him. They seemed to take turns, trying to excite the other to the brink. Now she was kissing him, letting heavenly kisses travel down his neck. His eyes glanced around the room and he couldnt help that he spooked when he saw the doll in the corner. He swore and had started to balk when he realized it was just a doll. Its dead eyes reflecting in orange. "What the fuck is it with this place and dolls? JESUS CHRIST!" Now she was laughing at him and the romantic little moment was broken.

She laughed out loud after she realized what he had spooked at, her body shaking in his lap with giggles. "Here..." She said and reached back to find the hand towel on a hook behind her. She threw it at the doll and luckily she aimed well, because the cloth covered up the doll...most of it anyways...the face was the part that counted. "She's probably just jealous, anyways..." She said with another giggle, turning back around to face him. "...I can't blame the poor girl." With a smirk she gave him a kiss on the nose and nibbled it a bit before she brought her face back. 

Getting serious again, and the nervousness coming back to her for some reason, she looked up at him with wanting eyes. "Are you....ready to get out..?" She asked and when he responded with a yes she stood up. Goosebumps immediately popped up across her skin and her nipples perked at the cooler air outside compared to the warm water they had just been in. She stepped out and watched him stand up, looking like some greek god with water and suds sliding across his skin to drip off of his fingers, the faint orange light that the little lamp gave off was caught by the water traveling across him and seemed to make him ignite, looking like he was giving off his own aura. Was this really all for her? Oh....it was almost hard to believe....

He stepped down and came towards her and she had to close her mouth after realizing she had been staring with her lips parted. She held a towel in her hand and brought it up to his cheek when he stopped in front of her, drying it off. She moved it down his body. His shoulders, collarbone, chest, stomach, hips......she skipped the area that was waiting the most eagerly for her, instead she dried off his legs. Walking around behind him she did the same, bringing the towel across his shoulders to soak of the water droplets. This time, though, she placed kisses on his back, trailing them down until she met his firm rump. That she dried off with a playful squeeze, and let her hand carress the bare skin there when she took the towel away. Standing up and walking around to his front she looked down at the part of him that she neglected. It certainly didn't look neglected. Placing one hand on his chest she took the towel downwards in her other one and wrapped it with her hand around the length of him. Gently, she moved her hand back and fourth a few times...just making sure she got everything. Then, she dipped even lower than his member, drying off an equally as important part of him....a part she might need later if they wanted babies. Her stomach gave a flip at the thought. Cupping them in the towel she rubbed them dry as well. Satisfied that she had done a good job she dropped the towel, but as she brought her hand up she let it 'accidentally' brush across his member once more before it came to rest on his chest. 

Stepping back, then, and bending down she picked up the second towel and offered it to him. "Now me?" She asked with a smile up at him. "I'm cold..."

He glared a little in the dolls direction but then her touch, by her hands and lips distracted him, and he forgot about it. When she stroked his shaft he let out a soft groan. When she touched his sack it send trembles down his spine that made him tighten his fists. When she was finished she handed him the other towel but instead of taking it he swooped her up in his arms. "I warm you up Kitten...dont worry..."

After carrying her to the bed he gently put her down. The room was lightly lit illuminating her body just right and her hair was spilled out on the pillow, lightly damp at the end. His stomach tightend as he looked at her and he felt his desire for her grow even more. He wanted her so badly, to feel her and to be as close to her as he possibly could. Yet he forced himself to look at her. Here and there droplets of water still remained. Ever so slowly he lowered himself down and gently started to suck each little droplet up using his tongue and his lips. His hand touched and stroked her body. Soon he had dried her body in his own way but by now she was shivering and goosebumps was covering her body for other reasons than cold. Everynow any then she arched herself against him, pleading with him. Her noises always made it so hard to control himself and he felt the fire in his loin getting hotter. He had packed a amount of condoms and leaving her just breifly he got one out of the bag. 

He didnt end her 'suffering' now however, instead he crept up between her legs and kissed the inside of her thighs, higher and higher up til he got to her center. She was..ready so ready but he used his tongue to push her even a little closer still. She shook a little and grasped the sheet under her. He knew she didnt like to beg but he heard on how she said his name that she wanted him...probably as much as he wanted her. He covered himself up and for a split second, as he entered, sucking in his breath as her heat engulfed him and he felt her pressing around him, he wondered how it would feel without the border of latex. Her legs wrapped up around his waist and made it possible for him to come in slightly deeper. He moaned and burried his face in the nook for her neck. The emotion was to great for him to try and do any romantic kissing or touching. It was all now natural instinct of being close and deep. And now he didnt worry that much since she seemed to be at the same level. Her nails scratched his back but he didnt care.

Before she had been freezing but now her skin felt like it was on fire...like each little kiss he planted on her created a spark. She squirmed under his lips and tongue trailing across her pale skin, whining and gasping at certain points as he licked up the water dropplets. Oh....it did feel different. She didn't really know how...maybe the promise that he would always be here to do this to her....perhaps it was knowing that this action could lead to lifechanging events....like having a baby....she knew that wouldn't be for a while but still the thought of it...it added something else to the mix. Or...perhaps it was just the overwhelming love she felt for him.

She was jarred out of her thoughts when she suddenly felt his lips on her inner thigh. It caused her to gasp and wrap her fingers tightly into the sheets below her. She bit her lip and rolled her head as his kisses worked their way upwards...closer and closer. Her body arched upwards when he added his tongue to the mix. "OH! Unng...C-Craig....oh...please....p...." She didn't really know what she was saying, but it all came in a begging tone, pleading for him not to stop...but then again she did want him to so she could have the real deal...have him closer to her. Oh...she really didn't know anymore...she just knew that what he was doing felt beyond heavenly. 

Her thighs were quivering when he stopped, pulling himself up and over her now. She looked at him through hooded eyes that closed a bit as he slid into her, her body instinctually accepting him by squeezing around him hard. It made her moan...combining with his own noises. She felt his head resting in the nook of her neck, his stubble slightly rubbing against her skin there as he slowly began to move. Her arms wrapped around his back, her fingernails clawing desperately at his muscled back. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him closer whenever he moved against her. "Oh....Craig....mmhhh..." At this point her mind was in a blur, completely mixed up by the feelings he was creating in her, both emotional and physical. Her hips bucked upwards against him when she felt his teeth gently clamp down on her collar bone. Oh...did she know how crazy he drove her? A moan rattled out of her throat as he moved a bit faster and began to rotate his hips. She drew her legs up harder behind him, her instincts taking over and her head rolled back on the soft mattress, her neck muscles straining a bit at the feeling of him inside and against her.

One of his hands grabbed one side of her hip and then her thight as a support and to angle himself slightly as he rose on one arm and leaning on his knees thrusted with 'deeper' moves, almost leaving her heat before entering her again. It left some space between their bodies but the way he felt, in his loins and how she worked with him that wouldnt be long. "..huhhnn..uh...Oh...Ki..kii...Alayna-hh..uh..." She tightened around him, held on and then welcomed him back in. He felt it comming and he didnt care to prolong it further...they had a lifetime for this. She arched her back, clung to him, saying his name. This whole feeling had filled him up and as he basked in the afterglow he suddenly realized he wasnt sure if he had paid enough attention to her. He mumbled into her neck, gasping slightly. "...oh..I...Im sorry baby...you...you are so wonderful..and-it...felt sso..good..I love you..was..was it good for you too...?"

He felt so spent.All day had been a wave of great emotions. She had said yes. Suddenly he felt his eyes filling with tears. What the hell? Now he was sobbing? He felt her freezing, laying still and he heard her softly saying his name. He popped himself up on his elbows, stroked her face with his hands, and felt her hands stroke him over his back. He let out a small chuckle "I dont fucking know why these came now...I just...I just realised its...US now...you and I and..and..Im so bloody happy...I just..." he swallowed and then he lowered his head and kissed her, pouring every ounce of love he had for her in that kiss.

She was coming down from her high, hugging onto him when he began to speak. Was it good enough? She was literally panting and had just been moaning his name and he was asking if it was good enough? She smiled contentedly, a small giggle escaping between breaths. "Craig....it wa-was...way...beyond good..." She said stroking a hand through his hair. "I...love you...too...babe...." She had just closed her eyes for a moment, relaxing underneath of his warm body when...was his body shaking? Was he laughing? Or....crying?? Her eyes popped back open as he lifted himself up on his elbows. "Craig......Craig...what's wrong?" She asked softly, worried suddenly that it might have been something she had done. He was crying....was their discussion earlier bothering him? Was it what he had discussed? Or did it bother him that bad to know that she had slept with other men? 

Her expression was becoming more and more distressed until....he was chuckling? He was crying and laughing? A smile grew on her face as he spoke again, her smile beaming up at him. They were happy tears...he was crying because he was happy. She relaxed once again, her own eyes becoming misty even though she had thought she didn't have any more tears to cry. Apparently she was wrong, because a few spilled down her own cheeks before he brought his lips down onto her's, giving her one of the most toe-curling kisses she had recieved from him yet. She was taken aback by it, and she found herself whinning into his mouth, her body arching upwards into his and tears still escaping the corners of her eyes. When he released her she was left breathless, her chest heaving against him to get some more air. 

That didn't stop her from smiling, though, and she pulled him down against her once more, this time just embracing him in a very tight hug. She didn't know why, but she began to laugh softly...perhaps because she was just that happy. She kissed the top of his head and hugged him to her, not wanting to let go. She liked the weight of him on top of her, the secure and warm feeling that it created, so now she just lay under him contentedly, stroking a hand through his hair while he rested. She was tired herself, the day's emotions catching up to her and making it hard to keep her eyes open.

He woke the next morning feeling very content. Looking at his watch he saw that had actually slept way past their normal time they got up. Her head was resting on his arm and chest, her hand on his belly just below his belly button. They had done it one more time last night after catching their breath. The suns rays made the ring glitter, and in turn it made him smile. Holy crap...he...he was going to have a wife...and...ok they had a home already but...perhaps...maybe it was time to...look for something else? Perhaps he could ask...Hath...if she knew anything close to the farm...it didnt have to be much...a decent, not too small house and just a little bit of land. He was actually content of just helping Thomas with the 'ground job' and together they had done a lot of good to the farm. At least he hoped that Thomas didnt think he slowed him down that much.

She moved a little and then opened her eyes, as she saw him she smile. "Hey there wife-to-be...my Kitten..." he gave her a kiss on the head "slept well? I have...very well...we slept in...its almost 9...we..we dont have to head to the airport until 1 I think so we can take it easy. At least for an hour or so. Are you hungry? You want to get out to eat or...I mean..to see more of your town before we go...we will be back of course but...perhaps not until we are.." he grinned "...married..."

She smiled up at his greeting, stretching lazily against him. "Good morning, fiance." She said turning her head enough so that their lips could meet in a sweet kiss. "Mmmm....I slept really well...I was..tired..." she said with a grin. Sitting up she pondered what they could do today. There wasn't much else she needed to see....not unless they went to the nearby racetrack her father used to take her to as a little girl, but they didn't really have time for that. Maybe next time... Butterflies appeared in her stomach when he said the word 'married', but they were good butterflies, the anticipating kind.

"How about some breakfast? And then we can come back and pack up and then head to the airport?" She suggested. He nodded at her. She took a moment to rub at her eyes before getting up and taking a quick shower. They had taken a bath lastnight but...she had gotten kind of sweaty between then and now...As she passed him on the way out of the bathroom they swapped a quick kiss..well, it was meant to be quick..but they had both lingered a little longer. She put on some clothes, something comfier for traveling and then packed up their things while he took a fast shower. 

When he got out they walked to the parking lot an got in their little rental. She suggested a place nearby that only served breakfast. It was called the 'Hungry Bear' and her father and mother used to take her there sometimes before school. Sitting down inside the waitress greeted them, an older woman with a boston accent. They gave their orders, she got a bowl of oatmeal with fruit in it and a banana, and she left them to place the order. She was still sleepy, the emotions from yesterday had seemed to drain her more than she thought. Perhaps she could sleep on the plane ride home, though. "Well...I guess it's almost time to tell everyone." She said with a smile, bringing her hand up on the table to cover his. "I'm interested to see how everyone reacts..." She said with a giggle.

He interlaced her fingers with his. "Yeah...altho..I think...Lillian might be the one with the strongest visable reaction though..." He shook his head, still smiling "...and hopefully Thomas wont give me the same talk he did when...you know...back then...when.." He didnt finish it. He had become angry then...or perhaps hurt most of all. He would never walk out on her...

"What do you think they will say? I mean...I guess many will think we are crazy...I mean...its...really...not been that long...but..I know its right...I feel it...in here.." he placed his free hand on his heart "...I have never felt so sure about anything..." Hath and Thomas had known eachother their whole life and yet it wasnt until now, with a push from him that they had dared to give in to their feelings for eachother. He knew they were true and he couldnt understand why it took so long for them to understand it. 

This time he had taken his time to look at the menu and not just her, not that he thought they served oysters for breakfast. He finally picked 'old english breakfast' hoping it was as good as it sounded. He looked at her, smiling "I would...like to have Thomas as my bestman, Alayna...I might not have known him as long as you but...I dont really have...guy friends...not since..." he sighed...she needed to know about him too "...Sven..."

She giggled when he mentioned Lillian. "Yes...I'm interested to see how she'll react. Maybe squeal...or tackle us...or both." She laughed. It was nice to have such a bubbly friend, especially when she was more serious, herself...except around Craig. It helped keep things lighthearted when you had someone like her around. When he trailed off at the end she gave his hand a squeeze and a faint smile. It still kind of bothered them both, she thought...perhaps for different reasons. He and Thomas had gotten into it...she had never really seen Thomas that angry before. It had made her angry that he had reacted so harshly to Craig...but at the same time warmed her heart to know that someone cared for her enough to defend her like that. It was good to know she had someone looking out for her....but now Craig would be doing that. From this moment on. For her it had hurt in a way she hadn't expected.....almost like dissapointment. She was relieved as well, but still, a very small part of her had wondered what it would be like to have a baby. Now it seemed like a realistic option...in the future, of course...would they talk about it soon? Would he even want a baby? 

A faint smile parted her lips when he began to talk again. "I think they will be very happy for us...deep down. They might think it's rushed, but it's just because they don't understand. Our love is....different...from any of their's, and I wouldn't have it any other way." She said looking into his eyes, her smile growing wider. She was still glowing from yesterday, it didn't seem like she could wipe the smile off of her face. She also glanced at her ring every now and again, still not used to the feeling. 

When he announced that he would like Thomas as his best man her lips split even wider and she squeezed his hand tighter, her thumb rubbing across the back of his warm hand. "I think he will be honored, Craig...you two seem to get along really well. Maybe because you're so opposite." She said with a giggle. It was funny to watch tall Thomas galavanting around the farm with much shorter Craig. They made a hilarious...but very sexy to watch, pair as they fixed things during the day. She and Hath had done their share of stareing at the two of them while they worked shirtless on the fences. Sometimes it was even quite distracting when she was on an unruly horse. She had noticed his face had fallen some when he mentioned the other man's name...Sven...he had glanced down and even seemed to tense a bit. He had never mentioned the man before...supposedly a friend...he sounded foreign. Had he died? He talked about him like he was in the past. "Sven?" She asked in a soft voice. "...who is that, Craig...?"

"Sven....he...he was one I trusted...when I moved away or...well...when I started to train to become a jockey for real...he is swedish...the stereotypical look...you know...the type they sort of make fun of...blonde hair and blue eyes...like Ms Bergfalk....but his hair wasnt as golden as hers...perhaps his eyes was paler too...I trusted him...I told him about...my dad...and...mum...and Em...he understood me and..." he pulled his hand through his hair "...I thought I...I had a friend...or...well...I dont know....then...then he said that..." the man clenched his jaw. It still bothered him, he still felt sick thinking about the way he had looked at him, he didnt think it was 'right' but that didnt mean he felt sorry over the fact that he hadnt done anything to stop what happend later. "Sven...one day he...he...said that he...liked me...a lot...that he...loved me...and he couldnt bare to keep it inside anymore...that he thought...I was..." the backstretch casanova mumbled the last "...sexy..."

He glanced up at her, his cheeks slightly blushed "...I couldnt say anything....I just...stared at him....how many times...had we...taken a shower together? Suddenly all I could think of was that...and how eager he had been to help when we worked out in the gym, the looks he gave when we was out on bars. I just couldnt...I felt so...betrayed...and...disgusted...here I had told him...about my dad...and yet...yet he..." The man stared down at the table again...felt his ears getting hot too. "I gave him one last look and then I left him without a word...went to the nearest pub and drank my myself stupid...Im not ashamed that I walked out on Sven after him telling me that but...I sort of feel bad...that...I might have become a bit...blabby after a few pints and whiskeys...and...I might have talked to the wrong group of people...and...they waited for him...and...they...they...beat him up...badly"

Did she still want him after telling her this? He wasnt sure but he had to....if they would marry...he owed her every dark secret..he didnt exactly plan on telling her about every woman he been with but...the 'big' things at least...that at least he owed to tell her.

Alayna watched him with a slight frown as he explained everything. She could tell he was clearly very uncomfortable, his shoulders and neck looked stiff, his voice seemed distressed and his brows were drawn down into a knot. Holding his hand comfortingly and squeezing it when he seemed to be having trouble finding words. For once she had a hard time relating with him on something. Nothing like that had ever happened to her, which she was happy for, but it didn't mean she felt any less sympathy for the man she loved. 

When he trailed off she looked up at him once more, his cheeks were a bit flushed, probably from frustration and shame. She could relate with the feeling of shame...so she slightly knew what he was feeling, at least. "I'm so sorry that happened to you, Craig...." She said with a sigh and rubbed her thumb across his hand a bit. "..people are good at surprising you and ruining your trust, I suppose....it wasn't all your fault..it wasn't good of him to wait so long to tell you." She felt herself getting a little upset as well. Why would the other man wait so long to tell him that very important detail about himself? It would have saved them both a lot of trouble. She could only imagine how uncomfortable he had felt  after he had been told....almost like a major invasion of privacy, knowing that he had been watching with other motives than just friendship. 

"Please don't blame yourself, Craig..." She said softly, trying to ease his discomfort. "People say things they shouldn't have when they're drunk....you didn't know what you were doing...." There wasn't much she could say, really, besides that she was sorry. It was one of those things she could be there with him for, to comfort and aid him....but it was just going to take him time, and perhaps some closure, to feel better about it. Kind of like her with her parent's deaths. They both had their skeletons in their closets, it was what made them who they were. She was more than willing to accept his...and she thought he felt the same about her. 

"Just...know that I won't ever do anything like that to you Craig...to ruin your trust, I mean. I love you so much...and I know that we'll have rough patches...it comes with life, but we'll have to lean on each other in times like that. It will bring us closer in the end." She said with a small smile up at him. "Just like before...if you ever need to talk I'm right here." She squeezed his hand once more and looked over to see the waitress was bringing their food, so she reluctantly let his warm hand go and put her own back in her lap. She offered thanks to the waitress who smiled motherly back at the two of them and then left them to eat.

He sighed and poked at the egg on his plate with his fork "Im talking now...arent I? I never...said anything...about this or...the other thing to anyone...but...if anyone has to know it has to be...my wife...right..." The thing was that he sort of knew...deep down he had known...and that he could have done something...maybe... "...I never went to see him at the hospital...I just couldnt look at him the same way..."

Glancing up he looked into her eyes. "I wasnt sure about Thomas at first but I figured I had to if...if I wanted to be with you...and the big blushing lug have sort of grown on me you know...ok..he has his faults like all of us but...I know that...if something...would happen to me...you have them...you know...if...he try to...do something...and I have to...do something....I will do that...I wont let anything happen...to you...Kitten..." He leaned over the table and stroked that soft cheek. "I love you so much!"

They finished the meal and went back to the hotelroom. He couldnt help the doubletake and the slight bolt he did when he saw the darn doll, back on the same place as before. He figured they had started to prepare to clean the room and just put the doll back. There was a note left on the small table on what they thought of their stay, and at the extra comment on his card he wrote with large, thick letters; 'Lose the DARN dolls!!!!' and underlined it.

Getting off the plane they walked to her car. They had both fallen asleep during the flight, Alayna's head on his shoulder while he rested his head atop her's. It had been an exhausting trip for the both of them, emotionally and physically, even if it was only a few days. Tomorrow they would go to work and tell everyone the good news, but today they still had the afternoon and night to themselves to relax before going back to the daily grind. Her ribs were pretty much fully healed, only a small twinge of pain if she sneezed or coughed, so she was back to riding horses once again. Valor was her top priority, the stallion was coming along very well in his training for the Olympics. Just thinking of the trip made her tense up, but she was determined to do her best. She was almost good enough to race again, too. The farm's thoroughbreds had a season coming up and she had to be ready and fit enough to ride them. She couldn't help that she became a little nervous when she thought about it...about what had happened last time. Garcia hadn't been punished for his actions, which infuriated her more than anything. 

They pulled up to the house and walked in, flipping on the lights to the quiet apartment. It suddenly seemed smaller. It certainly wouldn't be big enough for a family. They would have to look at some houses, perhaps buy one before they got married. Penny was still with Lillian, she would just bring her to work in the morning and they would get her then. It was weird not hearing her little pawsteps on the linolium floor of the kitchen or her vet and name tags clincking together as she trotted off with a toy. 

Alayna brought her bag into their bedroom and opened it up, unpacking everything and putting it back neatly in her wardrobe. Grabbing a white, silky nightgown she decided to be lazy and go ahead and change into it. They didn't have anything else to do and it was just after supper, they had grabbed some food on the drive home, so why not go ahead and relax? When she finished changing she plopped down on her stomach on the bed with a big sigh. Craig was at the foot of the bed working on unpacking his own things. She stretched lazily and buried her face into her soft pillow. "I still can't believe I'm engaged..." She said into her pillow to herself more than anyone. Her voice probably sounded muffled as it tried to travel through the fabric and padding. It really was still a shock....a very good kind of shock..the best kind, but still she was surprised. She hadn't expected to ever be engaged after her life had taken a turn for the worse a few years back. It was funny how fate worked...

"What honey?" He had just taken up his suit and hanged it in his small section of the wardrobe. He didnt have many things that needed to be in there. It was really just his suit and perhaps some of his nice pants. He liked expensive brands whenever he could buy them but he  had no problem wearing 'cheapjeans' either. He wouldnt dream of wearing those at work for example. Now he had to start looking for...a real job. He really appreciated that Hath had taken him in but...it was by the hour and now Nathan was back. He wasnt really needed and it felt like he was just costing money...money that Hath needed for more important things.

He smiled at her reply but still the thought nagged in his mind. Trying not to look at her too much he went out and sat down at the table looking through the jobads. Even a temp job would be something...something that didnt feel like he was just using his connections. Sure he did some things and helped Thomas...but he really just made the job go faster...but...he wasnt 'needed'. ...and now...with the wedding...he needed to make more money...he didnt want to take those late night shifts again...he had no trouble of staying up late but to actually function...although the whole thing might have something to do that he also worked during the day. Leaning his head in his hand he skimmed through the ads...there was a few he could call on...slowly he circled them. There was one...a groom at a showjumping stable...felt...a little degrading of starting from scratch again...but of those he had seen it had the best pay stated. On the other hand it wasnt sure he would get it just because he called. Somehow he had to make money...somehow...he didnt want her to miss a thing...

She had almost dozed off when her leg twitched, waking her up with a jolt. Her head popped up, firey hair splayed across her face and she had to blow it out of her vision with a puff of breath to see in front of her. Proping herself up on her elbows she looked around...no Craig in sight. Glancing behind her she saw the kitchen light was on. It was getting dark out and the house was dimming, her bedroom was quite dark already. Taking a moment to stretch, her joints popping in protest, she then sat up, pushing her hair back and out of her face. 

Walking into to the doorway she looked over to see that he was sitting at the table with the newspaper. The title at the top said "JOBS" in bold, black letters. A small smile tugged at her lips, he was already looking for another source of income.....it was just like him. The man seemed to worry about money a lot....but that was all he knew...having to provide for his mother and sister at such a young age. Her smile turned into a faint frown at the thought. Taking the few steps to the kitchen table she stood behind him and bent over a bit, sliding her fingers over his broad shoulders. He gave a small jump and she muttered a 'sorry' quietly for accidentally sneaking up on him. 

"You're looking for a job?" She asked curiously while peeking over his head to see the paper, her fingers working nonchalantly on his shoulders, massaging the muscles there. He felt tense. With good reason...they had a lot to be thinking about. She was tense herself, but she usually was, she never really stopped thinking, worrying and fretting over things. It was just in her nature. "Babe....the job at the farm will support us both for a while...are you not happy there?" Her frown deepend behind him. She liked working with him....not being so far away....but, maybe he needed his space. Was she crowding him? She looked down, watching her fingers work, now traveling up the sides of his neck to knead there. She had promised herself she wouldn't cling to him...she wouldn't be that kind of woman. 

"If...you're not....then I can help you look. What would you like to do? .....what about the track?" She asked it in a soft voice. It scared her...every time he went out and raced...but it was a risk she would gladly take if he still loved being a jockey. She knew he was a damn good one, and she wouldn't stand in his way. She knew it might mean a lot of traveling for him....a lot of nights spent away...but...she would just have to get over that. She wanted him to chase his dream...she wouldn't let herself be the reason he held back.

"Of course I do...I love the farm...but...its...just...no offence but...its just extra...paid by the hour...and we cant rely on that...not if..." he let his hand cover hers as it lay on his shoulder "...if we want to start something of our own...and...with Nathan back...Hath dont really need me...I know that...Thomas dont really need me either for the work that he does...sure I help...make things go faster...but Im not really needed. You, Hath and Tumblefoot ride the horses..." He poked at a letter that had come the day they left "...I didnt read all of it but...the bastard filed something against me...somehow HE got backup...and they will investigate me...if Ive been in trouble before..." 

He let out a big sigh "...I dont know if they let me keep the license...I didnt read all of it...just the first paragraph...I survive without it..." Pushing the paper aside he then twisted slightly and made her sit down on his lap. He snuggled close to her, leaning his head on her shoulder carefully, he knew how it felt with the injury she was recovering from. "...at one point...I guess we...will move to something...different...and...I saw something...its out on lease now for a possible purchase later...its actually close to...Hath...like...I dont know...but it have to be like almost neighbours anyway." He dragged the paper towards him again and flipped open the right section. It was pure luck that he had seen it as he looked for the job-section. It was perhaps a little run down and would need some fixing up but he wasnt afraid of doing it himself...perhaps Thomas could help him with a few things. Fixing the place would work in their favor if they wanted to buy it, the place was cheep as it was now, perhaps it would be smart to buy it right now. "It even has some land to the property....and a barn...."

A faint smile covered her face as he mentioned starting something of their own. Butterflies immediately sprung to life in her stomach at the thought of their future. Things were going to change....big time. She thought she was ready..but she was going to need him to help her and she would help him in return. She was happy until he poked at an envelope on the table. Immediately her cheeks flushed and she began to fume as he pulled her down into his lap. She went along willingly, but what she really wanted to do was march right over to the track and tell the officials what she thought of the whole ordeal. Which was nothing good and would include some colorful language from her. 

His snuggles made it a little better, but she was still pissed. How could they take away Craig's lisence? Even for a little bit? It was obviously Garcia. Everyone watching from the stands knew it, and then the officials who had access to the tapes that they could rewind and play over and over again couldn't seem to see it was him?! Sometimes was definitely going on. Some sort of politicing and she didn't like it...

Sighing, she listened as he continued to talk once more, her spirits lightening a bit at the mention of a house close to the farm. She turned her head to look at it. It was cute with a lot of character, a typical southern farmhouse settled on a little plot of land of it's own, fenced in and with a barn visible behind it. Despite how angry she had been seconds ago she smiled, leaning on him a bit more. "Do you think we could look at it? Maybe Hath knows the people there....It would...be nice to get out of this apartment...have our own land...away from neighbors..." she giggled a bit at that. The person below them didn't always appreciate the noises coming from their room and occasionally what she thought was a broom handle would thump at their floor. She trailed off, daydreaming about what all she could do with their home...painting, decorating, take up cooking more seriously...especially if Craig wasn't going to be at the track... "I love it.." She said with a smile leaning down to give him a kiss on the lips, her arms wrapped securely around his neck.

He groaned as the alarm went off and stretched out his arm to turn it off. They had been exploring eachother bodies like it had been the first time. They had taken a shower together, just touching eachother, together with some deep passionate kissing. At first. There had been no rush, just gentle, slow....and very hot. Their legs was still tangled. His back actually felt a little sore, at one point she had dug her nails in but he hadnt felt it then.

She was still dozing when he got up. The smell of coffee would get her up so he fixed that as well as putting up the new cup next to it. The text 'Hers' displayed so she could read it, the one beside it...his cup read 'His'. He had looked at a combo with Wife/Husband but thought these looked cuter...if cups could be cute. He got himself dressed and made sure to take the number to the seller of the house with him. 

Now he was starting to get a littler nervous. What would the others say? What would Thomas say? Would he give him a lecture? He snerked to himself. He needed to get his act together too. He couldnt be around pushing him to go forward. They might be content now but they had know eachother a lot longer than he and Kitten...if they loved eachother...as much as it looked like...then it shouldnt be a problem...

As they pulled up infront of the house he took her hand and kissed it. "Are you nervous Kitten?" Some of the others, including the swedish woman that was with Nathan, was there...as well as Gabe...They all looked a little spooked however and Nathan was holding his arm around Sveas waist like she needed the support. "Uh-huh...look at that...perhaps they are announcing something too? ...or...wait...does...does she look...does she have a black eye? I didnt know Nathan...was in to rough sex...or..perhaps she is? If he is...why isnt Thomas looking more angry...he is actually looking worried now...dont you think?"

She woke up to the familiar aroma of coffee and heard it drizzling lazily into the coffee pot in the kitchen. Looking over she saw that Craig was gone, then noticed that the bathroom door was closed she smiled and stretched as she remembered the night before. Her anger about Garcia and the track officials had melted away very quickly when he had kissed and touched her the way he had...like her body was almost something sacred. A shiver rolled down her spine at the thought. Stretching once more she then sat up and threw on her robe, heading into the kitchen. She rubbed her bleary eyes as she walked to the coffee maker and looked down with a yawn at the counter, reaching for her usual mug....only to find...his and her mugs? A smile immediately popped onto her face. It was a simple gesture...but so meaningful when she really took into account what it meant. Today was the day...she would tell her friends...her stable family that she was engaged. 

Filling her mug she turned around to see Craig in the doorway, a towel wrapped around his waist and that crooked grin she loved so much placed between his stubble. She smiled back and walked up to him. "You think of everything, don't you, babe?" She asked and wrapped her free arm around his neck, pulling him down into a goodmorning kiss. She didn't have to do much, pulling, actually...he met her lips with his quite willingly. When they let each other go she gave his cheek a stroke before walking off to get ready in the bathroom. Happening to glance back at him she noticed angry, red marks streaked across his back. Stopping in her tracks she was a bit taken aback. Had she really done that? She...didn't remember doing that...but...she certainly did remember why she might have. Walking back up to him she ran a finger tenderly across the marks. "I'm sorry, Craig..." She said in a voice mixed between apologetic and slightly amused at what she had done. "...I guess you're just too good." She said holding back a giggle and giving his shoulder a kiss before heading back to the bathroom. 

Entering the bathroom she got ready for the day as well. When she had changed she noticed a mark on her own body, a red patch on her collarbone that looked very much like a set of teeth. It was faint and didn't hurt unless she poked at it hard. She smiled, some men she had been with had insisted on rough sex and she didn't have any problems with it, to a point, of course. Craig knew how to balance it out, to keep it a nice mixture of pleasure with just a tint of exhilarating pain. He wasn't rude about it, like a few of the men who almost pulled her hair out of her head. Needless to say they had stopped soon after, after her threatening to leave if they didn't tone it down. A few tugs or holding on as an anchor was one thing...blatantly pulling it as hard as they could was another deal completely. 

Soon they were parking in front of the farmhouse and it seemed like everyone was gathered around Svea and Nathan. Craig commented on it and she laughed at his first thought, she didn't really see Nathan as that kind of guy....but her smile faded when they both noticed a black mark around the blonde woman's eye. "Something certainly happened..." She said with knitted brows. "I think I'll wait until lunch to tell everyone...whatever is happening...this might not be the best time to announce our engagement." She said with a slight smile towards him and reluctantly pulled the ring off of her finger. Strange. Now she almost felt naked without it. She placed the ring into the cup holder of her car. She didn't trust it in her pocket, chances were it would slip out while riding. Making sure she covered it up with something first, she then stepped out of the car with Craig and walked to the group. 

"Hey guys..." She said taking in everyone's expressions. "W....what happened to you, Svea? Did that red mare get you?" Gabe looked up at her at the comment but she kept her eyes on the blonde woman. Nathan looked worried. What had happened?

His expression went dark as the woman told what happend. She looked affected but part from those few moments of leaning on Nathan she now stood on her own, her head raised proudly like it didnt become her. He had seen it before and he saw it now in her eyes even if she tried to hide it. She had smiled softly and shook her head at Kittens comment about the red mare. She didnt say what happend however and excused herself for the 'ladies room'. It occured to him then that she hadnt any makeup on to hide the marks and she walked stiffly like she had been old. He glanced at Nathan that looked almost like a worried mother when her toddler started to walk about.

"Hey Nathan...did she 'run into a door' or something?" As the man spoke his hold around Kitten became harder. He might be short but he would keep up a good fight if needed. The man that had attacked was arrested but that didnt leave out the black car. Craig looked at the woman next to him after glancing at the others. It would be for their safety too.

"...perhaps this is as good time as any, there have been a big black here..and...it have even bumped into our car once...sadly I never caught the registration number..."

Alayna watched the woman walk off stiffly, feeling a bit worried for her even though she didn't really know her or what had happened. Something about the way she had looked before she raised her chin up indignantly. It reminded her of how she had felt after the ordeal with Morgan....goosebumps rose on her arms at the thought and she leaned on Craig a little heavier. She was still affected by what had happened that day, although she didn't say much about it. A sudden, terrifying thought crossed her mind....what if Morgan learned of their engagement or marriage and tried to do something about it? What that might be she didn't know...he was an unpredictable man. But, as far as she knew he was still out there. She looked down at the ground as Nathan and Craig discussed what had happened, as well as the black car that had bumped into them not long ago. 

All of the talk about those things had her skittish, she tried her best to hide it....she just hoped no one snuck up on her during the day today or they might end up with an accidental fist in their nose. They had all parted soon after discussing the details. Alayna gave Craig a hug before he left to go help Thomas and Nathan with a barn roof. He seemed to be picking up on something from her but she covered it with a smile and he didn't say anything. "See you at lunch..." She said softly, broadening her smile. In a few hours the news would be out. A new nervousness sprung up in her to join the other one. Would they all be happy for them? 

Now very tense she walked off to the stallion barn to tack up Valor. At least the big grey wasn't jumpy under a nervous rider. She leaned on the stallion in his stall before getting him out, hugging his huge, dappled neck and placing her head on his wavy mane. It helped her some, to just take comfort in an animal that wouldn't judge you for your irrational fears. Valor brought his head down around her shoulder, his nose finding her back pants pockets and snuffling at them for any peppermints. It made her giggle, lightening her mood a bit and she pulled a mint out, offering it to the gentle stallion before taking him out and tacking him up for his olympics training.

Craig laughed at the man as he blushed, Nathan blushed just a tiny tad but at least he was on 'his side' when it came to make sweet love to a woman. Poor Thomas...he should have learned how he was by now. That he always was going to answer truthfully about what he and Alayna was doing...not details tho...that was a girl thing... Would Lillian pump Kitten for details. He glanced at his watch again, probably for the millionth time since they left the group. Noticing the eye he got from Nathan he joked it off. That was another thing they should know. It was strange but he would miss her badly just after a few hours. 

He raised a brow and chuckled as the red mare somehow got a whiff of Nathan and neighed loudly from her pasture, still ears flat to her scull even if they tipped forward for a split second as the man that the neigh was directed too called back. "How is that going...the relationship with her?" The man had become stiff, like he wasnt sure how to answer. Inside Craig giggled like a mad man but on the outside he worked like the question had been like anyother and not one that could be taken to be about either the horse or the blonde woman that now was stationed on the deck reading a book. They could see her from here.

Another glance at the watch. Soon it was lunch. Weird how this 'thing' made him want to tell at least Thomas about it but...it wasnt a manly thing to...talk about those things...guys never...talk about that...unless they...were gay...and he certainly wasnt! Nuh-uh! He had to come up with something to distract him til Hath beeped them for dinner. "So...Nathan...whats the deal-elo with you and the blonde...you take care of all your clients that way?" He wiggled his eyebrows. Nathan didnt seem to know what to say really, at least not at first. They all knew what he was hinting at. Also something they had to know by now. Thomas was grinning, even if he blushed at the same time and he really tried to hide that he did both by looking very intently on the thing he was working on.

Nathan shifted on the tin roof of the barn. Boy, Craig sure did pry...or joke, really, a lot. He knew it was all in good fun, but his relationship with Svea was so complicated it made him nervous to talk to others about it. Heck, he didn't even know what they were doing most of the time. He tried to roll with the punches the best he could, though, and gave a grin towards Craig before turning to hammer once more at the tin below him. "It's...uh...it's complicated. And..technically I was her client." He said with a laugh. Thomas shifted while he worked, Nathan knew the man was listening. What would he think if he had known what had happened between himself and Svea? Would he be dissapointed in him? Angry that he had slept with a potential industry partner? It wasn't very business-like behaviour, he agreed...but it had happened before he knew it and he couldn't take it back now. He thought of Thomas like the brother he had never had, so he valued his opinion more than the tall man might realize. 

-------

Alayna took Vanya back to her stall, giving the hefty mare a pat before she released her. Of course the champagne just stood silently throughout it all, enduring the loving pats and scritches like it was all protocol. Stepping out of the stall she shut it back and looked at the time on her phone. Almost time....there was no sense in getting out another horse right now. Now the nerves were hitting her harder. It was a silly thing to be nervous about, she knew that chances were everyone would be happy for them....but, there was always that part of her that thought of the worst case scenario. Shrugging it off she walked out of the barn to head to her car. She passed the boys on the roof of the red barn on the way and stopped, looking up at them. Craig peeked his head over the side and she smiled up at him. "Hey, babe, it's almost time to eat..." She said it with a little emphasis, "You all might want to come on down and get cleaned up." Another smile and she walked off to her car as Craig turned around to talk to Thomas and Nathan. 

Opening the door she uncovered the little hidden jewel in the cup holder. It sat gleaming, waiting for her and she picked it up, sliding it back on her finger. She almost felt...relieved...to have it back on...which was strange since it had felt awkward not long ago. Taking a deep breath she shut the door and turned around to see Craig standing behind her. A big smile split her lips and she took the few steps to get to him and wrapped her arms around him in a hug, resting her chin on his shoulder. "Well...I guess it's time." She said with a bit of nervousness in her voice. "I'm just going to stay quiet....see who notices first. Is that ok with you?"

He simply chuckled. "Well, my bet is on Lillian the Magpie...I think I will sit on the opposite of her because I reccon she will squeal and pierce my eardrums if I sit too close...and..." his smile faded a little "I might need to sit close to the door if he...would not be happy...I dont think there will be a problem but...I guess Thomas is as close to a watchful brother you can get...and...I dont know if I want 'toss with short brit' to be the new national sport..."

Hugging her harder he then proceeded to give her a kiss and cupped her face with his hands. He tasted her and bit lightly at her lower before sucked it in. His hand travelled down her back and finally landed on her firm rump and gave it a squeaze as he pressed her against him. It was their lunch and he could do what the heck he wanted. Besides, he wasnt hired fulltime. He really just had the mornings but he usually stayed and worked all day anyway. He wouldnt be able to go home and do nothing or just sit here and watch Thomas work.

Thomas cleared his throat as he walked past and mumbled something that it was lunch inside. 

She giggled against his lips at Thomas' obvious discomfort as he passed and gave Craig one final kiss before taking his hand to walk to the house. Her left hand was in his right, so for now it was impossible for anyone to see the ring. She gave him a sideways glance and a smile, "You know Thomas won't do anything. He just didn't know you when we had our...scare....he was just looking out for me. He may be big...but he's just a big teddy bear." Another smile at him and they had made it to the front door. She squeezed his hand before entering and they went in, their hands still locked, and he allowed her to go ahead of him. 

They sat down next to each other, Nathan was on Craig's other side and Lillian was on her's. Hath said a happy hello to everyone and sat the last dish on the table. It looked like fried chicken, cornbread, mashed potatos, macaronni and cheese, green beans and tomato slices today. Where did Hath even get the time to cook all of this food? She had just been out riding Gun not long ago. Maybe Alayna could steal a few recipies off of her when they bought a new house...which reminded her...they were going to look at the one near the farm today. Her nervousness was mixed with excitement as food was passed around the table. 

She ate silently for a bit, listening to Lillian and Gabriel talk beside her. So far no one had seemed to notice and she grinned smugly at Craig who snerked back at her. Looking back down at her plate she poked a green bean and was about to raise it to her lips when suddenly a loud shriek pierced the low murmurs and everyone around the table gave a collective, startled jump.

"OH MY GOD!!!! I TOLD YOU! I TOLD YOU, GABE!" Lillian shot out of her chair, almost tripping herself as she stood, and took Alayna's left hand in her own, sticking out her ring finger and dipping her head down to look at the ring. Alayna was still recovering from being startled when Lillian began again. "I knew it! I just knew it! I swore up and down you two would get engaged soon!!" Lillian's arms wrapped firmly around Alayna and before Alayna could stand she was being dragged up and out of her chair by a surprisingly strong set of arms. Had Lillian always been that strong? The woman hugging her squeeled again repeating "Oh my God! I'm so happy for you all! The ring is beautiful! Craig did such a good job!" while bouncing up and down. Alayna couldn't help but let out a loud laugh and hug the woman back, although she didn't join in the bouncing, Lillian was doing enough for the both of them. 

She looked around the table while the dark haired woman still had her in a vice grip and saw a bunch of smiling faces meet her own and everyone began to talk excitedly. Hath was beaming, almost like a proud mother, Thomas had a lopsided grin on his face, Gabe was smiling politely and watching Lillian, reminding her not to squeeze the air out of her friend. Nathan and Svea also smiled, although the two of them seemed to almost have a sadness in their eyes that they looked to be trying to cover up. Craig was smiling up at her as well before turning around to meet Nathan's hand in a firm, happy shake. "Good on you, mate, I'm happy for you!" The Aussie said, the small tint of sadness now completely gone and replaced with heartfelt happiness.

Suddenly, the vice grip was gone and it looked like the brunette had moved on to her next victim. Lillian hauled Craig out of his seat and did the exact same thing to him, as well, squeeling and bouncing and hugging him tightly. Hath had stood up and come around the table, now wrapping Alayna in an embrace, she saw her blue eyes as she was approaching and it almost looked like they were slightly teared up. The emotion in Hath's voice as she spoke softly enough for only her to hear confirmed it. "I'm so proud of you both, Alayna." She said tightening her hug, "You're going to make a beautiful bride. You two are perfect for each other and I'm so happy you found one another." Releasing each other Hath wiped at her eyes and stepped out of the way to let Thomas hug her next. The big man embraced her and it felt like her whole body was wrapped up in just his arms. He had to bend down far just to reach her height. "Congratulations, Alayna, I'm really happy for you all. You let me know if he's ever in the doghouse and he can come stay with me." A deep chuckle followed after and Alayna laughed, swatting him playfully on the arm. "Thanks for being such a good friend to him, Thomas..." She said quietly and seriously, looking into his olive eyes as he released her from his hug. He smiled bashfully back at her, a small blush creeping onto his cheeks. "Shoot, Alayna, we have good times together. He's been a big help here at the farm. I'm glad you dragged him back here with you, now he'll never escape!" Another chuckle and Alayna rolled her eyes sarcastically at him but couldn't help but laugh. She began to chat with Hath and Lillian as the excited woman came back over and watched as Thomas went to congratulate Craig.

He had just about survived and was released from the hug that Lillian had given him when Thomas came up to him. Just moment of worry and then he got the mans firmt handshake. At first Craig had been worried that Thomas might have hugged him but he didnt. Not that he thought Thomas would be into him...but he was still a little off when it came to those things when it came to other guys. One thing was if you hugged your teammate in soccer or the like but not...just like that...

"Thanks Thomas...we are...actually going to look at a new place... here..." He pulled out the ad "Its for lease and then a possible buy. You will need to do a lot on it so...if we decide to get it I might just be here half the day and then I spend the rest fixing the place up. If we decide to buy we get a better price if its fixed up...and Im actually thinking of buying it...as it is...either way...if it turns out that Alayna dont like it after all...and I fix it up...it might sell for a better price. I might need your help on a few things though. The electrics I will get a guy for, I know basics but...not enough that I would dare fix such a old house, the same goes for the plumbing. Its better to do it right. I also think that its possible to change the layout some...in case Alayna want it to look differently."

The man was humming and nodding, almost looking like he wanted to come along to look too. Craig glanced at the redheaded woman, and felt himself starting to grin...he just couldnt help it...all he wanted to do now was to scoop her up and...no...he couldnt think of WHAT he wanted to do...it might start to show if he let the fantasy go too far. Instead he let his gaze become hotter. Like all the ladies of the farm felt it they looked in his direction but he only saw the woman in the middle. He didnt see the blonde woman leave the table or that Nathan followed her shortly after. He only saw Alayna, his Alayna. Then the other man cleared his throat and he came back to the real world.

"Oh...yeah.....Thomas, do you feel like coming with us? Im sure Alayna dont mind if you help us have a look at it...if its any use to try and fix it...the photos didnt look that bad...on the internet ad...I can show you those...oh yeah...by the way..." he gave the other man a grin laced with mischeif, presenting the question like it was something more about the house "I wonder if you would like to be my best man...with all that it includes..."

Thomas took the ad clipping that Craig offered to him, nodding as he explained what he wanted to do with the house. The man seemed excited about getting a house for the two of them. It was a big decision and Thomas was glad they had found something near the farm, and with a barn of it's own it seemed, in the picture. He grinned when asked if he would like to go. "Well, sure, I have some experience with plumbing and electric work..as well as carpentry...so, maybe I can help you decide if it will be worth your time or not. He said giving the man a smile. He and his father had ran plenty of electic lines and plumbing pipes themselves over the years as well as fixing up old barns. He didn't claim to be an expert, but he knew what to look for and what to do, at least.

Craig seemed to be asking him another question so he looked from the ad back up to the man who had a smirk on his face for some reason. What? He wasn't blushing...so why was the man grinning at him like that? He continued to listen, and as he did what the shorter man asked took him completely by surprise. Best man? He wanted him to be his best man?

"Well, sure, Craig, I'd be honored to be your best man." He said, a grin splitting his face as the initial shock wore off. He hadn't really expected it. He figured the man had better friends from other places that he might ask, so it surprised him when he asked him. "I guess that means I have to wear a tux, doesn't it?" He asked with a chuckle. He hadn't been in one too many times. Once as a paulbearer at his grandfather's funeral...that was it. 

"You know, I don't think Hath will mind if we go ahead and look at that house, I can drive us all up there, I know the woman who owns it. She lives on a plot of land not far away from it. A widow..her husband passed away a few years ago, sweet lady....I think her name is Mrs. Phillips."

Craig grinned some more. "Yeah...afraid so..and no boots...or well...I dont know what Kitten want yet...she will get anything she wants...I guess she will talk about it with Hath and Lillian...she...we havent decided any date yet either...I might have to look for a full time job eventually...even if we can get the house for a bargin...it will still be a lot..." then he shrugged his shoulder "...but I dont care if I have to get three jobs to make it work...I do anything for her...and...Im not afraid about hard work...I...I supported my mom and sister when I was in highschool and...that worked out well..." 

"If you would come with it would be super, especially if you know the seller...Im sure our charm together will win her over..." a sigh "you should have seen the look in her eyes when I showed her Thomas...I really wish I can...make her dreams come true...and be the man she deserves...I told you that when we first met Thomas...and its true still...I will never desert her...no matter what my past may say about me...there are no other for me now..."

He then noted that Nathan was talking to the blonde outside on the deck and his arm flapped about behind the womans back as if he wasnt sure if he should put his hand on her shoulders or not before returning to just hang at his side. Craig raised his eyebrow and nodded in the direction. "Seems like they have some trouble...more than they told us about. I wonder if they are just scared of the age thing..." he gave Thomas a gentle nudge "You know...its nothing wrong with a cougar...they can teach you a lot of stuff...and you should learn to never underestimate them..." A wink as he chuckled "I could tell you a story or two...if you need tips..."

Thomas barked a laugh about buttering up the owner. "Trust me, little old ladies love my charm." He said with a chuckle. He had listened silently as he told him about supporting his mother and sister through highschool. He knew the man was no stranger to hard work...but that was something new about him that he hadn't known before. It gave him a new respect for the man and made him wonder where his mom and sister were now...and he didn't mention his father. Was he dead? He also smiled faintly when he told him how much he loved Alayna. He did seem to be a different man from when he'd first met him, in a good way. It was good to know that they were dead serious about each other...especially now that they were engaged. It was soon...much sooner than he was used to seeing people become engaged, but he trusted that they were making the right choice. Besides, they were adults, he wouldn't go around watching their every move. He had done that before on accident...and had gotten an eye-full as it was. A blush crept into his cheeks as he thought about what he saw at the creek and he tried to push it from his mind. Instead, his eyes redirected towards Hath and that made it even worse, so he just looked down. Then, Craig began talking about cougars and stories he could tell and Thomas just shook his head with a chuckle, trying to hide his blush but with nothing to hide it behind. He knew how Craig was by now, sometimes he wished he could be so open about those things, but he had been raised to treat those subjects with privacy. He chuckled again, "Maybe some other time, Craig, when you finally corrupt me into talking about those things." He said with a laugh. 

----

Alayna finished talking with the girls and walked up to Thomas and Craig who said they were going to go visit the house now since Hathien had given them permission to leave. She smiled and took Craig's hand as they walked out to Thomas' truck. She sat inbetween the two men as they drove and it only took them about five minutes to arrive. The house looked just like the picture from the outside, Craig had called the owner earlier and Alayna saw her waiting on the porch. They got out and walked up to her. She was an elderly woman, about Alayna's height but with many more curves than her and a back slightly bowed from many years of hard work. She had on a skirt that looked like it had been hand-made and hemmed up to keep it from dragging the ground. Many of the older women around here wore them, used to the old ways and traditions...back in the day when women didn't wear pants. 

"Hey, Mrs. Phillips, how are you today?" Thomas asked, reaching out to shake the elderly woman's hand but instead recieved a hug which he smiled at and accepted, wrapping his own arms around her for a minute. 

"Oh, Thomas, I'm doing alright, I've been in the garden picking beans this morning and I think I'll can a few quarts tonight. You know how nice it is to have fresh garden vegetables at winter time. But now my back is hurting me some and my feet. I think it's the diabetes, I had a slice of cake lastnight even though I shouldn't have. My sister, she.." The grey headed woman seemed to remember that there were other's besides Thomas visiting and chortled amusedly at herself. 

"I'm sorry, honey, I get caught up talking, sometimes." She said with a grin towards Alayna and then Craig. "I bet you want to see this house, don't you? I won't lie, it's a bit of a fixer-upper, but Herbert bought it just before he died to fix up, but then he passed away, and I don't have any need for another house." She took Alayna's hand and patted it. "Come on in, sweetie, I hope you like it. Thomas how are your parents doing? I remember when you were just a little boy..." 

Thomas hung back around Alayna for a moment, long enough to whisper "She likes to talk....a lot..." amusedly to her and Craig before going back to walk besides Mrs. Phillips and listen to her chatter.

Back in his mind Craig couldnt help but wonder if he was forgotten. What if Mrs Phillips thought that it was Thomas and Alayna that was getting married? She had acted like she hadnt seen him. She had given him one glance. Didnt she think of him as a real man just because he was short? He had never really cared about his actual size before. Perhaps she wouldnt let her beloved husbands last purchase to someone...like him. 

Then he bit his cheek. He hadnt come to where he were just standing back hoping for the the best. He could be different types of Craig and even one that perhaps this woman would like. That she was a chatterbox he could live with. Soon he was wrapped up in old memories of this and that leaving Alayna and Thomas to check the place out. Somehow, despite that she hadnt really seen him at the start she did warm up to him but she probably thought he was younger than he were, asking what he would do when he grew up. He had done a clean shave today so that might make him look younger but still...for all he knew he was older than Thomas.

When they walked back to the car he turned towards the others. "So...Alayna...what did you think...the barn wasnt that big but we can do it bigger...or...make a new one...and...I thought the house looked ok...we can have someone take a look at it if you want to do something about the groundlayout of it...I want it to be the way you want it to be..." He took her hand and kissed it, his eyes beaming with love "I want it to be as perfect as you..."

Alayna looked over at him with a smile. He had seemed slightly miffed during their tour, but not at the house, she didn't think. Perhaps he was just stressed about buying a house, it made her nervous, too, no doubt about it. Her smile widened and she giggled as she saw Thomas tense up when Craig kissed her hand. That man...he was going to have to stop being embarassed by so many things. It was only her hand, after all. 

"I really like it, Craig. The layout is great, there's so much more room than the apartment and the barn out back is perfect for what we'd need. Maybe just adding a few stalls to the barn and updating the house a bit, like the cabinets and the fireplace, perhaps put a jacuzzi tub in the master bath..." She gave him a look at that, "...but all-in-all I love it! The location is great, the space...and it has a certain charm. I didn't think I would be too crazy about buying an old farmhouse, but I think it's perfect for what we need." Smiling once more she leaned on his shoulder and gave him a kiss on the cheek, trying to make Thomas as least embarassed as possible, although she still spotted a faint blush on his cheeks. 

Thomas told them what he thought, the updates that should be made to make the home more safe and how they could do it. He seemed to like the house, too, which was a good sign since he actually knew more of what he was looking at, as far as the technical aspects went. They chatted back and fourth in the truck about it on the way back to the farm, then he dropped them off at their car and they grabbed Penny, who was very excited to see them again, and headed for the apartment.

---

Alayna sat her paintbrush down and wiped a little sweat from her forehead. They had decided to buy the house from Mrs. Phillips. She gave them a better deal than they were expecting, and Alayna had seen some hope in the little, talkative woman's eyes as she handed over the keys. Hope for their future, perhaps, or that the house would get a loving family. Family....it was odd to even think the word for a woman who had virtually no family for a few years. To suddenly have it back in her life again was a little overwhelming, even if it was just one person, he made all the difference when he meant everything in the world to her. She heard a muttered curse come from the kitchen and smiled. Craig had beaten himself up renovating this house, they had been working hard on it every day after work for the past week or so, and there was still a lot to do. Some of his fingernails were purple underneath, he had scratches and bruises that, when she asked about them, he said he had no clue how he got them. 

It was refreshing, though, to be working on a project together with him, especially when it was one as important as this one. They were also trying to plan their wedding in between this and work, and they were both usually exhausted by the time they got home in the late evenings. She had asked Hathien to be her maid of honor, the woman accepting the position with a big smile and a hug. It was cute, to think that she was the maid of honor and Thomas was Craig's best man, that they got to stand up with them before the priest. Perhaps it would get them thinking about marriage, about how much they have been denying themselves by keeping their feelings bottled up all this time. 

Another grumble from the other room and Alayna got up from sitting down on the hardwood floor to go check out the kitchen...and to see if Craig was still in one piece. She walked in to see him looking at his finger and when he looked up at her she gave him a smile. "Did you hurt yourself /again/, Craig?" She asked and he looked at her with that manly expression that said 'of course not, I'm a man, I just rub salt in my wounds to make them feel better'. She walked over to where he was fooling with the cabinets and grabbed his hand up. Sure enough, his fingertip looked red and irritated, like he had smashed it between something, and, taking his hand gently in her own, she raised it to her lips and gave it a little kiss. "You need to be more careful, silly man." She said stepping up to him and then wrapping her arms around his waist. "Those fingers are important to me..." she whispered in his ear with a bit of amusement in her voice.

Grabbing her rump with both hands, ignoring the 'not-in-pain-at-all' finger, he pressed her against him. It hadnt been much of it lately...part of him missed it, part of him was...relieved that she didnt pout about it...it was rather nice to just snuggle and fall asleep in eachothers arms. He was starting to get nervous. What if he fainted...or puked...or...forgot what to say? "Well...I can use something else than my fingers you know..." he mumbled into her neck as he gave it a nibbling kiss. "Im almost...done...now I just have to have a look over on the cabinet doors...or if you think we should get new ones...did we decide on a colortheme in here...you are the boss you know..." He looked around, it was a mess with some boxes and paperbags with things they needed. He couldnt wait for the groundwork to be done but he also knew they couldnt rush it. If they did the finish would get ruined too after a few years. Thomas said he was coming over to take a final look. 

That was another thing that had surprised him, that he was fine with another man approving or disapproving with a work he had done. Not long ago he hadnt cared less about either. Lillian and Kermit had come back a few days ago, both grinning from ear to ear. Alayna had been happy to have her back and Craig was certain that there was some gossip going on. The three women had gone into the barn together and after awhile Hathien had come out, blushing quite badly and hardly said hi to him. Thomas had looked as wondering as he had done. The swedish woman had gone home and Nathan had seemed to have mooping for a few days. Only a bleep from his phone now and then got him smiling. 

He let her go. It was still things to do before they quit for tonight. They had been quite productive however and he hoped it would fall into Thomas liking. He wondered if they would be able to ask for help later when it was time to paint. If Hathien, Thomas, Nathan and Gabe...if he dared to get those hands filthy...plus him and Kitten...then it wouldnt be so bad. He felt a little annoyed over that Gabe hadnt told him about his family. Kitten had accidently let that slip out...but Gabe hadnt said anything about it, not more than it wasnt a secret, only that he hadnt said anything because sometimes people treated him differently. Not that it mattered really but he couldnt help wonder if Alayna would have picked one with that much money instead of him if she could chose and if she was jealous of Lillian. That didnt mean however that he wasnt happy for Lillian...he hadnt known her that long, but even if she most of the time was in a happy mode he hadnt seen her this happy before.

She listened to him with a little smirk on her lips and gave him a kiss on the cheek before stepping back. She always wanted him, but lately her body had just been too tired to act on the temptation. He must have felt the same way, too, because he had seemed content enough to just cuddle and then fall asleep at night. That didn't mean they didn't still tease each other, though, they wouldn't be them without the innuendos and the looks and touches they often gave each other. Sighing, she let her hand run through her flame-colored locks, "I think we should just keep these cabinets and continue to fix them up...it will cost us less...and a few years down the road, if we don't like them then perhaps we can change them out. And no...no color scheme yet...but I like it when you call me boss." She said with a giggle and a joking smirk.

Grabbing a broom and dustpan she swept up some of the wood shavings and loose nails and screws that were on the floor. She was trying to keep the house clean during the renovation, and her OCD tendencies were getting the better of her since the place was a constant mess, right now. Craig turned back to working on the cabinets, he had borrowed a hand-held sander from Thomas to sand them down so that they could refinish them later. That was one of the very good perks to being Thomas' friend, he had more tools than he knew what to do with, most of them stashed away in the equipment shed, and happily loaned them out when they asked. 

They stayed for a few hours longer, Alayna going to the little radio she had brought down to the house and turning on some music for them as they worked. Soon, she became so bored and tired of scrubbing at the floors and windows in the kitchen that she just ended up dancing by herself and singing to the words she knew on the radio, going up to Craig and distracting him by rubbing her body on his as he tried to work. He turned to her at one point and acted like he was going to snatch her, but she skittered away with a laugh at him and continued to dance. She was tired of working, her body sore from constantly riding horses and cleaning up the house all day, every day, and she just needed a little time for fun. It was enjoyable to work on the house with Craig...but a different kind of fun, just something to possibly give her a good laugh. Giggling like a little child she scooted back close to him again, continuing to brush her body up against his from time to time, tempting him to stop his work on the cabinet and just come dance with her.

"Oh woman! I wont get your house ready if you tease me like that, darnit!" He wasnt angry though, a big grin plastered across his face and he pressed close to her, following her movements, his arms around her waist. Soon his hands was gliding under her shirt to lay on her naked skin while he nipped at her ear. "Have you decided what room upstairs you want to make to the masterbedroom?" He didnt mention the other rooms. It was everything that was post-wedding was even more scary than what lay before them at the moment. Would they...have...no...la-la-la--- not thinking about that now. He went back to kissing slash nibbling her neck and ear. One hand 'accidently' went further up and squeezed one of her breasts. "Honk-honk, Boss!" They fooled around alittle, doing a sort of naughty wrestling, when suddenly, perhaps both at the same time they saw a familiar set of boots. He was just about to give Alayna a playful spank and had pulled her jeans down just a little bit and revealed a pair of lacy panties. Just "fighting" his way to the jeans button and getting them this 'far' had been bit of a struggle. Not that she fought it but because they laughed and squeeled like little kids. Craig had found out that at times his bride to be could be ticklish, he just hadnt found 'the' spot yet.

He laughed as he greeted the other man "Heya there Bootstrap Tom! How is it hanging? Is the rum gone?"

She squeeled against him, smacking the palm of her hand on his back as he pulled the back end of her jeans down a bit, giggling like a little school boy while he did. "Craig! Craig stop it y--" Her words fell off when she saw Thomas standing in the doorway, blushing and looking like he was about to turn around and leave. She halfway scrambled off of him and Craig just let her go and grinned at the blushing man. She rolled her eyes at his greeting and greeted him herself while she focused on nonchalantly pulling her jeans up and refastening the button in the front. "Hey, Thomas, how are you?" She asked like nothing had just happened.

"Uh..just fine, y'all..I was just going to see if you all needed any help tonight, but...looks like you have things under control." He said with a small, lopsided smirk. She grinned back. It seemed like, even though he still blushed plenty, he was starting to get used to the way that she and Craig acted with each other. It wasn't anything to be embarassed about, they just loved each other and weren't afraid to show it around others. Although, she didn't want to do it to the point where it became obnoxious or rude, but, they were in their own house, now, and he had walked in...so..it wasn't entirely their fault. She gave him a little 'tour' of the new things they had accomplished since he'd seen the house last and he pointed out a few things they could change or improve that might save them money down the road or be easier on them as they renovated. They thanked him for checking in and he left soon after, she thought she saw his shoulders relax as she watched him walk back out to his truck. 

Giggling, she went back inside and stood next to Craig. "We're either breaking him in slowly or traumatizing him for the rest of his life." She said with a laugh and then she gave him a coy look. "Now...where were we?" He looked at her a bit confused and her grin became more sinnister. "Oh, yes...here!" With that she goosed his bottom hard and ran away before he could grab her, laughing as she went.

She had hidden somewhere. He walked around the house trying to find her hideaway. There wasnt anywhere obvious. He didnt want to scare her either so hiding himself werent even on the agenda. She was still a little worried about coming home late at night and usually called to have him stand outside meeting her. He just worked halfdays at Hathiens place now and spent the other at their place. Even if he wanted to be close to her, he didnt get paid for a whole day and then he figured did more use working on the house. He planned on fixing some of the tiles on the roof tomorrow. Not that he was telling her that. Then she would worry. He hadnt even told Thomas.

He also planned one taking a look over at the old barn...perhaps much out some of the old straw or something... He knew she loved to go around the house, she had even made some sketches on how she wanted it to look. Thankfully he had got to keep his jockeylicense but with everything going on. Even if he never would have believed it he was actually content - at the moment at least - with out it...it wouldnt go away completely of course but for now...for now it was ok.

"Hm...I woooooonder where she can be, my little Kitten...perhaaaaaps she comes out if I take out her toy..." He pulled down his zipper and it echoed a little on the bare walls. "I think I go to the livingroom...and look there...maybe I will drop something..."

She had hidden in the coat closet near the entrance of the house, simply leaning against the wall and grinning like a fool as she heard his footsteps down the hallway. When he began to talk her eyebrow cocked at his words and her head peeked out of the closet as she heard him head into the living room. Slipping out of the closet, she made her way silently towards where he was, since she only had her socks on she didn't have to worry about making much noise. Letting her eyes peer around the doorframe on the living room she gave a little shiver as she saw him loosening his jeans and then they fell to the floor. It had been a while...in their terms..and her body was letting her know about it. 

Walking into the living room, not even trying to be sneaky, anymore, she came up behind him. He must have heard her approach because he suddenly turned and grabbed her up in his arms. She squeeled and smirked up at him, "You shouldn't tempt a cat out of hiding with catnip...it's really not fair." She said with a giggle. He grinned back and she found herself becoming lost in his smile. She loved to see him happy. That sadness she had seen in his eyes when they first met was now almost completely gone. It was always going to be there, she guessed, but she hoped she could at least help make it a little better. 

Continuing to smirk at him, she brought her face towards his and stopped just as her lips were about to reach his. Pausing for a moment, she then opened her mouth and grabbed his bottom lip in her teeth, pulling it away some and letting her tongue flick across it. Letting it go, he seemed to move to kiss her but she dodged it playfully, instead catching his earlobe in her teeth this time and tugging on it before also letting it go. Once more he went for her lips, like a little game, and she avoided it again, it wasn't that she didn't want to kiss him, she did, she was just teasing him as much as he teased her. This time as he missed she gently nipped one of his cheeks, giggling when he seemed to be getting a little frustrated. She knew this would probably turn around on her, somehow, but it was funny while it lasted. "Kittens play rough, love..." She told him with a smirk.

"Kitty cat ey...perhaps this tomcat should bite your scruff and mount you..." his lips was close to her ear "...thrusting deep inside..holding you firmly down..." as he talked he gently pushed her up against the wall. He knew she liked it a little semirough at times, not violent, no force but...a little raw, animalistic... Lust had now been awaken inside of him and he pressed his lowerparts onto hers, nailing her to the wall. He brought her arms above her head and held them there with his own hand. His other hand made its way under her shirt again. He knew she would tease him so...he would distract her to get what he wanted. Skilled fingers soon got the little but to rise as proudly as a pudding and the while slightly grinding his pelvis against hers. She was starting to breathe, reacting to his touches and then he covered her mouth with his own, now also pressing his torso against hers, moving his free hand to grap her butt, squeezing it. 

It sounded like a muffled mew, but with her mouth covered he wasnt sure what type of sound it was, only that she tried to press against him too. He didnt hold her that hard. At any point she could get free without even fighting for it. It was just a 'make-believe' capture and was more about trust than anything. He growled low in her ear before he tugged at it with his lips and then lightly with his teeth. "Do you want your tomcat now, kitten..." he grabbed her thigh, lifted it so he got better access and grinded at her again. He wasnt sure how much she felt through the fabric but sometimes the tought of it could be just as exciting.

She raised her chin, trying to be defiant, only in a teasing way, with him, looking straight into his eyes challengingly. It was hard not to just close her eyes and go limp in his hands. The way he was touching, stroking and caressing her, and the things he was whispering in her ear made it difficult to keep up her act. But she was stubborn, just as stubborn as he was, and added a little difficulty in every now and again, shifting under his grip, biting his lip when he went in for a kiss, raising up her knee to rub against his own groin, making it harder for him to think. His head came towards her ear and she felt his lips and teeth gently tugging on it, causing a sigh to come out of her throat against her will. 

At his question she looked up at him with a smirk, her eyes probably hooded, giving away that she wasn't completely defiant, which she was sure he knew, anyway. "Does he want me...?" She asked in a seductive tone, grinding her pelvis against his harder, and she was pretty sure she felt something starting to grow. "Just be aware that this kitten will bite back..." She said, making her point by dipping her head down to drag her moist tongue up his neck, ending it in a nip. She was breathing slightly hard, her chest rising and falling beneath his and she squirmed against him. "I'm sure you want it, don't you? To feel my hot skin against your's...the warmth...it's been a while, hasn't it?" She inquired with a cocked eyebrow and licked her lips.

His eyes looked straight into hers, brown eyes that could be soft as melted chocolate was now dark with some golden specks, heated. "Yeah, he wants you Kitten, he want to enter your hot springs, thrusting deep, all the way, hear you whimper my name...want to taste you...feel you...all of you..." Slowly he slided down and before she could react to it he had unbuttoned her jeans again and pulled them down. He placed a hand between her legs, pressing a finger up despite the thin fabric wall, but still he felt the heat and the light moist "Almost..." he purred, a little deeper than she usually did, and a grin on his face as he looked up at her "...but not quite...ready yet..." Moving the fabric aside a little he gave her a lick and got a promising sound as a reward. After getting rid of her jeans all together he made her lift one leg up and have it rest on his shoulder. He stood on his knees now, pressing her against the wall so she would get as much support as she could. 

Gently he lipped the hidden gem after he had found it by firm strokes with the tip of his tongue, using a little help with his fingers too, even those that were a little bruised. He grinned at her noises before returning to his task.

It was all out the window, now. She knew her act would fall down in a crumbling heap sooner or later, and when his tongue found her core, that was it. Leaning back against the wall heavily for support, her head rolled against the wall, her bottom lip sucked into her mouth. Small noises came out of her throat and her chest was rising and falling more heavily, now. Her hands grasped for him, and when they found his soft, tousled hair, they ran through it, not pushing him into her, just caressing. Her thighs were tensed and she had to fight not to push her pelvis into him. She was completely undone, now, the defiance might still be there, but she couldn't act on it...not when he was doing this to her. Her body squirmed against the wall as he pressed harder into her and a gasp was produced when she felt two fingers slowly slide into her, pressing foreward like he always did. "Oh! Ohhhh ffffuu.......uhhh....d...damnit...C-Craig....youuu..you're.....too...good..." She panted out, her fingers wrapping into his hair, now. 

After a little more licking and teasing down there she certainly felt ready, and he seemed to think she was, too, because he wiped his mouth off on the bottom of his shirt, gave her inner thigh a few kisses and then stood back up. The second he stood up her hands were at the edge of his underwear, pulling down on it. She rolled it down to his thighs and he helped her by letting them fall to his ankles. Now his hot member pressed up between their bellies, twitching once against them and he grinned at her. "I want it...." Was all she said breathlessly, meeting his eyes with that same bold and hungry gaze.

"Fuuuu what love? You? You want it?" he teased and kissed her lightly on the lips, just as teasingly as she did, when she tried to make the kiss deeper he moved away. "You never tease Craig Knight and get away with it unpunished...and you been a very, very bad girl...." At the last word he pressed his pelvis against her. "Now little kitty cat...my little feral kitty cat...lets get down to business shall we?"

Letting her stand with her knees at least on the dropped clothing so it wouldnt hurt he got her to stand on all fours. He gave her rump a light clatch and she arched her rump at him. The round forms with the pedals in the middle made him growl low but he decided to take his time. Her other buttcheek got a light slap as well. Then he, with one hand on each side, gave her hips a caressing stroke, then moved them up again over her back and followed the motion. Leaning over her back his caress then moved down and to her breasts. Taking them, one in each hand, he let her nipple come between his thumb and index finger, teasing it. 

He had already fixed the protection as she got down and now, one hand for the moment leaving her round hill, letting the tip of it tease her opening. Positioning himself a little better, standing with his legs almost the way he had when he had proposed to her, just to get a good sort of leverage he then bent forward again, Standing like this, while it was a little straining and made it hard to reach to kiss her unless she stood upright on her knees and spread her legs a little, would give him a good thrusting angle hitting the sweetspot.

She seemed to be on her way to back up on him so he became her and entered. Not brutally or by force, only with a confidence only he had. He leaned in a little over her and one hand went in under her, finding her nob again. As the heat embraced him he let out a hoarse grunting moan. They fitted so well together. The hand that didnt tease her, held a firm grip of her hip.

She had given him yet another defiant stare as he proceeded to lecture her on how he should never be teased, and that there were consequences. Honestly, the consequences were seeming like good ones, and she got on all fours for him without a fuss. At each light slap on her bottom she bit her lip and a little noise came out, one of pleasure, not pain. Pleasure and pain were linked, one of the reasons people's faces looked like they were hurting when, in fact, things were feeling oh, so good. If one knew how to do it right, they could combine the two for a rather wonderful experience. 

Her back arched and she sighed against him as his skilled hands roamed up her body to land on her breasts. A small whine as he teased her nipples, and a louder one as one hand came down to let his fingers glide across her opening. She felt him positioning himself behind her and her body began to ache in anticipation. Deciding that enough was enough, she almost started to back into him until he suddenly entered, quick and smoothly, all the way to his hilt. She heard his groan of pleasure and let a moan out herself. 

"Nnnnn....Craig!" She called in a high-pitched voice when she felt his hand slide under her to tease her yet again. Her legs spread wider apart, allowing him all the access he wanted and she clenched hard around him. He began to move at a steady pace, and she used her hands as balance, pushing back against him so that he could come in deeper. He was hitting a spot that had her panting for breath, gasping his name and her fingers dug at the floor beneath them. Her hips rotated some while she also focused on clenching and unclenching around him. It had been a while...and this..it was starting to feel like the release she had been seeking all along. She hadn't even realized it until now. "D....don't..st.ahhh....p....Craig.....jussst...like that...." She panted out as her neck arched back in pleasure.

It was bit of a torture for him too, he had to admit that, but he pulled out almost all the way and removed his hand from her heated core. With a hand on her rump he stopped any tries to back up on him. He only nipped her a little between her shoulderblades, gave her a lick and felt the light taste of salt. "Who wanted to play rough you said..." his voice was thick with desire. He had been with his share of women but non had been like Alayna. He even had two virgins. That was always a bit tricky because they didnt always know what to do and he didnt want to scare them. Thankfully both had been dealing with horses so all the talk about bleeding and pain hadnt been an issue. It was the bleeding thing that he worried about most actually. With Alayna he had sort of guessed that it was the red zone every now and then, especially since there was a speacial treat she usually ate around that time and as soon as they came home she changed to something softer that didnt sat so tightly and finally she really loved when he just gently rubbed her lowerback.

Small hipmovements continued to tease her with just his tip entering. Then suddenly he removed his hands that had stopped her before and he came into her again but her own backward thrust. The sudden heath and pressure made him let out a shallow grunt and he heard a sound from her as well. Sweat ran between his shoulderblades now. There was a slight tremble in his loins and he felt the begining of his release so he picked up the pace. Her legs were spread out a little more now so he had to come with a sort of from below-and up movement but it seemed to hit just the exact spot because she met his thrusts, burying all of his stem inside her.

A frustrated noise escaped her and she had to clamp her teeth to her bottom lip to keep from begging when he pulled back out. His teeth nibbled and tugged at the skin between her shoulderblades and she arched at the feeling, especially when his hot tongue drug along her spine. Just his tip barely entering before being removed again, and the way he brushed it up against her had her fingers digging at the living room floor. She pushed her bottom against his hand hard, fighting back and still trying to be stubborn even though at this point she mostly felt desperate. Her strength was nothing against his, though, and she couldn't budge him. She even thought she heard a deep, slightly amused chuckle behind her. 

Finally, after what felt like an eternity of torture, he removed his hand and she pushed back into him, a moan rolling slowly out of her as she got what she wanted. He began to thrust again, faster, and she met them with her own backwards pushes, meeting each other with a force that had her panting. She wasn't far away, all the teasing and the waiting had her more than ready, and by now the build-up of anticipation had her literally aching for him. She probably sounded like a cat in heat, the way she was breathing deeply with each of his thrusts, but they felt so good she didn't care what she might sound like to him. Perhaps he got satisfaction out of knowing that after all the teasing he seemed to have the upper hand, now. 

Her thighs began to quiver and her hands were having a hard time supporting her as the pace became faster, still. She thought she heard him growl something to her, and the lust in his voice along with his movements combined with her own sent her plummeting over the edge. Her back arched down, her neck and bottom straining upwards and her nails dug against the floor. "OH! Uhhhn..Craig!" She called out his name in a frantic voice as she came, waves of pleasure rolling from her core to her limbs.

He leaned over her, breathing just as heavy as she did. He really wished they had been at the apartment now...so he just could have rolled to the side, taking her with him, but the floor didnt seem that cosy, besides since they were renovating they didnt care at the moment if they walked in with muddy boots, at least not in here apparently. Instead he pulled her with him so she sat in his lap, while they still where connected. He folded one arm around her waist and the other, coming up under one of her arms and with his hand he made her turn her head for a deep kiss. "My kitten..." he said softly "...itty bitty sexy kitty commiteh" he then babytalked in her ear, nuzzling it with his nose, tickling her a little. "Love you..."

They sat like that for a little while, just gently snuggling. Then as she rose a little he withdrew himself. He didnt want to risk the protection sliding off. Not that it would 'get lost' but...you never knew...he didnt think that she wanted to risk anything... He helped her to get dressed and she helped him. It seemed just to be able to touch eachothers bodies were enough at times and the dressing ended with them kissing again. The worst of their feverish passionfilled desire had been met. "You want me to drive us home Kitten?"

She giggled against his baby talk, all of the tension, teasing and play-fighting from moments ago seemed to disappear after their release. An aura of satisfaction and contentment surrounded her, she hadn't realized how badly she had needed that, and she got the same vibe from him as well. They dressed each other and when he asked to drive home she nodded her head with a small smile. "I guess the new house is officially broken in now." She said looking at him with a smirk as he drove. He chuckled with a lopsided grin in return. 

They got to the apartment and as she opened the door a happy Penny met her, bounding around at their feet and letting out some small yips in her excitement. She made them both a salad, hard boiling some eggs and placing them in along with croutons, tomatos, cheese and, of course, dressing. Both of them ate hungrily. By now they didn't watch what they ate quite as much because they were working so hard all day long that it just burnt right off again. It was nice, in a way, and even though she was bone tired at night she still felt satisfied and happy, knowing that they were working on their future together. 

Sitting on the couch in front of the tv, watching a random movie she found on a chanel they ate their salads, Penny curled up on the cushion beside her and Craig on the other one. She leaned against him contentedly, happy with her life right now. It wasn't perfect, but it was a million times better than the running around, drinking and sleeping with men she hadn't known, before. Neither of them talked about that aspect of their past, much, but she figured they had a mutual understanding, both knowing it was something the other was no longer proud of.

After they finished their salads he took her hand and just held it, letting his indexfinger trace the lines in her palm. "Have you...eh...decided what the 'X-rooms' will be yet?" There was three rooms, one on the bottom and the other two on the topfloor besides the bathroom they hadnt really decided on yet. The masterbedroom had a on suite. They hadnt done much on the topfloor yet, figuring that they might fix up the groundfloor first and then when they had saved more money do the upstairs then. Neither of them really wanted to get dragged down with big debts. He shuddered as he thought of it. Not that the banks would be like the man he had been in debt too. But the thought of perhaps losing this place just because they took a bigger bite that they would be able to chew...he didnt want that.

It was also the fact he knew how it was to scrape your sweat of your body at night for just a few pounds. Not that Alayna would be as shelfish as his mother and sister had been. Then it hit him. His father had left them. He must own some sort of support money. Then he tried to clear his mind from the idea. He was no blackmailer. He didnt want anything to do with his dad. Suddenly, like if he had jumped out from his head into the tv he saw his fathers face on TV. It was a commercial for the next program and he..or she was apparently part of the entertainment. He froze in his movements, jaws clenched. It was the first time he saw him moving since he saw the back of his father disapear around the corner. Previously it had just been photos in gossip magazines.

He did look...ok as a woman...his memory had on purpose faded the image on how his father looked like. He didnt want to look at him, but he couldnt look away either. He bit the inside of his cheek and swallowed. 

She shifted a little in her seat. "Uh...well..I thought maybe the one on the first story could be like an office/library combo...it would be nice to have a spot to just work on bills and such. Better than them being in a basket on the kitchen counter like they are right now." She said, giving him a soft smile. "And one of the rooms upstairs could maybe be a guest room or storage room. I don't have much as far as belongings go that would actually need to be stored, and I'm not sure what guests would ever be staying, but...it might be nice." A pause and she looked down at her hands a bit nervously. "And the third spare room upstairs...well...I'm thinking in the future, of course, but.....I'd like for it to be a nursery, Craig. We haven't really....discussed children, and..." She looked up at him and his face was contorted into an almost shocked or pained expression and he was looking at the tv. He wasn't even listening? 

Looking at the tv she didn't see anything but a woman on there, one in some wild makeup and she had an odly strong jaw. His features continued to look distressed. "Craig....what's wrong?" She asked, suddenly feeling that things weren't right, although, she didn't know what was wrong. Did he not want children? Did the thought just scare him? They had never talked about the subject before.... "Craig...we can talk about children....we...we don't have to make any decisions yet...we're not even newlyweds, yet..." She rambled a bit, but she honestly didn't know what was bothering him, guessing, instead, that he had just frozen up because of the subject. She wouldn't deny that it hurt a little bit. She had always been the girl that said she would never have children, that they just consumed time and smelled and cost money and a after them your whole life was changed. But now that she met Craig....the privelige of having a baby with him...didn't seem so bad, anymore...

"...what?" The show that would come on was really past their bedtime but... A visable shiver went through him, a shudder. "Im...sorry Kitten but what did you say? Crisps? No...I dont think we have any?" he glanced at the clock she gave him "and I think the store just closed, otherwise I would go and buy it for you..." He tried to smile but his brows was creating a little worried frown. She repeated the word. Children. He looked down at his hands, at the tv, at the celling before he looked at her again. "Do you remember...when we first met...when...when we thought that maybe...you...were...I was so scared...then...and worried...but...you know...I was..happy too because...no kid could never get as good mom as you, Kitten...and...I promise....I...I never do what my dad...did...not because...we are married...because...I love you...and...and...well...I love you..." It sounded goofy and weird when he said it outloud. He still felt distracted. Perhaps he would make up some excuse to sit up and watch the show. 

He leaned forward, covering his face with his hands. What sort of father would he be if they got kids. He didnt know anything about having a kid. What if he would accidently drop it.

"Craig...babe..." He looked so worried, so flustered and nervous, he couldn't even seem to focus on her. Bringing her hand up she placed it on his back and rubbed it up and down, adding in her fingernails a little to scratch gently in a comforting manner. "...it's going to be alright..just relax. I...thank you...but I know that you would be an amazing father, Craig.....and I love you, too. Very much. We can talk about it more later...if you want...when less is going on in our lives..." She stooped her head over a bit, to meet his that was leaning in his hands as he perched on the couch. A hand ran across his cheek and then she kissed the spot that she had just caressed. "I'm...really tired...are you coming to bed?" He told her that he would stay up a bit later, and she figured he probably needed his time to think, she knew how he was...so she gave him a kiss on the lips and went to get ready for bed.

Crawling into bed, it felt amazing to just be laying on the soft mattress and be clean from her shower, but...she was still wide awake. She found herself becoming frustrated, she just wanted to sleep...she was so tired...so exhausted...why couldn't she just sleep? Instead, she just lay in bed, thinking about babies, about why Craig seemed to be so concerned. She was afraid, too...but it was also a little exciting. Perhaps she would become more nervous about it, later, when the time came to get serious about it, and maybe he was just feeling all the nerves now... Sighing and rolling over, she squeezed her eyes shut and tried to get some rest.

The dog had followed the woman into the bedroom. Somehow she usually managed to sneak into the bed with them but usually slept under the bed since it got a little to warm. Had it been Barf...they would be the once sleeping on the floor...he was the worst bedhogger in the world. The show started and he turned down the volume even lower. The show was pretty fun and then...it was time for his father. It was some sort of funny scene of some sort and the audience laughed, his dad also did some stand up comedy and even the host laughed so he was red in the face. They were letting people call in. He stared at the phone. Held it in his hands for even longer. Then he dialed the number. He got through almost right away. Was that a sign? How many years had past? His mother and sister wouldnt care shit if he got married. He clenched his jaws. Told his name to whatever juts that took that sort of info on the show. Then...he heard his own name being called up on the TV.

"...and with us now we have...Craig...good evening Craig, how are you?" The host sounded...too cheery, too happy and all to fake. How much makeup did he have on? Did he have more than his father? It almost looked like it?

"...Im...fine...tired.." he finally said after the host checked if the line was clear.

"...and you are still up to watch the show...we are honored Craig...so...what do you want to tell Mrs Charlotte Night tonight?"

"...Im...Im getting married...to a woman named Alayna O'Shea..." there...it was out to the world...sure it was just a stateshow or whatever it could be...but still..

"Oh congratulations! I hope you and your girl will be happy..." He clenched his jaws again. His fathers voice...wasnt the one he remembered...but on the other hand...he was on TV now...pretending to be a woman. "I remember when I married George...he was so nervous...are you nervous?"

"....No...I love her...I love her so much I would die for her, I love her...so much it hurts...so no...Im not nervous...I know what we have is real...and I will never leave her side...not until the day I die..." A loud awww! went through the female part of the audience.

His father took up a napkin, dabbed it under his mascara painted eyelashes. Craig swallowed.

"You say such nice words. You are from England I hear? Where from?"

"Newmarket..."

"Oh...Im from Newmarket too..."

He didnt answer that. The host seemed to get a note and smiled after he read it.

"Well Craig, seems like its your lucky day...we here on the show would love to help out on a little bit of the wedding and want to give you a gift certificate to Marys Marvelous Greens for 200 dollar!"

The audience cheered. Then out of the blue came the question. From his father.

"So how come you called in...you wanted to tell the world about you marrying Alayna?"

"No..I wanted to let my father know..."

"Oh..so where is your father tonight? Is he travelling?"

"No...he is on TV..."

"Oh...really, another TV icon perhaps...what is his name? Perhaps I know him?"

"....His name is Charles Knight...."

Then he hung up. The last thing he saw before he turned off the TV was his fathers pale face.

Alayna woke up on the wrong side of the bed the next morning. She knew it was all because she hadn't slept well that night, and she was just so exhausted. Along with that, though, everything she seemed to do turned out wrong or complicated. She was up before Craig. She heard him murmuring from the living room lastnight as she layed in the bedroom with the door shut. It was impossible to make out words, but it sounded like he was talking on the phone...who in the world would he be talking to at that time of night, anyways? Then she heard the apartment door open and shut, like he was going out on the landing. About twenty minutes later he came back in and walked quietly into the bedroom, getting ready for bed and then laying down beside her, wrapping her up in his arms and nuzzling his head against the back of her neck. After her curiosity was awakened as to what he had been doing on the phone and going outside she really couldn't sleep, then, but she wasn't going to distrurb his own rest by asking him about it. So, she layed in bed with her eyes closed, but feeling completely awake no matter how desperately she wanted to rest. 

Now, this morning, she woke up earlier than usual, dead tired but unable to fall back to sleep, so, she went ahead and got up, after she untangled herself from Craig's legs, and fixed the coffee. She burnt the toast, having to scrape the burnt places off with a butterknife, then, she spilled a bit off hot coffee on her finger as she tried to pour herself a cup, causing her to curse under her breath. After that she tried to slip her pants on, catching a foot in them and almost falling face-first if she hadn't caught her balance...and finally...she had accidentally stepped on Penny's tail simply because she wasn't watching where she was going. The puppy gave out a frightened yelp and dashed under her bed, and now she wouldn't come up to her, sulking in the shadows and being more dramatic than it called for. So....needless to say, she was in a pretty crappy mood. 

When Craig woke up she was already ready for the day, since she had showered the night before, and layed on the couch with her eyes closed, trying to rest. To add the icing on the cake, she had also started her period and her lower back was killing her. She took some pills for it, but they were still kicking in. Craig came up and gave her a kiss where she layed, telling her 'goodmorning', and she grumbled back a drowsy reply. She just knew it was going to be one of those days, and she was going to have to fight hard not to expel her anger on anyone else at the barn.

It was a reluctant kiss. When they got in the car and he as normal put his hand on her lap she pushed him away, telling him not to bother him. Then when they arrived he walked around the hood to give her a kiss...only to see her just leave... He blinked, more confused than ever, he wanted to call after her but...he hadnt done anything wrong...at least not that he knew of. He scratched his head. Perhaps she wanted...space? He would have needed a hug right now. Slowly he walked towards Thomas trailor. It was open as usual. He owed him some money but the man wasnt inside so he left the money on the counter. As he searched for the bills he put a tictac box on the counter as well...that just had one little tablet left. He had bought it to try it...not that he needed that kind of help. A pic that sat on the counter made him smile. It was small but still, it was a photo of Hathien...by the looks of it taken when she wasnt looking since she wasnt blushing or was trying to hide. Instead she had her concentrated face on so Craig guessed it was a zoomed in photo of her while riding. Then he heard Thomas calling outside and left, forgetting the tictac box.

"Hi there man...I left the money I owed you on the counter...so...what do you have for me to day...I plan to leave after dinner...for the house..."

The cramps and the back pain were making her miserable. Why she even tried to go to work in the first place when it consisted of manual labor was a mystery to her, her stubborness, perhaps. She might not make it through an entire day...the pain plus her exhaustion had her feeling terrible. She hadn't meant to be short with Craig, but, she didn't really realize how she was acting, not after her crappy morning that already had her angry and frustrated. She trudged off to the barn, avoiding him to do him a favor...she didn't want him to see her so put out, and she didn't want her anger to turn on him before she knew what she was doing. Passing Thomas on the way, he gave her a cheerful wave and a 'Goodmorning, Alayna!', she just mumbled back a reply that she hoped sounded halfway polite. By the look he gave her, though, which was laced with a bit of confusion, she doubted it. When she walked into the stallion barn Valor nickered happily at her and she reguarded him with a tired expression. She sighed....she really...reeeally..didn't want to ride right now, she was a bit shakey and weak, not to mention the pain, but she needed to...needed to continue to get him ready for the Olympics. Letting out a small, pitiful moan she leaned up against his stall to pull herself together, and then headed in after a moment to halter and tack the big stallion up.

----

Hoping Craig wasn't in the same mood Alayna seemed to be in this morning, Thomas walked off to find the man. Perhaps they had a fight? The way she walked, slightly bent over, trudging like she was walking through a foot of mud and her eyes looked tired, suggested something was going on. He wasn't always the most observant man when it came to a woman's feelings, but he did try...especially around the girls here at the barn since he really didn't like to trigger any of their anger, especially Alayna's. Going up towards his trailer, where the cars were parked, he soon found that Craig was in his house as he hollared for him. Craig poked his head out of his door, telling him what he was up to and grinning, like always. Well, at least he didn't seem to be angry, too, which was good since they would spend the day working together. 

"I need you to help me cut down a few tree limbs that got damaged in the storms this spring. I haven't had enough time to get to them 'til now." The smaller man nodded and Thomas led him to the equipment barn. He got Craig to help him hook a hay wagon up to the tractor and let Craig ride on it as he headed out to one of the back pastures. They passed the outdoor arena on the way, the girls were all riding, everyone looking happy except for Alayna who's mouth was drawn into a tight line as she rode Valor. The other girls gave her a sympathetic look from time to time. What was going on? He glanced in his rear view mirror to see Craig watching her as he rode on the wagon, the woman giving a glance towards him but not smiling or anything. 

Arriving to their destination he turned the tractor off and got out, bringing his chainsaw with him. He had Craig spot him on a ladder while he climbed it and sawed off any limbs that looked dead or broken, then Craig hauled them off and placed them on the wagon to dump somewhere else. Maybe they could arrange a staff bonfire sometime soon since the weather was cooling off... They worked for a few hours, not saying much since the buzz of the chainsaw prevented them from hearing each other. Soon, though, Thomas' arms were beginning to hurt as well as his back, but what was new, there? So, he climbed down, grabbed his jug of water and sat on the hay wagon that was slowly filling up with tree limbs. Craig came and sat on the edge of the wagon with him. 

He sighed and wiped some sweat from his forehead, offering the man a drink from the water jug. "You'd be proud of me, bud..." He said, breaking their silence, "me and Hath are...having a little supper together tonight. Just me and her...I...gotta admit I'm a little nervous...." He said scratching at his chin and looking down. "She seems to be wanting to...kick things up a notch..if you get my drift." A slight blush rose to his cheeks at that. When would he stop blushing? Would he ever? It just embarassed him more...and it didn't make him look or feel very manly...he didn't like to do it around Hath, but she had shyly told him once that she thought it was cute, which, in turn, made him blush even more, although the comment made him feel better. He glanced over at the man, not sure whether he should ask or not....finally deciding to, he was his best man, after all, he started by clearing his throat. "Is..uh..is everything ok with Alayna today? She seemed a little down and out when I passed her earlier. She feeling ok?" If he was bold he would have asked if everything was alright between the two of them, but he didn't like to pry into people's personal affairs. It wasn't his business, and nothing good ever came from snooping.

It was like every heavy thing was out to get his fingers. How many times had he 'pinched' his fingers between a branch and the wagon? Taking a break was welcomed. He was still as lean as he were as a working jockey. Perhaps he had gained a little bit of weight but you really couldnt tell. Compared to Thomas he was still a little fly. He chuckled at the other mans word and did a little seated dance and ended it with a high five invite. It was a little slow but he got it finally. He gave him a little friendly nudge. "Way to go bro, way to go! Finally if I might say so! Like...you need to really..." then he came to think about that it was Thomas he talked with, there was absolutley no need for him to say 'go slow'. If the man went any slower...snails would feel respected. 

"Just try and stay cool, bro...relax...if you watch a movie later...pick a good one...even if if its boring like cat crap, watch it...and try and you know...not fall asleep...the scary and the romantic ones often lead to them cuddling up to you..."

As the other man mentioned Alayna his smile vanished and he shrugged his shoulder. "Wish I knew...things were very good last night if you know what mean..." he waggled his brows a little and on cue the other mans cheeks changed colors. Not much, and a little less than the first time he spoke of 'that' he and Alayna did. He wasnt sure why Thomas was blushing like that. It wasnt like he had watched them do it. Not that he would care that much. The guy couldnt be THAT innocent...he had to have seen it somehow before...even by accident. That plus he was a farmboy...he had to have seen animals getting it on.

"She was grumpy as heck this morning...hardly got a kiss...and my breath was just fine....oh...yeah that is always a plus if you want kisses...a nice breath..."

Thomas' memory went places he didn't desire it to go when Craig mentioned things 'going very good' lastnight between himself and Alayna. That day he had stumbled upon them in the creek, it still bothered him, not like he was mentally scarred or anything....but he viewed that act as something more..private....something between you and the one you loved. Having someone accidentally stumble in on that act...well, it wasn't his version of ideal, although they hadn't even seen him and he had only gotten a glimpse before turning cherry red and heading the other direction. If he ever told the man he would probably get laughed right off the farm. He knew Craig more than likely wouldn't care and would just makes a big joke out of it, one he would never live down. 

He sighed and fiddled with a tall piece of grass by his knee. "I try to relax....this kind of thing...has never come too naturally to me. I reckon because I grew up like a heathen with four brothers and no sisters..." He chuckled. "My poor mother..how she stayed sane is beyond me." Then a confused look on his face as the other man explained that he had no clue why his wife to be was in such a sour mood. "Sometimes you've just gotta leave 'em be." he said scratching his head, then running his fingers through his wavy auburn locks. "...especially Alayna..." He added with a lopsided smirk, "..she'll plum chew you out if she's in a bad mood...which I'm sure you've figured out by now..." A playful laugh and another quick drink of water and then they went back to work for another few hours. 

Finally finished with what he had wanted to do for the day, Thomas stepped back and admired the wagon full of tree branches and the clean looking treeline by the pasture fence. It would keep the trees from destroying the fences as fast, especially if they had a bad winter or any more wind storms. The two of them headed back to the house since it was almost lunch time. As they passed the outdoor arena Alayna was sitting beside it in a chair, a bridle in her hand that she seemed to be cleaning, and watching as Lillian schooled Rome, who kicked out as the tractor passed. Hathien was nowhere to be seen, but Thomas knew where she was, making lunch for everyone in the kitchen. Maybe he could steal a few kisses from her before the others got in the house. Grinning, he stepped out of the tractor.

"Well.." Craig shoved the heels of his boot down the ground so he could rest the arms on the top of his knees without having the boots slip "it aint really a dance on roses having a sister either...even if its just one...especially a little sister..." his face got sad for a split second, then the man shrugged his shoulder "but...I dont really have to care about them anymore...they made their choice so..." he grinned a loopsided grin that didnt quite reached his eyes "guess I got the boot on being a brother..but I have Alayna now...so...who cares right...I dont need anybody else...if I just got her...you know...I would give anything for her..." Then he chuckled "Good thing we aint dames Thomas...otherwise we would be bawling our eyes out at this point and do the hugging and shit.." 

After saying his goodbyes to Thomas he headed 'home'. He wanted to have at least part of the roof done by the time Alayna got there. Since he was used to the fact of not eating skipping dinner wasnt that big of a deal. Although when Hathien would find out he snuck out he knew he would be 'punished' for it tomorrow. Seemed like the womans greatest joy in life was to stuff people with food.

He locked up and walked in. It was still a bloody mess, but at least you were starting to see how it would look like. On a wall Alayna had nailed up some pages from some interior design magazine she had thought looked nice. He trusted her taste, he was going to let her do her dreamhouse. It wasnt that he didnt care at all but...as long as she was there...it was a dreamhouse to him, as sappy as it may sound. He took a little look around in the barn. It was in better shape than the house. Of course it had some damages but overall it was better. They would have to take out the old hay and straw. Even if it was a good amount of it on the loft it would not do for feeding any horse at this point. Craig for one wouldnt at least dare to risk to feed it in case in was mouldy. There was not alot of land but enough for them to at least have some pastures and perhaps...when they could afford it a small arena. He shook his head. It was very easy to get caught dreaming and he had a job to do. He took the ladder and leaned it against the house, climbed up and started to work on the roof.

Alayna hadn't noticed Craig had snuck off to the house until she got ready to sit down for lunch and couldn't find him. She could have used a goodbye kiss....and a back rub. Hathien noticed, as well, and set her hands on her hips stubbornly when she realized the man had left without lunch. "You tell him I aim to put some meat on those bones!" She said to Alayna, pointing her spoon at her like it was Craig, instead. Alayna just giggled a little and shook her head. It was easier for someone to say such things that hadn't been a jockey...even if you didn't race as much as the big wigs you still had to watch your weight, like her. Although, she was going to get on him if he hadn't ate anything at all. He couldn't work like that and not eat, it was bad for you. She was feeling a little better, her pills finally kicking in after she had to take more. It had been hard to ride Valor, and he had been a bit fussy today, not wanting to bend or collect like usual, probably because she had been sitting awkwardly in the saddle since she had cramps. So, she eventually just sat down with some dirty tack and cleaned at it while watching Lillian ride. 

The woman had told her quite a bit about her weekend with Gabriel and Alayna couldn't help but grin when she saw the two of them together. She had always thought Lillian was a happy, bubbly person...obviously that was her reserved side, because now she seemed to be extremely chipper. Everyone chatted around the table, as usual, Alayna taking the time to talk with Nathan since he seemed down, lately. She tried not to be short with him since her bad mood was still wearing off, but he seemed to appreciate the company, smiling like his old self. When she asked about the Swedish woman he looked a little sad, but there was still happiness, too, and a faint smile as he spoke. She could tell things must be...complicated..between them, although she didn't really know their story. 

The rest of the day went by slowly. Her pains were coming back, so she didn't ride any other horses. Hathien and Lillian knew what was up, so they happily chipped in and took the load off of her hands. She busied herself with sweeping the barn isles, instead, and organizing the tack rooms, like she had been wanting to do for a while, now. At quiting time her energy had almost run out, her terrible sleep from the night before catching up with a vengence. Craig must have just walked to the house because her car was still at the farm, so she mummbled the happiest goodbye she could to the others and drove off. Hathien had given her a little covered up plate of food to take with her and give to Craig when she met him at the house, so she sat that in the seat beside her. When she got to the house she heard a banging on the roof and looked up. "Craig...?" She asked curiously. Surely he wasn't on the roof...had he called in someone to work on it? But she didn't see any other vehicles around. Soon after his head popped up next to the edge and she cocked an eyebrow at him. "Craig...you really shouldn't work on the roof by yourself...it's dangerous" She said with a sigh, too tired to get angry about it. It was a bad idea, especially if there had been any weak spots they didn't know about. "You don't even have someone to spot you on your ladder, what if it fell down with you on it?" Placing her hands on her hips and trying to stand as straight as she could with her cramps, she looked up at him.

He just grinned at her, that I-know-Im-a-naughty boy-but-you-cant-stay-mad-at-me-and-I-know-it grins "Well...can I crash with a horse through a fence at full speed this aint nothing to worry about Kitten...Come up, Ive been a good boy..." He had almost finished fixing the entire roof, just one or two hours more...and it would be all done. You couldnt really tell but on one side he had stacked up new tiles so he had them near by and the old ones he tossed down on the other side of the house in a pile of old hay. "I figured that maybe...we can use that to have like a roof for...I dont know...a henhouse?" He smiled at her, despite that she was still frowning. She kept him company on the roof for a little while before going down and continuing with some things inside.

Since it had been late the day before they decided to not work as long in the house today. Craig couldnt wait til they would be able to invite the others over for a housewarming party. Thomas had seen it of course...but they planned to do the very last on their own. They probably needed to set some sort of date when it would be finshed so they could let the landlord to Alaynas apartment know that they would be moving out. As it were now they sort of was paying double, it worked now but it still ate some of the money they could use for the house.

The phone rang just as they came through the door. He answered, still smiling at the thing she had said. The voice however made the smile fade. He listened and then he just hung up. "Wrong number I think...or a prank..." Three minutes passed and it rung again. He picked it up and then hung it up. "Kids or something" he said as to answer the silent question she asked with her eyes. "Im gonna hit the shower...if they call again..dont bother...I think that they think its hillarious..." He gave her a kiss on the cheek and left.

About the time when the water from the shower was heard the phone rung again.

Thomas paced in his kitchen, looking at the clock. It wasn't like this was a big deal...it shouldn't be a big deal, they had done things like this before. Every time, though, he became nervous and he didn't know why. Perhaps because he liked Hath so much he was afraid of doing something completely idiotic that would cause her to hate him? But she hadn't left, yet...they had known each other almost all their lives and she had never left. He smiled faintly at that, maybe he was doing things right, after all. He felt kind of lame compared to Craig and Nathan, and even the new guy, Gabriel, who seemed to have it all together when it came to women. He was just like the big, tall oaf that stumbled around not knowing what to do with himself. He and Hath had talked about it, though...he knew where they stood on the subject of..sex. They both wanted to wait. Sometimes it was just so hard, though...Craig might not think it but they had become intimate enough, they just kept it quiet, and sometimes...well...sometimes he just wanted to throw 'waiting' out the freaking window. But, he would keep up their promise, if not just for him, then definitely for her. 

It was time, and he was about to walk out the door to meet her in the farmhouse when he spotted a pack of tic tacs on the counter. Where had those come from? He picked them up, just one inside and...it was blue? Weren't they usually greenish or something like that? He shrugged his shoulders, Craig had said that fresh breath was important...he had already brushed his teeth, but this couldn't hurt. Taking the little pill-shaped candy, he popped it into his mouth...and...it tasted awful! Like extremely bitter chalk! Filling a glass with water he drank some to wash the terrible taste down. Never. Never again would he eat a tic tac...that was nasty...and he was pretty sure his breath wasn't any fresher. 

Still making a face at the terrible aftertaste in his mouth, he walked out the door to the farmhouse. Knocking on the frame of the screen door once he heard a familiar "Come on in" and stepped inside. Hathien was in there, placing a final plate on the candle-lit table. He swallowed hard, but smiled at her. She looked beautiful, as always. Her ebony hair cascaded down her shoulders to the small of her back, her blue eyes reguarded him with kindness and affection, and she was wearing a dress that showed off her long legs. He tried to keep his eyes on her face, but they ended up wandering all over her body. He had to find his voice, and when he did he complimented her, telling her she looked beautiful and she blushed shyly at that, but told him thank you, and that he looked handsome, as well. He stepped up to her a bit nervously, and let a hand run through the dark, silky hair that framed her cheek. Unable to help himself, he cupped her other cheek in his hand and lowered his lips to her's. She sighed against him, placing her hands on his chest and seeming to melt into his arms. He deepened the kiss, having to bend down further to do so. He hadn't expected this to happen, but some kind of unusual lust came over him, not that he didn't always desire her, but this over-rode his nerves and threw politeness out the window. They were still kissing when he noticed something......a tightening down below. Was he....? He stiffened, and tried to break off the kiss slowly, so she wouldn't think anything was wrong, and when they stepped away, she smiled at him a bit breathlessly. He smiled back, too, perhaps a little tight because some discomfort was beginning to grow between his thighs. 

A bit stiffly, he walked to the table and sat down. Normally, he would ask to help her get things ready, but....he was pretty sure if he kept walking around things would get embarassing really quickly. At least he had on bluejeans. It was hard to talk to her as they ate their supper, hard to push back that, once again abnormal lust when he looked at her. It was like he'd turned into an animal, wanting to just leap the table, and...he bit the inside of his cheek hard. What was wrong with him tonight? He always wanted her, but...he could usually control himself much better than this. Shifting his legs under the table, he was pretty sure his problem was now full kilter, because his jeans were feeling quite compact at the moment. 

He made it through supper alright...now was the movie....or rather...getting to where they would watch the movie. She went off to change so that she didn't have to watch the movie in a dress, and he took the time to go pop the movie in, sit on the couch and pull a blanket over his lap. There.....maybe that would work. She came back out wearing a t-shirt and shorts, something he didn't usually get the privelege of seeing her wearing, and his still-straining-to-be-free member gave a twitch. No! Behave yourself, man....they're just legs...just.... She came over and sat down next to him, snuggling up close to his side and laying her head over on his shoulder. He wrapped an arm around her back and pulled her closer, trying to angle himself to where his crotch was further away. Pulling the blanket in his lap over her, too, he thought it might get rid of some of the temptation since she was more covered up. Her body heat pressed up against him, her hair falling down beside him.....there was no way his problem was going away soon. He just hoped and prayed that she wouldn't notice.

------------------

Alayna looked at the phone curiously. Who in the world kept calling?? Craig had gone into the shower telling her not to bother with answering, that it was probably a prank call....but it was her phone...she could answer if she wanted. By the third time that it rang when he was showering she was so annoyed that she swiped it up, pushed the 'talk' button and held it to her mouth. "Who is this?" She demanded in an annoyed tone.

"Craig? Please dont hang up..."

He used the scrub harder and the hot water, that was close to being painful, made his skin even more blushing red. Why the hell had he made that call? Why had he even bothered to look at that show. Craig bit his lip. NO! His dad had left them...leaving him to take care of everything...every bloody thing...and what did he get for that? A thanks? A hug? No...oh no...just harsh words that his sister needed this and that, that the apartment was too small...but were they sleeping in the couch? No! They had a room each. Did they work so they could live there? No! And his father...

His hand hurt as he slammed it in to the tiled wall. Thankfully it didnt break...they would have to pay to fix it if it broke but he wanted it to hurt somewhere else than inside. It was easier to tend to a fucked up wrist than the pain inside. Suddenly he longed for a bottle of whiskey...anything to numb it with...to feel the light buzz and burn of the golden liquid. He was going to take a big, lovely drink even if they had work tomorrow. By now his wrist was starting to hurt. Fuck! He used one hand to schampoo his hair. Was probably time for Alayna to cut it again. He hadnt minded it being so short that she accidently had done last time. His hair was a good quality hair and you could do much with it and it still felt good, plus it grew like weed.

Stepping outside he wrapped the towel around his waist with one hand and then walked out. He stepped on some tailhair of Penny who with a yip dashed under the bed. He groaned. Now she would act like a bloody hurt pinky princess all night. Barf just forgot if you accidently stepped or stumbled over him, he just thought you was playing a game...He stopped in the doorway and watched Alayna just hang up the phone.

She could tell someone was on the other end of the phone as she demanded who it was, she could hear a sigh. She also heard a sudden, loud thump come from the bathroom, and if she hadn't been on the phone she would have gone and asked Craig if he was alright. It didn't just sound like shampoo falling...

"Hello??" She asked again, still in an irritated voice, "Who is this? If you're selling something, I'm not interested." Her free hand was on her hip and she tapped a foot on the ground. She didn't need this crap tonight. She just wanted to lay down...maybe ask Craig if he could give her a massage...find a stick of chocolate...she thought she had a piece in the pantry....

The voice on the other end cleared their throat and then they began to talk. "Hello...uhm...this is Charlotte Night...Craig called our show lastnight and won a prize...we were just calling to ask that he would call us back so that we could get the proper shipping information..." The voice sounded like a mixture between feminine and slightly masculine and seemed a bit hesitant. Her eyes widened as 'she' told Alayna who 'she' was. Charlotte Night??? That was the name he told her that his father now used.......what in the world was going on? Why was his father calling and asking for him, and why had he called his show lastnight? Had that been the phone call she heard lastnight? 

Her mind was racing, and she was so confused and shocked that she just stuttered out an "A...alright..just let me find a pen and...some paper..." She grabbed them off the counter and wrote down the number. It wasn't an 800 number.....was it his father's personal one? Was he trying to get in touch after all these years? The voice, seeming downtrodden, bade her a goodnight and she couldn't even find her voice to say goodbye back, simply clicking the phone off and setting it down. 

She was still trying to figure things out when she heard a yip from Penny, and then Craig walked into the doorway with a towel across his waist, an expression that scared her on his face. "Craig.......what's going on?" Was all she asked in a soft voice, taking a few steps toward him holding the pad of paper with his father's number on it.

His jaws were clenched. There was no smile in his eyes, no ounce of glitter. "You picked up the phone?" He didnt even looked at the pad with the number instead he went to the kitchen and got out the whiskeybottle and a glass, then he went back to the couch and sat down. After pouring himself a glas, all the way up to the rim, he gulped it down and then poured himself another. Heaven in a bottle, he felt the burn in his throat, a few more and he wouldnt need to think. His wrist was trobbing. Just fucking great! He glanced at it, looked like it was starting to color up a little. Great...just....fuck! He gulped down the second drink and as he did he caught the look on her face.

"What? I cant have a drink or two?" He felt annoyed...mostly over himself. If he hadnt...felt...the way he had felt when he called, nothing would have happend. He gave her a headnod towards the pad "You can toss that...burn it or flush it...give it to Princess Penny Peedog!... I dont bloody care...and I dont want that number!" He gulped down drink number 3. His skin was still red from the hot shower and his scrubbing, it was like he had been trying to scrub away the thing of him that came from his father. Not that it worked.

Full lips pouted into a concerned frown and brows knotted down over mint eyes. Not talking, she simpy watched the love of her life go to a cabinet, pull out a bottle of whisky and a shot glass and take it to the couch. The second he sat down he poured a shot and knocked it down. Moments later, another. Part of her felt bad for picking up the phone after he had told her not to, but...it was her phone! Why wouldn't she answer her own phone? Especially when it kept ringing every few minutes...and when he told her it was probably just kids playing a prank..well..honestly, she had felt like chewing someone out all day, so, they had seemed like a good candidate. What she hadn't been expecting, at all, was who was actually on the other end. 

She sighed and diverted her eyes from his for a moment after his question that more than hinted at his annoyance and anger. Whether it was at her, she didn't know..perhaps it was just at the situation. She hoped so. He nodded towards the paper pad, telling her to get rid of it and she looked down at the number....the one thing that might patch his relationship with his father. Sitting back, he took yet another shot.

"No." She said in a soft, but precise voice with a slight shake of her head. "I won't be the one to throw it away. I might have written it down, but he was calling for you, and it's your decision to either call him back...or not." She hated to do this. Hated to place these decisions in front of him, but he needed to face them. Needed to choose. Walking to the kitchen counter, she sat it down, face up, and then walked back over to him, sitting down beside him on the couch with no hesitation. 

He was pouring another shot. How many would that be? Four shots in the span of only a few minutes...Placing a hand on his arm, which was hot with abnormal, red marks across it, looking like he had scrubbed at it hard with the loofa, she looked up at him. "I understand that you're...angry..and confused, Craig...you have every right to be. But, if you're going to get slobbering drunk because of this..." She gave a glace to the shot he had just poured, "...then please do it here. I'll leave you alone, give you your space...I'll talk with you...give you whatever you need, just, please stay here. That choice is yours to make, too." She said with a slightly sad expression. She knew how he was...she knew that he usually needed to run off when he became distressed, but, at the rate he was drinking...it would just be plain dangerous. A small caress of his reddened arm and she got up slowly. 

"I love you, Craig." she told him in a quiet, but firm voice before walking into the bathroom he had just come out of. She would give him the time he needed to make his decisions. Wearily, and still cramping, she undressed and stepped into the tub. When the hot water began to flow over her pale skin the tears started to fall across her freckled cheeks. It killed her to see him in pain.

He wanted to throw something...but then he looked at the glass in his hand. It was hers. Nothing here was his. After he got Barf back he sold his storage as is after getting the few little things of personal belongings. That all fitted in two boxes. That was it. The old demons came over him. The old hurt. He placed his face in the palm of the hand whos wrist wasnt throbbing and took a shivering breath. He was not going to bloody call! The bastard didnt deserve that. He could sod off with...that guy. It had been years. Years when he had needed him. And nothing. He had only made that call to make him know that he was missing out on something. He sobbed and leaned back. The whiskey had failed him. There was no real buzz. Only the thoughts he didnt want to have.

The next day he felt both his head and his wrist, but stubborn as a  old mule he didnt tell Alayna, but he was very quiet. It wasnt long until lunch when a strange car came pulling up and a woman pulled up. He was too far away to see who it could be or for, but it was probably for Hathien. Nathan that had been the closest to greet the person smiled. He could see that much. Then he felt like a heavy rock was pulling him under. He had started to walk closer and as Nathan turned and called to him, that he had a visitor, and that this person also turned, everything turned red. Under the wig, and all the makeup that had to have been put on with more care than if it had been a real woman, under the nice fitting close that normally would have been covering up a body of a nice, slim figured 'older' woman, he still saw the eyes. The eyes couldnt change. They were his own...when he was smiling...warm choclate brown... Now his own eyes were dark and for each step the former jockey took towards the pair the angrier he got.

It was not hard for him to give the 'woman' a hard push in the state he was in, especially not when 'she' got taken by surprise. One part of Craigs brain wondered who really got the biggest surprise, 'she' or Nathan. "I dont want you here! I dont need you! GET THE HELL AWAY FROM ME!" Nathan talked harshly to him, took him by the shoulder and was starting to lecture him about what he did when Craig turned his black eyes towards him. "DONT YOU FUCKING TOUCH ME! You think this is a woman Mr Moore...then you are FUCKING blind!!" With that he yanked of the dark, longhaired wig from the seated person, and like he had flicked with a wand you could tell it was a man. A man that couldnt even look at him.

With all the ruckus and shouting the ladies came from all directions and Thomas. Now they all would get to know. Craig yanked off Nathans now slightly stunned hold of him and walked off. He couldnt even face Alayna. He couldnt face anyone.

The man on the ground took the wig that lay on the ground, just a little dusty in his hand, got up and held out his hand to anyone that would dare to take it. "Hello to you people....Im Charlot....Charles Knight....Craigs...father..."

They hadn't spoken much at all this morning. She had told him goodmorning, watched as he trudged to the kitchen to get his cup of coffee, but he hadn't done much except glance at her. It hurt...he hadn't come to her lastnight, simply staying on the couch until she had somehow managed to fall asleep curled up into a ball on the bed. She knew he was angry and confused, though, and she tried to understand the best she could. She had at least managed to give him a small hug, altough he didn't really return it, more like hung limply in her arms, but she still put strength and love into it. He seemed to be favoring one of his wrists as he got ready, and when she looked at it harder it seemed to be bruised around his wrist...had he hurt himself working on the house and hadn't told her? She decided to leave him be, although her instincts told her to have a look at it, she didn't really think he wanted her hovering over him right now.

When they had arrived at the farm he had got out of the car and begun to walk towards the house to find Thomas, she guessed, so, she went off towards the barns, sparing a glance back at him. She was just about to open Valor's stall door when she heard angry shouting outside. She knew who it was, she could never mistake that voice. Dropping her halter on the ground, she ran outside, and saw Craig angrily shouting at....a woman. Her eyes widened as it dawned upon her who the 'woman' most likely was...she wouldn't have known if it weren't for the words Craig was saying. Then, she saw Craig rip the wig off of his father, rounding on a startled looking Nathan. She didn't wait to watch any longer from outside the barns, instead, running up to where the commotion was. 

She didn't say anything when she arrived, simply watched as Craig strode off furiously. She didn't know what to do...she was torn...did she follow him and try to comfort? Did she leave him alone and let him have his space? Sighing, and blinking back a few frustrated tears, she let him go, instead, turning her gaze on the man that was now dusting himself off and standing up. Nathan and Thomas didn't really seem to know what to do, not approaching the man with the outstretched hand, simply looking at it in confusion and shock. Hathien had come out, and she brushed past the boys, taking it upon herself to greet him, although she seemed quite confused and unsure, herself. It was more a gesture of politeness than anything else. 

His father's eyes brushed past her own as she simply stood and looked at him. A shiver ran down her spine as she noticed that his eyes were the same as Craig's, if it wasn't for the makeup around them....it was eery, in a way. Biting the inside of her cheek she stepped up to him, didn't take his hand, simply met his eyes with her own cold ones. 

"You have another thing coming if you think you can just walk back into his life. You hurt him....possibly beyond any explaining you could ever do....don't expect him to run into your arms..." Her jaw clenched and she turned away, walking back to the barns without even telling him who she was. She didn't know what the others did, probably watched with bewildered looks on their faces, but she didn't care. Walking back to Valor's stall, she wrapped her fingers into the stallion's mane as well as her arms around his thick neck. Sighing into his dappled coat she bit off the tears. Where had he gone? 

She stayed at the farm until lunch, going about her daily business, not really talking to anyone. They all had unspoken questions in their eyes, but no one said a thing, which was good. She didn't know where his father had gone, or when he had left, but his car was gone now. Just before lunch she met Hathien in the kitchen, apologized for the commotion earlier and then asked if she could leave. She had tried to give him his space, but it had been hours and he hadn't come back, she had to find him and at least make sure he was alright. Hathien consented her request with a sympathetic nod, telling her that if there was anything she could do...just let her know. Alayna thanked her, although, she knew there was nothing the dark-haired woman could do. 

She first drove to the apartment, not finding him there, she went to the house. Going inside, she called for him and checked the rooms upstairs and down...but no answer. Unless he was hiding from her, he wasn't here. Frustrated and worried, she slammed the door hard as she came back outside. There was only one other place on the property for him to be...if he wasn't there then he had to be somewhere on the farm, and she probably wouldn't be able to find him there...it was too much land to scan. Walking to the little barn, she took a breath and then stepped inside, not hearing or seeing anything upon her first glance. "Craig...?" She asked softly, "Are you in here?"

He had cried. Just like when his father left them, big tears rolling down his face, sobs that made it hard to breathe. Now they had stopped but left a headache behind. He wasnt sure how long he had been here but then there was a sound of a car, and then the cardoor closing. Someone walked up to the house, was gone for a little while before coming back outside. Steps closed in and then he knew she was inside the barn.

Perhaps he startled her as he suddenly just seemed to be there but she had been standing close to the stall where he had been sitting. He had found a old halter in there, a nameplate still attached, 'Little Boy'. It had been rusty and the leather stiff by age. Judging from the size of both stall and halter, the horse hadnt been that little. "It was my fault he came..." he said finally, breaking the silence "...it was my fault and now everyone know...I just...he was on that show...what ever the name was...and..." he swallowed hard. A guy, a man, shouldnt cry just because he saw his dad on TV. "...I...I just wanted to hurt him...to hurt him, to let him know that...that I made it without him..." She still just looked at him but it seemed that her eyes had become a little blank. "Im sorry, Kitten...that I didnt tell you...Im sorry that I just...but I swear...if I hadnt...I would have punched him..."

She stroked him over the cheek and he leaned into her warmth, then her arms held him, hugged him over the boxwall and...from nowhere his tears came again and he cried against her shoulder. All the years of trapped emotions burst their holding pens like a herd of escaping mustrangs. Every harsh word from his mother, the snide remarks despite everything he did to provide for them... It left him drained, exhausted and it was perhaps good that the wall was between them, providing a good support. The fabric on her shoulder was dark with his tears and he held her tight. "I...I would die if I lost you...you are the one that mended my heart...Alayna...my heart is yours forever...it wont beat without you..."

Holding him tightly, he had cried into her shoulder, leaning heavily on her, but, it felt nice to support him. To finally feel like she was able to help instead of just watching him run off and be miserable by himself. A few tears and hiccups still escaped him from time to time and she ran a hand through his hair, like a mother comforting her child. Her cheek she pressed up against his tear-soaked one, just wanting to get that little bit closer. At his words she smiled sadly. "Oh, Craig..." She murmured against him in an almost whisper, "I don't think you realize what you've done for me, either....I was damaged...broken..when you found me...although, I was too stubborn then to admit it." She let one small laugh out, "...you pieced me back together....I love you so much." The last few words almost came out with tears, but she blinked them back stubbornly. He was the one that needed to cry right now, not her. 

After a little while longer of whispering comforting and reasuring words to him, holding him tightly all the while, she eventually raised her head from his cheek. "Let's go back to the apartment...the house can wait for a day." Slowly, they unwrapped themselves from each other and they walked hand-in-hand to her car. She drove them back, and when they got there she stripped him to his underwear, just like a little child, and coaxed him into the bed. He didn't want to go too willingly, still fighting her a bit stubbornly, telling her he didn't need to lay down, but his strength seemed to be drained from all the crying, and she eventually got him to lay down. Tucking the comforter under his chin, she left him in the dark room for a little bit. 

Going into the kitchen, she looked in the fridge, it was past lunch and each of them had only had their coffee this morning. She had some roasted chicken that she had picked up at the store the other night, and she pulled that out. Gathering up a few more things, she started working on a recipe she hadn't made since just before her mother had died, she used to make it with her and it was one of her father's favorites, homemade chicken noodle soup. She prepared the noodles, got out some chicken stock as well as chopped up some carrots and celery. It was done before too long, giving Craig time to nap, and she smiled faintly as she tasted it. It took her back home, and it's warm broth was comforting, hopefully it would have the same effect on him. 

Dishing him out a bowl she placed it on a tray with a glass of water and took it into the bedroom. The light flooding into the bedroom when she opened the door woke him, and his eyelids fluttered open slowly. "Hey, babe.." She said with a small smile, "I brought you some food." Giving him a moment to sit up, she then placed the tray on his lap and his water on the nightstand. Going into the kitchen briefly, she got her own bowl and brought it to the bed, sitting down on 'her side' next to him.

It wasnt until she had actually bedded him down and he lay his head on the pillow he felt how tired he was and he fell asleep almost right away. He woke when she opened the door. It felt weird sleeping in the middle of the day but he felt a little better now, except his wrist that was. He smiled at her after the first spoon "Taste really good sweety..." he took a couple of spoons more. His smile faded a little. "So...what should I do Kitten...if...if...what you said the other night...about...kids...they dont need to grow up around...drama...our kid...dont need the likes of...them...it..." he took her hand and just held it "it have us...and Hathi, Thomas and Lillian....we dont need anyone else...they are our family...sort of..." His smile returned, at least partly, playing at the corners of his mouth "and given if things work out...who knows whos weddings we might attend in the future..." 

He finished the meal and put it down on the floor before turning towards her. How could he be this lucky? He stroked her cheek with a tender hand before taking her bowl as well and placing it on his. Then he lifted the covers and pulled her in. Not everything in this bed had to be sleeping or sexing, it could just be this, them sitting close together just basking in eachothers pressence. He kissed the top of her head and hugged her.

"So..." he began softly, breaking the silence, feeling a little nervous "...kids...you know...if...if it hadnt been a scare...and you kept it...it wouldnt have been long now...have you thought about that?"

She smiled at his compliment, replying with a happy 'Thanks, babe." and was about to put another spoonful in her mouth when he asked her what he should do. Placing the spoon in her mouth she pondered on the question while she swallowed the warm broth. Laying the silverwear back down in her bowl she shook her head slightly. "I....really don't know, Craig..." She said with a sigh, "...I think you need to do what you feel is right. I mean...it's a blessing...just to still have your father with you...to know that you /can/ talk to him if you want. I know it's...a strained relationship..at best, but...maybe...if you both listened to each other...talked it out..." She fiddled with the spoon sitting in her bowl and it chimed against the porcealin. For once she seemed to be at a loss of words. "If.....or..when...we have a baby in the future...you're right...they will have an amazing 'family', anyways, and parents who love each other very much, so...whether you..bring your father into the picture or not is up to you." 

They finished their meal, and he took her empty bowl, then pulled her close to him. She snuggled into his warmth. Things weren't exactly 'ok', yet, but...they were better than earlier, at least. Sometimes people just needed to cry....Craig probably more than most, she thought, since he held his emotions in so much....and he had a rough past that she was sure haunted him just as much as her own did.... She placed her hand on his slowly rising and falling chest, feeling his heart beat beneath it when it suddenly sped up a little. She glanced up at him as he began to talk again, tracing a little heart outline on his chest as she listened. Her finger stopped it's pattern when she heard his question and she turned her gaze down. 

"Yes....I've thought about it some...." She said slowly. "...it..it kind of teased my emotions, I guess..when you think your life is going to change forever...and then have fate say 'nevermind', it kind of..messes with you....don't get me wrong..I.. I don't think I was ready, then...but, it did make me realize that pregnancy could be exciting." She paused, starting to trace the little design on his chest again and a small laugh came out of her. "I was always the girl that said babies weren't worth the time, money or effort...that they were just smelly and noisy and that I'd never have one....but I guess...when you have someone you love...it changes how you look at those things." She glanced up at him and smiled, another, louder giggle escaping her. "And you have to admit...we'd make a pretty gorgeous baby..." She said with a warm smile. "...especially if it had your eyes." She stroked a hand from his temple down to his jaw and then leaned in, meeting his lips in a long, slow kiss.

He smiled as she kissed him. "..my o'my Mrs Knight...or soon anyway...you wanna practice making babies?" Answering her kiss he pulled her closer still, up ontop of him. His hands stroked her over her back as she continued to kiss him and her arms wrapped around his neck. He moved his hans downwards and then stuck them inside her yogapants. He remembered then...and moved up again, but not until he had given her buttcheeks a light squeeze. Moving one of his hands upwards he let it rest on the small of her back and moved it in a circular motion. The other moved back up and cupped the back of her head.

Shifting slightly and then rolling partly over her he then leaned on one arm as he looked down on her, stroking her cheek and chin with his arm. "I love you Kitten...and...if...when...we...have...a baby..." he kissed her forehead "I want her to look just like you..." They cuddled a little bit more and then they took another nap. It wasnt often they got the chance to just lounge around and the many late nights at the house had taken a toll on them.

Waking before her he swung his legs over the edge of the bed and he silently got dressed in some softpants in a t-shirt. He leaned over and gave his wife to be a soft kiss on the head. She didnt wake but mumbled something that he couldnt hear. After taking the bowls and tray out to the kitchen he took the phone and...after hesitating he picked up the piece of paper he had thrown in the trash yesterday. He sighed deeply. He thought of Hathien...she had given him a chance without knowing him...she gave him a job when he needed it the most...he didnt know the farms finances...but he figured that whatever profit they made...it had to be barely covering or just giving a little profit. Yet she had kept him around even after Nathan came back. That was one of the reason why he had hanged around working even if he didnt get paid. Perhaps he owed his dad to at least listen. Carefully he opened the door and went outside to make the hardest call he had ever made.

She woke slowly, opening her eyes a few times only to shut them again, then after a few more minutes letting them flutter once more. The little massage Craig had given the small of her back had felt heavenly, and she had practically gone limp against him as his skilled fingers had worked at the muscles there. Now the pain felt much better after that and her nap. She rolled over, finding his side of the bed empty. Slowly, she got to her feet and walked out into the kitchen. He wasn't there, either, only Penny, who came up and sat down at her feet. She bent over and picked the growing puppy up, stroking her soft fur and feeling her wet nose nuzzle against her neck. Smiling, she remembered the day Craig had given her the little ball of fluff. 

"Where's Daddy at?" She asked the sheltie, and her head cocked towards the door, a small yip coming from her as well. Alayna followed the dog's gaze and went to the peephole in the door, looking through to see that Craig stood outside, holding his phone up to his ear. Her eyes immediately went to the counter, and when she saw that the pad of paper with his father's number on it was gone, her heart sped up. Penny seemed to feel her tense because she let out a small whine, wriggling in her grip. Alayna looked down at the puppy and scratched her behind the ear as well as kissing the top of her head before setting her down. Was he really doing it? Was he talking to his father, or had he thrown the paper away somewhere? A knot formed in her stomach, not that she was nervous, exactly, but that she was nervous for him...if he was doing what she thought he was, then it wasn't going to be easy on him. She just hoped it didn't turn into a yelling match...

Trying to fight the temptation to eavesdrop by peeking out the door again, instead, she grabbed a box from under her bed that was filled with different colored papers, scissors and scrapbooking materials. They had been preparing for the wedding, recently, between work and fixing up the house, and she had invitations to make...not that they were inviting that many people..but that just let her be more creative with the invitations since she could spend more time on each one. She had tied little dusty rose ribbons around the cream colored cards, as well as sculpting a few tiny flowers to glue on the inside. It would cost them less money if they made the invitations themselves, besides, it allowed her to be creative, which she didn't always get the chance to be. That was one of the reasons she looked forward to designing and painting their new house so much, it would give her a chance to use her imagination. 

Shifting in her seat, she couldn't seem to sit still. She couldn't hear what he was saying outside, and she wondered how things were going. Getting up finally, she headed for the refridgerator to get some tea when she heard the door open. Craig walked back in and she looked up at him, not saying a word, but her eyes searching his for answers.

"Hey..." He put the phone in the holder and went to sit down by the table to look on what she was doing. "They are really nice, Kitten..." It was not exactly hard to not notice her glances and he could tell there was a question that just wanted to come out. Smiling just a little he figured that he knew what it could be, but feeling a little naughty he wasnt going to make it easy on her. 

"So...when...what date had you in mind Alayna...we never really...talked of it...I guess we should the house ready first...and we need to think about letting your...our landlord here know too...and...we...we should probably try and get at least one room done and ready so we can live there, plus the kitchen...so we dont have to pay double..."

He couldnt help it, his worry about money...it had been with him so long now. It wasnt that he was cheap but he worried if he didnt have any control over it. He knew how it was to be so tired you would cry but still feeling the heavy load of responsibility being put on you, and felt the expectation biting your heels.

A full bottom lip pouted out. He looked at her with a coy expression, like he knew what she was thinking, but then he just talked about everything BUT the phone call he had just made. Stubborn, herself, she decided to just chat with him. Maybe things went bad...although he didn't seem very angry or sad....Craig didn't often confuse her, but right now was an exception to that. 

"Uhm..thank you.." She said with a smile, happy even though she was slightly bewildered at the moment. "Well....I was thinking something in the late spring...that gives us all winter to work on the house, and early spring is full of tornados around here, so...best not to plan one for then, especially if we have it outside. Would that work for you? I thought it would give us the time we needed to plan everything and get the house partially ready." She gave him a smirk. "You know you're going to have to get fitted for a tux, eventually....I thought maybe Myself and the girls could take you and Thomas with us when we're looking for the maid of honor dresses. Lillian is going to tag along to just look for a dress for herself.....yes...we've already discussed this." She said with a laugh at the look he gave her. She couldn't help but talk to the girls about it, she had decided not to do any bridesmaids for herself, just the maid of honor since it would most likely be a small wedding, anyways. Plus, it cut down on costs for her and her friends. She was pretty sure Lillian was happy enough just to attend and hadn't let on that she felt left out. Alayna would make sure to include her in plenty of the planning since she had already given her some good ideas. 

She gave a glance to the phone and then back to him. Noting his smirk as her eyes came back to his she gave a little frown. This wasn't funny! He was supposed to tell her what was going on....or....he didn't have to, but....she had been involved in everything so far...why not now? Taking her tea with her that she had just poured, she headed back to the table. Before she did, she grabbed a slip of paper off the counter that she needed for the invitations. Before she made it to the table, though, she 'accidentally' dropped it. With a smirk on her face that she knew he couldn't see because he was behind her, she bent over slowly, making sure to pop her bottom out as she reached for the paper. She knew how good her butt looked in yoga pants, two could play this game. If he wasn't going to tell her, then she would just 'mind her own business'...and perhaps fluster him in the process...if Craig Knight could be flustered, that was. Grabbing the paper, she straightened back up and then sat down at the table once more.

He had been fiddling with a scrap piece of paper when he heard her drop something, and as he turned he saw her too slow for it to be normal bend down to get it. A low chuckle excaped him. Turning around again he quickly scribbled down something on the paper, took a piece of tape and then, leaning over and stretching out he gave her rump a firm slap, attaching the note on her rump. "Ups..." The lowerlip went out again. By now he knew the most usual of her tricks and since they couldnt exactly do anything he wouldnt let himself be teased.

Hopefully she wouldnt notice it right away...or..if she did...she would hopefully laugh...He thought of the call. Terms had been made and they might met towards the weekend. His father had said he had cancelled everything for the weekend. Not that it bought him over or even made him take one step towards forgiveness...what was one weekend compared to years without a sound. He had let his father know however, know what mess he had caused by leaving, what he had been doing...and what his mother and sister had finally done despite of it...

"Date sounds good..." he continued. The thought of the fitting however "...sooo...when...do we have to do the fitting?" He wasnt that much to go shopping. Sure, he liked to look good and knew what to look for but he also knew what he needed and bought only that, he wasnt someone to walk around for hours looking at clothes...

"Ow, Craig!" She shot him a look as she sat down, one that was more mock-angry than anything, perhaps a bit exasperated, too. It figured she would try to fluster him and he'd just give her bottom a smack, instead. Well...she couldn't blame herself for trying. Getting back to work on the invitations, she smirked at his question. "Not until closer to the wedding, perhaps a month or two before so we know that they'll fit well. What...? You don't want to go shopping with me?" She pouted her lip out and he gave her a sarcastic look that she giggled at. Slender, small hands worked at another little tissue paper flower, rolling it up and then attaching it to the card. 

He kept smirking and looking at her butt. She raised an eyebrow and looked up at him. Maybe her dramatic bend over had done its job after all? But he looked more amused than turned on. Another glance at the phone. If he hadn't talked to his father, then who had he spoken to? She thought he would be...much more upset than this if he had talked to Charles. He stood by the counter and talked to her while she continued to work on the invitations. After a while she started to get sloppier with them, so she decided to put them up, saving them for another day. Gathering everything up she placed it all back in the box and got up. When she got up there was a noise that sounded like paper brushing against something and she looked down at the chair...hmm...she hadn't dropped anything. Hearing a smug snerk from Craig she glanced over her shoulder to give him a confused look. 

Then a look of recognition. One hand reached back, sweeping across the seat of her yoga pants to find....a piece of paper. Taking it off, she brought it in front of her to read. "Property of Craig" it said in his handwriting. Her eyes narrowed as she read and when she was done she gave him a flat, but somewhat amused, look with one raised eyebrow. Taking the paper, she flipped it over and shielded what she was writing from his view as she scribbled something on it quickly. Attaching a new piece of tape to it, she took it in her hand and walked slowly up to him. When she got to him she stopped to where her chest was almost touching his. One hand rested on his chest, the other....it went low and gently placed the piece of paper right on the crotch of his sweats. She made sure to cup her hand, looking smugly up into his eyes as she rubbed her palm on him for just a moment. Then, stepping back, she admired her handywork. "There." She said with a smirk at him. The piece of slightly wrinkled paper read "MINE" across it in her neat script. Still smirking, she turned and headed into the bedroom to place her box of supplies back under the bed.

Later, towards the evening he had still not said anything and he could tell it was really starting to bug her. It seemed that she was about to ask a few times, then her stubborn side struck and she either closed her mouth or said something else. She wouldnt get any help of the others either tomorrow, unless Lillian was there, but he wasnt sure she knew about the incident in the first place. Neither Hathien or Thomas was people to directly ask you, if they ever did they would probably look like a set of matching redlights. He chuckled at the thought. 

He had thought about having more fun with the note she had placed on his crotch but...it would be a bad idea to get all worked up and then only to stumble so to speak...especially since the area he would like to have was in the red zone. He wasnt sure how far in that she was and when the 'season' was suppose to be over. It wasnt like he kept track of those sort of things. Laying on his back in the sofa, one arm under his head and the other, the one with the owie wrist lay on his belly, he stared up to the ceeling letting his thoughts wonder. It hoped between things like a ball in a pinball machine, from the wedding, to the house, to his father and then to kids. What if they had kids, what if...things were patched up so they would meet? That was one area Alayna would never make him budge on, if things went...well...and if...when...they had kids...his father would never be allowed to be with it if he was dressed as a woman or had...his husband with him, and they would never go and visit him where ever he lived, the kid would never go and spend time there...if his...father wanted to ever see his grandkid it would be on his terms...or their terms really.

Alayna was out with Penny. Maybe he could make dinner for once but most of the stuff he could make were like...bachelor food. Mac n cheese perhaps could work. Before that had been a bit of a treat for him with all the fatty cheese. Now however he had come to term that despite loving the sport it was time to move on. If you hadnt made it now, what would the chance be of ever making it no matter how much you loved it. It was only going to be harder to keep the weight the older he got and if they got married, he had a responsibility. What would be if he got severely hurt...or...that... He couldnt risk it, leave her... Holding up his arm he looked at the wrist. It was a little swollen and there was a numb dull feeling to it. He must have hit it harder than he realized.

Alayna stood outside with Penny while she sniffed at the bushes by the parking lot of the apartment. How nice it would be when she could just go outside of her own house and sit on her porch swing while Penny did her business. That, and she wouldn't have to worry with neighbors any longer. Sometimes when they passed her they'd give her a look, especially the other women. That 'I know what you've been up to and I disapprove' look. She usually just smiled and flipped them the bird mentally. She and Craig tried to be quiet, they really did, excuse them for actually being in love and wanting to express it to each other. The little fluffball walked up and sat on her feet, her sign that she was ready to go back in, so, Alayna picked her up and carried her up the flight of stairs. 

Opening the door, she let the puppy down, who immediately bounded off for a toy. She noticed Craig was simply laying on the couch, resting for once. It was nice to have some downtime, perhaps all the drama earlier was a blessing in disguise since it actually let them sit down for more than ten minutes at a time. Walking over, she leaned over him and gave him a peck on the forehead. He still hadn't spilled the beans about what he had talked about, with who she guessed was his father, earlier. She had kept her mouth shut, though. Maybe he didn't want to talk about it at all, maybe he didn't want to tell her because he thought she'd get angry for some reason...she wasn't sure. 

She had noticed when she had come inside that he was looking at the wrist that was now laying on his stomach. She remembered he had been looking at it the other day, but she hadn't wanted to bother him about it, then, and then she had simply forgotten about it. Now, she stood looking at it, it was a little purple around one spot and it looked like it was slightly swollen. Frowning, she walked to the side of the couch, squated down, and took his wrist in her hand. She poked at it gently with the fingers of her free hand, feeling that there was definitely some puffiness there. "Craig..." She started in a slightly chiding tone, looking up at him, "..what did you do this time? Did you hurt yourself working on the house? Do we need to get this looked at?" She knew she had some vet wrap around here somewhere, she was pretty sure it was bright purple, but it would work to stablize his wrist and perhaps reduce some of the swelling. If he'd let her, she'd get some in a bit.

He raised a brow at her "This? Nothing...really...its not...that bad..." the words had just left his lips when a poke made him vince a little and he hoped she hadnt noticed. The look on her face told him clearly that she didnt believe him. He sighed. "I got mad at dad ok...I just wanted to...hurt him...I never expected him to call back...I mean...he had the chance all these years...why now suddenly..." Stroking her face with a finger he let it follow the line of her jaw down to her chin. He had memorized her features and even if he closed his eyes he could see her infront of him.

"I slammed it into the showerwall...not sure if I hit something else, a nob or something..." She poked at it some more "OW! Easy, kitten...its not catnip..." Sitting up he looked at her. "Anyway...dad....he...said that he...cleared the weekend...in case I wanted to see him...you think we should meet him?" He looked at her like he was a boy asking his mom what to do. Taking her hand he brought it to his chest just above his heart. "A part of me...dont...want anything to do with him...but...another...I just dont know...it have been so many years and he just...left us...me...like...I was nothing...he was...selfish...so..why can I be that now...now when Im finally happy. He closed his eyes for a moment. "Then I think of our future...we...we are a small family...not that its a bad thing...not at all...but...still...I just dont know...but IF...if I say yes to meet him...please say you come with me...please..."

Palpating the swollen area while he explained what happened she frowned a little. He must have been really angry if he had done this to himself....men....they just liked to punch things when they got mad. When he hissed at one of her prods she jumped a little and took her finger away. She would definitely have to doctor him some. When he told her, finally, what his father had said, and he placed her hand on his chest, she looked up at him with a serious expression. He wanted to see his son....that could be good...or very bad. At his question, tinted with desperation, she nodded her head slightly. 

"Yes....I think you two need to talk it out, Craig. I know you're angry at him but...maybe you need to know the whole story. If it could help your relationship...well....why not? And if you two don't agree...then you can go back to disagreeing, at least you can say you tried." She gave him a small smile, stroking his chest with the hand that was on it. When he asked if she would come with him she nodded with a smile, "Of course I'll come with you...anything you need, Craig...just ask." Standing, she bent down and caressed the side of his face before leaning to give him a kiss on the lips. 

"Now, stay here for a minute." Going into her pantry, she shuffled around in a box at the bottom. Pulling out what she wanted and then making a trip to the freezer she went back to crouch next to him again. The vet wrap was, indeed, purple, but he'd just have to get over it, it was all she had. Taking a bottle of extra lintiment that she had stashed away, luckily it was the lotion form, so she could rub it into his skin. "This is just lintiment." She said, taking his wrist. "I know it feels funny, but it might help the pain." Taking some, she rubbed it gently into his wrist, feeling the lotion working on her own hand as she touched it, creating a cool/tingling sensation. Once that was finished, she wrapped the vet wrap around his wrist firmly, but not so tight that he would lose circulation, just to help support it until they figured out what was wrong. Lastly, she gave him a bag of ice to place on it for the swelling. "There." She said releasing his wrist and admiring her handywork. "I guess patching up horses prepares you for patching up husbands-to-be, too." She said with a giggle.

It was a lie to say he wasnt nervous. He had been unsure what to wear and had changed at least times before settling for what Alayna had suggested. He had made one firm demand from his father. No women clothing! His father had agreed to that. He had given them a name on a resturant in town and a time. Craig held Alaynas hand in a firm grip. He hadnt spoken that many words in the car on the way here. They let the waitor know they were expected and he showed him the way to a table where a welldressed man in a suit sat. His hair color was similar to Craigs, perhaps with the beginning of a little lighter hair at his temples. It was cut short, probably to make it easy to wear wigs. He wasnt bald on top of his head however. Craig clenched his jaws, felt the feeling of running away creep up on him as the man got up when he saw them. It was at that point Craig felt Alaynas hand take his own a little firmer. 

"Hi so...Craig..." the accent of the older man was so much like his own, a little deeper...or...older sounding perhaps. Craig felt the old sting in his stomach come back. They looked at eachother for what felt like forever before his father turned towards Alayna. Suddenly Craig felt protective of her but before he could do anything Alayna held out her hand and they shook hands. It had almost looked like his father had been on his way doing the cheek kiss thing.  As they sat down the waitor came with the menus.

He kept his eyes on the menu but he felt his fathers gaze on him. The older man cleared his throat. "So...you...are getting married? When...I mean...have you set a date yet?" Even if he looked down he could still see a little of what his father did. He looked at him like...he had missed him?

He had felt so tense as she'd held his hand walking up to the table, at one point she even thought he might bolt, but she reasured him with a tight squeeze of her hand. As they entered the restaurant she had seen his father right away. How could she mistake him? With all the makeup and the woman's clothes gone he looked so.....normal....and a lot like Craig. Did it bother Craig that he looked like his father? She had never thought about it that way. Every time he saw himself in the mirror did it remind him of Charles...the day he had walked out of his life? His father was quite a handsome man, really, he had Craig's eyes and almost the same color hair as well as his strong jaw...or rather...Craig had his. 

Charles seemed nervous as well, both men staring each down other for a long moment before his father turned to her. She tried to stay polite, although, she had to admit that she was angry at his father, too...for the things she had heard and the emotional damage that she knew Craig experienced. She would give him a chance, though...he deserved that, at least. Smiling, she took his hand that she swore was smoother than her own and greeted him with "Hello, Charles, I'm Alayna, Craig's fiance". She would use his real name, whether he liked it or not. Things were a little awkward for her, but she fought to keep a smile on her face. If the two of them became angry with each other then she had to be prepared to mediate the argument. 

They sat down and there was a tense silence for a moment while they looked over their menus. Her hand rested on Craig's knee under the tablecloth, her thumb rubbing over it comfortingly, letting him know that she was right here. She couldn't imagine how hard this was for him. When his father hesitantly broke the silence with a question she squeezed Craig's knee lightly, encouraging him to answer. If she could, she would mostly stay quiet and let them converse, although, if Craig became too uncomfortable, she would gladly take over for him. She just wanted to see the two men at least try to communicate.

"...yes." he said after a legsqueeze from the woman. Like he would like to start blabbing like...like a gossiping gay guy! Another squeeze and he sighed "...we have just set a rough time period...since it depend on other things..." The older man glanced at the woman, looked at her like if he tried to figure out if it was a reason that involved her somehow. Craig glared at him. "Im not like you, Charles...we have been careful..." his voice had a sting to it and it made his father look down at the menu. Like a reply he got a sharp poke in the leg, another sigh. "I mean...its due to the fact we are trying to...restore a old farmhouse plus we dont want to have the wedding at a time when the risk of twisters is big, especially not if we want to celebrate the wedding at the new place."

The waitor came and they ordered their food. The talk went a little better but he wasnt willingly giving out information, most came after either a squeeze on the leg or a poke. He was sure he was going to have a bruise or something. However, deep inside he felt for the other man, that despite his cold way still kept trying and trying and trying. Then came the anger again. Why hadnt he tried like this before? Why hadnt his father tried when he needed him? When he fought with both school and work so he would be able to provide for his mother and sister? Where was his father then with this....understanding and will to make it good again? Where?

His father had after trying to talk with him made a conversation with Alayna instead, even if he glared at him. Did he try and get to know them now? Did he really care about them or was it just an act? "What do you want....Charles?" He interupted them. He hadnt said much directly to the older man, besides reluctantly and a bit rude (even if he didnt cared about that). "Do you really think this...this..." he gestured towards the remains of their meal, it had been a rather expensive resturant "...you think that will make it all cootchiecoo and snuggly again?" Craig felt the old hurt coming back, that he once again was the boy that with tears in his eyes that called out for his father that just walked away...ignoring him...leaving him all alone.

"No...Craig, but...but I was hoping that maybe..." Craig intereupted him, once more, his voice cold "...hope? What do you know about hope? What sort of hope did you give me when you just....left...Charles? I couldnt hope for anything...just that I would be able to keep the job, keep the grades so they didnt kick me out, and hope that mom....that she and Em wouldnt spend all the money so I had to work extra so we could afford the rent...do you even care...Charles...do you even bother to think about the fact about the mess you left...I was man enough to stick around...I took care of them...you are no man...Charles...you are just a bitch with a dick!" His anger had spiked but he hadnt raised his voice. As he spoke the cheeks on the older man grew red. Served him right to feel ashamed. If only the sharp poking could stop. He glared at her but recived just an sharp glare back.

She had become a little irritated when Craig had interupted her. His question to his father had been laced with anger and to the point. It seemed like his temper was flaring....which could be very bad if it got out of hand. She had answered all of his father's questions politely, but leaving their more private affairs out of her discussions since she could tell that Craig didn't want him to know everything...at least not yet. Watching with a hurt expression, hurt because she felt for Craig..and even his father, she listened silently to his spiteful words. Craig seemed to be....torn..she was sure it was confusing. Perhaps a part of him wanted to reconcile with his father, while a larger part, she was sure, still hated him for walking out, especially his reason for doing so. 

When his father started talking in a quiet, disheartened voice and Craig interrupted him..that was when she started to get angry. How was anything ever going to happen if he wouldn't let Charles explain his feelings? He just bulldozed over him every time his father tried to talk, it seemed. She understood that he felt outraged and betrayed by his father's past actions, but....they had both overlooked and forgiven each other's pasts when they had decided to be a couple, why couldn't he at least try to give his father a better chance? His last furious, but quiet, words earned him a sharp poke in the knee. He could at least save that talk for when they were out of the restaurant! She knew he was angry, and she was happy he was keeping his voice down, but he could at least try to be civil about things! He glared at her, but she met his, now seething, gaze with an agitated one of her own. 

The look on his father's face after his words had made her feel for him...he looked ashamed and humiliated. Looking back up at Craig he met her eyes again, his usually warm, brown eyes now dark with hostility. "Stay calm." She mouthed to him while his father looked down at the table, then added in a very soft whisper, "Give him a chance to explain himself, Craig." After that, so that he wouldn't think she was too angry at him, she gave his knee a gentle rub and then sighed quietly, the tension in the air starting to get to her.

Crossing his arms across his chest Craig leaned back in the chair. "I am perfectly calm, cool as a cucumber even..." he muttered "...no REAL man would ever leave his 16 year old son to take care of everything...Im..." 

The younger copy of the man across from the woman clenched his jaws and grew silent as the older with slightly shakey hands took up a small jar and took a small pill out of it. With a little water he got the pill down. Charles smiled softly at the woman who was the only one who had looked at him with a slight worry in her eyes, Craig...not so much. "Nothing to worry about, dear....the doctors just think the old ticker dont do as good of a job as it used to...so Im taking these little darlings on a trial basis...it just might be the...work...that might be the devil in this.." He decided to try and ignore the glaring from his son. He couldnt take back what had been done, there had been times when had wanted to check in on them but then something seemed to come up and he thought that it was perhaps for the best. Ever since the call to the show his heart had been acting up making him wish more that he should have done something.

What Craig had said last had hit that 'should have' nerve and make him feel ashamed and...well mostly that but...did he really know how it was to feel trapped inside the 'wrong' body. He hadnt gone through the whole shebang even if most seemed to think so... it was just the matter of having a perfect bodysuit, good make up and good clothing. There had been a time when he had tried but...he couldnt meet what was required to do it. 

Craig just looked at his dad. Ok then, he be a good boy...she should see...he wasnt going to say anything more...ever!

"I'm very sorry to hear that..." Alayna said sympathetically, giving a glance at Craig. He just sat there with his mouth in a tight line, doing nothing but glaring at his father and breathing. She removed her hand from his knee with a small sigh, placing it back in her own lap. He didn't seem to be too affected by the fact that his father had just told him he had a heart condition. If he wasn't careful....he could lose him. She blinked, trying to push the thought of her own parents out of her mind. Oh, if she could just sit across from them at a table and talk like Craig was having the opportunity of doing... She knew they were different circumstances, but, still...he didn't know how lucky he was to be looking, or, more correctly, glaring, at his father right now. Would he rather his father be dead? 

She sat silently for a little longer, no one saying a word and she felt like she could cut the tension with a knife, it was making her anxious. Every now and again she had looked at Craig, but he just stared ahead of him, jaw set in a stubborn line. So, that was his game? Was he playing the silent treatment card, now? Even to her? Her own brows knitted down a little in frustration. She was just trying to help...but these two seemed to be going downhill quick, not that she had expected much else from their conversation. 

"I think we should go...." She said after a few more moments of silence, it was obvious they weren't getting anywhere if they just sat and stared at one another. Maybe some time for both of them to be alone was what they needed. Thinking time. "It was...nice to meet you, Charles..." She said as she got out of her chair, offering a hand to him which he took with a smile tinged with sadness. When he let go she looked up at Craig, who had stood up when she had, but still hadn't said a word.

He was still sulking as they walked through the resturant, hands in his pockets. A quick glance at the woman next to him. Great...now she was pissed, he could tell that much. What did she expect him to do...frenchkiss him? Nice to meet him!? Yeah...easy for her to say... who did he think he was...really?

Then almost when they had passed the 'waiting station' at the front of the resturant, from about the place they just left there was a sudden commosion. Both of them turned of course to see what happend. At first Craig thought it was just a clumsy waitor dropping something and was prepared to snicker at it... There was a lot of crushed plates but then he saw it at the same time he heard someone yell "OH my god! I think he had a heartattack! Someone call 911!" A icy dread filled him and it was like it was getting hard to breathe. 

Somehow he suddenly was at his fathers side, how he had gotten there he wasnt sure, wasnt sure how many people he had just tossed to the side despite him short stature, he only knew...he had to save him. He checked his pulse, it was weak and then...he stopped breathing... Some few seconds he just sat there, like in chock before the education had set in even if he had never done it on someone living before. He didnt even think that he placed his lips on another mans mouth, or that he pleaded with him, just like he had done so many years before. 

The memories from that day came back, and tears soon wetted his cheeks "Please...dad...please...dont...leave me...dad...not...not again...please!!" He continued with the CPR til the medics came and if they hadnt pulled him off. He had tried to continue but they were bigger than him...or at least it felt like it. Again he was just 16 and powerless to do anything. In a haze he saw the men work on his father, put a needle in his arm, adding some other stuff but he had no clue what it could be. They seemed to be finished and it was at that point one of them turned to him and talked... It was so strange...he watched the mouth move but he couldnt hear any of it. He tried to reply, he knew he opened his mouth...to say something, but there was no words then either... Next he saw the man talk to Alayna, and she opened her mouth...something had to have been said. He blinked. It was just a dream...a weird...odd...drunk dream...those never made any sense.

It all happened so fast. One moment she was walking out of the restaurant with a miffed expression on her face, and the next she was standing next to Craig as he bent over his father, administering CPR as tears ran down his cheeks. She didn't know what to do....someone had already called 911..all she could do was watch in horror, panic clouding her mind. She was usually good in situations like this. Most of the time she was the one telling everyone else to chill out, but, this....it was different this time. Seeing his father lying there on the ground, unmoving...the memories of her parent's deaths flooded her mind, consuming her thoughts completely. The fact that Charles and Craig looked very much alike and that it was almost like looking down on the unconcious, older form of the man she loved made it even worse. It was almost too much for her. Her ultimate fear in life was losing him...it had come so close to that before....if he hadn't come out of that coma..... She squeezed her eyes shut, trying to push away all the thoughts that were making it hard to stay calm. Her rate of breathing was increasing and tears stung at her eyes, but way back in her brain a little voice told her to keep it together for him. 

All she could do was watch helplessly, her heart breaking as she listened to Craig plead with his unhearing father to come back, to not leave him again, until the medics came. When they did arrive they basically had to pull Craig off of Charles, she was afraid he might hit one of them, but as she saw the expression on his face, she knew he didn't know what he was doing. He was in shock. One of the EMT's came to talk to Craig, but he didn't respond, instead, he asked her a few questions and she answered them the best she could. By the time she got finished with the questions they were rolling his father to the ambulence and she looked over at Craig. She had taken his hand after the medics moved him away, and now she gave it a squeeze. "Craig....baby....I'll drive us to the hospital. The EMT told me which wing they would be in and that....they think he had a heart attack. They don't know how severe, yet.....I'm...I'm so sorry, Craig..." 

It crushed her heart to look into his eyes, to see the disbelief, confusion and the anguish in them as well as the few tears that were still escaping. He didn't say anything in return, just looked at her like she could fix everything....but she couldn't. There wasn't a thing she could do. She practically sped the whole way to the hospital, luckily it wasn't far away. Unluckily, when they got there the nurse informed them that all they could do was sit in the waiting room. Charles was recieving emergency care and no visitors were allowed yet. So, with his hand still in her's, she led him to some chairs where she coaxed him to sit down, and then took a seat, herself, next to him. The bad memories were still flooding her mind, and she was having a hard time functioning, as well, but she was trying to be strong. If there was one thing she hated to be, that was weak, so taking a few deep breaths to steady her trembling hands, she then looked up at Craig, who seemed to be staring at nothing. "Craig....?" She asked softly, some of the other people in the waiting room were looking at them. They could all tell the couple was distressed, but she ignored their looks. "...honey?...Are you with me...? Are...are you going to be ok?" She knew it was a stupid question, but she was trying to get him talking. If he would just say something...

He wasnt sure what to do or how to react. He was still so angry, so very angry but then...there was the young Craig, the Craig that had loved his father, the Craig that couldnt understand what he had done wrong for his father to just leave him behind, they had always done things together. Thats why it fel like his father had betrayed him. It was his fault... if...if he only had...then...then his father wouldnt...no...no, NO he could not die...he would...he couldnt...not...not now... Suddenly he realized someone was talking to him. He blinked and looked to the side, after he saw that it was Alayna he looked around like he hadnt been aware where he was. The hospital. 

"I...I killed him...I...I...didnt...mean to..." tears glittered in his eyes, before they spilled over "..." He felt himself shaking as he looked at her, then her arms were around him, her hand stroking his back. How long did they sit like that? He wasnt sure...if he never let her go she would never get hurt, she would be safe.

"Mr...Knight?" Craig jolted back from her embrace and then, a bit lightheaded he stood up. The doctor looked down at his papers, holding out what he wanted to know like it would be a damn finale on survior or top model. He clenched his jaws...he couldnt...get mad...

"Your...father..." Craigs own breathing stopped for a moment "...he was lucky...it was just a minor attack, but it seems like the pills he got was the ones causing trouble...apparently it was something in them he reacted to...so...it was really two things at once that happend. He have gotten treatment and will be as good as new...or well...as good as he can be." The doctor smiled at him and then procceeded to let them know they could go in if they wanted if they just kept it short. They could come back for a longer time tomorrow.

After the doctor left them he just stood there. He wasnt sure what he should do.

Stroking her hand along his back comfortingly, she felt some more of his tears wetting the fabric at her shoulder. His earlier comment had broken her heart, why would he think that? She had spoken a few comforting words. She didn't promise him that everything would be alright, because she didn't know if it would, but she still murmured softly to him. They remained that way while the nurses continued to work on his father. When the doctor came he smiled warmly at them, that was a good sign, at least. She felt her body relaxing, letting out a deep breath she hadn't realized she had been holding as he told them the good news. 

Looking up at Craig, she wasn't sure if he was relieved or not. His expression was hard to read, and she gave him a wondering glance. He wasn't talking again, possibly because he was still in shock. The doctor had walked off, probably busy with more patients, so she stepped up in front of him. One of her hands came to rest on his arm, rubbing it comfortingly as well as trying to get his attention. "Craig...? I think we should see him...we don't have to for long....but...don't you at least want to check on him?" His expression was confused, torn. It was confusing her, too. Just a moment ago he had been crying over his father from being so distressed, but, now...he didn't seem to know what to do. 

Not recieving an answer, just another disoriented glance, so she took the initiative, herself. Leading him with her hand, she found the room the doctor had mentioned without too much trouble. Knocking on the frame lightly, she then entered a private room. Craig had balked a bit at the doorway. Not exactly refusing, but more like he was unsure about what was happening. She coaxed him gently to walk with her, though, and they entered into the room.  Charles looked tired, hooked up to an IV and a machine as well as changed into a hospital gown, but....it could have been so much worse. 

"....Hey, Charles..." She said softly, walking up next to the man in the bed. She had released Craig's hand, not forcing him to come as close as she was. A bit hesitantly, she reached out and placed her hand gently over his father's that had an IV inserted into it. "...how are you feeling?"

The man in the hospital bed smiled tiredly. "Oh...guess I shouldnt...complain...but...I worn better gowns..." then he realized what he said and looked worriedly at his son that stood in the room, but near the door "I mean...its...ok...feel like I have been run over..." 

Craig had started to pace back and forth, like a trapped animal, looking everywhere but on him. Charles couldnt help to smile and shake his head a little. "You will take care of him, will you...he was such a good boy...but...his mother and I...lets say we didnt marry out of love...we...were forced to...by her father...he was very controlling..." Now his son had walked up to the window that were as far away from him as he could come, his shoulders were tense. "I sent money, but I never heard anything..." the older man took a deep breath, he was getting tired. "Craig...please...come..." As his son turned he wished with all his heart that he could take him in his arms like he had done when he was little, when his son had been scared of the moster that lived under his bed.

His son had taken a few steps closer, and then after a look from the woman he now stood beside his bedside. "They told me...that the outcome might not have been this good unless someone had done CPR...and...they told me it was you...thank you..." His sons eyes spoke more than words, in contained so much he felt it in his heart. What had he done? Why hadnt he taken Craig with him? He knew his ex-wife...she was mentally sick but nobody knew...and he had left his son there with her... Then a nurse came and said it was time for them to leave. As his son reached the door he turned around, sighed, and spoke for the first time since they got here.

"I come back tomorrow dad...then...then we can talk...I promise..."

The ride from the hospital back to their apartment was silent. Both of them seemed too consumed in their own thoughts to say anything. Every now and again Alayna would glance at her husband-to-be. He seemed to be taking things better, now, that distraught look leaving his face just a little. Walking up the stairs to the apartment behind him she observed him. His shoulders seemed tight and he walked like he had been beaten, back slumped and feet not seeming to want to lift up high enough. When they entered Penny greeted them with her usual vigor, pouncing around Craig's feet, but when he didn't play back with her, like usual, she seemed to understand, instead, sitting at his feet as he sunk down into the couch. 

Alayna walked over and sat down next to him, placing her hand on top of his that rested on his knee. "Craig...?" She said after a moment, almost afraid to break the silence that had lingered between them for what seemed like so long, now. "...I'm proud of you...for agreeing to meet your dad...for..giving him CPR....you saved his life.." Her hand squeezed his own gently. Leaning over some, her other hand came up to caress his cheek with a feather light touch. "I..think you should rest...I'll make some supper, you just try to sleep a little...it's been a rough day." Kissing him on the forehead, she let him take his shoes off and lay down on the couch, then she grabbed a blanket, laying it across him. His hand had felt slightly cold, possibly from the shock that was still wearing off. 

Going to the kitchen, she tried to be quiet as she cooked up a 'heartier' meal than usual, in their standards. She grilled some chicken breasts, steamed a bag of brocolli and toasted some bread. It didn't take too long, but it at least gave him a little time to think, and then hopefully clear his mind as he lay on the couch. As an afterthought, she grabbed the cookie mix she had in the fridge and placed it in the oven. Not that they ate cookies much in this household, but she liked to have some around for when they occasionally visited Hath's for supper. They could eat a few for dessert, tonight seemed like a good night for chocolate chip cookies, and the rest she would give his father at the hospital tomorrow. Perhaps she could swing by the store and buy him some flowers, as well. 

Once the food was finished, and she had placed both of their plates on the table, she walked over to him. Putting a hand on his forehead she brushed his bangs back, stroking her fingers through his hair in a loving manner. His eyes fluttered open. Whether he had been sleeping or not, she didn't know. "Supper is ready, hon..." She said with a faint smile as his warm, chocolate eyes focused on her own. They walked over and sat at the little round table, one across from the other. Cutting up her chicken she took a few bites before looking up at him, her voice soft as she began to speak. "Are you...alright, Craig...? Do you want to talk about anything that..happened?"

"...its ok..." he said softly, all the spunk that usually was Craig Knight wasnt there, just an empty shell "...I did that...to him...I almost...killed a man...m...y dad..." He was tired...so tired of running, around and around in a race that never seemed to end, a race that kept going because his memories. They had been with him for so long, the memories and the hurt of his father leaving him, the many years of struggle suddenly felt like he had been in prison without the chance of judge or jury hearing his case, no parole, nothing. 

He just poked in his food, sorting the veggies after size. He sighed deeply after her words. "I know it wasnt...my fault...in here...but I still feel...you know...when I was little...it was...him and me always...we didnt do...the most manly things like some of the other blokes did with their dads, but he took me to other places where their dad didnt...like...the museums and come to think about it some galleries too...sure it was hard to be seven and stay quiet....and not touch anything...but still...I was with my dad you know. Mum and Em...they always had their thing...but I didnt mind...I had dad....we talked about everything...or...er...well...obviously not everything... he didnt said a word to me as he left...just...turned his back om me as I was some stranger...how could he just...walk away...I was...his son...he just...left me behind...."

Putting his fork down he just stared into nothing as he spoke with a low voice. He had never really been the feeling talky person but he really tried when it came to Alayna, he tried so hard.

She felt helpless. There was nothing she could do besides comfort the man she loved more than anything else in the world. He looked...defeated. Nothing like he usually did, and it frightened her, although she didn't let it show. She knew he would come out of it, but she despised seeing him this way for any amount of time. Getting up slowly, she walked over to his chair and knelt in front of him, holding one of his hands in both of her own and looking up at him. Her fingers stroked over the back of his hand, and then flipped it over to caress across the bottom of his wrist. 

"Craig..." She started quietly, "Your father loves you.....I can see it every time he looks at you....I don't...I think he feels quite a bit of shame for leaving you...we all make mistakes....I know I have made my share of them...no one is perfect. I'm...not saying that's a good excuse for him to have left you, but....he /is/ trying to make things better. And don't you dare blame yourself for what happened today, Craig Knight.....your father has a heart condition, and the doctor said himself that the pills were reacting badly with him. You didn't almost kill your father...you saved his life." A pause as she looked up at him, "Things will get better, Craig.....they will. Just give your father a chance and you can see where to go from there..." Standing up, she coaxed him to get up, as well, and once he was standing she wrapped her arms around his waist tightly, her head resting by his neck. He felt so tense in her arms. "I love you, Craig..." She said softly as a hand rubbed across his back. Closing her eyes against his warm chest she took a deep breath, breathing in his scent and feeling a little of the weariness from the day leave her.

Her warmth, her body against his and he felt his own longing emerging, his desire, his love for her. Words somehow seemed not to be enough and slowly he kissed her neck that happend to be the place that was closest to him. His hands touched her, pressing her body closer to him so he felt her body even harder against his own. She moved her head and his lips connected with his, his tongue teased and tickled, finding the right combination and found their way in. Letting his hand stroke her over her firm rump, he squeezed it making a soft moan come from her. It had been awhile now, just that short period of time each month, still it felt like an eternity. 

Nibbling her neck, more strokes, teases and kisses...Craig was starting to feel hot and with one smooth move he removed his t-shirt. It felt almost like the first time, it was the same sparks, same raw need between them. Like she weighed nothing he picked her up and carried her to the couch and he sat down with her in his lap. He hugged her like she would have been a big child. All the love he felt for her, it felt it would cause his heart to burst. He paused and looked down at her face, her mintcolored eyes had darkend, lips slightly parted. She leaned in to his touch as he gently stroked her cheek and he bowed down and put his forehead against hers.

"Thank you for being my rock today...my support...my lifeline...I would be lost without you.."

"...Always, Craig.." Was all she could reply in a hoarse voice, cracking from emotion. Her fingers trailed across a familiar cheekbone, going down to trace his stubbled jaw and chin. Her other hand was on his warm, bare chest, she could feel his heart beating underneath her palm, quickening as she came in for a kiss. Her body yearned for him, to feel so close, to feel that connection...but she would take it slow. She would cherish the time they spent in each other's arms, they had all the time they needed right now, and she wouldn't take it for granted by rushing. They continued to kiss deeply, his hand coming up to cradle her neck and she felt herself melting into him, her eyes closed and little sighs escaping every once in a while. 

It was so nice to just be able to enjoy one another, to make each other feel good. This was one way that she actually felt like she could comfort him, and it made her happy to know that she could at least do something to help. She had on a soft dress, since they had been at the restaurant and she hadn't found the time to change. Finding the hem of her dress she pulled it over her head and discarded it on the floor, revealing a lacy, pink bra and thong. His hands found her torso the second she took the dress off, and she shivered as they stroked at her stomach, her hips and then dipped back to caress her bare bottom. 

While he was occupied with roaming her body, her own hands were busy, as well, fiddling with the buckle of his belt and then the button and zipper of his pants. Once she got them undone, she left them for whenever he wanted to slide them off since she couldn't do it herself. In the meantime, her lips found his neck, gently kissing, licking and sucking it as he continued to stroke across her body. She smiled against his neck when she felt his hands go up to the clasp on her bra, unsnapping it in one, quick movement. Leaning back, she helped him shrug the straps off of her shoulders and then bit back a soft moan as his lips found her breasts.

Why he liked doing this, feeling the nipple harden under his touch, his tongue he wasnt sure, somehow it made him feel...like...like he could matter...that he could do something good for someone...and in this case for someone he loved. In each of his movements he put a bit of his love in it, each stroke, each nibble and kiss... He moaned softly as she arched against him and carefully he moved, placing her in the couch and then lay himself partly on her while leaning on his elbows. Her legs wrapped themselves around his waist, holding him tight. A deep blissful sigh escaped him and he lay his head on her chest, while his finger traced the area around a nipple and he watched it harden.

"I...I just dont know what to say to him..." then he let his lips find the erect 'button' and he sucked on it, alternating from soft to a little harder. If he let his mind just be filled with the almost naked woman under him...then he wouldnt have to think of something else. Even if they might not be able to do something, just feeling her, hear her, patched up his aching heart.

While keeping most of his weight on his elbows he still had some freedom with his hands and now they were cupping her breasts, pressing them together so he easier could lick and nibble both of her nipples at once. He sighed into her soft hills as she arched against him pressing them closer. 

"Just....mm...just t-tell...him how you....f-fe..el..." She said in a breathless voice, squirming some underneath of him. His tongue teased and his lips sucked, making it hard for her to talk, but if he was finally going to open up and talk to her now, she would respond the best she could, despite what he was doing to her. Her hips arched up on their own, rubbing against his stomach since he was shifted down on top of her. His hot breath brushing past her skin making it goosebump as she watched him nuzzle into her. 

He wasn't advancing as quickly or confidently as usual, seeming hesitant to initiate anything 'down there' and she smiled faintly. Her period had been gone a little more than a day, it usually didn't stay very long because of her small stature, he must have thought that Aunt Flo was still around. As nice as it was to just be showered with love by him, he was the one who really needed it right now, so, letting her hands dip down she decided to initiate things, herself. She stroked one hand along the front of his pants, feeling that his body was, indeed, getting ready, he just hadn't been acting on it besides kissing and touching her. A small smile played at her lips as she heard a quiet groan from him. Taking her hands and finding the waist of his pants and his underwear, she slid them both down to around the middle of his thighs, as far as she could reach. His hot member was exposed, poking slightly at her belly since he was raised off of her just a bit. 

She coaxed him to scoot up a bit, where his head was just above her own so she could reach better, and she looked into his eyes as she took a gentle, but firm, hold on him. "...just..relax..." She said in a voice that was becoming more desire-filled by the minute. His breathing became deeper, small hitches and noises disrupting it every now and again as she slid her hand up and down his length. He rested his forehead against her own after a minute, still keeping eye contact with her although it seemed like he was having a hard time keeping them open. She changed speed and pressure depending on his reactions and past experience and, soon, she felt his thighs quivering, his breath a little more ragged and his hips twitching, so, she let him go. She knew that she was ready, herself, there was nothing he needed to do but glide in and help himself. She wanted to comfort him, wanted to give her body to him for whatever might make him feel better...or, at least ease the pain for a little while. "I'm all your's..." She said looking up at him, one hand cupping the side of his face, "....whatever you need from me, Craig...I want you to have it....."

"Ouh...oh...I..." it took his by slight surprise as she started to pleasure him and he moved against her touch, felt his head spin slightly. He tried his hardest to keep his eyes open as he leaned his head against hers. Her voice came to him in a slight fog it seemed. Somehow it was hard to really listen but it was the look in her eyes that said once more what her voice just had said. But he couldnt give in just yet...Just in case, if the desire surge would be to hard to resist he put the protection on, his hands trembling slightly, while she watched with a heated gaze. Then he lowered himself and parted her leg. She seemed to arch against him, her body reacting on its own, remembering. The sounds that came from her as he started to, like a colibri, taste her sweet nectar, made him moan in response. He continued with it as long as he could. She was mewing and moaned softly as he touched her nob with the tip of his tongue, the sound growing slightly as he sucked at it. He wasnt sure how much further both of them would be able to go. They were perhaps addicted...but only to themselves and the bond they shared.

Even if it wasnt much of a difference he raised both her legs up and then to the side, and with a smooth move he entered her, all the way in. Even if it perhaps hadnt been more than a few days it felt like it had been longer. He let out a groan before repeating it. The new angle seemed to have hit right with her to because at first her eyes had widend and then she had grasped the arm of the couch that was above her. A few more strokes and he leaned over her, searching for her mouth to kiss her. He thrusted into her a little faster, perhaps not harder because it was a easy entery but the movement was firmer and not the usual slow one. She tensed and relaxed around him, holding him firm as he was pulling out and then willingly letting him back in.

There was first just mumbles that vanished into her as he kissed her eagerly, passionatly almost desperatly. It was only when he pulled his lips from hers, starting to kiss her cheek and neck, feeling the burn in his loins coming closer, feeling her arch against him, tensing harder he whispered heated words of love in her ear so she heard them.

She was still panting from the pleasure he had insisted upon giving her, when she felt his warm hands slide up her legs, his stubble rubbing across her calf before turning her legs to the side. She watched him as he positioned himself, and his hands took ahold of her hips. Her bottom lip was pinned between her teeth in anticipation, her eyes watching every little movement he made. Despite that she had been watching him, the way he had entered her, all the way to his hilt and firmly, combined with the angle shocked her for a milisecond before causeing a moan to roll out of her, at his second stroke she was grasping at the arm of the couch in pleasure, her eyes unable to stay open any longer, rolling back and closing. "Mmm......Craig....." She practically pleaded his name, pleading, only, to keep going. 

Her hips rotated some, although it was more difficult at this angle, but she had no problems clenching and releasing him as his long thrusts moved against her. He leaned over her, meeting her with a kiss that was hard for her to return, her mouth only wanting to gape open into an 'O'. The worries and pains of the day were melting away with each of his deep strokes, each one causing more pleasure, more build-up of that feeling that would soon enough overtake both of them. Her back was beginning to make the couch cushions slightly damp, and as her hands came up to grasp at his shoulders she felt some beads of sweat on him, as well. 

His head was resting by her neck, kissing and biting it gently every once in a while, his moans and grunts muffled against her skin while her's rang out freely. She could feel it approaching, that tingling, wonderful feeling starting at her core and her hips moved into his as his pace quickened more. Her noises were wordless, but, suddenly she heard him through the fog of passion clouding her mind. His breath was hot in her ear, making her lean into him more, his lips brushing her ear as he spoke. Deep, breathy words of love and desire escaped him, overflowing her senses with not only pleasure, but love for him. The sensation was closing in fast, his words pushing her to the edge, and before it happened, one of her hands found his that wasn't being used as support, entwining her fingers through his own. She squeezed his hand tight as she came, her hand trembling and grip loosening some as the pleasureable feeling wracked her body. Her hips twitched and bucked against his own, and she heard his own groan of release in her ear, his hand tightening around her's as he spilled into her.

Had they been in bed he could have just rolled over a little, still remaining in her warmth but now he would fall down the floor if he did that so reluctantly he pulled out. That was also a safety thing...he didnt dare to risk anyting. On slightly shakey legs he went to the kitchen and tossed the used protection before returning to the couch. The woman lay there, smiling softly as a content cat in a patch of sunlight. He leaned down and kissed her, next he lowered himself down and lifted her up and carried her to the bedroom. As they passed over the treshold he nuzzled her neck and whispered "...soon...soon I will carry you over our the treshold in our home...as my bride...Im so...so happy you...said yes..."

Very gently he placed her in their bed. It wasnt that he was out after round two, he just wanted to be close to her, to feel her skin against his own, the couch was too narrow for that. He wiggled himself closer, spooning her and removed some of her hair, kissed her neck, just a little, still in a way basking in the afterglow. It had made him just a little bit tired. The whole day had been a rollercoaster of emotions and this was like the final kicker of it. How he was suppose to be able to go to his father tomorrow he wasnt sure..but he had promised him. And unlike his father...no...Alayna had said...to listen... his arm and hand slowly found its way around her body and his hand lighty formed around one breast, and he pulled her closer. It just felt right to embrace her like this.

Soon he drifted off to sleep, listening to her breathing.

They had fallen asleep earlier than usual lastnight and she woke up feeling rested for the first time in a long time. How long had it been since they hadn't spent a weekend working on the house? She couldn't even remember...she would be so happy when it was all finished, when they were married and she would be Mrs. Knight...and hopefully things would be calm...and they could just relax and enjoy being newlyweds. Apparently neither of them had moved hardly any during the night, because he was still spooning her, his naked body hugged up to her back, generating a cozy warmth. She hated to move, but she knew she wouldn't fall back to sleep, she never could after she woke in the morning. 

Wiggling out of his gentle grasp, she smiled at his sleeping form. His face was so relaxed, a small smile on his lips. His expression was nothing like the distressed and angry ones he wore yesterday, and she sadly wished that he could always feel so peaceful as when he slept. She couldn't help but brush her hand along his cheekbone lovingly before walking into the bathroom to take a shower. Dressed and ready for the day, despite slightly still damp hair, she came back out to see that he was still asleep. He must have been exhausted from all the emotions of yesterday, she couldn't blame him, she had been, too. So, she crept out of the room as quietly as she could, cracking the door behind her so her noises in the kitchen wouldn't wake him. 

Wandering into the kitchen, she poured a cheerful Penny her breakfast and filled her water bowl up as well as took her outside before she ate. Coming back in, she got the cookies she had prepared lastnight and placed them in a baggy for Charles. Hopefully he liked chocolate chip...she wasn't sure if he would, but...that was all she had. Starting the coffee, she began to do some small household chores, like washing up the dirty dishes and tidying the house as she waited for Craig to wake. With any luck...today he and his father might come to an understanding...

They had told him to leave...like he had been a naughty boy! The good mood he had from this morning was gone. Poor Thomas that had given him a ride since he had been in town picking up some suplies almost looked scared and they didnt say a word on their way to the farm. He was still pissed as a horny rhino that wasnt getting any when he came to the house and he slammed the door, scarying poor Penny that had been sleeping in the hall. She dashed where he guessed Alayna was. He continued where he had stopped last. The crooked nails later he felt like tossing out the hammer out the window...or doing something...

Without even have done anything he left again and walked out to the old barn. There was still a hayfork there and he started to toss out all of the old hay and staw from the old boxes. Piece of shit hadnt even cleaned up in here before they packed up. Things would have been much easier to restore if they had...bloody fuckers! There would be a pretty big bonfire with all the trash...it was all natural things though and he knew that the ashes could be used as fertilizers if Alayna wanted to grow something in a vegetable garden or something...perhaps she even wanted a greenhouse. He took off his shirt. Why the hell had he dress up in a white shirt. Like his father gave a shit. His father had been still a bit mellow but acted a little different without Alayna there. Figures. The nurse said it was the drugs he had been given. He had been in slight pain and discomfort. Well...what about him then? He had been in pain and discomfort for some years now...

The pile of old hay and straw had become quite big after just three boxes and his body was gleaming slightly with sweat. At some point they should take a small look around on their land. It wasnt perhaps as big as Hathiens, but it wasnt something you could spit across the border either. He leaned over the hayfork, panting slightly, most of his anger had left him now.

Alayna was painting a few little details on a piece of furniture when she heard the door slam hard and Penny came skittering into the room with her. She grabbed the puppy up since she had literally climbed into her lap. Footsteps, heavy, angry ones, were heard walking across the floor. She had to force herself to stay sitting, but, if he wanted to talk to her, he would find her. If not...well....it sounded like he needed time to cool off. She frowned slightly, her hopes had probably been too high...that he and his father might get along well today...perhaps reach an understanding. Not that she was expecting a miracle...but...it didn't seem like anything good had happened, at least, not from the way the door had slammed, practically shaking the whole house. Eventually she heard some hammering, rough pounding that seemed much harder than it should have been, along with a few grumbles. 

Not long after that she heard the footsteps once again, this time heading out the back door, slamming that behind him, too. Setting the puppy down and getting up quickly she went to the window and looked out back to see the back of him trudging towards the barn. She sighed heavily, and then leaned her back against the wall. He had been in a good mood this morning...it had seemed promising...but...perhaps the wounds were just too deep. She felt her own mood sinking, feeling worried for Craig. She hadn't spoken to him since he got back, but judging by the noises and the tightness in his shoulders and clenched fists as she'd watched him walk to the barn moments ago, things didn't seem to be fairing too well for him. 

Another hour of doing more fretting over him than painting, later, and she finally gave in. She wanted to give him his space, but...perhaps he was just being too stubborn to come talk to her. Getting up, she headed outside, shutting Penny in the house so she wouldn't get lost outside, she still didn't quite understand the boundaries of this property. Walking slowly towards the barn, she approached, but didn't hear anything. Nearing the entrance, she then peeked her head inside to see his bare back, slickened with sweat, shoulders rising and falling rapidly and she could hear his breath even from the distance she was standing. She couldn't deny that there was something about a sweaty, muscular, panting and angry man that turned her on, but she pushed that feeling to the side, scolding herself for even thinking that way while her fiance was standing right in front of her in pain. He hadn't seemed to notice her, yet, because he was still turned away from her, leaning on the pitchfork. "Craig...?" She asked in a quiet voice so she wouldn't scare him, "....how did it go...?" She asked with an already disheartened voice, figuring she wouldn't recieve a very happy answer.

He glanced back at the sound of her voice. "Fine...just fine and dandy...just like he dismissed me fifthteen years ago...talking shit that he had to talk to his manager...I had one hour...one bloody hour I could come and visit him...since they didnt allow me more time...he hushed me...Forget about the trying and bloody smiles from...He can just bloody forget everything...bloody old faggot! I dont need him! I dont...need him! He can sod off!"

With that he started on box number four. The barn just had six boxes but they were fairly large and two of them was larger still, probably good to have if you had a foaling mare. He groaned under the heavy load but it felt good at the same time. It had to be a leak in the roof because in this box there was a corner that was extra soggy and of course as he came to that part he slipped in such way that he faceplanted straight into years of muck and dirt. Luckily he didnt land on the fork. He remained still where he landed, felt the scent of old hay, dirt and dung. He probably had some of it up his nose too. This. Was. Just. Perfect. Just perfect. Then he thought he heard a snork behind him and as he looked back up there was another muffled snerksnork but all he saw was that Alayna turned away from him on the other side of the boxwall.

Anger left him completely as worry hit him instead. He crawled up on his feet again and got out from the box. She was leaning over herself, facing away from him holding herself around her stomach, still making stange noises.

"Alayna...honey...are you ok?"

Listening in silence, aggrivation overcoming her as he explained that things went badly...that his father hadn't acted as willing to explain to him, after all....she had hoped.... Sighing, she was about to say something when she looked up just in time to see his foot slip out from under him, and he did one of the most ungraceful faceplants into the wet, disgusting straw that she had ever seen. It made a sickening squashing noise when he landed, like when you walked out into a soupy pasture after a heavy rain and almost had your boot sucked off from the mud. Her first reaction was panic, complete fear because she thought the pitchfork had gone under him. Then, when she noticed it lay beside him and he began to move.....that was when the relief flooded over her as well as a terrible giggle fit. 

She turned around, plugging her nose with one hand to try to keep herself from laughing out loud, while the other grasped her stomach that moved with her silent laughter. A few noises escaped her, no matter how hard she tried to hold it back. She shouldn't be laughing...he had just had a terrible day and now it was probably even worse....but....but... Over her shoulder she heard his concerned voice. Was she ok? A replay of his very ungraceful tumble in her head as she squeezed her eyes shut and she lost it, the laughter forcing its way out with a vengence.

It wracked her body, making her bend over and gasp for air in between spurts of giggling widly at him. She turned to face him, tears forming at her eyes, and as she looked at him she began to snicker even harder. The front of his chest was smeared with an awful smelling brownish gunk with soggy straw stuck to it that she could only imagine was a mixture of horse poop, pee and dirt. Even his face was smeared with it. She knew she had some paint on her face, she had seen it earlier, but...that didn't even compare. It was getting hard to breath, and she had to force herself to look away from her pitiful looking fiance. After a few seconds she was able to catch her breath just enough to try to explain herself. "C..Craig...I'm..I'm sorry, I...shouldn't...be laughing, but....." Standing up straight she pointed at him with one hand while she wiped tears of laughter away with the other. "...but look at you!" She broke down again, grabbing her stomach that now burned like she had been doing sit-ups. After catching her breath once more she smirked at him, "I don't think that's what everyone means by rolling in the hay, love."

Raising one eyebrow at her he seemed to feel that his face was covered with something and he brought a hand up to feel it. He wasnt a queasy person but he made a little face and then looked back at her. "...you are laughing at me are you? Laughing...at me...are...you?" He narrowed his eyes and took a slow step towards her. She wasnt fast enough and he caught her, wildly giggling, holding her arms tight around her body making it next to impossible to get lose, mostly probably because the woman was laughing so much she was almost gasping for air. Slowly he lowered her face on the big pile outside the box. She squealed with laughter and his slightly deeper one joined it. "Do you give up, well do you?"

Then Craig learned a good lesson, one he should have remembered from when he was little. You shouldnt start to almost tickle a girl you was holding in a firm grip. Even though they are laughing and they arent normally that ticklish, even if its the small poke is so small it can hardly be called a poke nor tickle its something with the holding that does it. She kicked out with a foot....that didnt land so well...especially not when he had to stand with his legs spread out slighly with her legs between his as he leaned forward to almost dip her in the pile. It was a bullseye, right in the left pocket, or any other phrase you used when hitting something just the right way.

He couldnt help that he dropped her, he hadnt planned to but the direct hit on his beloved jewels sort of ereased everything else as he sunk to the ground, trying to just breathe through the pain.

She was giggling, the stench of the nasty pile in her face making her tilt her head as far back as it would go, but he just leaned her in closer. "Don't you dare, Craig Knight! Do NOT let me go!" She said between laughs, knowing...or...hoping, at least, that he would have enough sense not to drop her in a pile of wet straw just because she had laughed at him. She heard his deeper chuckle behind her, he seemed highly amused with himself, probably feeling clever for catching her in the first place. If she hadn't been laughing so hard she would have gotten away! But, now she was trapped in his strong arms and he lifted her like she weighed nothing, his chest pressed against her back and she could feel the slime on the front of him soaking into her shirt. At least she was already wearing dirty clothes. 

Struggling some more, she had enough sense not to wriggle in his grip for fear that he'd lose it and drop her, but she pulled her head back ever further. Another amused chuckle from him and he suspended her closer to the pile. It was about that time that she felt a jab go through her side, a ticklish sensation so strong that it caused her to lash out with a squeal, and....the next thing she knew she was face first in a pile of wet, nasty straw. She came up sputtering, thank God none got in her mouth or she would have probably been adding puke to the pile. It seemed her head had been raised enough to at least avoid it from getting in her eyes, and she blinked once as she registered what had just happened. He....dropped her! He actually dropped her!! She felt some anger boiling up. She had only laughed at him, and it had been his own clumsy fault for faceplanting the muck in the first place! Then he had to go all 'macho' on her and throw her in, too! 

"Craig!!!" She exclaimed in a miffed voice, her anger building as she hefted herself off of the vile stack of old straw. She couldn't help that she gagged once, the stench filling her nose and making it hard to take deep breaths. The front of her shirt was soaked a terrible yellow/brown color as she looked down at it, arms spread out like she was disgusted with her own skin....which, she kind of was right now. Turning around with an angry expression she looked but didn't see him....that was until she looked down as she heard a small groan. Right at her feet was Craig, his eyes squeezed tight and holding onto his crotch for dear life, looking like he might lose something if he let go. Had she....kicked him? Was that what happened? She remembered lashing out, but he had tickled her! He should have been ready for the consequences, and she was even a hard one to tickle! Once again the giggles started as she absorbed what had happened, forgetting her own state for the moment, looking down at Craig who looked even more pitiful than before. Now not only was he filthy, but he was laying on the ground, sucking air in through his teeth with his eyes squeezed shut. "I'm not sorry, Craig!" She said in an amused tone, the anger beginning to fade away, but still slighty there. He had dropped her in a pile of old horse feces, after all. "You shouldn't have tickled me, you jerk!" 

Sighing, she squated down beside him, still laughing a little as he cracked an eye open to look at her. If she could get him up and walking again she knew the house had a water hose out back. They would have to spray each other off. She had towels to put on the seats of the car, but there was no way they were riding in it smelling like this! Like the thought made her realize once more how bad she smelled she gagged again.

It wasnt a common thing that he got kicked 'there'. Oh dear lord, had she kicked them off? It felt like it... his eyes had teared up and he tried to look up as she sat down beside him. "oooohh...mmm...I d...dint...didnt mean to....*huff* oh fuck...you squirm...d...uhh....fuck...bugger....bugg...er...fuck...uhhh..." The pain was slowly going away and he let go of his groin...carefully in case it would fall off. "...mmmgh...you...really think I would...drop you in that...just because you laughed...at me..." It hurt his manly pride a little bit.

He let out another huff "I would never let you go...you squirmed and I had to take a grip so you wouldnt fall...Im sorry...Kitten..." he turned his head, tried to smile "you look adorable anyway...very sexy ..."

Very, very carefully he then to his side and got up. A certain area was still rather sensitive and made him walk carefully and a little slower at first. Perhaps he should start walking around wearing a cup. Alayna mentioned a hose out back. Thankfully the hose was long and they managed to connect it to the indoor water so they could get warmwater. Some more noble and tender parts of him was grateful for that. As it was his turn to get hosed off he put on a little stripping show for her, in hopes that she would forgive him a little bit. 

He had just dropped all of his clothing and was now letting the water cascade down his body, giving her a full view. When he had hosed her off it had turned him on a little bit. She had teased him a little but he hadnt mind, he would get back at her when it was his turn. He grinned and made a subtle thrust move with his hips when suddenly there was a gasp and he looked up just in time to see Hathien, her mouth halfopen as if she had been on the verge of saying something as she rounded the corner of the house, before seeing first a nude Alayna holding the hose and then him.

She had given him a flat look when he said she looked sexy, but couldn't hide the smirk at the edge of her mouth. Walking with him to the hose, they decided it would be better to just strip down and get their extra clothes out of the car, it'd be better than riding in the car with soaked clothes that would probably still stink no matter how hard they sprayed them. She went first, stripping down and discarding the soiled clothes, giving him a look with one raised eyebrow as she noticed him looking her up and down. She smirked, and toyed with him while he sprayed her off, although, he teased her, too, spraying her on her more unmentionable areas and then chuckling about it. She just rolled her eyes, still with that small smirk, and turned around, allowing him to get the rest of her. 

When it was his turn, he played with her by slowly stripping out of his remaining clothes, which was just his pants and underwear. She bit her lip and made an exaggerated purring noise at him, unable to stop the giggle that came afterwords. Once again she cocked her eyebrow at him, looking down at his goods that had just been damaged. They seemed to be working just fine, because he was looking slightly...fluffed. She smirked at that, and then laughed as he thrusted in her direction. She was just thinking how good it was that the back of the house was in a secluded spot when she heard a gasp. Her head shot up to see....none other than Hathien standing at the corner of the house, holding a basket of food. The dark haired woman's eyes were wide, darting between the two of them, until she seemed to register what was happening, then her free hand shot to her eyes, blocking out her vision and a bright red blush formed immediately on her cheeks. 

Alayna was shocked, as well, and it took her a moment to gain her bearings. Grabbing up the T-shirt she had been wearing, she held it over her, luckily, if she held it right it was enough to block her from Hath's vision. She wasn't usually the type to get embarassed over these things...but this was her boss! No blush formed on her cheeks, Hath was blushing enough for all of them, but she did stutter as she tried to talk. "H..H-Hath! We were...we got..dirty and..." 

Hath just sat the basket down on the ground, her eyes still covered. "I..It's ok..I shouldn't have come...unnanounced....I'm s...so sorry." She was tripping over her words, too, and was beginning to turn around. "I just...brought you all...some f-food...uh....see you....tomorrow...." With that she walked off without another word, uncovering her eyes since they were out of her vision, but scurrying away like she couldn't wait to get out of there. Alayna managed to yell a 'Thank you!' behind the woman for the food, but didn't recieve any reply but Hath's diesel engine firing to life. Listening, she heard it back out of the drive and then disappear down the road. Turning to Craig, she reguarded him with raised eyebrows, a smirk playing at her lips. As embarassing as it was, mostly for Hath...it was funny...hopefully her boss would see it that way, too, although she doubted it. "Well...." Alayna began, dropping her T-shirt back to the ground. "Where were we?" She asked, and then began to laugh for what felt like the hundreth time that day.

He hadnt bothered to cover himself up, it wasnt like she was going to blush less, besides...you could look either like a bloke or a bird. A thought passed containing his dad and he frowned a little. No, he wouldnt think of him more today. Alayna did try to save her boss eyes from her sexy form. Only problem he might have had was the sight of a naked Alayna had started to turn him on, but it didnt really show that much... He glanced down...at least not that much... Hathien had been right at one thing, she hadnt said she would come, otherwise they hadnt been standing like this.

Walking slowly towards her he just smiled. "You know...out here...besides Hathi and Thomas...we dont have any neighbours to worry about...at all...no need to bite the pillow..." he came closer, walked around her as a hand traced a long her waist and then stroked her rump "...when we...." taking a step closer he embraced her from behind, pressing his body closer. Thinking about it made things change and now it lay so it poked her slightly in the small of her back. After laying on her flat stomach, pressing her back towards him, one hand went lower to her core while the other went up cupping one of her breasts. "Nobody will hear you moan out loud here...you can scream as loud as you like, kitten...I love your sounds, every one of them..." She seemed to gasp as he found the hidden gem and started to massage it, slowly at first but as she gave him more room and bit her lip at the same time she let out small sounds of pleasure he picked up the pace. "Hold the hose like this kitten..." he instructed, showing her to hold it so it cascaded over her, in a way tickling down over her erect nipples. It wasnt like a shower, but almost. Slowly he got her to back up against the wall so she got some support from it and he sat down in front of her. He would care less if someone came now. This was their land now and if they wanted to do this in the open, it was their business...

Taking a light hold of her hips he let his tongue flick over it and even if it was a little mixed with water he could still taste her. As he sucked at her nob she moaned softly, before biting her lip again. Giving it a lick he glanced up and smiled. "No need to hold back kitten...be a lioness..."

He had advanced on her much faster than she was expecting, kicking her body into overdrive, making every touch, kiss, lick or caress that much better. Leaning heavily against the side of their house, she whimpered as he kneeled in front of her and took her by the hips. Her body was no dummy, it knew exactly what was coming next, and it tensed in anticipation. At the first lick of his tongue she instinctually bit her lip, a soft moan escaping as her head rolled back onto the sideboards. Her hand that held the water hose trembled, and she had to remember to hold it where it wouldn't just be pouring on Craig's face, so she shifted it back a little, letting it run over her shoulders and the small of her back, down to her rump. Hearing his voice, thick with desire, she opened her eyes and looked down at him. When she heard what he said...she gave him a heated smirk. He was right...she could be as loud as she wanted here...she was so used to muffling her moans..to sighing into pillows..this was going to be nice. 

As she was still looking at him, he bent down and sucked on her nob, producing a shocked gasp from her, accompanied later by a rolling moan, and her free hand grasped at the side of the house. Spreading her legs wider, she allowed him more room to work and he took it happily, going deeper, and as he slid two fingers into her, pressing foreward, a loud moan was produced in the form of his name. His name seemed to roll off her tongue so easily, now, she loved saying it, loved to hear it. She was panting now, gasping for air and whining loudly, her hips shifting against her will under his tongue and lips. "Ohhh.....mm....Craiiiiig.....d-don't...s...top....nnng....I...I wan..t...you...sso...b..ad..." By now she had discarded the hose on the ground, there was no way she could keep holding onto it. Not with what he was doing. 

Her thighs were beginning to tense and she could feel it coming on. Her fingers clawed at the siding of the house and she leaned even more on the sideboards, her knees feeling like they were jello. Another stroke of his tongue and she tumbled into that glorious chasm sobbing and moaning his name loudly as the orgasm overtook her. Her head rolled back against the house, neck straining and toes curling into the grass beneath them. When she came down she still didn't feel like she could support herself, so she remained leaning against the house. "Oh,...God, Crai..g" she managed between gasps for air, a smile curling her lips up at the edges.

He got up on his feet and kissed her, leaning on her, felt her heated body against his, his stem pressing against her belly. "...you know what I wish for...that we...could just...do it...give a fucking shit about the rubber...just...fuck like...rabbits..." He tilted his head and nibbled, kissed and gently nipped at her ear. Why he said it outloud he wasnt sure. It was always a hazzle. Ok now they had learned how fast they...fucked...up a box of protection so they had ordered the big box from a internet business. It was like the small packages werent enough for them. Yet he knew...they had to...if she was on the pill...then maybe...but he could never ask her about that... 

Bringing his hands up to her breasts he rubbed them gently, teasing her nipples with his thumbs, as he kissed her again. "I love you so much kitten...its..." he nuzzled her ear once more, lipping at it "...its so strange...I love you so much it hurt inside, it hurt because I dont know what I would do without you, I just know I cant function without you anymore...my...dad can go fuck himself...I dont need him...I havent needed him for fifteen years...why would I need him now...its his loss...not mine...I have you...my sexy kitten. A hand had sneaked down and was now stroking a buttcheek.

She grinned at his analogy, stroking her fingers through the damp hair at the side of his head. "I think I can arrange that..." She said with a smile. "Now that we're getting married...we don't need to be /as/ careful....the..consequences wouldn't be as bad..and I'm on the pill...we're still protected. And..." She smirked up at him as his hands ran across her breasts, "..I think you deserve a little something extra after what you just did..." As if to emphasize her point, she reached down and placed her fingers on his member, which gave a twitch at her touch, and she stroked along it teasingly. 

At his words of love her smile grew wider and she leaned into his hot breath at her ear, soaking up every word. She couldn't help that she got a little misty eyed. How did she get such an amazing man to love her like he did? She had given up on looking for anyone after her parents died, instead, drowning her sorrows in gambling, alcohol and sex. Not the kind that Craig passionately gave...but hungry, almost robotic sex that didn't mean a thing, except for perhaps feeling somewhat satisfied, when it was all said and done. One of her hands continued to softly stroke him while the other hugged against his muscular back. "I don't deserve you..." She whispered against his own ear, resting her head against his, "...but I'm going to be a selfish girl...and keep you all to myself...and love you forever...." With a devilish smirk, she pulled her head back to look into his eyes, "....and we can fuck like rabbits to our heart's desire." At that she giggled low in her throat and brought her head over to nip at his ear. 

He had grinned back at her words, and she then placed her hands on his shoulders. "Pick me up, baby..." She said in a bit of an ordering tone, but he just continued to smirk and did what she asked. He lifted her, and as he did she wrapped her legs securely around his waist as well as her arms around his shoulders and neck. She could feel his eager member pressed up against the bottom of her rump as he leaned her back against the wall, pushing her into it securely. "Don't hold back..." She said , leaning her head in close to his, looking in those dark eyes. "...you told me to scream....now make me."

A well hidden part of him suddenly got a little nervous, but with a light squeeze of his own butt and like a haf thrust he got the tip of his stem to bob upwards and then he was just at her hot cave. Just that made him hitch his breath a little. If it was in his mind or not he wasnt sure but...it felt different without, not that he had much experience when it came to that. Two times he had been unprotected, once with the virgin and one time with...Jessica. He gathered his one man troop, gave himself a little silent mental peptalk and then he let himself in. He let out a soft little sound, like a mixture of whimper, moan and groan.

"Oh...oh...baby...Kit....ten..." Perhaps it was just the notion of the fact that made it so much different, or it was that much different. Some rubbers, despite being thin, gave a more feeling then others. There was one they had tried that was patterned with like little groves in it for 'better feel', he didnt feel much of a difference and he wasnt sure if she did it either.

He moved in a smooth movement all the way in, and through hooded eyes he saw her lean her head back, biting her lower lip. "Oh..god...Alayna..." He thrusted into her harder, he couldnt help himself, she tensed around him, again and again. He moved all the way in, faster and faster, more primal, a urge needing to be furfilled. He took a firm but gentle hold of a breast, leaned down and started to lick at it as much as he could reach it. He pressed into her, pressed her into the wall, felt the heat from her, the sun on his back, the sweat trickling down his spine, how she clawed his shoulders like she really had been a cat, how her muscular thighs never let him move too far away before she sucked him back in again. He fought to hold it, his jaws clenching, almost getting a pained expression in his face. His lips covered hers, moaning, groaning into her, breathing heavily, thrusting harder, faster, harder. His fingers almost digging in to her soft curves. He leaned his forehead in the nook between her neck and shoulder, groaning her name. It would never be the same.

She produced a long, low moan as he slid into her. "Oh, God....." It felt different for her, too....the resistence and the friction had changed...and his heat... If she was a cat she would have been purring, instead, she settled for mewling noises at each of his thrusts. His lustful growls and the way he said her name pushed her the tiniest bit closer every time. How she loved his noises, the grunts of exertion, moans of pleasure...her name rolling off his lips like it was meant to be. She hugged him closer, tighter, pulling her legs into him with each thrust, letting him deeper. Widening her thighs, a bit, she allowed him in deeper, still, and was rewarded with a quickening of his pace as well as a groan. Her head rolled back on the siding of the house, her chest heaving with deep breaths. 

"Ohhh....ffff..fuck....Craig....yes....yes...ye..sss!" Some men didn't like to hear women cuss, but, she couldn't help it...it just came out, plus, he had told her to be loud, and she was indulging him happily. His movements were hard, pushing her up against the house, rocking her whole body, but she didn't care, the slight pain of the siding against her shoulderblades felt good, in a way. The domination...she liked the feeling of security, the way that it let her know she was his...and that he was her's. She tried to stay still in his grip, but couldn't help as her hips moved to meet his, cocking them in such a way that the front of her got more friction, and when he rubbed against her she moaned loudly. 

Her fingers were clawing at his back by now, urging him on, and she felt his breath panting in the nook of her neck. He groaned her name, and it made her respond with a tightening around him as well as moaning his own name. His pace became even faster, and she knew it was close for him. She was almost there...pulling him closer with her arms and legs, it must have caused him to penetrate to a certain spot deep within her, because her mouth formed into an O, her head was thrown back and her body arched almost painfully into him. One more stroke and she lost it, spasming around his member convulsively, hips bucking against his and her fingers clawing hard into his back. She moaned his name loud and long, sobbing, pleading, begging against the pleasure he had filled her with. It was a whole new experience, and as she felt him come seconds after her, she felt a warmth she hadn't before as he spilled into her, both of them holding onto one another for dear life as they rode the wave together.

Like she had been a baby he held her as he carefully sat down, without leaving her heat. It wasnt easy but after he had sat down on his knees, still inside her, he hugged the woman of his heart as hard as he could. Or...almost at least. His head felt like it was spinning. He was still heaving, trying to get as much air into his lungs as he could. He was exhausted but...in a good way...he couldnt even remember that he had been angry... "Thank you..." he whispered, but didnt know why he said it "...I love  you...I...love YOU..."

His hand stroked up her thigh and her hip to her belly. At some point. The thought suddenly scared him and he let it continue upwards, a finger tracing the soft curve of her breast, watched with amazement how the nipple contracted. His did that too if it was cold or...if she...but...not in the same way. He cupped the side of her face with his hand. "I love you so much...I know I say it...so...often...but...it was so many years...I couldnt say it...waiting for you Im sure...so I have to..." Realizing he was just babbling he stopped talking.

He was still concidered thin and lean but he had gone up, he knew he had. The worrying side of him started to wake up again. What could he do to make a living? Could they perhaps rent out some boxes for those that needed their young horses broken in? Or injured horses that needed some building up or back to health. Or would she just want to perhaps breed her own horses here. No matter what her dream was...he would do anything to help her furfill it no matter what it would cost him. Once more he took her in his arms and just held her.

She smiled at his words, caressed his cheek as he spoke, watching his lips form the words 'I love you'. How long ago had it been that she had given up on those three words? Not that long at all. When her parents died...she didn't have anyone to tell her they loved her, anymore....and she certainly had never heard it from the men that she'd been with...not that she had wanted to hear it from any of them. Contintedly, she layed up against his warm, rising and falling chest, feeling his heart beating against her. Her eyes closed sleepily, and they both basked in the sun for a while, simply sitting with each other, catching their breath. 

How long they had sat like that, she didn't know, but it felt like it had been a while. Reluctantly, she pulled herself away, some, looking into his deep golden eyes and smiling warmly. A hand came up to trace the line of his bottom lip and she grinned as he bent his head and kissed the tip of it. "I love you, Craig.....and I'm so happy we found each other.....so happy that I'm going to be your wife...." Bending over, she gave him a slow, gentle kiss before pulling back, again. "I guess we should get back to the apartment....Penny has been trapped in the house this whole time...I'm sure I'll have a surprise waiting for me." She giggled. 

Lifting herself up and off of him carefully, she then went and retrieved their clothes off the deck, handing him his and they got dressed. As she had suspected, there was a little puddle near the door of the house and Penny was sulking in the corner. "It's alright, honey," Alayna said, patting her knees to call the puppy over, "You're not in trouble, it was mommy's fault." Drooping ears perked up and the puppy came bounding over, licking her hand and trying to jump into her lap where she was squating. She quickly cleaned up the mess and then they headed to the car, putting their nasty, wet clothes in the trunk. On the short ride home his hand rested on her knee while she drove. She couldn't wait to call Craig her husband.

He hadnt stopped grinning since they come home and he had probably been grinning in his sleep too. He saw Hathien on the deck when they came and he nudged Alayna "Hey babe, watch this...." and he nodded towards their boss, grinning even more "HEY! Hathi! Whats up?" The woman smiled at first but then her eyes glanced downwards and the blush came to her cheeks again. He had his "cocky" beltbuckle on and when he saw her eyes had gone down he had done a very, very subtle hipthrust...one that was disguised as a move that couldnt clearly be defined as a hipthrust. But it was probably the fact that she had let herself to be fooled and to look down -there- that made her blush. She did smile...a little bit...as they walked passed. Their boss knew him by now...he was a naughty boy.

Craig wondered if she had said anything to Thomas. Well...if the big brute would change colors...that would be the answer and he wouldnt even need to say anything. He glanced at Alayna, who grinned too, and pressed her hand harder. Girls talked. He knew that. Well. Anytime he had been at a bigger barn and...lets say...got to know the local girls...the word spread and many times many of those he hadnt "met"...came up to say "hi".

They kissed a goodbye kiss as heated as ever before they parted, if possible it would have been smoking and sparks would have flown from them. When she reluctantly broke the kiss and turned, he gave her rump a gentle caress. "Love you kitten..." 

Thomas walked out of the equipment shed, the sun was barely up and he already had grease all over his hands. Dang tractor. It was a piece of junk, but every time Hath mentioned selling it he insisted that he could fix it. He did...but then it just kept breaking down again. Looking towards the house, scanning for Hath, he found something he wasn't looking for. A view of Craig and Alayna passionately kissing by her car. He could feel the blush coming on and clenched his jaw, trying to refuse it from showing. Hath had told him what she'd walked in on yesterday....and she had hinted at seeing Craig naked...totally naked. A part of him couldn't help but wonder if he compared....surely....the man was so small...but his reputation... He cleared his throat. No need to wonder about those things. He knew plenty of men talked about those sorts of things...but not him...definitely not him.. It just had made him oddly jealous knowing that Hath...his girlfriend...had seen the other man's 'unmentionables'. 

That brought another thought on. Their date the other night. It would have gone just fine for him if he hadn't gotten so....excited. He didn't even know why....they had only kissed...was something..wrong with him? It made him feel like a 14 year old boy who couldn't control himself. They had made it almost halfway through the movie when she decided that she had wanted to lean back on his chest. He had squirmed, trying to find a position where he wouldn't have been...poking her in the back, but before he could find the right way to sit she had already leaned back on him. He had bitten the inside of his cheek. Her warm body pressed against his... She had noticed....he had felt her tense up as she realized just what was going on. Then...he thought he had seen a faint smile...why had she smiled? Either way...she hadn't mentioned it...luckily it wasn't too bad since he had bluejeans on..but he was still embarassed, and would have just given her a peck on the cheek and dashed off as he left if she hadn't wrapped her arms around him and pulled him down into a kiss. That...that had been a nice kiss...a really nice kiss. They should do that more often. The thought made him grin and it would have made him blush if he wasn't already. 

Closing the gap to the house he told Hath the state of the tractor, watched her nod that beautiful head as she listened, looking thoughtfully at him. Probably trying to figure out a way to sell the tractor without him noticing it. Craig waited for him in the drive, and when he got finished talking to Hath, feeling a bit boulder than usual and giving her a peck on the lips before he turned around, he then joined the jockey. "Hey, Man." He said with a smile, trying to keep his blush from growing any more as he thought of what Hath had run into the other day. He had basically run into the same thing...at the creek... The blush did get worse with that and he could feel his cheeks becoming warm. Daggon blushing! Why couldn't he just be confident in those things like regular men? Most men would have camped out and watched if they had stumbled upon what he had. He had scurried away the second he realized what was going on. Craig probably thought he was such a pansy. He sighed, frustrated with himself. Hath probably got frustrated with him, too. He just had to pull it together...to get over his romantic insecurities...at least for her. For them. 

Running a hand through his hair before he realized there was grease all over his hand, he pulled it out of his auburn locks quickly. "Dangit!" He exclaimed, and looked down at the shorter man as he thought he heard him chuckle. "...today is one of those days." He said as they trudged down the dirt road. Maybe working out his frustrations would make him feel better...it usually did.

"uh-huh...you look like you have been thinking of Hathi, showering all naked in some tropical waterfall..." if it was possible the other mans blush became some shade deeper red and it just made Craig let out another soft chuckle. "Oh, man...it would be amusing to have seen you at a boobiebar...the lapdancers would have fun to Im sure...altho...perhaps Hathi can do her own lapdance on you...its pretty...hot if your lady do that you know...dont have to lead to anything..." He gave the taller man a glance "...I know you will wait but...do you even snuggle?" Craigs smile grew even more as the shade got darker and wondered if the next town over was wondering about the big red light coming from this direction.

Gabe had sat there, keeping Lillian company as she worked. He helped here and there when she and Miss Ruhn had allowed him to. He paid a good sum, always adding a good amount of extra for having Nathan to help him with his chestnut mare. The more people she got used to was only for the better. Slowly, but steady the mare improved. He doubted that she ever would be a beginnershorse but perhaps at some point he would be able to start her in some class, or if Nathan felt like he wanted to try her he had given him the ok to do so.

He was always a little shy about kissing and hugging her here, not that he was ashamed over it and...it did happend that they hugged and kissed but this was where she worked. They could do all those things and more at either his or her place. He had been invited to one more dinner at Lillians house and this time her father had been there as well. He hoped he had been approved by her father. A kind man but seemed to be thoughtful and didnt so clearly, as her mother, show his approval...he didnt think he disapproved but...he couldnt help but worry if it was because he had been married...not that long ago, and now he was here...courting his daughter. 

It was nice to sit in the sun so he had remained a little longer than he had planned. They had talked a little but they had mostly been quiet, she was working after all. He wasnt sure if she was still cleaning the stall or if she had started to clean some of the tack but he could still hear her inside. Suddenly there was the voice of Alayna. He smiled. That woman was a typical redhead, bursting with life and didnt seem to have trouble letting people know if she got pissed - or happy - over things. The tone she was using now, he wasnt sure what sort of tone that was but it made him curious and he leaned a little bit to hear...but then...as he heard...he sort of wished he had just gotten up and left. Then suddenly both women appeared around the corner and he scrambled up to his feet.

"OH, mon dieu...mon amie...you...startled...me...I...sat...sleep...I feel asleep...in...to...the sun..." Oh lord why did he blush? Was it things like this women talked about? Had Lillian talked...about...them? He forced on a nervous smile.

Alayna just smirked as Lillian commented that she seemed awfully happy today. "I'm sure you know why." she responded to the taller woman, checking to make sure the water buckets were all filled while the other woman cleaned Rome's stall. 

"Mmhm...I could always do for a few of the finer details, though...." The other woman giggled, still bent over, picking through the shavings. 

A grin from the redhead. "Well...first he dropped me on my face in a pile of old horse piss straw..." She started. 

"What?!? EW! I thought Craig had better...manners...or sense...than to do something like that to you...?" Lillian asked with a disguested look on her face as she raised up to look at her friend. 

"He was trying to be 'macho' and got kicked in the balls for it...on accident...and then he dropped me...on accident...or so he says." Alayna said with a laugh and then made a face as she remembered how bad it had smelled. 

The two of them kept chatting, getting into the details, and even their surprise visit from Hath, as Lillian finished up the stall and Alayna began to sweep the isleway. Soon, they were both done and began to make their way out of the barn, heading towards the house for lunch and giggling with each other like two school girls. Hath didn't like to talk about these things, but she had to admit it was funny to watch Lillian's reactions. Especially now that she had a boyfriend as well....she had heard some stories from their trip to France and from what she had told her....well...he sounded like a good catch. They had just exited the barn when someone scrambled to their feet by the door. She grinned as she saw who it was, and then smiled even wider as she took in his flustered state. He had to have overheard them....the way he was tripping over his words paired with that blush....maybe he heard a few useful tips. 

She just continued to smirk at him and nodded her head, acknowledging him with a "Hello, Gabriel." He seemed to look back at her not really knowing what to think, until a switch must have flipped in his head and he looked like he began to compose himself. He said a polite greeting to her, as well, and Lillian grabbed his hand, pulling him with her as they walked to the house. "Are you going to join us for lunch today, Gabriel? The table talk is always amusing...not quite like pillow talk but...we save that for the bedroom, don't we?" She said with a grin that was accompanied with a small giggle when she saw his expression change. The man may be rich, but that didn't exempt him from some teasing. It was always fun to watch men squirm, especially the ones like Thomas that became embarassed easily.

"Ah...oui...yes...hm..lunch...if...Ms Ruhn have room..." His ears was getting red too he was sure of it, just like the time when his grandma caught him as a young boy after he had, by accident of course, watched some of the stablegirls change clothes and shower. He has sworn that he hadnt on purpose been peeking, that the trampled flowerbed...nuh-uh...that wasnt him. She had taken him by the ear and he had to say his sorries in front of them. He had never 'accidently' watched a woman change and shower after that. He swallowed hard. His mother has said she was coming and...she couldnt wait to meet Lillian again she had said. The words was perhaps nothing to worry about, but the tone. He should be happy that his mother liked Lillian...but...still...what if she scared her away instead?

Craig came up behind them, making sure Alayna saw him before he let his arm wrap around her waist and pulled her to him, kissing her. "Missed you..." he mumbled together with some other nonsense words that perhaps didnt mean anything to the others but was words of love and affection between the two of them. He gave a rats ass that the others was close by. He gave a amused smirk to the frenchman. "Heya Kermit...are you a red poisonfrog today?" The other man opened his mouth for a comeback but then decide he wouldnt get tricked into what ever mischeif the little man was up to.

"Seems like its a theme...Thomas is one too..." Craig gave a glance to Lillian that walked on his other side, since he had squeezed in between her and Alayna. "So careful with the licking, tumblefoot..." and let out a soft chuckle.

Alayna walked through their house. Their. House! She was so excited, she had never dreamed her life would take a turn to something this wonderful. Sure, she and Craig had experienced their share of hardships over the past months of knowing one another, but, somehow it always made things better to see his cheeky grin, or to let his strong arms wrap around her when she was weary. Penny was at her feet, trotting alongside her as she made for the kitchen. The little fuzzball was starting to turn sleek, now, her legs becoming a bit longer, growing into her awkward 'teenage' stage. She was still just as playful as ever, and she was still quite small, which Alayna figured she would always be fairly tiny since she had been malnourished as a puppy. She was a very smart little thing, and Alayna had already taught her quite a few tricks, such as sit, lay down, heel, stay and a few other funny ones like 'get him!' which meant to go cover 'daddy' with kisses and gnaw on his toes. It was always amusing to watch, at least. 

Reaching the kitchen, she made her way to the stove and pulled a few ingredients out of the cupboards that were finished and the fridge they had purchased. It was a chilly fall day, the wind bringing in a cold front and whipping through the trees outside, stripping the brightly colored leaves away from the tree branches they clung to so tightly. Heating up some milk on the stove, she poured some chocolate powder into it. Today was the perfect hot chocolate day. Craig was outside in the barn, working on repairing some of the stalls that needed new kick boards and such, so she thought she'd surprise him with a warm drink. As she waited on the liquid to heat up she wrapped her arms around herself. It was still chilly in the house, they were working on insulating it properly, but, the good thing was they had a wood burning fireplace, and Hathien let them gather wood from downed trees on the farm property so they always had plenty of supplies in stock. They had lain an air matress in front of it as their temporary bed until they bought one for themselves and readied their master bedroom and it kept them quite warm at night. Until they got the house fixed up to retain heat, though, they just wore more layers, like, right now she had on a loose, thick sweater made of a soft material, and some fuzz-lined boots on her feet with thick socks as well. 

The hot chocolate was finished, and she poured a mug for the both of them. Taking a sip of her own she smiled at the warmth and let out a 'mmm' which Penny cocked her head at. "Let's go see daddy." She told the puppy, recieving an excited 'yip!'' in reply and headed out the back door. Walking towards the barn, she heard the hammer ringing out. He had become quite good at hammering, by now, and his fingers weren't as smashed and bruised as they used to be, although, there were always exceptions. Entering the barn, Penny announced their arrival by barking and bounding up to Craig, nipping at the bottom of his jeans in a playful manner. He turned to look at the puppy, and when he saw Alayna, he grinned at her. She smiled back, closing the gap between them and offered him the steaming mug. "Here, babe, I thought you might need some warming up."

He chuckled low. "Well, love...if I want some warming up..." he gave her a suggestive glance, a brow wiggle and then after taking a sip placing the mug on the ground he took her in his arms. "Someday...maybe we can have our own horses here...or at least lease out stalls and get some more income...would you like that? I think one of the smaller pastures here can be a good place for a roundpen if you would like to have one." He nuzzled her neck, inhaling her scent, feeling her warmth. "I love you, kitten..." he whispered "..so very, very much...have I told you that lately?"

Barf laid where Craig had told him to stay but that didnt mean he couldnt show his excitement. Every part of the dog seem to wiggle. He adored his 'little sister' even if sometimes looked at him like he was crazy when he jumped about around her. How he had crawled and rolled on his back for her to at least love him a little bit but mostly, when he in his excitement started to bark she had just run to the woman. Yellowbrownish eyes looked dreamingly at the little fluffball that stood at the womans feet, not even bothering him with a glance. He let out a big sigh but was still tapping his tail in case she would look his way. He could be patient, it was just like when the woman was cooking. It was just a matter of being patient. He had already stolen...or rather 'borrowed' one cookie...and she hadnt suspected a thing...or so he hoped. She had talked to him, asking if he took it but he had plead his innoncence by throwing himself on her feet and playing puppy. It had made her laugh...and hopefully forget the whole thing. 

Suddenly his human put something down on the ground. It smelled...wonderful. He gave them a glance. They did the thing...or almost the play thing he never get to be in on. He had tried once but his human had become very, very angry so he hadnt tried to join in again. They probably didnt want him in on their game this time either...but anything put away, especially on the floor, that must be a offering to the land of Barf. He wiggled himself out, crawling just a little by little, closer to the steaming cup of heavenly scent. When he came within range a long tongue came out. He burn himself at first but it was a small price to pay. There was a small growl and the most beautiful thing he had ever seen showed her pearly whites at him. He forgot all about the treasure he had found and started to act cute. He didnt realize he had left some...evidence behind.

Craig took up the mug again for another sip. Strange. The first sip hadnt tasted like this. "Kitten...what do you have in the coco?"

Alayna relaxed into his arms, hugging him back and making sure her cup of hot coco behind his back didn't slosh out. "I think you told me this morning....but I don't mind to hear again..." She said with a smile and then added in a softer voice next to his ear, "I love you too, Craig..." They kissed for a moment, innocent ones by their standards, although his hand did come down to grip her bottom, making her giggle against him. He let her go and then reached for his cup again. At his question she looked at him confusedly. "Well...just milk and chocolate powder...what anyone uses to make hot chocolate...I didn't have any marshmallows. Why...does it taste bad?" She took a sip of her own. It didn't taste bad to her....perhaps he just didn't like hot coco? 

He looked at his cup questioningly and she looked down as she heard a small growl from Penny. "Penny..." She said warningly, sometimes she didn't like barf much.... Barf! Alayna looked at the big dog at Craig's feet. Hadn't he been by that stall a moment ago? She continued to look at the big red dog and he noticed her, gazing up with his golden eyes, drool coming out of the flaps of his lips and his tail thumping the ground. Something was on his mouth...not the usual drool...something creamy looking..... "Oh! Ew!!!" Alayna exclaimed and quickly grabbed the mug out of Craig's hand as he was about to take another test sip. "You put it on the ground, Craig! Right in front of Barf!" She didn't know whether to laugh or gag. "Barf!" She said down at the big dog, slightly scoldingly, who didn't seem to understand, still wagging his tail at her. Penny seemed to catch on, though, and began to yip at the wrinkly dog, causing him to look at her, ears folding back slightly in a distressed way.

Craig didnt scold him, he hardly did, the dog usually did what he wanted anyway. Perhaps he let the dog get away with a lot but he loved him to bits. Not as much as Alayna of course, but still. Instead he kneeled down and took his buddys broad head in his hands, but his own forehead against his and looked him deeply into his eyes. "WhatdidyoudobuddyWhoisabaaaaaddog?" Barf 'aumm'ed happily, spilled out some coco-drool on the ground and wiggled his entire body when the love of his life talked to him. Craig ruffled the dogs short fur then turned to Penny that stood watching, looking almost like she hoped they would get mad at the big dog. He poked her gently on the paw. She let out a small yip, Craig shook his head, she was so sensitive. "Little snitch!" he chuckled. He placed the coco infront of the big dog. It was so little chocolate in it and so mild it didnt make any difference. He chuckled some more at the look in the shelties eyes.

Getting up again his naughty smile returned. "Well...I lost that...heatsource...guess it only leaves....you..." He came closer to her again, the love he felt for her made his eyes glow, it wasnt just the desire he felt for her as a woman. He let his hands glide along her waist, then placing a kiss on her nose.

Alayna smirked and went willingly into Craig's embrace, his lips warming her cold nose for a split second. She let one eyebrow raise dramatically when he pulled back a bit. "You know, Craig..." She started, her voice toned in a way that let him know she already knew he wouldn't like this idea, but she was going to say it anyway, "...your...buddy, here, might need to get the...snip snip, soon." She watched the look in his face, the slightest cringe like he was thinking how it would feel if he was in the same situation. Men. They were so sensitive about this topic. He opened his mouth to speak and she raised a hand between their chests, placing one slender finger to his lips in a 'shh' movement. 

"I know what you're going to say....just get Penny spayed, right...?" A look from him and she smirked again. "Well, why wouldn't you just take away the pistol, instead of placing a bulletproof vest on Penny? You know he's getting that age....and we can't have him running around impregnating the neighbor's dogs...you know how many there are around here." Craig's 'horror' was showing on his face, now, and his hands held her less securely than before, finally dropping to his sides as he looked down at Barf. The big dog seemed to notice and raised his head from the mug of hot chocolate, the drool at his mouth now a milky brownish color from the liquid. Penny had looked like she had wanted to drink from the cup, and to Alayna's surprise, the big dog yielded, letting her approach it. Penny had sniffed it, her nose hitting a bit of drool on the rim of the cup, and as soon as that happened she back away quickly with an offended look on her face. 

Craig was still looking at Barf, the wrinkly skinned canine staring back up at him lovingly, his tail thumping the ground and his eyes slightly vacant, not a care in the world, when Alayna began again, after scooping Penny up into her arms and cradling her. "Plus, can you imagine what would happen if he got her pregnant?" To emphasis her point, she held the little puppy out in front of Craig's face, Penny's tongue coming out to try and lick his nose, but just missing. "Look at her! There's no way she could handle squeezing his puppy's out of her---" Craig snerked at that and she leveled him with a look.

The thought of doing that to his friend...no...no way... "Well...she can expand...cant she..." he started, trying to think of a good similarity to show as and example "...the elephant bulls is huge but the cows do it just fine...and...bodybuilders...get babies too...draftstallions is bred to...smaller mares...I dont really see the need for it...he have never run away to flirt before...I just dont think he knows how to...not like me..." She didnt laugh and his smile faded.

"So you want to...make my dog into a sissy while your princess get her will then?" He turned from her, the imidiate lust dripping off him, back to what he had been working on, took up another nail and started to hit it with the hammer blocking out anything she might say. Spaying HER dog could do such much better things...like...the breastcancer thing female dogs could get, the infected uterus thing....he had done some reading when he got Barf, even if those things never would affect his own dog. He glanced down at the big lug of a dog. Thomas loved the dog too, despite the mischief he got both him and Thomas into. He couldnt help but smile a little as he remembered the time Barf managed to steal an entire jar of cookies and leaving it in Thomas trailer...and when Hathi found it she had looked on the tall man asking why, since it had been cookies for the church. Poor Thomas, he wasnt sure what cookies she was talking about since just a little earlier she had given him some cookies. Before the misunderstanding was cleared the thief sat beside them like he was the most innocent in the world - at the same time he was licking at his privates, even so the little 'pinky' was showing. 'Dirty dog' he whispered. 

He didnt want to talk about 'snipping' his dog. In a way Barf was an extension of himself. Did it mean she wanted to snip him too? He cringed a little. No...he would defend his friend. Somehow he had to convince her that a intact male dog was better as a guard dog than a lame wimpy eunuch.

Alayna rolled her eyes behind his back. So this is how it was going to be, then? No consideration for her own dog, just concern for Barf's 'manlyness'. What? Did he want Barf roaming the countryside, making a bunch of mini me's that would most likely end up in a box just like Penny had been? Chances were they wouldn't turn out to be as lucky as her, either. "My, 'princess' will not get her will, actually." She responded in a slightly aggitated tone as he began to hammer, her temper coming out. "I plan on spaying her eventually, but not until she gets out of her puppy stage. And don't act like I don't know anything about the woman body, I--" The hammer continued to ring, almost completely swallowing her voice. Apparently she was now preaching to the choir. She let out a frustrated noise and turned, taking Penny with her but not bothering to pick up the slobbery mug. 

Infuriating man! Sometimes he knew just what nerves to hit, with her. She knew she had a temper, but....when he acted like a child, hammering to block out her voice, she couldn't help but become angry! She wouldn't ask him to do it if she didn't think it wasn't important. It wasn't like she was asking HIM to get it done. Letting out another angry sigh, she walked back into the house, shutting the door a little harder than usual. Setting Penny back down on the floor, the puppy seemed to pick up on her aggitation and let out a distressed whine. She looked down at her, the puppy gazing back up with her tail tucked between her legs. Alayna felt her anger deflating, at that, and she squatted to Penny's level, petting her head. "I'm not angry at you, honey....I'm not...angry at anyone...just, frustrated." She was still miffed, she was just trying to learn to control her temper better. This shouldn't be a subject of argument for them, if they were going to fight it should be about something much more important that neutering Barf. 

Standing back up, she walked to the kitchen and filled a bucket full of scalding soap water and grabbed a rag. She had work to do, still. She could take some of her anger out on stains around the house instead of Craig. Perhaps it would help. Rolling up her sleeves and tying her hair into a high ponytail to keep it out of her face, she then sat down on the kitchen floor and began to scrub hard at the linoleum.

Some hours later Barf sighed for the hundred thousand time, and then let out a small fart. The man he loved most of everything in the world turned towards him. "For PETES sake Barf...I know we are outside..but darn it...your farts...you would be a safetyhazard if you would fart in a crowded space. Go out from here if you are bored!!" Craig knew the dog wouldnt understand everything, but 'go out' he should know. The dog left with another deep sigh and a 'hurt' eye.

He was amost done with the boxes now, the only thing needed was to paint it all. Every door was new and was of the sliding type so it didnt take up any room. The feeding bins was of the kind you could 'open' from the isle and then just 'tip' it in for the horse, making the feeding so much easier. Of course there was a watercup so you wouldnt have to drag waterbuckets. They had removed one stall that had been to narrow anyway compared to the other boxes and in its place made a washstall. The one on the opposite side that was just as narrow was the 'small' storage for haybales.

There was suddenly a loud ruckus outside and he heard the yipping of Penny and then the bark a third dog. Fucking strays! Then came Barfs barking, silence, a scream, the crash of a fence and then silence again. He was already out of the barn at the first sound but it had gotten dark faster than he realized and he couldnt really make out where it had come from. They needed to put light up out here. He saw Alayna come out from the house. As she came to him he spoke "...I think a stray came...not sure if the dogs got into a fight or not..." He wasnt that worried for Barfs sake...but the smaller dog...

They had walked a bit along the fence since Craig had heard it breaking. He clenched his jaw as he saw the blood and wasnt sure if he dared to look in Alaynas direction. Penny had in some way turned into her baby. He liked the small dog but it was so clearly Alaynas dog, just like Barf was his. Altho Craig had to say Barf was a lot more loving towards her than Penny was to him, even if she was nice. On the other hand...Barf loved everyone. "Im sure they are fine, kitten..." he said softly "...but I think we need to go get the flashlights..."

Alayna nodded to his statement, her eyes downcast and looking at the small bit of blood on the grass. It wasn't much...but.... Craig jogged off to go get the flashlights and her panic began to set in. No....not another death...please, not another. She knew Penny was just a dog, but...if she had to bury her prematurely, too..... A few tears escaped her eyes and she brushed at them angrily. Why did death always threaten the ones she loved? Penny was just a puppy, but she had become...well, like her baby the past few months. It might sound stupid to other's, but, she loved the little fuzzball...and if anything had happened to her.... A few more tears sprung out as she heard Craig's footsteps behind her as well as seeing the beam of light. She wiped them away quickly, again. She wouldn't let him see her cry over this...not unless it turned out to be...as bad as what her brain was imagining. 

Craig handed her a flashlight, and she still didn't meet his eyes, but murmured a 'thank you' to him. They began to walk again and she called for the puppy, not hearing any of her yips in response. She began to worry again, and it showed clearly on her face, now, her brows drawn up and lips pulled down. Her voice was slightly shaky when she spoke, "I...I had only let her outside to go to the bathroom.....I should have...I should have been watchi--"

Suddenly, they came upon the break in the fence and at the same time a distressed 'bof!' came from the distance. She looked up at the noise and they shined their flashlights over to see Barf barreling towards them. Not in the tail wagging, happy-to-see-you way he always did, but now his bark was stressed, urgent and he ran with a slight hitch in his step. He was across the fence, so they both climbed over quickly to meet him on the other side. He ran up, still barking, and her heart fell as she saw that he was smeared with blood....from what she could tell it was his own... His neck looked like it had been taken ahold of by a strong set of teeth, but his wrinkles had kept him from sustaining any real damage to his artery or windpipe. Craig was making to bend down and probably check him over, Alayna's heart breaking for him as well, she knew how much he loved that dog, when he suddenly took off in the other direction, pausing for a moment to look back at them and bark urgently. Neither of them wasted any time, breaking into a jog and following behind the injured, distressed Barf.

Barf had chased the other dog off, bitten him good to, he could still feel the thin ear between his teeth. Luckily for himself he had so tiny ears so it was harder to get hold of it. This one had been one with huge ears. It had tried to get his little girlfriend. He had caught up with them after breaking the fence after the first fight where he had gotten bitten first. He had never expected the dog to charge at him.

He had wiggled himself in the tight space after he had made sure the other male dog was gone. Being far too big he couldnt get all the way in but he had managed to give her a lick on the nose anyway. For once she hadnt snarled at him. When she was very little she had loved him but then suddenly everything he did was just wrong, he wasnt sure why but now she seemed at least a little happy for him being there. She wimpered a little. Barf crawled out and looked in the direction his human said was 'home' now and perked his small ears up. People...his people! He set off in their direction.

Craig felt his heart drop as the palm of his hand got red. He had called after the dog but the dog had just kept on running, stopping, giving them a 'bof' and after checking they were close, started to run again. 

Finally he came back to where he had found the dog belonging to the woman. He looked up at them as they came up to him, panting, giving them a 'bof' and looking down the hole, then he stuck his head down and 'boffed' there to and got a reply. That seemed to get the humans moving.

Craig swore silently and handed over his flashlight to the woman beside him. "Light down here, Kitten...I dont want to pick up a snake if I cant help it..." He had to crawl a good way in, hanging with his head down, and his slim size turned out to be good for once. Thomas wouldnt have fitted in here at all. It was hard for the woman to get the best lighting for him, it was also shaking so he figured she was crying to. "Honey...I know you are scared...but...please...hold the light still...I get her up in a jiffy ok?" He didnt hear if she repiled or not but the light got more steady.

Barf went up to the woman. She did that strange things the two leggeds did sometimes. One of her hands helt that light things and the other hanged down. He buffed his head under it. "Mmmmf" he said and bopped her on the leg "mmmmfffh" while he wagged the tip of his tail. Every dog knew the twolegged were pretty dumb and couldnt speak very well, just chattering like squirrels, but he tried at least to cheer her up, he had given her a lick too but she didnt seem to notice. At least she had said the word he knew meant that she liked him.

Alayna sniffed, a tear falling down her cheek despite how hard she attempted to hold them back. She was trying to hold the flashlight still, but it wasn't just Penny that had her upset, it was the thought of death, in general, and the terrible memories it brought along with it. She felt something warm under her hand and heard a noise, looking down, she saw Barf sitting at her feet and she gave him a small smile. He looked up at her with his golden eyes, not seeming to worry too much about the fact that he had been bitten. Thank goodness both of the dogs had had their rabies shots. "Hey, buddy...." She said quietly, rubbing at his head, not caring if her hand got bloody or not. It was comforting to pet him, so she continued to do so as she held the light for Craig. She was a little worried about her fiance as well...what if there was something bad in the back of the tunnel? Like a rattler? She knew they were here, she had found one on the trails, once. 

Trying not to think about that, she suddenly heard a small 'yip' that she immediately recognized as Penny's, and then Craig's muffled voice as he spoke to her. She heard some rustling, then a distressed whine and yip, like when a baby pulled a dog's tail, and heard Craig murmur again. She must be hurt....otherwise she would have come out of the hole at Alayna's voice, but how badly? Craig began to back out, and soon after his head came back into view. Right after that was Penny in his arms. One of her legs was bloody, but that was all Alayna saw. Craig stood, and immediately handed the puppy over to her, Alayna grabbing her up quickly, but gingerly with a 'thank you' to Craig who then bent to look at Barf. "Oh, Penny....." She said in a worried voice, looking at the puppy's front leg. "...baby..you're hurt...I think we need to go to the vet, Craig...." 

Hating to do it, but needing to see, she sat the puppy down on the ground. As Alayna suspected, she didn't even try to use the one front leg, and she whined whenever she attempted to move. She picked her up again just after, sparing her any more pain than she was already in. They all walked back to the house and Craig tied Barf into the bed of his truck while Alayna held Penny in her lap to keep from getting blood on the interior. She stroked the puppy's head comfortingly, murmuring to her as they drove. There were no more tears, now. She knew the sheltie would be fine, she would just be in some pain...but that was better than what her imagination had conjured up. They arrived at the vets and got both of the dogs checked out. Barf was mainly alright, his skin was torn pretty good in some places, but his wrinkles and loose skin had saved him from any real damage so he just needed to be cleaned up. Penny, on the other hand, had sustained a broken leg. It was just one, clean break, though, and the vet said it should heal up without much problem. They placed the leg in a cast, bright pink, go figure, and gave Alayna the pain medication as well as directions on how to apply it. 

When they finally got home it was a big relief, and she felt any of the anger or worry from earlier totally leave her, replaced by contentment that she knew everything was alright. She placed Penny in her bed, that was at the corner of the living room, a bit away from the fireplace, and their air mattress, but close enough to recieve plenty of heat. The puppy fell asleep immediately, drugged up and tired from her day. Craig was in the kitchen, washing Barf's blood off his hands and she came up behind him, wrapping her arms around his torso in a hug and laying her head on his shoulders. "Thank you," she murmured, "for going in and getting Penny.... I guess I'm...pretty attached to her... I'm..sorry Barf got hurt, too...but, he's probably what..saved her."

He didnt say anything about it. That Barf had saved Penny. "Mmm...you know, I like her too and dont want her to get hurt...and I rather have something in there bite me rather than you..." Barf sat next to Penny, guarding her, all the while licking his privates in full view. Craig sighed and rubbed his face. His arms showed some scrapes but none were bad. "You realize I cant come with you to work tomorrow then...you cant check on Penny while you ride, so she have to stay here...good thing I dont have...a 'real' job right now...at least some good in this..." There was no problem with their finances but he still worries. He laid at night thinking about it, doing calculations on costs. He sighed deeply. "I finished the barn anyway...just need paint...what color do you want in there? I think Thomas fixed the water out there too. I helped but...still..."

They went to bed and she fell asleep, her head on his chest, while he stroked her hair. It was halloween tomorrow. Perhaps he could cheer her up some. It might get her mind off snipping Barf too...hopefully. Barf came over, and as gently as the big dog could, he laid himself down, on Craigs legs, and as the man placed his legs ontop of him, he started to lick his feet.

The next morning she went to work, and when they lived here it wasnt that far at all. Not compared to before. If they got their own horses, they could even ride to work and save on gas. He got into down and went down to business. Barf had to stay behind, otherwise he might end up paying for a lot more than he needed due to...a certain dogs slobber. Penny on the other hand, was a real chick magnet, especially with the pink cast on. Suddenly there were girls everywhere, cooing over the cute little dog. Even tho he was engaged, he looked since he was a man after all, but he didnt flirt with them as he had done once. Looking was just like looking at a commercial on TV or in a magazine. It wasnt like he was going after them or giving in to their flattering.

He found what he had searched for and he was pleased that it mached the little dogs cast. What Barf would say was another matter, but he would put up with it. He was in on everything, as long as he go to be with those he loved.

Alayna had just finished hosing Valor off, and she stuck him back into his stall. Before leaving, though, she gave him a long scritch on the neck and cooed some loving words in his ears. The big grey wobbled his lips in response and reguarded her with happy, perked ears. His nose dipped down and he nuzzled her thigh, his hot breath hitting it in regular, deep puffs. "Hey, now!" She said with a giggle, playing with his forelock, "I have a fiance, you know, he'd better not catch you getting so frisky!" He responded with a snort and closed his eyes, half falling asleep as she rubbed his neck. "You're such a ham." She said amusedly, and then left his stall after raising his head and giving him a kiss on his pink nose, like always. Silly, stallion, if he was a real man he would certainly be able to get any woman he wanted, what a casanova. 

It was time to head back home, the day had seemed to go fairly slowly. Hathien had surprised them all at lunch by baking Halloween cupcakes, which seemed to be the highlight of the day, because other than that, everything passed rather uneventfully. She hoped that Craig hadn't had any trouble babysitting the dogs all day. Penny, she wasn't too worried about since the puppy couldn't really move easily right now, but, Barf...she knew for a fact that he was mischevious. He didn't do it on purpose, or...it didn't seem like he did...he just wasn't really the sharpest tool in the shed. There had been a few instances where she had laid things down, gone back to get them and they were gone. Then, when she found them, they were in a completely different spot and covered in a slimy drool. Usually, she couldn't help but laugh, unless it was something important...then it wasn't so funny, anymore. 

Parking in the driveway, she smiled as she looked at their house. It wasn't much, yet, but they were getting there, slowly but surely. She had brought a cupcake home for Craig, on Hath's insistence, so she carried that with her as she opened the door. Not seeing anyone, yet, she went into the kitchen and sat it down on a counter, then, walked into the living room to look for Craig. Hmm, no one there, either. She was about to go out and check the barn when she heard a noise upstairs, so, she headed there, instead. Walking into what was going to be their master bedroom, she saw Craig there, working on sealing a window. 

He turned around as he heard her come in. "Hey, babe, I brought you a cupcake, it's downstairs in the kitchen. Hath says to eat it...or else." She raised her fist in the same gesture Hath had done and smirked at him. "How was your day? Where is P--" Just as she was asking the question, something very pink caught her eye in the corner of the room. She looked over to see....Penny in a costume? The puppy looked at her, head laying on her paws and looking none too impressed. With a little difficulty, she raised herself up and began to walk slowly to 'mommy'. It was a pirate costume, a very pink one, and her cast served perfectly as a peg leg. She immediately began to laugh, the puppy, seeming to sense that it was at her, stopped walking and sat down in the middle of her tracks. Alayna bent down, arms outstretched. "Penny! Did daddy make you a pirate? Are you a pink pirate? Come here and see me!" Like a reluctant child, the little dog got back up and slowly made her way towards a still giggling Alayna.

Craig laughed with her. "Everybody loved her at the petstore...said it was the sweetest trick n treater ever they had in the store...they even took her photo. I was planning to come and see you but Penny seemed tired after we left town so I took her home instead. Did you see Barf down there? He have been a little sluggish today. Anyway, Charlene at the petstore said...that..you could do a chemical 'snip' that work just as good as...the other thing..." He sighed a little at it. He rather not do anything, let the dog be as he were...but he wanted to make Alayna happy too...he would do anything for her...

"Charlene was nice, she gave us a discount on the dogfood...pretty good discount I must say...you know the big bag we get...got 7 bucks in discount...just for Penny being cute...and Penny even got a little toy..." he pointed at the stuffed little ghost. It had a little text printed on its 'belly' that said 'I booo you' together with a heart. "Anyway...Barf have a costume on too...I took photos of them earlier...also in town...I have the camera downstairs.

His stomache growled a little as they walked down, Alayna hadnt said anything about the discount. He had thought she would be happy that he made a bargin, especially since he both had found something cheaper than a regular neutering plus getting the dogfood cheaper. Perhaps she had a bad day today. While she walked in to the livingroom he walked into the kitchen. No cupcake. "Honey...the cupcake..did you put it in the fridge...?"

He had certainly talked about Charlene a lot. She wasn't really one to get that jealous, but...it was a natural thing... Especially since Craig was, well, a very good looking man. She knew he got plenty of attention whenever he walked about, even moreso when they heard his accent, but...they didn't need Charlene's charity, just because the woman thought her fiance was handsome. She knew how it worked, she wasn't naive, during her time at Vegas she had her own tactics, as well. Sighing, and running her hands through her hair, knowing she was just stressing over something stupid, she closed her eyes and leaned her head back on the couch for a moment before she heard his voice from the kitchen. 

"I sat it on the counter, it should be right there..." She said, keeping her eyes closed. When it came to men finding anything in the kitchen it was a hopeless cause...why was that? Her dad was the exact same way. He would dig through the fridge for ten minutes only to have her mother come along and pluck whatever it was out from under his nose and hand it to him, herlself, in a manner of seconds. She heard some more rummaging, and then a sigh. She was about to ask if he'd found it when something warm and heavy was placed in her lap. Opening her eyes quickly, and looking down, it was Barf's head, complete with a little pilgrim hat on the top of it. 

She giggled at him, "Well, hello, little frontier man, what have you been up to?" Her hand came down to rub at his ear until something caught her eye. There were dark crumbs all over his mouth... He seemed to notice something was up, so he backed away a few steps and sat down, just enough for her to see the little white bib of his costume that...wasn't so white anymore. It had chocolate smeared all over it, along with a few droplets of drool that oozed down it. She sighed, laying her head back on the couch and closed her eyes again, draping a hand across them. "I think I found your cupcake, Craig." She said a bit exhasperatedly.

"What? Where?" he popped his head in and saw her point at the dog, and he sighed. Barf looked down but tapped his tail anyway. "Guess we have to put some crate to the kitchen or something" he sighed as he sat down beside her. He placed a hand on her lap, rubbing it slightly. "Have I dont something, Alayna? Or did something happen at work? I...I made a stew today...its in the fridge though...just to warm up....that is if you are hungry..." He glanced at her again. "I missed you a lot today...this is actually one of the few days we havent seen eachother at all. I wanted to call but...I didnt want to bother you either...in case you were riding or...something..."

He fiddled with the splinter that he had got earlier in the day and one he couldnt get out. It was a little infected due to his prodding. "Would you like to go looking at a bed tomorrow? They are having a big sale on...on...what the name of the store...you know the one you wanted to buy from...they were selling out some demo models, if we are there when they open we might get a good one...especially since its a weekday...maybe Hathi allows you to come late?"

Not sure what to say more, since she hadnt really replied, only hummed and still lied there with her arm over her face, he walked out to the kitchen to start up dinner. He felt a little sad since he thought she would be happy, both for the cheaper dogfood, the dinner and the chance of a bargin as well as the possibility of perhaps sleeping in a real bed tomorrow night.

She had fallen asleep for a little bit, waking to the smell of the stew he had made that was now heating up, and she heard him in the kitchen. She felt bad for earlier, she shouldn't have gotten jealous, he had spoken to her, and she hadn't said much back because she didn't want to say something she would regret in her frustration. That and she had been tired from work, which had made her even more cranky. Now she stretched, bones popping a bit painfully, and headed into the kitchen. He looked over at her as she entered and she gave him a small smile, he returned it, but it looked slightly hesitant. 

"It...It smells good, Craig, thank you...so much, for cooking. I really didn't feel like it when I came home today." Walking up to him, she gave him a kiss on the cheek, which he didn't return in his usual 'Craig-y' way, but just accepted it and remained quiet. Great, now she had pissed him off. Hoisting herself up on the counter by the stove, she sat facing him while he stirred the pot. "I texted Hath about the bed shopping, she said that would be fine with her since we don't have much going on right now.....I'll...be happy to get off that air mattress...it's not exactly good for anything besides sleeping..." She smiled a little at that and he smirked some in return, a little bit of the 'usual' him showing through. She sighed, twirling a strand of her flaming hair around a finger, her feet moving some as they dangled off the counter. 

"Craig, I'm sorry..." She began in a softer voice after a while of silence. "I got...a little jealous when you mentioned that..Charlene lady. I know it's stupid. I know. Please, don't lecture me, because I trust you with all my heart. It's just...a natural thing...when you have somthing...someone..this good, you don't want it to slip away. Surely you've felt the same? I feel like an idiot...I'm not mad at you. I just didn't want you thinking that I was..." She trailed off, looking at his finger that he had been picking at earlier. "I missed you  too, today....the only thing I had close to a kiss was from Valor....he's a pretty good kisser, though, so it got me through the day." She gave him a wry smile at that, trying to cheer him up. He had done nothing wrong and everything right and she had still gotten angry at him. Why did she have to worry so much? 

Opening the drawer beneath her legs, she pulled out a safety pin and opened it to where the needle section was sticking out, then she bent it straight. "Here..." She said, taking his hand, holding the fingertip up that looked red and aggitated from what she guessed was a splinter. "This might hurt...just a little bit." Trying to be as gentle as she could, she poked at the darker speck beneath his skin with the end of the needle, working diligently to get it out for him.

"Alayna...its not THAT Charlene you think if...they have two Charlenes...now..ow!" He tried to pull his finger back, pouted just a little bit when she called him a baby "...this Charlene is what...50 or 60...there abouts anyway..." He didnt mention that he at one point had an affair with a woman that age. It was in the past. She got the splinter out and he sucked at his finger a little afterwards. "Thank you, kitten..." He stepped in between her legs, giving her a hug, while he nuzzled her neck. "I so want you to get everything you dreamed of, Kitten...I want you to get the very best of everything...some might take a little time before we can get it but I promise you that we will get it at some point. If not I can...ask...dad...he owe me..."

He didnt want to think of his dad so he continued to shower her with affection, nibbling her ear. Coming towards her cheek he soon found her mouth and kissed her, cupping her face with his hands that then softly stroked her over her head. Leaning his forehead against hers he then broke the kiss and looked deeply into her eyes. "My beloved kitten...I get bloody horny by just looking at you..." It wasnt the most romantic thing to say, but it came from his heart. "I cant wait to get married to you...to...start our life together for real...even if it scares the crap out of me at the same time. I mean...like the house...I have never...lived with anyone before...well...except Barf..." 

He glanced at the dog that lay on his back on the floor in the livingroom, snoring loudly, totally squishing his costume. The little hat laid beside him, strangely unharmed. Penny had lifted her head and was looking at him. Now when she was 'unattended' he had put the 'cone of shame' on her but it was seethrough so it was no problem with vision. He chuckled low at the scene. "She actually slept on him today...and you should have seen how happy he looked...He eve tried to 'clean' off the vet scent from her...in case you wonder why she have wavy sections in the fur...that was before the costume.."

She smiled warmly at his words. "I already have everything I've ever dreamed of, Craig....and even more." She meant it, too. She didn't have to have anything else and she would be completely happy for the rest of her life. If she just had Craig, she knew she would be alright. He nuzzled and kissed her and she went along with him, happy as a cat laying in a ray of sunshine. At his next words she giggled with a coy smirk that turned warmer as he continued. "I can't wait, either...I'm starting to get really excited. I never thought, before...that I would pick a wedding dress out for myself, but...I guess things happen that you never expect..." She said as her smile grew wider, still, and she took both his hands in her own, interlacing her fingers in his. Finding his finger that she had just taken the splinter out of, she kissed the 'boo-boo' there gently. 

"Why don't we have some of your stew? I'm starving, and I know you have to be, since..../someone/" She emphasised the word, glancing over at Barf who sighed contentedly while looking back, "..ate your cupcake." She ended it in a giggle, the big dog thumping his tail against the ground. She slid off the counter with his hands around her waist, helping her land softer. Then, she went to the cupboards that were finished and looked through the few plates and bowls they had brought to the house so far. Finding two bowls, she got them down and dished out herself and Craig some of the stew he made, then sat them at the small, round table that was her's from the apartment. Reaching into the fridge, she found a bottle of beer for the both of them and plunked his down in front of him with a smile. "Trick or treat," She said with a giggle, "How about a cold beer instead of candy?" He grinned back and opened his and her's for her. They still liked to drink once in a while, usually in the comfort of home or if they went out with friends. It was funny how things changed. Before, it was hard liquor all the time and at bars and clubs, certainly never at someone's house. She still liked to drink, a little more than she cared to admit, but, she was trying to make herself tone it down. 

They began to eat and she let out a 'mmm' at her first bite. The warmth of the soup slid down her throat, heating up her chilled body. It was beginning to get colder in the house, and, soon, they would need to stoke the fire in the living room again before they went to bed. "This is wonderful, Craig, maybe I should leave you at home more often..." She said teasingly, laughing as he gave her a look. They ate a bit more and she noticed he finished his beer. She had as well, so she got them each another. As they finished up she smiled at him across the table, a seductive tint to her expression, mint eyes glued to his dark ones. The beer had her feeling good, the slightest buzz in her brain and her foot crept over to his side, rubbing lightly up one leg and going back down again. Letting her foot go up yet again, this time it went further up, able to brush against his thigh since the table wasn't very wide. Her boots she had kicked off when she was on the couch earlier, so it was just her winter socks, allowing her toes to move. Leaning her head in her hands and smirking at him she watched his expression grow darker as her toes headed further inwards.

He raised a eyebrow. "Are someone...trick or treating....but do they dare to do that..." his voice got deeper and darker "...up at the old Knights house..." Craig leaned forward. "You know what happend right?" The woman shook her head, grinning wildly. That grin was mostly, he guessed since she reached more when he leaned forward. "Well..mm...I heard that...there is a lot of moaning and groaning going on up there...and...you get...really..really horny...if you go inside...so there is no horror house, only horny house..." He swallowed since her toes was...gently pawing...his delicates. Since he had felt a little frisky before this didnt really help, on the other hand, he always felt frisky with her around.

Scooting his chair out he patted his lap for her to sit. First she was about to sit down with her legs on the same side but he stopped her, shaking his head. Instead he got her to straddle him. He kissed her like she had been gone forever, but he didnt rush it. Slowly like he was feeling, reflecting on everything he did. His hands rubbed her back, agile fingers that for many years had kneeded the backs of worn racers, the neck of promising ones, knew how to kneed a woman to a frenzy. He didnt have to worry, about getting caught, about the neighbours hearing them. The look on their neighbours faces was sort of..priceless. The only one looking a little 'sad' was the man in the couple that had to be their age. The woman in the same pair...she always looked pissed. Although Craig had heard they had applied for a swap between their current apartment and Alaynas, apparently...it was better.

Nuzzling her breasts with his nose and mouth he let out a happy sigh. He had never known that he could be this happy, never known that he would love someone like he loved Alayna. Part of him wondered of course about Jessica. They had after all spent some time together. None of them had ever taken the 'other' step. Mentally he waved her off. His future was with Kitten...only Kitten...

She kissed him back with as much passion as he did, just now realizing how much she had missed his kisses today since he hadn't been at the barn. It was silly, she knew, for them to be connected at the hip like they were, but, neither of them were complaining. So, what did it hurt? When he nuzzled his nose between her chest she smiled and leaned back some, giving him better access. She had a sweater on, so he couldn't do much more than that, at the moment, but it was enough, for now... One of her hands held onto him to keep her balanced, while the other dipped down. She didn't just brush her hand along the outside of his jeans, instead, she brought her hand under the waistband, working her way between his jeans and his underwear. Stroking the outside of the fabric of his jeans she heard a small noise from him and he looked up at her. She met his gaze with a lusty smirk, the faint buzz from the beer mingling with her desire for him. "Welcome to the horny house..." She said with a giggle, and he chuckled low in return, standing up and taking her with him. 

She wrapped her legs around his waist, kissing his neck and sucking on his ear as he carried her to the living room. Barf seemed to already know the drill, and went from laying in front of the fireplace to the hallway where the front door was situated, where he usually went at night to keep a 'lookout', even though he was sleeping. She heard him plop down on the rug in front of the door with a dramatic 'hhmmph'. Penny was already asleep in her pet bed, the meds knocking her out once more. Craig placed her down on the air mattress, her old comforter beneath her. He took a moment to stoke the fire, placing more logs on it for overnight so they wouldn't wake up chilled. As he did so, she stripped off her sweater, pants and socks, her bra and panties remaining, and then went under the covers, burrying herself over her head so she was completely engulfed, trying to warm up. 

She heard a belt jingle, a zipper slide open and a few clothes hitting the ground, then his bare footsteps on the hardwood floor. They stopped, and she was just about to say something when he suddenly lifted the cover up just enough for her to see his face and he added a 'boo!' along with it. She squealed and tried to pull the covers back down over her, just to give him a hard time, but he somehow managed to squeeze in beside her before she could, pulling the covers over his own head and shrouding them in darkness, only the sounds of their own breathing, the fire crackling and Alayna's soft giggles. They both layed there for a moment, unable to see anything, but knowing the other was right there. Who would break the silence, first? She was contemplating what to do when she suddenly felt a warm hand on her inner thigh, making her jump at first, and sigh right after. Her hand went to his stomach, unable to see, but knowing him perfectly by feeling. Her fingers hit his treasure trail and she continued down, expecting to hit the band of his underwear soon, but when she didn't, she let out another giggle, finding something quite different than what she had been expecting, although, no less familiar to her. "Oh, my, Mr. Knight!" She said in a fake dramatic voice. "I seem to have dressed in the wrong costume, I thought we were going in our underwear for Halloween and not our birthday suits, my mistake." Continuing to giggle she reached her hands around behind her, unlatched her bra and shrugged it off, dropping it outside the covers, then, she did the same for her underwear. "There....now we match." She said in a triumphant voice.

He sighed with pleasure at her touch, feeling him get turned on and felt the want to take her right there...but...no...it was more fun to make it last, dragging it out. To hear her, to feel her, and not just make a simple act out of it. As she took off the last remaining pieces of fabric he crept closer up behind her as his hand continued to stroke the inside of her thigh, upwards. He was already excited enough, as always with her around even of the beer had helped him losen up some more. Soon enough he was far enough so he could nuzzle the back of her neck as well as let his fingers lightly tease her core. He sniffed her and growled softly, letting both touch and scent be senses he used as well as his sight. Her hair seemed to be part of the flames, glistering and glowing in the natural heated light. His lips found hers, and he kissed her slowly, tasted her, taking his time to feel her, to enjoy her. 

Her hand stroked the side of him, over his waist, then going back and over his rump, squeezing it lightly. It made him move slightly towards her, the lenght of his heated member rubbing at her buttcheets. If it was to tease him further or not he wasnt sure but she pressed harder against him. He has stuck his other arms so she could rest on it but at the same time he could just about to reach her breasts. When his fingers found them the first time they had already contracted despite them being under the warm covers. The fingers that was teasing her folds had now come across the core and as he stroked it, pressing at it slightly and then adding the type of movement he knew she liked, she moaned. Her sound was however muted a little by his kiss. She seemed to shiver, letting small sounds out. He let her lips go for a moment and continued to cover her neck with small nibbles and tender lovebites all the while his hands continued to tease her. This felt so nice, to enjoy her without any rush, just feeling his desire flow in his veins. They had only done without protection once and it seemed that with just a few short months left, they didnt need them, especially not with her being on the pill. He continued to rub against her as a reaction to her hands caresses. When her hand with a little trouble found its way in between them and getting a gentle but firm hold of the 'legend' he groaned in her ear.

"Ohm...Kitten, just...dont do to much ok...mm...I want to..trick or treat you ok...mm..", there might have been a reply but he wasnt sure. He carefully rubbed one of her nipples as he spoke, then pressing in and massaging the entire breast with his fingers. He couldnt do it with his whole hand since he couldnt reach all the way. Going by what it felt like further down she was ready. Moving his hand away from her core, even if it was just for a little bit, he took her hand away aswell, and she let go quite reluctantly. With a little bit of wiggle he made her lift the leg and lay it slightly ontop of his, and with a little more wiggle he made the tip of his member tease her. By now his hand that rested on  her knee helped only to hold her leg up. He entered a little, then pulled out, in a little until she began to almost mew in anticipation, then he let himself enter all together. Her rythmic heat embraced him, and like a strong surge it was hard to pull out even just a little, it was like she was getting even with him for denying her this just moments before. He moaned in her ear and began to thrust into her with the little movement she allowed him to move. His hand moved down from her knee, down to her core and started to tease her again. He couldnt do much with his other arm since she had taken hold of it like a handle as she pushed herself against him.

She whimpered as he finally pushed all the way into her, a shiver rolling up her at the familiar feeling that he gave her. He began to thrust gently since she held onto him tight, enjoying the small, rocking movements and teasing him back a bit for what he did earlier. Feeling his hand leave her knee, she gasped in pleasure as it found her core once more. God...it should be a sin, how good he made her feel...how did he even know what to d----"Oh!" She clamped harder around him as he switched up what he had been doing, taking her off guard with the sudden increase in pleasure. A deep groan from him was heard behind her, probably from her noises and the way she held him harder, and he began to try to thrust just a little harder. She gave in trying to tease, wanting more friction, herself, and let him go. Now he glided smoothly out, her gripping him at certain spots along the way, and thrust into her harder than before, causing her to moan and arch her bottom into him, rotating her hips slightly. 

The hand that held his arm clenched it with a tight grip, using it to help her rock into him, meeting his movements with her own. Her head arched back until she felt it lightly bump into his. Moments later, she felt his nose nuzzle past her hair, then his warm tongue glide up the back of her neck, teasing the skin there. "Ohhh.....Cr......Craig....nmmmmm.....suh.....so...g-good....." Everything he was doing had her feeling like she was set aflame with pleasure, coursing through her veins and flooding over her, taking over any thoughts and leaving only the instincts she needed for this act. He thrusted into her a bit faster, still keeping a smooth movement and she continued to clamp around him where she knew it felt best for him. His fingers still teased her core and it had her reaching for something, anything, to hold onto with her free hand from the intensity of it all. Sliding it back, her fingers found his hip, clasped at that, but it wasn't a very good hold, so she moved further back and finding his firm bottom, grabbed ahold of the closest side of it. Digging her fingers in slightly, she pushed against him. 

Moaning in a higher pitched voice than usual, she writhed under his skilled movements, feeling that hot tingle creeping closer to her. "Mmmmhm....oh....fff......ffuck.....Crai..g.....p..pleeeease....ohhh...." The pace picked up more, the air mattress moving slightly beneath them as they continued. She let the leg that was resting on top of his lift up, spreading her legs wider and allowing him more access. Her toes were curled up in a ball and she was beginning to sweat lightly, warming up from the chill fall air in the best of ways.

He breathed hard, groaning slightly as she held his most noble part in a tight grip. After some more strokes he wiggled his arm out that she had been lying on, he rose a little, manovering himself slightly so he stood on his knees while she lay the same way. He had been forced to reluctantly leave her heat while he did it and she had almost not let him go. This way he got better leverage in his thrusts and now her leg rested up on his chest. She had twisted herself some so it would feel better for her leg. He kept this position for a little while but he missed being able to touch her. This way were just a in and out thing and he wanted more than that. Finally he settled for the 'classic', and he kissed her as he gently came down, leaning on his elbows and his hands cupping the back of her head. Sweat was forming between his shoulderblades and the small of his back.

"Mmm...Kitten...my se...sexy kitten..." he licked and nibbled her exposed throat, growling softly. He couldnt hold back much more now. "Alayna..." his voice was hoarse, thick with his desire and his current state of mind "...Alayna...my sweeehh..t sweet darling....my..mmm...love...open youre eyes...look at me...just look at me..." She let out a whimper at his thrust that got him to let out a lustfilled moan, but she did look up even if it looked like it was hard. His hands came up and gently, as good as he could, stroked her hair that seemed a little soaked with sweat too. Her hands grasped at his back, he could feel her nails but he didnt care, her legs wrapped around his waist. "Look at me when you come, love...." He let out a little soft grunt as he tried to hold on, holding on against the current of his release. He was starting to feel her moving more rythmic around him..."Oh fuck...Alayna...I...mmuh....cant..." He panted, clenching his jaw, leaning his forehead against hers, fighting to keep his eyecontact with her. He pushed in once more, with the remaining strenght and the last of his power to hold back. He had to let go, a louder growling groan escaping her, and at his release he felt her arch against him, through his blinding light he found her and he reached for her hands.

Alayna let out a sob that echoed through the mostly empty house, mixing with his grunts of exertion. At his broken words she tried her best to look up at him, her eyes wanting to drift shut again on their own, but she forced herself to lock onto his warm brown eyes. Just looking into them seemed to intensify the feeling even more and she clenched around him as a reaction, causing him to groan softly, his breath falling upon her face. His words and his passion-filled expression, as well as, of course, the way he was moving into her was bringing her closer fast. She could feel the hot tingle beginning and whimpered, her eyes never leaving his. As he told her he couldn't and then layed his forehead against her own, seeming to struggle to keep his own eyes open, she gave him the most reasuring gaze she could at the moment. "C...come...hh.....Craig....aahhh...ahlmost...there.....l-let....go..ooh......lo...love...mmmhhn...you..." 

A louder growl escaped him and she felt his thighs tighten, the harder buck that happened involuntarily as he came, as well as the warmth spilling into her without the protection of a condom. She sobbed again, coming almost right behind him, the intensity in his own eyes as he looked at her when he released hurdling her over the edge. She arched up against him, her muscles convulsing and her hips bucked rhythmically up into his. His hands found her's as they came, his squeezing her's tight, her own attempting, but trembling in her pleasure and finding it hard to grip right now. She tried her best not to break eye contact, but couldn't help that they shut for just a moment at the very start of the wave. Now she panted underneath of him, still writhing in pleasure and looking up at him as he watched her through hooded eyes. 

Things were beginning to settle down again, and she was panting, catching her breath underneath of him when...something felt...different....the bed. Not him. She moved slightly, was it...not as firm as before? She was still in a daze, too content and intoxicated on how he made her feel to put much thought into it. That was....until she heard the noise. A soft hissing that was becoming louder and louder. He had layed her head down on her chest, his eyes closed and in his own, deeper haze that men got. She proped herself up on her elbows and he shifted, then, looking up at her. "What....what is that noise, Craig?" About that time Barf trotted into the room, too, letting out a 'Bof!' towards their direction, head tilting at the noise.

He sighed. "Barf?" He was still a bit dazed, then he heard it too, and he groaned as he left her, still with a slight stiffness even if it was fading. He wobbled slightly. "Honey...we popped the madrass...get off...we need to find the leak...hopefully we can fix it til tomorrow at least." He let out a chuckle as she crawled off, seemingly having a little hard to find her balance as well. "I sure hope we find a real bed tomorrow...needs to be...sturdy I think..." He gazed at her and felt a slight arrousal return but...they needed sleep both of them. If they got up at their normal time tomorrow they might have time for perhaps two hours of work on either the house or the barn before leaving for the store, then Alayna went to work and he... "...and we probably need to get Thomas a new...madrass...dont you think? We cant return a...broken in one cant we..." She giggled and shook her head. "Poor chap...if I hadnt given up gambling...I would have bet money on him blushing but on the other hand...he blush at almost everything Ive noticed..."

It took them awhile to find the hole, and then to find a way to fix it. The solution was called ductape, they would have to throw it but it would last the night anyway. Even so, when they woke the air had been sipping out and they could just about feel the floorboards. They ate a quick breakfast, made sure Penny really swallowed her meds and then Craig went out to try and calculate how much paint they would need to paint the interior of the barn. Quite a lot had gone to make a new better floor with a proper drainingsystem since the old one was pretty bad. The drainingsystem had been pretty clogged up as well. He wasnt sure what Alayna was doing but she waited for him when he was done. He kissed her, giving her backside a tender touch, before opening the cardoor for her. Penny yipped since she couldnt jump up herself. Craig chuckled as he lifted her up "Always the prancy princess arent you Penny Pee?" Then he went around and made sure Barf jumped up and sat securely in the back before getting in himself.

Glancing at her as he started the car he chuckled. "If you asked me a year or so ago what my first NEW car would be...I would have called you a drunk liar if you had said I would drive a truck...but...a nifty sportscar wouldnt do it out here...by the way...do you think the others will go out with us tonight? You didnt forget to remind them yesterday?"

She smiled at him and nodded her head, taking Penny into her own lap. "I texted everyone, I'm not so sure what Hath and Thomas thought about going out, but Lill and Gabriel seemed up for it. Either way I'm sure we can drag the two prudes out for long enough to have a little bit of fun." She giggled at him, then, and buckled her seatbelt as he took off for the store. When they got out, she lifted Penny up in her arms, deciding to carry the puppy through the store instead of making her walk on the cast. She didn't have her cone on, this time, since Alayna would have a close watch on her. The people at the store knew them, and didn't mind that Penny went inside, although, Barf was another story, since he was so large, and he stayed out in the truck bed. It didn't take them long to find what they needed, some finish for the wood in the barns and a new air mattress of the same size, although, they couldn't find the same brand, so, it didn't look anything the same. Hopefully Thomas wasn't too attached to it. 

Paying for what they bought, and letting the cashier love on Penny for a moment, they then headed back out to the truck. She discussed what they might wear at the part tonight, something they already had in their closets that they could throw together, perhaps, to save them money. So far the idea they liked best was James Bond, Craig already had a nice tux, and all Alayna needed to do was dress up in a nice cocktail dress, and....wala! No cost and Craig would get to go around acting like Bond all night, which would make Alayna giggle. They pulled up outside of the farm, going to see the others. Thomas was just walking to the farmhouse when they got out, and he stopped to say hello to them. Craig held the box that the air mattress was in, and Alayna gave him a bit of a sheepish expression. 

"Hey, y'all.." He glanced down at the box, looking at it questioningly but not saying anything.

"Hey, Thomas....we..had to buy a new air mattress...the old one...well, it sprung a leak..." She gave him a smile, perhaps a little coy and watched to see if his expression changed.

Craig chuckled and nudged him "You have to wear in this one yourself buddy, with Hathi...Im sure it have a good bounce...once you would need it....The demoex was nice even if we just sat in it wasnt it Kitten? This one even have a automatic pump and not that handthing your old one had." He grinned at the tall man who was trying to read the side of the text, and acting like he didnt hear what Craig said eventhough the shade on his cheeks shifting color was proof enough that he had heard him.

"So are you and girlfriend coming tonight? You havent been out in ages, man...or had you planned something more...private...trick or treating...?" he eyebrow waggled in the redheaded womans direction. Then he saw Hathien come down the stairs and grinned at her, his old grin that he used to make first contact and did a single eyebrow waggle. "Hiii there boss...please say you will drag your big lug for a man out tonight, you two need to come out for air sometimes....and...I have a secret..." with a smooth move he came up close to her, folded some of her black silky hair behind her ear, and like he was whispering something naughty, using the same kind of voice when he DID talk naughty to Alayna he asked if she felt like meeting a spy tonight, one on a secret mission, one with the double-0 rights...every womans dream...

When she too was starting to change colors he giggled. He just couldnt help it. He patted her on the shoulder. "Im sorry Hath...I didnt mean...or a little perhaps...to say it like that...I really would like it if you two would come out with us tonight...and I try and behave...cross my heart and all that..." He gave her another saucy look "...you can spank me if Im naughty you know..."

Alayna giggled at Hath's expression as the woman stepped back, giving her a reasuring smile. Thomas didn't look so sure about it, like he wanted to grab Hath up by the waist and hold her to him, but like he didn't think it would be appropriate. Silly man. If he did, Alayna was almost 100% sure that her dark haired friend wouldn't mind. She had spoken to her just a little bit about their relationship, Alayna never pushing the topic, and she got the feeling that Hath wished he would make a few more bold moves. She felt bad for the tall man, though, he was just learning...new to the whole thing. Perhaps she could talk to Craig about it, see if he could drop any hints to his friend since they often worked together around the farm and seemed to be quite close, to her pleasant surprise. 

"Yeah, you two really should join us, tonight. There's no pressure, we'll even let you all be our drivers so that you won't be expected to drink. How does that sound?" Hath focused on her instead of Craig, now, obviously trying to lose the blush. 

"Well....I guess we could, but....I don't have a costume....and neither does Thomas....would they let us in if we just had our regular clothes on?" 

Alayna smirked at the woman, "Oh, no...if you're going out with us you're not getting off that easy. I've already talked to Lillian and she has a costume you can wear that I think will work perfectly. And Thomas..." She looked over at the tall man who's blush was just beginning to fade, "..we have something for you, as well. I'll make sure they get you the costumes before the day is over, she told me she'd bring them with her, this morning." 

Hath looked almost a little sad, like she had planned on being able to not have to dress up, but, Alayna was sure she would like it. It wasn't too risque, just showing her long legs, which would be a plus for Thomas as long as he could contain himself. 

"It's a plan, then, we'll all meet here around 8 and head out by 8:30. Hath, I'll help you get ready when I get here....until then, you two...I'm off to ride Valor." She gave them each a grin and then turned to give Craig a kiss on the lips, making it an innocent one that ended up being a bit naughtier when he pulled her closer and grabbed her bottom right in front of the pair. She squealed and smacked the side of his arm, but continued to giggle and grin as she walked away, leaving two, once again, red faces behind her and one cocky smirk.

He worked with painting the barn most of the day but he had first put the new bed as well made it so whenever they would rumble home tonight the bed was done. He closed the door just in case. They might need to put a small gate at the base of the stairs for the dogs...or...others at some point. There was a little nische downstairs that would be perfect for the dogs 'bedroom' so he had even managed to fix that. He was rather proud of it. It was a double bed. Since he knew that Penny liked to crawl in to the crate now and then, in like a little nest her bed was 'under' Barfs, but that didnt mean that the smaller dog couldnt lay on the 'topbed' if she didnt want too, he just gave her an option. Since the accident, that had shocked the others a little and having Thomas saying that it might be a dog that had to be put down, in case it was sick...especially if it attacked without real cause, Penny had warmed up to Barf again. The big dog loved it, and did anything to show his love for her. Even if he liked food he could even, pass over the bone he was gnawing on if she decided that she wanted it. They had laughed at the lovestruck look in his face.

It was a real bowtie and not one of those clip-on thingies. Perhaps it was a bit vain but he liked a little bit of class. Alayna had dressed upstairs and he had done so downstairs. He hoped she would like the bed, or raher how he put it. They had marked with tape where to put it so it shouldnt be wrong but he couldnt help but worry - a little bit. Straightning himself up as much as he could, adding a what he thought was a 'spyish' aura over himself, he didnt think he looked too shabby. He heard a small 'knrr' in the stairs and turned around. His eyes exposed what he felt from what he saw. "Oh Kitten...I could just rip that thing off and double0seven you right now."

She smirked at his comment and the expression that was quite obvious in his eyes, obvious enough to make her involuntarily chew on her bottom lip, and when she noticed what she was doing she let it go and smiled even wider at him. Walking the rest of the way downstairs, she stepped up to him, until they were almost toe to toe and, raising her hands, she straightened up his bowtie. "You don't look too shabby yourself, Bond." She said looking up at him and gave him a wink. Then, leaning in next to his ear she spoke in a low voice "You'll get the chance later....we have to break in that new bed, you know....it looks great, by the way." One finger went up to trace his jaw, moving to his chin, and when it got there she coaxed his lips towards her's, which didn't take much convencing, to meet in a kiss. Her lipstick was bright red, so she had to keep it mild unless he wanted to walk around with stained lips, but it was still enough to send a slight shiver down her spine. Since it was Halloween she played up the makeup, as well. Gold eyeshadow that made her mint eyes pop and cat-eyed eyeliner. Her hair was pin curled, making her look like some 50's actress, and she had golden high heels on, making her about the same height as Craig. 

"Are you ready?" She asked him with a smile and he nodded, hooking his arm through her's and escorting her to her car. It would be easier for her to get in and out of since the dress wasn't exactly modest on the length scale, and she would let him drive since her heels would just get in the way. He pulled out of the drive, and when he got onto the main road he kicked it and peeled a little rubber, creating a loud screech that echoed down the valley. She looked over at him with a smirk, cocking an eyebrow at him. "Easy there, James, this isn't an aston martin...although, that would be nice." 

They made it to the farm within a few minutes and they both got out. "I'm going to go help Hath get fixed up for tonight...why don't you go visit Thomas in the trailer? Give him a pep talk so he might not act too shy tonight...perhaps put a few moves on Hath, hmm?" He smirked at her as he replied, and she gave him another quick kiss before heading to Hath's farmhouse. Going inside, she began to head up the stairs. "Haaath, I'm here to get you ready!" She called up so her friend would know she was in the house. She heard a muffled "Ok, come on in my room." and she made her way towards the door that was closed. Letting herself in she grinned at what she saw. Lillian was already inside, dressed as a very convincing sexy Esmerelda, her skirts gathered higher than her knees, a tight bodice on over a flowy blouse, thick, gold hoops in her ears and her hair in spiral curls held back by a colorful cloth. She was just zipping up the Pocahontas dress on Hath, and when Hath turned around to face Alayna, she had a slight blush on her cheeks, pulling at the bottom of the dress uncomfortably. 

Alayna couldn't help that she giggled. It seemed they hadn't calculated in that Lillian was shorter than Hath, and the dress hit her even higher up that she had expected it to, a little higher than halfway up her thighs. "Uh.....I don't think this is going to work, you all....I'm..I'm going to moon anyone if I so much as try to sit down!" Alayna shook her head, walking closer. "No, Hath, you look stunning! Just show a leg, Thomas won't mind! And your dress is longer than mine--"

"Yeah, but--"

"But, nothing! You look great, now sit down and let me do your hair and makeup." The tall woman sighed, but did as her shorter, more firey friend asked and sat down in the chair at her vanity, still holding the bottom of her dress. Alayna grinned at Lillian who had the same smirk on her own face. "Hey, Lill!" She said cheerfully, and recieved an excited reply, the curly haired 'gypsy' telling her what Gabe was dressed in tonight as Alayna began to brush through Hath's long, dark hair. Straightening it, chatting with both friends as she worked, she then added a few braids in here and there, even placing some beads in them that she had brought with her. Then, she stuck some feather clips in, as well, completing the native look. Going around to her face, she put some makeup on her, it was her guilty pleasure, to make over her friends, so she was having a ball, but not going overboard, keeping it natural since she was an indian, after all. Stepping back, she admired her handy work with a broad smile. "You're the most beautiful blue eyed, pale skinned indian I've ever seen!" She said with a giggle, Lillian chiming in enthusiastically, Hathien giving a flattered smile. Alayna then herded the two out of the room, coaxing them back outside to get the night started.

He knocked hard on the door and went in. "Good evening Captain Phoebus" he gave Gabe a nod, then he smirked and with a teasing gleam in his eye he gave the other man a nod too while waggling an eyebrow "....Cinderella..." Craig couldnt help that he chuckled. Poor Thomas. Gabe had lend him a poofy white shirt and pants true to character, and Craig guessed he might have rented them even if he said it was his. The pants were a bit tight, not for being too small, but for being the fashion of the time. It wasnt as Gabes pants though. "Should I assume a prance from you or what?" he giggled.

Gabe just sighed and patted Thomas on the shoulder, then he leaned down and unbuttoned the two top ones on the shirt that the man had tried to keep buttoned up. "It is suppose to be down, Thomas..." he said...again and handed him the other things he was supposed to wear. "You look fine...and dont mind the 'agent'...Your woman will like it...trust me...and...you will need this too..." he turned and took up a necklace from his backpack where he had kept the clothes. It was a look a like replica of the necklace that the cartoon Pocahontas had. "She will like that I think..." He said and smiled and took up something else from his pack. Two golden rings. Both Craig and Thomas looked at him. Gabe shook his head. "Lillian...or...Esmeralda... have these around her ankle...dont you look things up?" He put them down again as he snapped on his face armour as well as the cape. The tall boots were the last of it.

Craig just shrugged. Who would think about thing like that anyway? Both of them had outfits that reminded him a little about dresses. It looked quite amusing. He chuckled again, both of them would be fitting to be in the Nutcracker or something...or Swanlake. He stopped his chuckle and just grinned as he thought of Alaynas outfit and the promise she had given him. He sighed, he almost wished the night would be over. Now he saw that Gabe seemed to add some makeup, not much but whatever it was it made a little differance. It had looked like eyeshadow but it made Thomas eyecolor pop out a little, then Gabe seemed to put something on Thomas cheeks. Gabe smiled as he saw Thomas slightly worried glance. "Dont worry...its just a little powder in creamform...you are out in the sun a bit much buddy...just like me...those people were more pale...Lillian might have suggested some bronzecream for Hathien just to make her more indian...so to speak..."

The frenchman turned towards Craig. "You want some...you look far to normal the way you are now...and dont worry...I wont make you look funny..." Craig looked at Thomas who was looking at himself in the mirror, trying to see how he looked further down. He seemed pleased at least, or if it was just because Craig couldnt see if he was blushing or not. With a little, little...ok...it was a lot, it was actually the look from Thomas that made him say ok. It felt strange to have friends like this. He had just known Gabe in 'business' but never more closely and Thomas...well...given how Alayna belonged to Hatiens 'family' in away...Thomas was like the brother, or perhaps now, the brother in law he never had. It actually made things feel good inside. When he got the mirror he had to admit he looked a little 'tougher' and his features were more pronounced.

"Are you bloody Mary Poppins?" Craig couldnt help but blurt out when Gabe fished up a white napkin to put in his tuxjacket. "Non" replied the man "...just brought it in case you forgot...remember its the details they remember...it goes for the both of you..." Gabe gave Thomas a nod too "...even if they remember the whole thing, that it was special, its the details that lingers on..."

Alayna leaned slightly against the side of her car, chatting with the girls as they waited for the men to come out of Thomas' trailer. It figured the men would be the ones making them wait, she giggled slightly at the thought. Hathien pulled at her dress again, standing awkwardly with her knees close together. "Stop that!" Alayna said suddenly, almost seeming to startle her friend, her blue eyes widening and looking at her own mint ones. "You look beautiful, Hath, you just need to add the confidence to it. It's not like your ass cheeks are hanging out, if they were, I'd tell you, so straighten up and smile! If you strut in that costume you'll have Thomas following you around all night, like a dog begging for a treat, trust me." The words were said firmly, but with enough kindness to let Hath know she wasn't irritated with her, only wanted her to relax and stop worrying about her silly dress. If Alayna had legs that long, she'd certainly make good use of them, her friend just needed to stop being so self conscious. 

A few more minutes passed and then the men came waltzing out of the trailer, all chuckling about something. The girls turned to greet them, and one by one, grins popped up on their faces. Craig's showed obviously what he was thinking about, lips crooked and eyes filled with desire as he did the 'elevator eye' on her. Gabe's smile was sweeter, but still filled with a passion as he looked at Lillian who attempted to twirl over to him, her foot catching on something so she spiraled into his chest, instead, giggling the whole time. Thomas' grin....he didn't seem to know what to do. Alayna could tell there was a bit of inner conflict going on, and she could see the desire bedded deep down inside those olive eyes, it was something she knew how to look for after her more wild years. Something seemed to click, though, and as Craig wrapped Alayna in an embrace, she watched over his shoulder as the two of them approached each other. The tall man looked a little shy, but didn't blush, beyond her belief, she saw them exchange a few words, but they were quiet enough she couldn't hear. The look on Hath's face afterwords, though, made Alayna smile happily. Then, he pulled a blue necklace out of his pocket, Alayna recognizing it as the one like the movie, and Hath moved her hair out of the way for him to slip it around her neck. He lingered a little longer than was needed, but Hath certainly didn't seem to mind, finally straightening up in her dress and not pulling at the bottom. 

Content, Alayna then turned her attention back to 'Bond' who held her tight, his hands a little low on the small of her back. She giggled against him and whispered in his ear "I hear James Bond carries concealed weapons....maybe you can show me one later..." He chuckled low against her at that. She was going to stretch these Bond inuendos out as far as they could go tonight, she found them funny, herself, and the teasing always created anticipation. It was quite funny, to her, at least, to get Craig all hot and bothered, and the outcome later of his sexual frustration was always satisfactory. Letting him have a quick kiss on the lips, once again worried about the lipstick, she then stepped back and everyone seemed ready to go. Gabe had just slipped two little anklets over Lillian's ankles, luckily the woman wore flats with her outfit tonight, so maybe it would be less of a tripping hazard as she tried to maneuver through the club. Hath drove Alayna's car, so the girls didn't have  to climb up in her truck, and the women rode in it. Thomas drove his truck, the men piling into it. They would have all rode together, but, there wasn't enough room, and if there was something Alayna was OCD about it was seatbelts, especially after her parent's deaths...even though they had both been wearing their's. 

Popping a CD into the stereo of her car as Hath pulled out of the drive, Alayna cranked up the music, laughing as Lillian began to dance in the back seat. She focused her attention on Hath, then, a coy smirk on her lips. "Thomas looks handsome in his outfit tonight, Hath. It gives a nice view of that tight tush, don't you think?" A blush managed to get through the makeup on Hath's cheeks, but the woman continued to smile, her head beginning to slowly nod in agreement. 

"I might have taken notice...." She said in a teasing tone and Alayna began to laugh at her friend, then joined in with Lillian's dancing and singing in the back seat. She was ready to party!

"I told you she would like it, didnt I Thomas?" Gabe said when they got seated. He grinned a little to himself, wondering if Thomas would remember that the tights could be a bit revealing not only on the backside, now both of them had like 'shorts' ontop of them but still. If...there were any...action...the fabric was thin and quite flexible. Craig chuckled "Yeah...Hathi liked! Didnt you see that she could hardly take her eyes of it...especially that nice piece of..." he got a nudge from Gabe but it didnt stop him "...nice 'jewelry'..." It could be taken either way since Thomas did have a piece of stash on that glittered a little.

They drove up besides the girl on the stretch for just a little bit blowing them kisses before going back behind them. Thomas had done so a little bit reluctantly but since it was just for that little thing and it being a straight line of road where they could see if anyone came from either direction he finally gave in. Together Craig and Gabe seemed to make Thomas to relax a little bit, and not be so shy, or if he still blushed but Craig just couldnt see thanks for the little bit of make up he had on. Just knowing that, perhaps made the big man more secure. In a way he hoped so because he felt Thomas might have to take at least a babystep forward.

"Hey...Thomas...how long have you and Hathi 'officially' dated now?" He nodded at the mans reply "...uhuh...so...have you told her you love her then? No? Kissed her more than a peck in public? I dont mean you will go down on her but...more on a peck? No? Geez man...ok...a butt squeze? Boobietouch? Not even by mistake?" He shook his head at the mans reply. "Man...Im sorry to say it but someone has to man...you need to do something soon...otherwise she will think you dont have the guts OR think its something wrong with her...that you are just with her...for...I dont know but...even if you dont go down on your knees to have her marry you...do something....if you do two of the things I mention...I...I will do something...for you...in return...." He tapped his fingers against the dashboard and heard Gabe sigh. "I will....will...uhm...one week before the wedding...I promise I would have any type of sex with Alayna for one week before the wedding!" He was pretty confident when he said it, Thomas would never dare to kiss Hathien in front of a lot of people.

"I will not have any sex for one week before the wedding, simple kisses are allowed but then you have to really give Hathi a whopper big kiss - with tongue - on the dancefloor so I can see it and do one other thing, but what is up to you."

The girls all hopped out of the car, Hathien laughing and shaking her head at the two others who still danced and shimmied a bit even though the music had been turned off. The club was busy tonight, and Alayna saw plenty of people walking around the parking lot with costumes on. The men parked next to them, and when Craig got out of the truck Alayna smirked at him and waltzed over, still twitching a bit, the urge to dance never leaving her. She winked at Craig and then diverted her path, heading to Thomas, instead. Stepping up to him, having to arch her neck far just to see his face from this angle, she grinned wryly and took ahold of the strings that laced up the front of his shirt. Hath was rummaging through the car, and didn't see as Alayna pulled on the strings, bringing him closer to her, stooping him down just a little further to her level. "You ready to show Hath a good time, tonight, Thomas?" She asked in a low voice with a grin on her red lips. He seemed to be blushing just a bit, but smiled faintly and slowly nodded his head. 

"I'm not much of a...partier, Alayna, but--"

"Just try your best," She said, interupting him before he began to think too much, "She'll appreciate the effort. You don't have to party to have fun, just be yourself...make sure she knows how you feel." If she was really mean, she would have given him a kiss on the cheek, but, she was satisfied with her mini pep talk, so she let him go, passing Gabe on the way and adding in a "You look nice tonight, Gabriel." as she made her way back to Craig. He met her with his elbow out and she took it with her arm, giving him a warm smile mixed with the desire she felt for him. Oh, but she loved a man in a tux, she could just eat him up. 

They all walked towards the club together, Gabe with his arm linked through Lillian's as well and Thomas and Hathien holding hands, to Alayna's happy surprise, both of them with small smiles on their lips. They got through the line fairly quickly, and when they walked through the door were immediately hit with blaring music and strobeing lights, the scent of alcohol and human sweat faintly in the air. It was the club atmosphere, Alayna hadn't missed it, persay, but she was happy to have a night out on the town. They all found a big corner booth in the shape up a horseshoe that everyone could sit at. Craig went off, right away, to get Alayna and himself a drink. This was sort of a celebratory night for them, anyways, with their engagement and new house, they deserved to break loose, have some drinks and let go of their worries for the night. Craig came back, handing her over a glass and she accepted it with a 'Thanks, babe." and took a sip, placing her free hand a little above his knee while he placed his around her shoulders. He had brought back waters for Hath and Thomas, who weren't drinking, since they would drive everyone home and they sipped on them, chatting quietly amongst themselves, seeming to ignore the craziness around them and just focusing on one another and their friends at the table.

Craig nuzzled her neck, whispering sweet nothings as well as quite naughty nothings just loud enough for her to hear, about things he wanted to do with her and what he would do later, all while his hand rested on her thigh, just moving slightly up and down. The other that had laid on her shoulder carefully played with one of her locks. One foot tapped in rythm to the music.

"You want to dance, Miss MoneyKitten?" he altered his voice just slightly, trying to make it sound like Sean Connery. It wasnt a complete match but still. She giggled at him anyway and it was everything he wanted anyway. There were plenty of quite the lightly dressed ladies, one that had a skincolored bodysuit on, and just a fabric leave infront of the most private areas. Since the club was so full of people they had to walk one after the other and Craig had taken the lead. As they passed 'Eve' on their way to the dancefloor she smiled invitingly, but he simply thanked her when she took a step to the side, probably thinking that he would join her. 

When they came out to the dancefloor a quite up tempo music came on, one of the latest crazes. After awhile a man dressed like Tarzan tried to flirt with Alayna quite intimate and didnt seem to take the hint at first. Craig narrowed his brow as he stepped up closer. One thing was to 'accidently' bump in to someone but not this way. "Ey, buddy...she is taken ok? I think you have your Jane over there..." He pointed the direction towards 'Eve'. 'Tarzan' who seemed to have taken a few, and at first didnt seem to understand the hidden threat in otherwise friendly words, just grinned and thanked 'Bond' for the tip before he staggered towards the woman.

She smirked as the man stumbled back through the crowd, disappearing almost instantly in the mass of sweating, churning bodies. She was used to it. Alayna wasn't exactly vain....ok...perhaps sometimes, she admitted to herself, but she knew that she had a look that men liked. That was how she had gotten her way so often after her parent's deaths. It was how she had survived.....looking back on it now, she was ashamed. There were so many other ways she could have gotten by. She could have both gone to jockey school and worked, making money. Sure, it would have been a lot for her to handle, but it wasn't like she would have gotten any less sleep than the way she had done things. She had been so consumed in her grief, though, work was out of the question...at least mentally. Her brain had been too messed up at that point in her life. Her need for comfort and some kind of closure, that she would never get that way, but hadn't realized at the time, had driven her to do some pretty idiotic things....but...she couldn't dwell on the past. She wouldn't be able to function if that was all she ever thought about. Her future was bright, filled with an abundance of promises she hadn't allowed herself to think on, before. She smiled at the man before her, forgetting everything bad about herself as she looked at him. How did she deserve him? She didn't....but she would never let him go, not without a fight. 

A slow song began to play, and she immediately stepped up to him, wrapping her arms around his neck and resting her chin on his shoulder without hesitation. Perhaps the booze had her feeling sentimental. That would pass, and then she'd be ready to drink and dance some more, but right now she just wanted to stay wrapped in his arms, feeling his strong hands fit perfectly at her hips. Sighing contentedly, she snuggled her nose into his neck, breathing in his scent, although it was mingled with that of the club, and smiled softly to herself as she replayed in her mind the things he had told her as they sat in the booth. The things that he would do to her when they got home... Closing her eyes for a moment, they swayed in silence, content just to feel each other and not talk. After a bit, her mint eyes fluttered open again, and to her surprise, Hath and Thomas were on the dance floor in her view, looking like they had just gotten out there, the song just beginning and plenty of time to continue to slow dance. 

Smiling, watching as Thomas rested his hands at her waist, Hathien looked the slightest bit shy as she wrapped her own around his back. The gaze between the two of them was sure, filled with an almost secret passion for each other that she had never seen before, making her feel like she was watching something that she shouldn't be, but she couldn't pry her eyes away. Gabe and Lillian were not too far away, and she noticed the two of them discreetly watching, as well, and she even caught Lillian smiling and whisper something to Gabe as Hathien layed her head on Thomas' chest, one of Thomas' hands going up to cradle the back of her neck, his fingers stroking through her hair. She hadn't seen them quite like this before...perhaps..everyone's words of encouragement were finally giving them the boost they needed. 

Craig had slowly turned, his back was to the pair before, but now they were both able to see them, and she brought his attention to them, the expression in Craig's eyes changing as he saw the pair. She thought she heard him mutter something like 'Is he actually going to bloody do it?", but Alayna was too focused on them to ask what in the world he was talking about. Thomas was shifting, the hand that had been at the back of her neck now coming around to trace her jaw, up to her chin, then, he tilted it up, looking deep into her eyes. Alayna tensed just watching, she could only imagine how Hath was feeling...what...was he going to do? Surely not... Her question was answered right after when he slowly, but surely, brought his mouth down upon Hath's slightly more startled one. It didn't seem to take her too long to realize what was happening, though, because her body arched slightly into his, her hands sliding to grasp at the fabric of his shirt. At the same time, Thomas' hand that had been at her waist slowly crept down, sliding over her hip and then going back to rest on her bottom, not fully, just his fingers. Their mouths both worked like there was more than just their lips in play, and Alayna's eyes widened, totally forgetting to dance and just holding Craig, staring at the pair passionately kiss in the middle of the dance floor, acting like no one was even around, when, in fact, they were surrounded on all sides. 

It all seemed to happen so fast, yet slow at the same time, as Alayna watched. The only somewhat intelligible thing that came out of her mouth was a breathy whisper of "Holy shit.....!" as the two of them broke off the kiss, pulling their heads back, chests heaving, both pairs of eyes wide as saucers as they reguarded each other, Thomas' hand sliding politely back to Hath's waist.

Craig sighed. It was hard the week Alayna was 'off duty' but to know she was and still not being 'allowed'...if it was something you was sure of with Craig Knight it was that he kept his promises he gave to friends. Now, he hadnt had friends in many, many years so it hadnt been many promises to keep but now...he had 'promised' Thomas. Question was what Alayna was going to say. Part of his brain wondered if there could be a loophole. He had said that 'he' wouldnt have sex...that didnt mean Alayna couldnt with him. Then he softly shook his head, no...

"Alayna..." his voice was a little hoarse and he looked deeply into her eyes before kissing her, definatly with more security than what Thomas had shown and the hand on her butt more firmly ON it, pressing her against a matching part of him. "Alayna..." he said after a little bit as they broke the kiss, by now he might have some slight red smear on him but he didnt care. "...I might have done something that...perhaps you dont going to like...I gambled..."

He felt her stiffen a little in his arms but he held her none the less. "...I never...expected it to...go that way...not here at least..." He glanced at her even if he at the moment couldnt see her eyes as she was resting her head on his shoulder. Was there a growl? "...I have done a bet...that I thought was 100% sure...Im not sure you are going to like to know what I...'lost'..." Now she raised her head and looked at him. He wasnt sure what the expression in her eyes was but it was bordering towards a little bit of anger. 

"I...I...um..." Suddenly he got nervous...but he had to tell her so she knew, so she wouldnt think that he DIDNT want her when the time came. "What have you done now, Craig Oliver Charles Knight?" Oh, shit...she used the whole name...then she might be more annoyed than she let out. "Thomas..." She raised an eyebrow in questioning "Thomas?" He swallowed, feeling the bowtie pinch just a little bit. "Yeah...I...I told him to take another step forward, to do something to show Hath that...that...or how he felt, that he dared to show his feelings for her for everyone to see, for her to see...and that I...we...would...um...wouldnt have sex for a week.....before the wedding..." 

Why he hunched a little he wasnt sure, but he did. Would she get mad?

Alayna's expression went blank, her mouth slack and she just stared at her husband to be for a moment, her brain trying to grasp what he had just told her. "I'm sorry, Craig.....you told him /what/?!" She asked as she found her voice, a miffed and unbelieving tone in it. Honestly, it was much, much better than some things he could have gambled, but then again.....WHY would he gamble sex? It was Craig! Why would he promise something like that even if there was a 99.9% chance that it wouldn't happen?? It seemed Thomas had found that .1% and used it against him. Suddenly the kiss she had just witnessed didn't seem so cute anymore and her bottom lip pouted out as she looked over at the two who were now heading back to the booth since the song had ended. Another upbeat one had started, but she just stood there, in the middle of the writhing crowd, looking at him. 

Oddly enough, she didn't find herself getting angry so much as.....paniced? "Craaaig!" She whined in a desperate voice. "I didn't agree to it!! WHY would you pull me into a bet that I didn't agree to?! Wouldn't that make it void?? I don't....I...." He looked back at her with a pitiful expression, himself, very un-James Bond-like. Like a dog that wasn't allowed to come inside during a storm because he smelled like a skunk. She took a few deep breaths. She had never really thought of it this way before....what would...a week without sex be like with him? Sure, there had been times they had gone without for 'a while', like; when they had been too exhausted while working on the house, or one of them had been injured, or she was on the oh-so-pleasant time of month, although, that didn't always stop them, but.....those were legit reasons! Now...now it would be...just because he had made a stupid bet. 

Making a frustrated noise, she closed her eyes, counted to ten, and opened them to see that he still looked just as distressed. "Look, Craig....surely he wouldn't MAKE us abide to your bet....Thomas isn't that mean....and....I didn't even agree." A pause, a clenched jaw, and then she poked him in the chest, not hard, but enough to make a point. "If you feel like you have to do this....if your....manly pride won't let you break the bet....then I will agree. On /one/ condition. And that's that you've got some making up to do, afterwords."

He tried to come close to her again, buttering her up with caressess, nibbles and some sweettalk "...but..kitten...sexy, sexy kitten..." he stroked her hip over to her rump, squeezing it and pressing her closer to him, rubbing her slightly against something 'budding'. "...I...tried to calculate...and...I think I thought about it since it was something you said...that it 'was a good thing the date we set because it was just after /that/ week'. Was I wrong?" He continued with his 'smooth moves', anything he knew to make her feel good again. He really hoped he had paid enough attention because...well...she had decided to talk about some of the preperations when it was soccer on TV...England playing...he had felt like a crosseyed Popeye trying to keep tabs on both. Luckily that time she hadnt noticed it that much. 

"Come on...kitten..hey...you..." he brought his finger under her chin so she looked at him "...neither of us is virgins...and doing this...might just highten the...expectations for the...for our weddingnight Alayna...our...weddingnight..." He smiled at her, seemingly unaware of the now more uptempo music and all those around them. For him it was only her. "I can either...sleep on the couch or...in the barn...I think its enough room upstairs to make a 'last spare' bedroom, at least a temp one...you know...beside the hayloft there was a small space? Or if we get hay... Then part of his mind sailed away about an 'adventure' in the hay so he just grinned in his usual manner.

Glancing in Thomas and Hathiens direction he had to smirk a little. The pair now stood at the edge of the dancefloor and...Thomas tried his best to follow Hathis moves but he looked a little more, elephantlike, being more worried it seemed if others saw him so it was more of a shuffle. They seemed to enjoy themselves a little bit anyway, both were laughing. "...isnt it worth a week, Alayna...just to see them like that? We know to show our feelings, we know how life can be...but these two...they...are afraid...I just wanted him to take that step you need to take, Alayna...because...he was to scared...I needed to push him...or at least give him something in return for doing something he thought was scary...just like...when you train a horse for the startinggate...you know...you can push all what you like and cover up his eyes, but then he will be causing a ruckus every time, always be the last to load, always be too worked up for that part to be able to race fairly. I just wanted to be the calm voice...the carrot that made him dare to go in...to show him that its alright..."

"You know I love you right?..."

She sighed, seeming to deflate a bit at his question about her period. "Yeah....you're right....but...still. That might be your saving grace..." She was slightly impressed, actually, more than slightly, that he had remembered that. Usually men didn't remember those sorts of things....in fact, their memories didn't seem to be so sharp a lot of the time. He moved against her, pushing himself into her, holding her tight and making it more difficult to concentrate on being angry as his pelvis moved against her's the way it was. He sweet talked, low in her ear since it was too loud to be heard much further away. At his mention of their weddingnight she smiled, actually taking his words into consideration. Perhaps....perhaps it would be better, after all.....she..wanted to follow by tradition. She had broken the expectation of being a virgin long ago, but, perhaps abstaining and showing a little self restraint would be what her parents would have liked from her....it was..only a week....seven days. She could do that. ....Right?

"You don't have to sleep on the couch...or in the barn." She giggled, shaking her head. "I think we can manage....surely we can...right?" She said it a bit unsure, which wasn't a tone heard coming out of her mouth very often. "If things get too tempting, then...we'll consider it, then." As he began to talk about Hathien and Thomas she looked over, watching the pair having fun together, laughing with one another, big smiles on their faces. He had a point.....damnit. Frustrating man. When he began to talk like that...all her anger and willpower flew out the window, making it hard to keep arguments going, which was, perhaps a good thing. At his question she smiled, a mixture of amusement and warmth and brought her forehead to tilt against his own. "Of course I know....I love you, too, Craig....no matter what sort of ridiculous schemes you drag me into." She giggled, then, and brought her lips to his, not caring about the lipstick, any more, this time moving her own pelvis into his, some, feeling perhaps the start of something there.  

When they parted she had to laugh, as he did have some red on his mouth. Plucking the fabric out of his pocket, she wet it with her tongue, slowly, teasing him, she still wasn't going to let him get off the hook this easy, and then brought it to his mouth to clean off the crimson smears. Folding the handkerchief back up, again, she stuck it back in his pocket, making sure the clean side was the one showing. Another song started, then, an almost latin sounding one and she smirked at him, taking him by the hand. "You can start by making things up to me with a dance. Show me your moves, Bond."

People might take a look at him and assume things. Some got perhaps influenced by the things they had heard about him. Womanizer, gambler, partyanimal, and some other things. Dancer was probably not one of the things that came to first to mind, and then especially ballroomdancing, but he knew that even if it wasnt something he told people about. She didnt know and he wondered when she was going to nag him about learning. He glanced at Thomas and grinned, the tall man smiled back. In his mind Craig chuckled. He could always claim he needed his bestman to do it...so they could go on some danceclasses together. That would save the big lug for later, when his 'time' came. Yes, that was he would do! That would show Thomas for not acting like...well..it didnt really matter...it was..not a small price to pay...but...for his..friend...mm reluctantly it was something he could accept but it would still be fun watching Thomas dance, to be close to someone else. Craig knew exactly what school they could go to. It was just dancing after all.

Later, after the dance was over he wondered if he had given it away some. The way he had moved her, the dip, and some other small things. People had actually moved a little to the side to watch them and he had ended it with another dip and was now just mere inches away with his lips from hers, just like a classic end scene. Her minty eyes looked up in his, a bit surprised perhaps but most of all he saw her love and it sent shivers down his spine, her chest heaved just like his. It was a good thing they were athletes and had good stamina but it still took some breath away. His hand that didnt support her neck moved down her hip and down her thigh, most of her bodyweight rested on and was kept up by one of his own thighs. 

In his made up Bond voice he spoke "Its funny what sort of things you can pick up and learn online as well as on TV...Ms Kitten..." He moved in for the kiss only to be stopped by a finger. What the? She must have seen the confused look in his eyes because she giggled and with a little wiggle as well as a little help from him she got up. "Im going to pay for the bet arent I? Even if it was for friends?"

She breathed against him, one eyebrow and her head slightly cocked, wondering where he had learned his moves. In his Bond voice, he told her it was from TV and the internet....but....did you really get that good just by watching? Before she could ask any questions, he went in for a kiss. Blocking him gently with one finger she giggled at his confused expression. At his question, she just smirked. "Oh, I think it's for a good cause, but you drug me into a bet, love. I have to get back somehow." She wouldn't let him know that she wanted that kiss just as badly as he did, she most certainly did, but, she wasn't going to let him off the hook so easily. He was still reguarding her with what she thought was a slightly pouting expression when she ran her hand down his arm and laced her fingers through his. 

Leading him through the crowd, they arrived back at their table where everyone else was taking a breather. Alayna looked over at Hathien to see her friend with a small smile on her face, one that looked like it wouldn't disappear anytime soon. Looking over at Thomas, it seemed like he was the same way. Their hands were on the tables, the ones closest to one another were interlaced, Thomas' thumb moving absent mindedly across the back of her hand. Alayna smiled at the pair, happy to see that they were finally making more progress. Perhaps, once they broke a barrier, who knew what that barrier would be, then, maybe they would become completely comfortable with the whole romance thing. It seemed to be growing on them. 

Alayna sat her hand on top of Craig's thigh, teasingly, lightly scritching her nails across his pants, as she began to talk. "Are you two having fun? It's not so bad here, is it?" She would have mentioned the kiss now, she certainly wanted to, but she was afraid it would make them shy once more and go back into their bubbles. So, she let the topic lay untouched. She would ask Hath about it when she was away from Thomas. Craig, on the other hand, who knew what he would say to his buddy. Alayna would give Thomas some grief about the bet, but not while he was around Hath, who, Craig told her, had no clue about it. 

Both lovebirds nodded their heads in return to her question, Alayna grinning, happy to know they were. She took another sip of her drink. Her head was beginning to feel a bit buzzed, the slightest foggy. She hadn't really been keeping track of how many drinks she'd had. If she was right, this should be her third. Either way, her bladder was not agreeing with the fact that she had drank so much liquid and then decided to dance around. Looking at Craig, giving his thigh a light squeeze she giggled. "I think I'm going to have to break the seal..." and then louder, for the other's to hear, "Ladies, care to take a stroll to the bathroom with me?" They both answered yes and the men let them out. This would give her the chance to talk to Hath about the kiss, and Craig to talk to Thomas. They walked off, together, towards the bathroom, turning a few heads as they went.

"Its strange that ladies have to take a whiz together...isnt it lads? You almost wonder if its really that or if it is to gossip about us..." Craig asked ask he finished his drink, only getting some hums from the other two. Rolling his eyes he announce he would buy them all around of drinks, of course without alcohol for the drivers.

Gabe glanced at the man beside him. "So...Thomas...I was right about...the detail...wasnt I...that it made some differance...I dont think I have seen your girl smile like that before. Are you celebrating something?" He nodded slightly at his reply. "Alway Craig huh...mm...he have gotten me into things too, but somehow he seem to have the nack of things without realizing it. He might not always have the best way of saying it, a bit blunt as you say...but Im sure he only means well. Its strange though...to see him so content...with her...regarding the life he lived before...I havent known him that long, but...I know some things and have read others." The two men smalltalked a little and looked up when Craig returned with a girl from the bar carrying the tray. He grinned innocently. "This is Destiny, fellas, she wanted to help..." 

The woman, quite busty with a revealing cleavage smiled at them as she started to place the glasses on the table. She was dressed as a nurse. Accidently, she bumped into Thomas as she stretched to take their empty glasses. "Sorry sir..." The way she stood the mans eye, even if it just was for a split second looked down, even if it was more as a reaction to the bump than to the actual thing that he saw. Craig chuckled and leaned forward, patting the mans arm. The woman had left, hips swaying and catching several of the mens eyes as she walked back to the bar. Passing her the girls came towards them. Given that the bathrooms lay close to the bar they had to see her serving the drinks. "Dont worry, bro...she dont like your...uhm...'bloodtype'...or mine or Gabes...I actually think she..." he glanced in that direction, catching the waitress glance "...I actually think she is more in the 'gypsyblood' judging from that look..."

Alayna got into the bathroom first, and letting the others squeeze inside the crowded room behind her she turned on Hath in the line. "Damn, girl! You got a hell of a kiss tonight! Guess those legs did the trick, hmm?" She giggled, "How was it? Are you still in the clouds?" Her friend blushed in return, but continued to smile. She did look like she was someplace else, eyes a little distant even though she was focusing on what her friend was saying. Lillian exclaimed her excitement in the background, the trinkets at her ankle jingling as she bounced a bit. 

"Well...I....it was unexpected...that's for sure. He's never been quite so....bold before....I..don't know what got into him....but..whatever it was...I'd liked to see more of it." Alayna and Lillian laughed at that, Hath's blush still rosy on her cheeks as she discussed it. Alayna said a few encouraging words, telling her to make effort, too, that guys liked it when a woman knew what she wanted. Her friend seemed to be considering the advice as some stalls opened up and Alayna hustled in, feeling like she would pop. Chances were, ten minutes from now she'd have to go again, but, that just ment more time for the women to talk amongst each other, as well as the men. She wondered if Craig mentioned the bet to Thomas while they were gone. Men. Always making bets, and of course she had been dragged into it, somehow. 

They exited the bathroom, and on their way back, a man dressed as a firefighter, with only the pants and suspenders on, blocked their path. Alayna tapped his shoulder, saying an 'excuse us'. He turned around, and when he saw the women before him gave them all a cheeky smile. His eyes seemed a little unfocused, and he swayed just a bit, but his eyes came to lock on Hathien and didn't seem to let go. "Wellll....hello, ladies!" He addressed them all, but continued to stare down Hathien who tried to return his look politely, but began to shift, getting uncomfortable. "I just requested....my favorite song....to the dj....indian outlaw...and I think I see my little chippewa right here. What do you say...beautiful? Wanna..dance?" 

Alayna smirked, looking back amusedly at Hath who stammered a bit. "Uhh..uh...no..n-I think I'm done..dancing...f-for--"

"What she's trying to say, is that she's taken, but thanks for asking." Alayna said, one hand resting on a tilted hip as she looked up at the man. 

"Awww....come..on, doll..." He staggered forward a bit, almost squishing Alayna in order to get to Hath, her cheek pressed up against his sweaty chest. 

"Hey, buddy!" She pushed him back a bit,  "It's a no. I'm sorry, but you're going to have to accept it. I think I saw a tiger lilly somwhere by the bathrooms, go get her to dance with you." He seemed to be trying to process what she had said through the fog of the booze and the loud music. While he was doing that, she took the time to slip around him, pulling the other's with her. She hadn't mentioned that tiger lilly had been puking her guts out in the stall at the end of the bathroom, chances were, she was laying on the floor, by now, passed out cold. 

Hath seemed a little flustered, but Alayna gave her a reasuring smile as she pulled her friends through the masses. Looking back at her, she laughed, "Don't seem so surprised, Hath, have you not seen the glances we've all been getting tonight?" Her friend slowly shook her head, causing Alayna to laugh again and murmur "So oblivious..." As they neared their table the boys were being served by a very curvy waitress in a nurse outfit. Thomas looking a little flustered at her as she bent over to give him his drink. She caught Hath's glance, at that, the slight change in her eyes, almost a warning to the woman even though she had her back turned. Alayna just rolled her eyes, as Craig let her sit back down in the booth beside him. "Enjoying your time away from your women, I see?" She asked teasingly.

He held up his hands "Hey, Im a man of mystery, I didnt do a thing...she claimed it was her job to serve if mine was to be mysterious...besides...she prefer other flavors...if you catch my drift, love..." There had been a little private intake at the bar before he returned to the table. It had been a lot of serious things going on in his life lately and frankly even if he looked forward to it, those things scared him at the same time. They didnt get out like that much and who knows when they could get out the next time. He tried to nibble his redheaded girlfriends shoulder but she shrugged him off, even if her glance she gave him was teasing she returned to the conversation she had. 

His hand slipped under the table while he rested his chin in the other. First it went all innocently to her knee, and then started its way up and inwards. He even ventured slightly in under her dress and was a little amused to see her twitch just a little. He couldnt reach anything of importance but almost...his fingers gently massaged the soft skin of the inside of her thigh, just on the border of those stay-up stockings she had. He started to think of the last time when they were out...when they had set up for Gabe and Lillian to meet. The memory made him grin. "Hey...Ms Tumbleralda..." he teased "...this should be some sort of aniversiiiryy.." he let out a little snerk at the slippery word "..for you guys...since you...met here..." Since she was closer to him on his other side he gave her a little wink. Gabe seemed to be talking to Thomas about...he tried to hear...something with the responsibilities to run a big farm and how to extend the land. 

Taking another sip, he grinned at her again and leaned a little closer, and since it was a lot of people he had to almost whisper in her ear.."...remember when we met, love...talk about aiming...the boys was very thankful for that..." he sniggered "...I was laying there thinking of Alayna...so I was really happy you didnt knee me at that point..." As he got a little drunker he didnt try so hard to talk 'normal' and stopped 'hiding' the accent of the area from where he came from. (like the jockey here http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-gzXBFVDbL8) "...So...Lill...are ye gonna catch that big trout?"

Alayna tried to hold back a shiver as his hand warmed up her thigh, chewing on the inside of her cheek. She didn't have the will to move his hand away. She should have, probably, if she was still playing hard to get....well...she still was, this was just the exception... Focusing her attention on the conversations around the table made it better, and Craig had brought her back a shot of something or another, so she downed it, as she listened, feeling the familiar burn slide down her throat. Whiskey by the taste of it. Her muscles were loosening up, and she kept finding herself sitting relaxed with her legs spread. When she realized what she was doing she'd pull them back together, but, a few moments later she'd have to do the same all over again. Lucky for her, her legs were under the table, and unless someone dipped their head down, they wouldn't be able to see her lacy panties. 

A snicker escaped her as she heard Craig's voice change, becoming more lazy, drawn out and...British. She loved his accent, she could listen to it all day, and now that it was even stronger...she leaned her shoulder against his own, just hearing him chat with the other's. Another shot was brought to her upon Craig's request to the woman who was dressed as a nurse. She brought it to her soon after, and Alayna couldn't help but notice her watching Lillian as she sat the drinks down. "My eyesss are over here....nurse." She said with a snicker, hoping the woman realized it was all just in good fun. She smiled back and then left them to tend to others. Another shot down. What did that make the count.....5...6..7.....8? Eight shots? Oh....she should probably stop.Come to think of it....what time was it? People were beginning to clear out, some stumbling out, a few never making it, slumped over at their tables. She slid a finger under Craig's chin, tilting his face towards her own. "Babe...." She said in a voice more seductive than she meant it to be, for some reason when she drank it did that, "....whaats...the time?" He had her phone since he had pockets, and he smirked at her, fumbling for it for a moment before pulling it out and placing it on the table. She pushed the button after one missed try. 1:03am....they had been there for four hours. 

She gave a glance to Hath and Thomas. The two of them sat slightly leaning on one another, their waters in front of them, looking like they were getting sleepy. Lillian and Gabe looked like they were feeling fairly good, but they hadn't drank as much as she and Craig had...thank goodness her friends would drive them home. "D'you all want to leave? Y....We should probably go....let every..one...get some rest." She didn't plan on resting when she got home, but the others might. Despite the buzz in her brain, the desire and anticipation was still there. Her hand moved more fluidly and relaxed, this time, and it brushed across the crotch of his pants before landing on his inner thigh, stroking it with her fingertips. She wasn't quite as reserved now that her brain was fogged, social protocol was out the window. 

Everyone agreed it was time to go, and they began to slowly get up. It was decided that Thomas would take them home, and Hath would take Gabe and Lillian. Craig could take her to the farm to get her car in the morning. She linked arms with Craig after she stood. Standing up had made her quite dizzy, but he wasn't the most stable thing to hold onto, either. Thomas came up on her other side and offered her his arm with a smile. "Why....thank you....kiiind sir..." She said with a giggle, and he chuckled in return, helping them to his truck as she said her goodbyes to the others.

"Hey...Tho-mas...old chhap.." He patted the man on the shoulder "...you are a good man right...not like me...Im a very naughtly boy..." He swayed to the side checking where Alayna was and then pulled the taller man closer "...but you know...Tho-mas...I never, even once, thought of another woman with her...because you know what Tho-mas...she..she completes me...all the other dames and...not so very much dames...backside track hoochies...they just...were there...when I needed them...I nev-never bothered with emotions and shit you know...I never dare to...thought it was better to...t o just...Tho-mas...you know...its not easy..." he giggled a little and nudged the man as he saw one a person dressed as a astronaut sitting hunched over by the curb, only that the headhear was still on and you could see remains of something rocking slightly back and forth as the dozed off person swayed a little. "*hiihi* Look Tho-mas...'scchhhh...Houston...we...scchhhh...we have a problem..."

Then Alayna returned and he smiled like he hadnt seen her for at least a month. The others had left and as Hathi honked he just waved. He grabbed the woman by her waist and pulled her to him, quirking an eyebrow, speaking in his 'Bond' voice again "I've got a little itch, down there. Would you mind?" Then he leaned in and kissed her, deeply. As he released her she wobbled a little. He laughed at Thomas. "Oh common old chap...'s just a kiss...you need to be more spon...spon...just do what you want to do...worked well tonight didnt it? Have you seen her smile like that?...well since you told her how you really felt? I dont mean you have to...to boink her against the washer..." He eyebrowwaggled towards Alayna "...but move it up a notch...something..."

She giggled, holding onto Craig's arm for support, after he released her from the kiss. The glittery, golden heels she wore didn't exactly make for safe walking, especially when you were intoxicated. Good thing she had experience in the matter. Looking up at Thomas as she heard Craig's words she giggled again as she saw the man's cheeks go scarlet. "He...he's right, you know...Thomas...you need to...to show her how you really feel.... You're a man. I'm not a man..." Craig chimed in with a 'No, you're certainly...not, loove...' at that, and she shot him a naughty look before continuing, "but...I think...I have you all pinpointed. No matter hooow much....of a..big, fat prude you are....you still...think about getting it on....wi...with your woman. Am I riight...or...am I wrong?" She stopped walking, forcing  a chuckling Craig and an embarassed Thomas to stop as well and leveled Thomas with a flat look, waiting for an answer before she would continue.  

He looked around like he could find someone to help him answer, but there was no one else besides random stragglers going home. "I'm...wwwaitinggg...." She said, now placing a hand on her hip. 

"Uh...well....I...I think you have us pegged..." He said in a soft, embarassed tone after a moment of shuffling his foot on the pavement. She let out an amused "Ha!" at his answer and continued to walk, or, sway, to the truck. "I..kneew it! Sooo. My point is....let her know...what you think....that you...lo...like her...for her body...as well as her mind. I a-amm a woman...and I know we like that kind of thing. Pluss.....we're juust as bad as men....I'm sure she thinkss...about you that way, tooo. Aaaaall the time!" She gave him a smug grin, then, finally arriving at the truck, and he seemed relieved, quickly going to his side and starting it up. She was having a hard time getting in because of her heels and the fact that the world felt like it was tilting on it's axis. So, Craig came around behind her, chuckling deeply as he grabbed ahold of her rump on each side, squeezing it and producing a squeak from her as he helped boost her into the truck. Thomas's hand grabbed ahold of her's as she reached out for it, hoisting her to the middle seat and even buckling the lapbelt for her as Craig climbed up with a bit of difficulty. "See...it's the little things...like t-that...that sweep a woman...off her fffeet....thank yyou..." She said happily, and before he could move, she grabbed his face, pulled him close and gave him a kiss on the cheek. His eyes grew wider and the tall man's cheeks grew red at a record rate. 

She was giggling when she heard Craig's pouty voice from beside her 'Heeeyyy.....where's..mminne?" Turning to face him, she cupped his face in both of her hands and planted one on his cheek, as well, even though he tried to move his mouth where it would hit his lips. Despite the fog in her brain, she hadn't forgotten to play hard to get. He wasn't free until they got home....and then...she intended to break in the new bed formally. The truck fired up and she heard Thomas' slightly amused and slightly exasperated voice next to her say 'Ooookay...I think it's time to get you two home...."

His hand lay on her thigh stroking it slowly up and down, perhaps just scootching the hem of it a little higher up. When she got in the dress got hitched up a little anyway so it was quite a lot of leg already showing. Leaning in, he nibbled her ear and neck, just a little bit. He caught Thomas glance down, probably just to switch gear or something but got a good glimpse of a leg too. The splitsecond it took for him to have his eyes return to the road made Craig chuckle - again. "Man...its just a leg...or...wait...no...nono...no sir its not just a leg its actually..." he leaned over the woman as to whisper just to the man who was driving "...its actu-ally Tho-mas...its the road to Eldorado...mmm...trust me...I know...lavish that road with love and massages and you will have your Eldorado waiting, no matter who of the roads you take...but I suggest loving both...but careful...a w-ord from the wise *giggle*...be firm and sure about it...its...itts...like a nervous ho-rse....to twittling about if you arent sure...no blushing or la-di-la-di-dah..no...Your woman got bambilegs..." He stroked and lightly squeezed Alaynas upper thigh, letting his fingers tease the softer inside. "You...should bloody use it...its no bloody funk...fuck-n-go...take your bloody time Tho-mas...later...*hehe* there will be golden showers...and it will feel pretty good..." He laughed as the man stretched out his hand and put on the radion and tuned up the volume.

---

He turned and waved to Thomas as he turned and left their driveway, it might need some fixing to...later...when they got everything else sorted...Alayna might want to have some flowers...and...perhaps some new seeds for the lawn...so it was nice and green and not...looking like....Suddenly someone pounced on him and pushed him up against the door. "Oh..." he chuckled as he saw the look on her face "Sexy Kitten on the prowl?"

Her hands were grasping the lapels of his suit, holding him against the door, although, there was no doubt he could get away. But, why would he want to? She stared him down, the unfocused, eyes from earlier now zoning in on their target, like an eagle on it's prey, becoming hooded as he spoke. A small smirk tilted one corner of her plump, red lips at his words. She was finally letting her desire flood through her, take over her, and it sped up her heart, sobering her up, some, and making her sway a little less, although she was still quite buzzed. "...I want to see....your golden eye, Bond..." She said in a seductive tone although she knew the words might be a little cheesy, it was how you said something that changed the way it was percieved. The most ridiculous words could be arousing if spoken in the right tone. Smirking, she realized that they weren't in the house, yet. That was when she had told herself she would let go and stop teasing him. Going in, as for a kiss, she stopped suddenly, his lips already slightly parted, awaiting her. She giggled and let her tongue barely glide against his top lip, then moved away. Her hands were still gripping his tux, and while he looked at her a bit frustratedly, perhaps, she took the oppourtunity to pull him off of the door. Then, she, somewhat clumsily, gathered her keys, finding the right one and jamming it in the lock with some urgency. 

Finally getting it to twist, she walked inside, him following. He barely had time to shut and lock the door back before she was on him again, this time for good. She boosted herself up on him, his arms easily catching her and hoisting her up as she wrapped her legs around his waist. She kissed him urgently, tasting the heat and burn of the alcohol on his lips, creating a tingle in her mouth. Other things were tingling, too, and she, as good as she could, rubbed her pelvis into his as he held her. He began to head up the stairs, carrying her the whole way, his lips sucking and nibbling her neck as he walked up them. She let her head fall back and tilt to give him better access, sighing as his warm breath covered her neck. 

They finally walked into their 'bedroom' which, right now was just an empty room with a brand new bed, and he sat her down. Immediately they each worked at their shoes. Alayna unbuckling those acursed heels that had her feet aching, and Craig unlacing his dress shoes and tossing them to the side as well as his socks. When they got finished with that, around the same time, she grabbed his coat again, this time to help him shrug it off. Once it hit the floor, her hand was at his tie, stripping it from his neck and letting it fall, also. He came at her, again, his hands gripping her hips and pulling her towards him. Her hands went up to run through his hair, her body arching against him, aching to get closer. "Ohhh......oh, Craig....I want....I neeed..you....suh....so bad...." A small gasp as he bit her neck gently and she heard him growl, "Pleeease....I need you...."

He wasnt sure if she had come at him with this type of...need...before, not that she ever had said no, not ever had needed to be coaxed or that she was late on the uptake on some 'lovelitime'. But it was somehow different. He didnt complain however and met her with a mirrorlike lust. It was like the little 'fuss' with foreplay wasnt on their mind right now, it was like the entire night had been a foreplay, with the exception that it had only been some kisses and touches. That it had been 'modest' in their standards. He sucked her skin at the base of her neck, gently biting it, verging on the edge of making a little mark. He had learned however how much he could do, there might be a little faint mark, but in a place where it would be hard to see. His hands tried to figure out how to get her out of the dress at the same time he tried to be gentle with it. That wasnt easy, especially since she tried to get into his pants at the same time. 

"Kitten..." he groaned "Kitten...wait...wait...I need...I need you to stand still so I dont mess the dress up..Alayna!" She had both of her hands in his pants right now and what she held on to made it pretty hard to make his brain focus long enough to find the little hook and the delicate little zipper on her back. "Honey...I dont want to rip your dress and...really...you know what...mmmhhmm..Alayna...you know what you do to me...please...just turn around..." He heard a grunt that sounded a bit disapointed, like a kid having to let a toy go because it wasnt her toy.

Slowly he pulled the zipper down, exposing her pale skin and as soon as it came into view he showered it with kisses, slowly pulling the dress down as he went. No bra. It made him growl and he stroked his hands over her back, up her shoulders and as he went downwards he pulled the dress down with the motion until he got it to fall on the floor, exposing her naked back and round rump. She had one of those stringy things, probably just to tease him. He pulled her to him, pressing her against him, letting one hand go up caressing a breast while the other went lower. He growled and nibbled her ear as his hand started to explore. "Ohh...Kitten...mmm...mm...Alayna...I love you...I love to feel you like this...your..mm..body...to smell you...taste you..." She leaned her head to the side breifly so he could show her neck some love before she turned her head so he could give her a kiss. As they kissed she turned around.

Turning back around to face him, kissing all the while, now it was her turn. His hands were at her breasts, thumbs teasing the middles and making her produce soft noises. Her own hands went to the button's of his white dress shirt, unclasping them quite deftly despite the fact that she was drunk. Perhaps it was because she had so much practice with this simple movement that she could now probably do it in her sleep. Before long, all of the buttons were undone, and she helped him shrug out of his shirt, having to basically pry his hands from her skin before she could remove it. The action revealed his white undershirt underneath, so, yanking it out from under his pants she stripped it over his head, letting it fall, his bare chest now all her's to do with what she wished. 

Taking that privilege and running with it, she pressed herself against him, rubbing up and down, letting her perked nipples graze across the skin of his chest, making small whimpering noises. As she did that, meeting him in another passion-crazed kiss, as well, she multitasked further and let her hands go down to his belt. A little clumsily, she managed to undo the buckle, throwing it open and then pulling his zipper down, being sure not to catch 'anything' in the process that she could feel beginning to strain against the smooth fabric of his dress pants. Letting his pants go, they fell on their own down to the floor and he stepped out of them, pulling her gently with him. 

Without much warning, she went down to her knees, kissing and licking along his torso on the way. Her fingertips traced the V of his hips, trailing down towards his thighs, and stroked the inned part of them when she got there. Her lips she brought to the buldge being held back in his underwear, and she breathed hot breath onto the outside. His hands, which were grasping her shoulders, gripped just a little tighter at that, and she thought she heard a soft noise from him. Bringing her lips down to the fabric, she kissed along what she knew was his member, her tongue added in, licking as well. She knew that she was ready, she had to be after all the teasing touches and looks tonight. He was getting there, and she was just trying to help him along, beer seemed to slow down the reaction, no matter how badly the man wanted it, but it seemed like it wasn't hindering him much. 

She began to mumble sensless love words as she kissed along his member, taking his jewels in her hand through the fabric and gently kneading them, hearing him groan at that. After a few moments of preparing him, she then let her hands grasp the band of his underwear, and pulled them down, releasing what was now quite eager to come out. Unable to help herself, she bent down and gave it a few kisses, as well, licking up his length, tracing the rim of him and dipping her tongue into the tip, her other hand gently kneading his 'boys' once more. He groaned, and she decided she couldn't wait any longer, standing back up and hugging him tight. "Pl...please, Craig....take...me to the bed...."

It was hard...litterary...to just stand there, it was both pleasure and hell at the same time since he just wanted to feel her, take her, make love to her but he also knew that she wanted to do this. Not all women did. Some expected the man to do it all, but it was a giving and a taking within the borders of understanding and free will. Not all women had wanted him to pleasure them down with his skilled tongue below so he had done what he could with what he got. Alayna however...she loved to both get and reccive, even the most simple and innocent of kisses. 

He had leaned his head back, enjoying her skilled tongue and hands trying to hold himself back some. The beer seemed to fluff itself around everything, in a way helping him keep a little but it was a dualedged sword, he knew that the edge could just suddenly be there like a dropoff, stranding him at point of no return. At her pleading voice he looked at her, his gaze a little hazy but still clear enough for his love and desire to shine through. He swallowed as he looked at her, felt the lump in his throat. How could he be so lucky after all these years. Then he mentally slapped himself. No time to get weepy man!

Picking her up, so her legs wrapped around him he continued to kiss her. He didnt have the same muscular bulk as Thomas or Nathan but that didnt mean he was weak. Even if he didnt race much anymore he still kept up his joggingrounds and he had some training stuff still out in the barn. He was thinking that he might take it up to the little room above the stalls, beside the haystorage. She sometimes claimed that he had ants in his pants but he had been constantly moving all his life and sitting still wasnt something he was used to yet, not that he enjoyed the fact that he could.

Shivers went through him as he gently put her down. They had lucky picking out the bed, it wasnt even a demoex but they still got it on a good discount all due to some missing screws that he later found under a flap in the package. The store didnt want to send it back either since it was 'last years model'. His hands stroked all over her body, like he was calming down a nervous horse before entering the starting gate. Following his hands 'footsteps' he let his lips gently nibble her. She arched against him, moaning words he couldnt make out, not more than one he knew was his name. His skilled fingers touched her pedals and she jerked a little as he did and then closed her thighs around his hand. With a little wiggle two fingers slided in while his thumb found the hidden jewel. She was ready so why was he doing this? He moaned softly as he lowered his face down towards her kissing her. "Ohh...Kitten...tell me...tell me...tell me how to make love to you..."

Asking her questions while she was drunk as he was touching her the way that he was wasn't exactly the best way to recieve a knowledgable answer, but she tried, anyways. "Kuh....close....mmmh..I want...t..to...fee...ah!...feel you..." She pleaded with him, her arms clinging to his as he was perched overtop of her. He smiled in return, pushing a loose curl out of her face while his fingers continued to move, making her squirm beneath him. He shifted, going back, some, and bringing her with him. Sitting down in the middle of the bed crosslegged, he pulled her into his lap, letting her own legs wrap around behind him. His hot member was pressed up between them, giving a twitch at being so close, but no action. She leaned in, giving him another deep kiss, and while she did so, she raised up a bit, positioning herself above him. Still kissing, her tongue teasing his own, she let herself slide over him, squeezing as she went. Both of their mouths gaped for a moment, swapping breaths and noises of pleasure mixing together as she came to sit still at his base. 

"Ohhh....Craig...." She sighed his name, her hooded eyes locked on his. Laying her forehead against his own, she began to rotate her hips, him doing the same underneath of her. She held on tight to his back, her hands stroking over his shoulderblades as she began to slowly move up and down. A soft moan escaped her at the first real movements, finally getting what she had been wanting...needing so badly all night long. Keeping her eyes open, she continued to look at him, watching his expressions change as she squeezed around him. She clamped even tighter when she suddenly felt one of his hands on her breasts, kneading and teasing it gently, causing a noise from her. "Y...yes..." She whispered against him, continuing to move, "..mmmh....t..touch mmme...."

He took her words to heart, moving the hand that had been at her breast downwards, finding her bud, again and teasing it, making her moan, her eyes closing. She began to move faster, then, hearing a groan from him as he placed his head at her neck, licking the spot just below her ear. He met her movements with ones of his own, thrusting upwards as she came down over him, adding to the pleasure and beginning to make her breath hard against him as they continued on. "Ooooohhmmm....ju.....just...like...tthat...ah...y..ou....l-love.....you...sso.....mmmmhh...ahh!" Her noises of pleasure echoed through the house as they moved faster, that pleasurable tingle inside of her driving her for more from the man she loved.

It had begun as strokes but as they went on her fingers dug in deep. Not that he felt it - now. He leaned back and folded her legs backout of the way, so she almost sat on her knees, with the difference that he was in the middle of her. Bringing her down slightly so he could kiss her he placed his hands on her hips, pressing her down on him at the same time he thrusted upwards, getting some leverage by spreading his own legs slightly. She clamped around him good, all the way like a rythmic surge. He moved faster, at one point almost all the way out before returning into her heat. He groaned loudly. At one time he had laughed at those poor bastards that got pulled in and 'gutted' in marriage, and here he was now...loving the notion to be 'gutted' by her the rest of his life.

"Nggh...uhh.." He pushed into her hard but without any painful force, it was simply just the beat of the drum that seemed to beat within them and they were both following it, like some accient voice filling them to move faster and faster. Hand and fingers digging into flesh, eyes rolling back and beads of sweat forming on already glistering bodies. Suddenly he was there, balancing on the edge hand he sat up again, finding her nipples, taking in as much as he could of her breast and sucked at it, using his tongue to massage it while his hand that didnt press her towards him, fondled the other. The breast muted his own groaning release and he felt himself emty himself within her heat. He let go of her breast, clinging to her as the swirly passion as well as the haze from the beer made most of the world turn even faster.

He felt her cling to him as well but he wasnt sure if she come or not...at one point he had let himself drop back again and now he was just barely aware of her panting breath against his collarbone. He stretched out his hand and found the one blanket they werent lying on and pulled it over them. He had fixed this room but it was still bare, and he didnt want her to be cold. In his haze he heard himself mumble something but his ears had disconnected and he didnt hear his own words. As the clouds began to clear he had already fallen asleep, snoring lightly.

Oh....what was that terrible thumping noise? Alayna shifted, her eyes still closed, feeling what was beneath her, something smooth and soft under her left hand...under her right...warm human skin.. At that a few of the memories from lastnight came creeping in, just in bits and pieces, but she tried to connect them all. One thing she did remember...was the drinking. Her stomach lurched at the thought of alcohol. Oh.....the drumming became faster, louder. What was that? Her eyes dared to peek open just a bit and as they did they were met with a blinding light. Snapping them back shut, she groaned and rolled over towards the unmoving human form next to her, having no choice but to listen to the beating in her ears. She knew what it was, now, she had experienced it before...it was her heartbeat, persistently making her morning a living hell, her head pounding. 

Her eyes fluttered again, braving the white light, which was actually just the morning sun streaming through the un-curtained windows. Her vision was blurry and unfocused, making her stomach churn all over again, but she forced them to stay open. Ugh.....apparently she didn't handle this sort of thing as well as she used to. Before, she could party till 3am, get shitfaced drunk, wake up at 6am perfectly dandy and ready for jockey school. Today, though....no...that certainly wasn't happening. She did smile a little, though, as she took in the sleeping man next to her. His face was relaxed, mouth slightly open and breathing deeply with a few snores coming out every now and again. She wouldn't wake him...he needed the sleep, and if he was going to feel anything like she did this morning, then he probably didn't want to wake until the last possible moment. Lifting herself up into a sitting position, she winced as the world shifted under her, her head protesting. Looking down at Craig, once more, she giggled, then cringed against the nausea the action brought with it, as she noticed her lipstick was smeared across his skin. She had reapplied it a few times lastnight, so it had been fairly fresh when she'd returned home. 

Sliding to the edge of the bed, she got up slowly, tottering a bit before stablizing. Not having anything else to put on, she bent down, squinting her eyes, and grabbed his button up dress shirt, slipping it over her and clasping the first few buttons. It didn't provide that much protection, the edge hitting at the bottom of her rump, the white fabric fairly see through, but, at least she wouldn't be walking around totally naked. Finding her phone on the floor, as well, she looked at the time. 10:14...she hadn't slept this late in a long while. Too bad she didn't wake up feeling more refreshed...Taking a moment, she texted Lillian a pleasant message: *Kill me now.*

Taking the phone with her, she crept down the stairs. The coffee pot they had here was on an automatic timer, and she had set it specifically so she wouldn't have to bother with making any this morning. So, she grabbed herself a mug, poured some plain, black coffee and took a sip. Her stomach didn't agree...not one bit, but, she had to make herself get something into her system. Perhaps she would try some plain toast later. Her phone buzzed against the counter, making her groan, and she snatched it up before it could do it again. Looking at the message from Lillian, it read: *Awww! Rise and shine beautiful! Gabe and I had a very nice night...and morning ;)* Rolling her eyes, she allowed herself one small giggle. Well, at least someone was having a nice morning.

He woke with a groan, a sour taste in the back of his throat. The dream he had woke from wasnt exactly a good dream...a whole heard of Biebers wearing nothing but a thong and they were chasing after him on the mainstreet. They were just about to corner him when he woke. He had woke by some gusts of hot smelly air. "Umgfmm..ufh.." followed by some smacking. Opening one eye slowly he got more of that hot breath in his face. "Barf...Barf go..way...go way Barf or I...barf on you...go way..." His hand tried to push the dogs face away but it only made the dog happier. His person was awake! The love of his life was in her crate with the cone of shame on her head. That contraption made her a little snappy but he guessed that his person might be kind enough to open the door perhaps? The female person sat slouched over the 'land of never ending foods' and she hadnt reacted much to his polite nudges. He had sniffed a little at her thigh, noting that there was scent from his person and had licked her, but not even that had given much of a stir. Barf sighed. He really needed to go. His big wet slobbery tongue went over his persons face. At least that make him move a little and with a wag of his tail Barf saw his master carefully swing his naked paws over the bedside.

Squinting Craig looked at the dog that stared back at him with that doggygrin of his. He swallowed at the smell. Well, he...he could beat this...heck he had made a pretty decent fourth place once with a hangover. That it was the horse to thank was another matter, at least he hadnt fallen off or anything. Glancing over his shoulder he noted there werent any red hair spilled across the pillow. He grasped after some of the fabric on the floor and first got her dress, he brought it to his nose and sniffed it, smiling a little. It vanished as a wave of nausea rolled over him and he lay it on the bed. It was hard to lean a little forward again to try again. After a few tries he got his underwear. 

The man swayed slightly as he stood up, then he aimed for the door, sadly his left foot miscalculated it some and his little toe banged straight into it. Some choice words came from him as he tumbled into the opposite side of the hall, falling on his butt. Seconds later he got covered with licks and love by the big dog that was sure it was just a new fun game.

A thud, a bang and then, yip, yip, yip, yip, YIP, YIP, YIP!!! Alayna groaned and covered her ears. "Whaaaat?" She asked nothing in particular. "..uuuerghh...Penny....shut..uuuup...." The little dog didn't hear her since she was in the living room and Alayna's voice was quiet to save her headache from getting worse. Letting her ears go and grabbing her mug and phone, she shuffled into the living room. What had that noise been? She couldn't hear anything, now, besides the incessant yipping of her puppy. "I'm cooomingggg!" She said pitifully, begging the puppy to shut her trap and she approached, the pleads slowly becoming more threatening with a few choice words thrown in. That just made her more excited and she began to bark louder and more frequently. Her nausea was rekindled as she squated down to unlatch the kennel, her coffee now feeling like it wanted to barg its way back out of her the same way it came in. With a bit of frustration, still pleading with the noisy puppy to stop, she finally got the gate open. The little fuzzball dashed out, cone on her head, stumbling over it as she looked down too far, and still she hadn't quit barking. Instead, she ran towards the stairs, yipping all the way, and to Alayna's horror, a trail of piddle followed behind. 

"Penny! Penny...uhh...no!!! Penny, stop! Heel! St...Stay!" After the last shrieked word, just at the foot of the steps the puppy stopped everything and looked back at her. By now there was a good few feet of the stream of pee on the hardwood floors to clean up. She groaned again, placing one hand to her temple and attempting to massage it, although it didn't seem to help at all. Hearing a creak, that sounded 10 times louder than it probably was, echoing through her brain, she looked up to see Craig, holding on tight to the railing as he wobbled down the stairs. She just looked at him for a moment. They were probably both quite the pair. Alayna with his shirt on, half see-through, her hair and makeup probably messed up since she didn't bother with it before going to sleep lastnight. She had been out almost right after their little tension release. Craig's hair stuck straight up in places, the epitome of the word 'bedhead', he was only in his underwear and he had red lipstick smeared across his face, neck, torso and thighs, as well as the front of his underwear. At least he had on underwear. She would have laughed at it, if she had thought it was the least bit funny right now....but...nothing seemed funny when your stomach was lurching inside of you, your head arguing with it, threatening to self implode if any other noises disturbed it. 

She meant to say something close to 'goodmorning' to him...but what came out was a pathetic, uninteligible noise that dwindled until it stopped. He reguarded her with the same squinted eyes, looking like he was going through the same exact thing she was.

At first there was firmness and then...it was not...it was warm....and wet...and slippery. A "FUCK!" came from him as he slipped on the warm and wet. His arms waved in an vain attempt to find his balance again. To no avail. He fell with a loud (at least in his head) THUD! His entire back felt like it had cracked into a billion and one pieces, like the time AK and dumped him on the path near the track. That was nothing like what his head felt like. If it was by instinct or not but he had kept his head up. It hadnt stopped him from hitting the back of it on that last step of the stairs. He could just let out a groan, pleading that the world would stop its mad dance. His hand felt the warmth under it. Who the fuck had spilt water like this. "..alayna?..." he croaked after finding his voice, the first two tries hadnt produced much sound at all. "ah...alayna..." 

He regretted it the same time his nose picked up the smell as he brought his hand to his nose. His stomach hitched and seemed to roll around itself. Despite the piercing jabs in his back he rolled to his side, in more pee, and crawled up to his feet, almost slipping a second time and just made it to the at least functional downstairs toilet. Then he for the first time bowed before the white throne and sort of watched all the drinks come up in reversed order mixed with some peanuts. Every cramp was felt at least tenfold more in his back and his neck but there wasnt much he could do. Finally, it was like his stomach figured it had tortured him enough and he sat back on the floor, with beads on his forehead and body caused by the coldsweat. His stomache turned a little but decided to be good. This was a evidence that he hadnt been drinking for awhile. Back in the day...this had been nothing...

A soft moan escaped him under closed eyes. Why the fuck did he leave the bed?

Alayna watched as he half stumbled, half ran to the downstairs toilet, heard a heave and a gag followed by a splash as his stomach emptied itself. Her own did the same without emptying it's contents, roiling like a witch's cauldron filled with some vile, green liquid, causing a small gag. She had to squeeze her eyes shut for a moment, clenching her jaw against the sour taste in her mouth as she heard him continue to throw up. She wanted to go in and rub his back for him, comfort him in his discomfort, but, she knew she would only be joining him if she saw the contents filling the toilet. So, she left him be for now, trudging over to the back door and opening it, pointing her finger out and staring down the dogs with as focused of eyes as she could manage. "Get out." She said still fighting that metalic taste. Both dogs seemed to understand the tone, slinking down, tails between their legs. They both went out and she shut the door behind them, only letting them out for a moment while they used the bathroom. She was sure Penny probably still had more in her. 

Sighing, she looked at the trail of tinted yellow liquid on the floor, hearing the toilet flush as she went back into the kitchen. Grabbing up her mop, she took it back into the living room, beginning to soak up the stream. Penny came back while she was cleaning it up, scratching her paw against the glass of the sliding door and looking at her pitifully through her cone. Finishing up, Alayna sighed, trying to ignore the smell of urine that felt very strong to her sensitive nose right now, and let both dogs back inside. They seemed to realize she was still miffed at them, so they went off to the hallway, leaving her alone. Wiping up the mess as good as she could, right now, she decided she could properly clean it when she didn't feel like she was going to spew out her insides. 

Sitting the dirty mop in the kitchen sink, she went to the downstairs bathroom, peeking her head in to see Craig sitting on the floor, head in his hands. "...babe...?" She said in a quiet voice, finally rejoicing in the fact that things were silent again, besides her nagging heartbeat in her ears. He looked up at her, a bit palefaced and pitiful and she frowned back at him. His body was wet in spots with....something she didn't want to think about. "..come on...lets....lets get cleaned up..." She said, offering a hand to help him to his feet. It wasn't much help, as she stumbled foreward at his weight, but she got him standing. The smell in here was about to make her have to stick her own head in the toilet, as well, so she herded him out as quickly as possible. 

With some swaying, and slowly, they both made it upstairs. Sitting on the edge of the tub, she started the shower water, and unbuttoned Craig's shirt, draping it on the towel rack. He slid out of his underwear, and they both stepped carefully into the shower. She let out a sigh as the warm water hit her body, finally getting a little relief although her head and stomach were still waging war with her.

He wrapped his arms around her, leaning his head on her shoulder. He wanted to say that his back was hurting like the dickens but it felt better to just not saying anything at all. She leaned on him too. With careful movements, like a too hard touch would break the other they washed eachothers hair and bodies. Afterwards they got themselves dried. It took just one look between them and they headed to the bedroom again, only for Craig to limp after two sparebuckets, just in case. He also let the dogs out again. Barf would take care of Penny and there was shelter in the barn if it started to rain. She would be alright with the cone.

A pained but still some what pleased sigh escaped him as he crept up next to her again, her hair smelled fresh, the sheets still smelled somewhat clean even if it it was with a slight hint of 'sex' too. He wrapped his arm around her, his chin resting on her shoulder, his feet and lower leg a little tangled in with hers. He was freezing a little bit so it felt good to be close to her. He managed to mumble a soft 'love you' before he closed his eyes, hoping a bit more sleep would cure him.

In his dream he whimpered a little as he found himself back on the mainstreet and as he looked back the herd of Biebers had gotten some company with that sparkly guy from whateverthenamewas. He didnt get that movie. If he had been a girl it would be way more cool to know one of those big wolves. Then He-man showed up in a pink tu-tu. Craig whimpered and snuggled closer.

When she woke this time that terrible pounding in her ears was gone. Just that was a blessing in itself. Her stomach was still a bit finicky, a heavy feeling to it, but she felt like she might be able to eat something, now. Mint eyes opened, more focused and less sensitive to the light than before. She sighed in relief. Although she still certainly didn't feel 100%, she felt much better than before. She wondered if Craig felt the same. Looking over, she saw that he was still asleep. His face wasn't relaxed like before, though, this time it twitched some, forming into a distressed look before going back, his eyes moving under his lids. Not knowing whether to wake him or not, she just watched him for a moment. He had rolled over onto his stomach, so she placed her hand on his back, rubbing up and down the smooth skin there. One spot felt a little different though.... Pushing the covers down, some, she frowned as she saw the angry red mark going up his spine where he had fallen. How had she not noticed before? It was a little poofy, swollen and painful to the touch, she was sure. 

Her fingers lightly trailed along it and he gave a twitch. A whimper then escaped him, a very soft one and her hand went up to stroke his face. Was he having a bad dream? Fingertips felt his stubble that was now a bit more than usual since he hadn't shaved this morning, and as she stroked along his brow and temple, his eyes began to flutter slowly. A long intake of breath and his legs stretched a bit, then his eyes opened and focused on her as she looked down at him, laying on her own stomach and proped up on her elbows. Continuing to caress his face, she smiled at him, then planted a small kiss on his shoulder. 

"Hey...." She said very quietly, scared of what the sound might do to both their headaches. To her pleasant surprise, it didn't cause too much problem. "....are you feeling any better, sweetie....? I'm sorry I didn't help when you were sick....I was afraid I'd...do the same....I'm still kind of iffy." Making a face, she layed down next to him, scooting to where her nose touched his, smiling gently at him. "Were you dreaming...? Before you woke you whimpered...I wasn't sure if I should wake you or not..."

She stroked her hand across his back, the part that wasn't hurt. "...and your back...I'll put some ointment on it later.... Penny has some apologizing to do..." Giggling just a bit, she continued to run her fingers across his back.

"Bloody Bieber Twillight" he mumbled, then he sighed and looked at her "Im a big boy you know...I can puke all on my own..." He winced as she touched him. "That wasnt a dream huh..." he sighed and felt on his neck "...think I banged my head too...it still hurts...not as much but a little bit..." His stomache made a sound that sounded like someone was trying to strangle something and he winced a little again. "Is it ok to declare the bed Craigland for today?" he said softly. "If Im to work on the house tomorrow...I think I need some rest..." He normally didnt 'ask' to stay in bed, but now when he started to return to some sort of normal state it was like any time he moved his back got even with him. Then he felt the need to go to the bathroom and he groaned softly. If he lay here a little perhaps it would pass? No...no such luck. Another groan and he rolled, very, very slowly out of bed and stiffly as the old movie mummy he walked to the bathroom. Thankfully he didnt have any underwear to pull down. He sighed in relief as the pressure was released. A little shake and a little 'dab' with paper, washing of hands and mouth and he staggered back to bed. Her eyes followed him.

"Thanks for last night...little tigeress..." Carefully he moved towards her and gave her a kiss on the cheek. It was too painful to lay on his back or side he had to settle for laying on his stomache. "...and what about Penny...oh...her pee..." He rubbed his temples, feeling the scar from the operation. As always he couldnt help but wonder what would have been if...if he hadnt been struck. He gave her a glance. "Just so you know Alayna...my insurance...I have written it to you...if something would happen..."

"Mm...thank you, as well..." She said with a small smile as his lips met her cheek, enjoying the small display of affection and just getting to lay peacefully with him. The new bed was a pillowtop, and very soft. She was going to have a hard time getting out of this in the mornings, especially now that it was getting colder outside. At his words on the insurance she frowned a bit, a pang of fear shooting through her at what he implied. "Alright..." She said hesitantly, a tone not usually heard from her, "...just...please promise me...you'll try to stay safe...for me...." Speaking of such things had her emotional in seconds, and she found herself fighting off a trembling lip, she couldn't lose anyone else......especially him.... Looking down, her finger traced the pattern of the comforter as she tried to regain her composure. 

Smiling slightly back up at him after a moment, she attempted to lighten the mood and forget about the bad thoughts that suddenly swamped her mind. "I can't remember a whole lot.....but...I think Thomas was happy to get rid of us lastnight. Did I kiss him?" She asked, and giggled as he nodded his head but specified that it was just on the cheek. "I wonder if...he and Hath met up after she took Lill and Gabe home? He seemed a little more bold lastnight...perhaps he kissed her again...maybe copping a better feel since they would be alone?" She smiled, hoping that he had gone for it, for both he and Hath's sakes. 

She layed there for a bit longer, just chatting and snuggling with him. Soon, though, her own urge to pee got to her, so she got up and walked to the bathroom. Once she was finished she opened up a drawer, finding one of her nightgowns. It was more modest than most of her's, more like an oversized T-shirt, so, she slipped it on over her naked body, and then headed downstairs. Getting a glass in the kitchen, she filled it with water, grabbing a few ibuprofrens and some crackers to take upstairs to him. Before she went back up, she got a towel, dampened it and then heated it up in the microwave to make into a warm wrap for his back. Heading back up, she sat everything by the bedside with a smile at him. "Care for a hot towel, sir?" She asked with amusement, acting like a flight attendant. At his chuckle she placed the warm towel along his sore back after pulling the covers back, then covered him up again to keep the heat in. She would have used a hot water bottle or heating pad, but, sadly there were none of those things at this house, yet.

Going around to the other side, she snuck back under the covers with him, snuggling up to him, trying to forget that her stomach was still grumbling angrily at her, the slightest pain in her temples. She smiled at him, "I had a great time lastnight....it was fun to go out with everyone...with you. Obviously I'm regretting those shots, now," She said with a giggle, although, her stomach lurched at the mention of alcohol. "..,but the dancing...and the dressing up...and teasing Hath and Thomas....it's nice to just get out sometimes. We've been busy lately, haven't we?" She asked, her hand going up to stroke his cheekbone. "It's nice to let some steam out...."

Nodding he let his own hand mimic what she did on his cheek on hers. "I guess we are getting too old to keep up with what we once did...or...older..at least..." A lock of her soft hair found its way between his fingers and he twirled it before letting it go. His mind crossed over to their friends "I really hope he does something...Im not so sure Hathi would dare to...'be the man'...and take the relationship forward. If they are going to wait around as long as it took for them to just...get to the point of letting the other one know about the others feelings for those next steps...well then...then we can look forward to a marriage when they are in their 90ies or something." he chuckled low, just grimacing slightly at the pang on his back.

"So...what do you think of Lillian and Kermit? If things work out between them...I guess she have it pretty well set up? Altho...I dont know if would be comfortable with that kind of money...never really being able to trust if its a real friend or if its a 'friend' just for the possiblilty of money." He leaned in and kissed the tip of her nose and then her lips, it wasnt meant to be a deep, long kiss at first but... he smiled as they broke it off. "So...Nathan...oh Mr Moore...I heard he took off again...to Texas...for a 3DE?" He watched her nod, with a similar smirk on her lips that was on his "Surely there had to be a 3DE closer than Texas...I wonder...there must be a really good...showground down there...altho I actually think that he let the 'little brain' decide for him there."

She giggled a little over what he said about Hathien and Thomas. He had a point. If they didn't get them moving along....something could happen...not just them getting older, but, what if Hath decided waiting on him wasn't worth it? It would shatter Thomas' heart...she couldn't let that happen to her friends. He changed the subject and she pulled herself out of her thoughts. At the topic she smiled. "He makes her happy. Happier than I've ever seen her since I was hired...and you know her parents have money. Obviously not as much as him, but she's used to it, I believe...to a degree. I think, in a way, he almost fulfills the 'romance book' idea of a man for her, which makes things even better. Just wait until you ever go into her house...all over the shelves are romance novels and movies." She giggled, watching one of his eyebrows raise. "Be nice, Craig..." She threatened as he got a naughty smirk on his lips, the kind that hinted that he would pester Lillian about it the next time they met. "She had gone....quiiite a while without getting any. Something had to keep her sane." Alayna said with a laugh.

At his kiss on the tip of her nose she smiled at him, then, when he went for the lips she happily obliged. It had deepened more than she thought it would with his back out. When they both pulled back they were slightly breathless and smiling at each other. Another change of topic and her smile faded a bit, but growing some, again, at his last words. "No doubt." She agreed. "I feel bad for Nathan...he always looks...kind of sad to me, but he's never mentioned anything. He knows I'd listen...he might get some advice he didn't ask for, but it might help. Has he mentioned anything to you and Thomas? Maybe Svea can help him out...and not only in that way." She added with a smirk as his eyebrow cocked again. "I'm sure she 'helps' him plenty in that way, as well." She giggled. 

It was getting later in the day, somewhere around 4pm, if she was right, and the room was darkening slightly since the only window in it was a large one that let in the morning light. They had been in bed almost all day....when was the last time she'd done that besides when she was injured? Speaking of injuries... "How's your back feeling now?" she inquired, one hand going up to push at his shoulderblades, far enough away from the swollen part since it was towards the small of his back. Kneading at the back of his neck, she proceeded to give him a gentle, mini massage as they layed there. "We're accident prone, aren't we?" She asked with an amused smile. But, then it faded some as she began to think about what that implied....that he could get hurt and....clenching her jaw just a little, she tried to shake the thought. If she constantly worried about...something happening to him...then she would never be happy...

Closing his eyes as she rubbed his neck he didnt say anything at first. Then he looked at her with just one eye. "Maybe...we get everything bad out before the wedding...so...it wont happen afterwards..." He let his finger trace the edge of the cover "I try to...not to think about the bad things...perhaps Im living life a little bit too much 'at the moment' with not much thought for what will come, although I probably do at some degree. Since I...since my...since my mother and sister so nicely refused my money...a jockeys wage...that I was sending them to help...I saved that sum instead. Its not much left of it due to...hospitalbills and...things...There is a little bit of Essys money left to, not very much but...its...for our honeymoon...I..I think she would have liked that..." Despite it was a long time ago he still felt the sting in his heart. She had been everything for him at a time he had nothing. He sighed deeply.

"Should we get down to get something to eat...ohfuck...I forgot the dogs...to feed them...and 'LittlePeePee' still have her cone on her..." With stiff movements he got out of the bed and limped to the window. It faced the barn. The sight made him smile. "Honey...so much for 'hating' him now, huh?" He pointed at the 'dogpile' that lay infront of the barn, the big dog at the bottom and the smaller one half ontop, both basking in the few straggling rays of sun. "Perhaps its time to start our day now...when it have stopped spinning...do you want to eat takeout tonight? Or we can even go out to eat if you like...then we dont have to do any dishes either..."

Walking over to the window to see what he was looking at she smiled and let out a small laugh. "Let's just hope he doesn't get /too/ friendly with her, hmm?" She asked, and when he looked over at her she gave him a smirk. She wasn't going to drop the topic. She might not fight with him about it, but she would hint. They certainly didn't need any Penny/Barf puppies running around, two dogs was quite enough, as Craig's back could attest to. Glancing down at his naked form and raising one eyebrow she grinned. "I think takeout sounds nice. We've been lazy all day, why not keep at it? Plus, your back will thank you for not getting out and about, you need to let it rest some more before you work tomorrow." Going over to the closet that they had put away some clothes in she decided the delivery man might feel a little less awkward if she put her bra on. So, she slipped on some underwear and then some yoga pants and a warm shirt. He dressed, too, just in some sweat pants and left the shirt off since she told him she would accept the delivery. 

They headed downstairs and Craig called for the dogs, both of them bounding happily back inside while she ordered the takeout. Deciding it was best to go easy on their stomachs, she ordered a salad for the both of them with grilled chicken. While waiting on the food to come, Craig stoked the fire and she made sure that the mess near the stairs had been completely cleaned up as well as scrubbing the toilet downstairs. She was just finishing that when the doorbell rang, both dogs sounding the alarm and running over to it, tails wagging. "Such ferocious watch dogs..." She said to them sarcastically, pushing them gently with her feet so they wouldn't get through and slobber all over the poor, unsuspecting delivery boy. 

Opening the door, it looked like a high schooler standing in front of her, still with some spots on his face and peach fuzz at his chin. His eyes changed a little as he saw her, seeming to forget what he was doing for a moment. She just smiled back until he realized that she was handing him the money and then he took it with a 'Thank you, ma'am.' He began to walk off and she giggled softly. "Aren't you forgetting something?" She asked, and he turned around to look at her confusedly, then there was a look of understanding on his face as well as embarassment. Poor kid, had she flustered him? She probably looked like a hot mess, comfortable clothes on and her hair thrown up into a messy bun. "O..oh! I'm sorry, Ma'am, here..." He stammered, coming back and placing the two boxes of salad in her hands. "Thank you, have a nice night." She said amusedly, but with warmth in her smile. He stuttered back a reply as she shut the door. 

Walking to the kitchen, she fixed them both some drinks and then took everything to the living room, sitting down on the couch near the fireplace. The dogs sat down in front of them, tails wagging as if the food was for them and she smiled and shook her head. "I don't think you two would like salad..." She told them as Craig came to sit down next to her. Handing over his food and drink, she leaned slightly against his shoulder as she began to eat. They had brought the TV down not too long ago, so she handed Craig the remote, letting him chose what he'd like to watch.

He tossed a bit of sallad to Barf that probably not didnt even ponder on what he ate or what state it was in. When he offered the same type of sallad to the 'princess' she took it gently and carried it to the middle of the floor, trying it for taste, but apparently it wasnt for her highness liking and she snorted at it. Barf came closer, looking interested, tail wagging as usual. As she did a 'Elvislooking snarl' as warning, his front dropped and he tried the cutestyle instead. He 'hoffed' a little, like he would 'say' something but not producing any sound. Slowly he wiggled himself closer. Penny was now looking at her mistress in hope she would be given something more than a measly green 'thing'. When she wasnt looking a long tongue fished up the little green leaf. 

Craig grinned at the scene and shook his head. "Well...Barf isnt at least a finkly feeder..." He flipped through the channels when suddenly, not even sure what channel it was on he saw something he knew, he had went past it at first so he had to go back a few steps. He smiled at the view the TV showed, big green pastures filled with mares and foals. "Its The National Stud...in Newmarket...its not far from where I grew up...maybe...30 minutes or so..." His grin was big and his eyes glittered as he took it all in, he almost forgot to eat, several times the fork was stopped somewhere in the middle of the plastic bowl and his mouth. "We spent a week there when I went to jockeyschool, just so we got to see the yearlings before they came to us as twoyearolds, not all of course but our manager usually bought two or three from the stud. Sometimes he took pity on geldings that had done their time on the track...some owners just dont care about them and send them to slaughter. Here they got to train us 'baby monkeys' and sometimes some got a new home as just riding mounts. My favorite got sold...not that long after dad..." His smile faded a little. "Tokala was a nice boy...not that big...but man could he move...he would have been one of the big ones if he hadnt broken down...and just because of that they gelded him...he was calm so it wasnt because of that...I wonder what happend to him though.."

His stomach stinged a little making it a little hard to eat even if he was hungry, so he picked at his food trying to make himself eat something anyway. Barf had falled asleep, laying on his back, snoring, his lips hanging. Everynow and then his tail started to wag. Craig looked at him and shook his head. "My little crazy crackpuppy..."

She smiled, switching between watching his expression and the program on tv. He talked very fondly of it. It was certainly beautiful, rolling green pastures full of mares and foals. He hadn't really spoken a whole lot about home. She never pushed the subject since she thought it brought up memories of his family that he didn't want to think about, but, now....watching the way that he looked at it... was he missing home? They had taken a quick visit to London....but that was for Esmerelda's funeral...which wasn't a proper trip. They had both been exhausted and emotional after that..too much on their minds. Perhaps...she could arrange for a trip to visit the stud sometime in the future. She would love to see it herself, of course, and by the way he stared at the tv he wouldn't mind visiting it again, either. She had some money saved up, there should be plenty for a short trip, perhaps over the weekend. Her mother and father had, of course, willed money to her, and she still had a little of that left...or...what she hadn't spent recklessly in Las Vegas. She still got angry when she thought of all that wasted money....

"It's beautiful...." She said smiling, watching horses sprint down the track there. "Much better than my jockey school....that was out west...no greenery, only desert and mountains and rocks and heat.... It got so hot, there. We had a few jockeys go down due to heat exhaustion, and some horses, too. Not to mention our trainer was ruthless, he usually drove us on, even if we told him we were no longer sweating." She rolled her eyes, remembering him. It had been a nice school...but there were a few things they could have handled differently. Placing her salad down beside her, almost all eaten, but her stomach was still not too happy with life, at the moment, she placed her hand in his, leaning on his shoulder. It was getting late, now, but she wasn't that tired since they'd slept and lazed around most of the day. She giggled at his comment on Barf, looking at the big dog splayed out across the floor, Penny not too far away daintily licking at her paws. 

Sighing contentedly, she just wanted to enjoy the moment. How often did they get to just relax? "I suppose we need to fully move out of the apartment, soon." She said, glancing up at him. "There's no point in staying there since we've got almost everything we need here, now. We can use one of the extra rooms for storage until we get everything else figured out. It'll be nice to finally just be in one hou-....home." She corrected, snuggling her head into his neck, breathing in his scent. How had her life taken such a marvelous turn? What would have happened to her if it hadn't? That made her think of when they'd first met and she giggled. "You know...I didn't like you at all when we first met...even though...I had to admit to myself that you were very handsome." She said with a smirk. "And I hated it when you called me kitten... Now I'm wearing the word around my neck...and we're getting married....it's funny...how things can change so drastically, isn't it?" Her free hand went up to stroke across his cheek and she looked up into his eyes. She couldn't wait to get married to him.... Bringing his head down and her own up, she met his lips in a tender kiss that became deeper as they went.

Tasting her he hummed happily, gently nibbled her lowerlip as they broke the kiss after a little while. Then he leaned his forehead against hers, looking deeply into her eyes. "Well, I know that I liked what I saw...I wonder if they knew what they did when they got us in the same room. We should probably send Marion a card later, dont you think?" He cupped her face with one hand and stroked her cheek with his thumb. "Remember when I said that it hurt to love you...and how angry you got...I have never dared to trust on love...because when you love someone, letting them close they can hurt you, they know you from inside and out and they can hurt you so badly you bleed out. Sure some have their failed love affairs...but I...I got my wounds from my parents, from my sister...people you normally should be able to trust and rely on. When my father left I swore I would never do what he did, I swore that I would make everything for my mother and Em...but...not once did they thank me...not that I demanded a thank you for what I did...I did it out of love because...I still...I still believed in the love of a family...and when...they so clearly said I wasnt wanted...that the money I had sent...were no good, was not more use to them than to tip the doorman... Somehow that made me lose the last faith I had in having a family...I had already given up on finding love again...after Essy... I thought my life would be lonely but that I would at least not risk my heart." 

His other hand went up, mimicing how he held the other hand, giving her a soft kiss again. "I have 'liked' some women...I will not deny that...but they have been kept at armslenght...no feelings, no thoughts...just...not having to be alone for that night or day. Many times they have used me for just sex...other times...they helped me with my needs..." he continued, suddenly wanting to explain himself again why he had said it like that. "Then I met you...I thought you were hot, sexy...and all that from the start...but...I never expected to fall in love with you...and when I realized it I got scared...scared because I had 'let' it happen, scared because if you knew...you would be able to hurt me more than those men I owed money. Those wounds heal...but those in here..." he placed her hand on his warm naked chest, just over his heart "...those remains...they heal of course...eventually...but they leave scars, worse than those on the outside. Thats why I said it...but...know this...Alayna Knight...I will love you forever...ever and ever..." He pressed his lips hard against hers, his kiss with a sort of bigger need than just the touch. His lashes was just a little, little damp. He didnt want to cry but the love he felt for her was so great that sometimes it just spilled over a little even if he tried to controll himself.

Her eyes were misting up as she listened to him pour his heart out to her, and when he placed her hand on his chest she gripped it slightly, like she never wanted to let him go. Their eyes were locked almost the whole time, mint green meeting his warm, golden brown ones. Before she could say something in return, although, she didn't know what she would have said since he'd left her speechless, he pressed his lips up against her's. It was a needy kiss, on both sides, each of them trying to get as close as possible. Her hands went around behind his head to cup beside his ears, pulling him down even closer towards her while she stretched up. In a smooth movement, despite his injured back, he pulled her up into his lap as they continued to kiss like a fever had taken over them. One hand trailed down his warm chest, rubbing the skin there, taking comfort in the feel of him so close. One of his own hands went down her side, to her hip, the small of her back and then to her bottom, pulling her to where she was right up against his heated body. 

When they broke the kiss, it was only out of the necessity for air, and they both panted, their foreheads leaning back together. Her tears had crept out during the kiss, silent ones that simply ran down her lightly freckled cheeks. They were still coming, now, and she wiped at one side with her hand while his own hand, calloused from his hard work, but able to turn to velvet with a touch, gently wiped at her other side. The look on his face said that he was concerned, but she smiled back reasuringly at him, letting him know that she was more than fine. "Everyone else might have deserted you, Craig.....underappreciated you....but I never..../never/ will....you're the best thing that's ever happened to me, and I'd be an idiot to ever let you slip away. I wish...." The tears sprung up again, now, some pain entering her voice, "...I wish that..my parents could have met you..... I'm so proud of both of us....for overcoming what we have...I know that they would be, too. They would have loved you...my mother..." A small laugh between wiping away another tear, "She would have shown you off to all her friends.....and my dad...he might have given you a hard time...but that's how you knew he liked you." Her hand stroked along his face, more as a comfort for her than anything else. "You....you might have been scared to love, Craig......but, we all have our fears. I'm.....I'm so scared of losing you...I ca..........I can't lose...anyone else.... When you were in that coma....I was a miserable wreck.... I need you, Craig.....I'll always need you as long as I live. I love you so, so much...." At that she brought her mouth to his again, in the same manner as before. Hungry, desperate for him, a few tears still falling down her cheeks. Sometimes words didn't seem to be enough to show someone just how much you cared.

Tears of his own threatend to come but he clenched his jaws, refusing them. He saw more of hers, and gently after meeting her hungry kiss he kissed her cheeks, catching them. "I will never be lost kitten, I be right here..." he placed his hand over her heart "..always, and I promise I will never leave..." Then he chuckled, not really meaning to but his eyes had drifted to the side and Barf was once more trying to butter up to Penny, that probably sort of maybe liked him a little bit, but still tried to be hard to get. Barf was at least twice her size and yet here he was, trying his best to make himself as small as possible and acting cute. "I wonder what the heck was in that sallad, babe...or are we still affected by the hangover..." Then his smile faded a little. "You know...when...we were at your parents grave...I...I wished I could have met them...to tell them about you...how...happy you have made me...I even...saw myself going fishing with your dad...and...I cant fish...my dad never took me...and..." he smiled "I even saw your mom pat me on the head when we got back and I showed her..and you...the most sorry excuse for a tiny fish...but she praised me like it would have been enough for a big family...and...I wished...that it could have been the reversed...that...that it was my family in that accident...Its...wrong of me but...thats what I thought..."

He hugged her close, happy with just holding her, feeling her form against him. His back annoyed him and it would probably be worse tomorrow but he had to suck it up. He wouldnt let her see it...then she would try and make him stay in bed or...follow her to work so she could keep an eye on him. And she wouldnt allow him to do anything. Out of love, of course but he needed to move. Even now his feet tapped the tunes to the show that was starting. 

Her body relaxed at his promise. Not that anyone could ever guarantee they wouldn't die....but...still, the words made her feel better and she smiled slightly, wiping at another stubborn tear. It seemed her tears always came out around him and no one else, hopefully he didn't mind. A sad smile was on her lips as he mentioned how he envisioned her parents. Oddly enough it was a believable scenario. She could see her parents treating him that way.....if only.... As he told her that he wished it was his family her eyes went downcast, her head slightly shaking back and fourth. Her hand came up to trace his collarbone absentmindedly as she talked. "No.....don't ever wish that upon anyone, Craig....no matter how much grief they've caused you.... It all happened for a reason....at least, that's what I believe, now. Before I was in denial....deep depression, but, now that I have you...I realize that it was what had to happen for us to be together. I would still be in Pennsylvania if it weren't for the crash.... Maybe working at the dressage farm there...maybe doing something completely different. But...I wouldn't know you....and you wouldn't know me....and life just....doesn't seem like it would be...anything, really...without you." She looked up at him, then, with a more confident smile. 

He wrapped her up in a hug, her still sitting on his thighs, and she slumped against him, feeling more tired after the tears. Tomorrow she had to train Valor and do his mane and tail conditioning. Craig would probably stay at the house and work on it...which made her wonder if he would overdo it with his back since she wouldn't be around to check on him. He'd better not, silly man, or he'd have her to answer to. He could at least attempt to stay safe and unharmed for the sake of her nerves. Her hands idly played with his hair, giggling as she pushed it up into a sort of soft mohawk in the middle. She bounced up and down a bit with his legs that twitched underneath of her, causing her to smirk, and she pulled back to look at him. "Do you ever sit still, Craig?" She asked in an amused tone. It was nice having someone just as active as she was, but even when they were sitting down for food his feet or legs were still moving around. She didn't usually call it out, and, really, she thought it was quite funny. Her hand moved between them, pushing down on his thigh in a playful attempt to keep his leg still, and she giggled at the look he gave her.

Masking the pain had gone fairly good. She had gone to work at least and he had been out the door as soon as she left...or at least when he couldnt see or hear her car anymore, then he waited an extra five minutes in case she was at the bend checking. They had snuggled a little so she was already a late. As he had suspected he was stiff and everyother step was worse than the one before it but he made it out to the barn and painted a little. It was going to need a two layer thing so while he closed off the barn so no dogs could get in he figured he could go and get some of the last things from the appartment. 

He had rented a trailer to put in the back of his truck, that way he hoped that he wouldnt have to go so many turns. Luckily the young man who would move in with his girlfriend one they was all moved out saw him coming and actually offered to help him. However that also did that he couldnt take those little rests inbetween and he bit the inside of his cheek as his back got even with him. It felt like he was sweating even more because of it. The guys name was Charlie and he even helped unloading the first haul, then help him load the last of the things. He was quite beat when he was starting to head home again. Perhaps he would unload this, eat a little and then go and lie down for a little bit, like five minutes or so...that way, if she would ask he could say that 'sure, honey, Ive been resting today' and it wouldnt be all of a lie. He huffed slightly lifting the final box..one that Alayna had written 'books' on. He hadnt seen that many books but on the other hand she might have had most packed down due to lack of space. It felt like a 'pop' in his back as he put it down and he had to stand still a little, still holding the box as it stood on the floor, just to collect himself a little. As he looked up he looked to the side for some reason, perhaps it was the sound, a tapping sound, similar to one very annoying leaking watertap. It was not a leaking watertap. It wasnt even anything leaking. It was something worse.

His wife...to be....and she didnt look that happy.

Alayna's finger tapped against the frame of the door, staring at her fiance as he stood hunched over a box labeled 'books'. She had seen the grimace on his face, heard the small grunt of pain as he stood there, collecting himself. As he heard the drumming of her finger his head slowly turned to look at her, and as he did she rose one eyebrow. "Craig...." She began in a slightly threatening, quiet tone, "...what are you doing?" He didn't answer, simply looked at her with that expression he got when he knew he was in trouble. Like a child that had jumped in a mud puddle while wearing his Sunday best. 

Sighing, she closed the door behind her, finding this somewhat amusing and somewhat frustrating. Why wouldn't he ever just listen to her? It would make things a lot easier on him...and her. Turning to face him again, she placed a hand on her tilted hip. "Didn't I ask you to stay in bed today? Or at least not to move all of the heaviest things out of the apartment! What were you thinking? Painting would have been fine, so would cleaning up, to an extent, but you chose to do the thing that would hurt your back the most! I bet you didn't even lay down once..." She wasn't yelling, she wouldn't yell unless he had done something /really/ stupid, but her tone was miffed, and she looked at him with an expression that said the same. "I'm going to have to stay and babysit you, aren't I?" She said, her voice becoming slightly more amused. 

Sighing again, deflating a little, she was just happy he hadn't done anything worse. Perhaps she should take him to a chiropractor. "I think the books and everything else can wait for the night. Tomorrow, if your back isn't better I'm taking the day off. If it is....you should still rest, and I'll ask Thomas if he can come help us move the rest of the things from the trailer to the house after work. I'm sure he won't mind." Walking over to him, she grasped his arm, since he was still hunched over, looking like it hurt to straighten up, and she helped him slowly stand. Walking him to the couch, she made him lay down on it, then, going around to the end she took off his boots and socks, then draped the cover that was on the back of the sofa over him. 

Going back to where his head was resting on the pillow, she squatted down next to him, her hand resting on his shoulder. "You can't be doing this to yourself, Craig...." She said in a gentler tone. "You have to take care of your body. Seriously bad things can happen with your back if you don't watch it....just...please give it some time to heal." She said softly, running her hand through his bangs, kissing his forehead and then standing. "I'm going to go get cleaned up and then make supper....here." She said, and handed him the tv remote before heading upstairs. "And just think of all the sex you'll miss out on with an injured back!" She said loudly as she headed up the stairs, smirking to herself. If there was one thing that might motivate him to get better, that would be it.

No sex? Phuh! He managed just fine to have sex when they first met and compared this was nothing, or...well perhaps not...in the very begining..there was always ways around it...heck...even guys that couldnt walk could get lucky. He had only wanted to make her happy. He had almost made it. While she had given him a 'lecture' he had remained quiet. He had learned that much it was best that way. That and that he simply hadnt been able to do more as he stood like that. But it was just mind over matter really. It wasnt like he was turning into a bloody sissy for a little back pain. 

He pouted a little. Legs twitching a little under the covers. The shower was on upstairs. He could...do something...not just...lay here...like a...potatoe. The box of books glared at him. He got up somewhat ok. Moving the box was fairly easy, pushing at it with his leg. Then he saw some other things that needed moving since he had in his hurry just placed them where it had been room. It was better to move about a little than to just stay still anyways. He hated to be still. Then he remembered the barn...he could finish that and it could dry overnight. He turned on the tv, if he was lucky she would go straight to the kitchen from the stairs and not the detour stairs-livingroom-kitchen. He found a channel with soccer on it, that might make her go the wanted path, thinking that he didnt want to be 'distrubed'.

Opening the door gently he snuck out. The barn was turning out really nice. Not as big as Hathis but it had at least room for five horses. One stall he had made a little bigger in case Alayna wanted to breed a mare. That stall was big enough for a foalingbox even if the other boxes were generous with space too. The tackroom, or what was planned to be one, was roomy too and there would be room for a table and chairs too. They had a little bit of storageplace, like for a few days worth of hay by the stairs up to the hayloft and another room. At the moment he had his training stuff there. He grabbed the brush and started to paint, if he could he would be able to do half of it before she noticed. Hopefully. 

Alayna finished slipping on her 'relaxation' clothes, which consisted of no bra, a t-shirt and some yoga pants before heading down the stairs. Infuriating man. Couldn't he just sit still for once and behave like she asked him so nicely to? Did he not realize that if he got hurt worse she would be the one taking care of him. It wouldn't be payed time, either, and they needed the money right now. Not to mention if he had to go to the doctor or the chiropractor. They had had enough of those visits recently. Running her fingers through her damp, red hair, she got to the bottom of the stairs. Hearing the tv on quite loud, with what she now easily recognized as soccer, she passed up the living room, deciding not to pester him any more than she already had. It was all out of love. Whether he knew it or not. 

Walking into the kitchen, she sat her phone down and began to listen to some music from it while she cooked, twitching her hips and humming along as she dug around in the pantry. Pretty much everything she needed for cooking was here, and she noticed a little more than the last time. He must have moved those dishes and pans in today... She sighed, thinking about what all he had moved and what was still in the trailer that she hadn't seen yet. Stubborn man. Beginning to boil some water, she then placed in the wheat pasta noodles. Pasta was usually a no-no for them, but lately, since they hadn't been riding at the track, it was alright to have some every now and again. Besides, she was in the mood for spaghetti tonight. Slicing up some bread she buttered it and added garlic salt, sticking it inside the toaster oven. Before long everything was finished, the kitchen filled with the aroma of the garlic and sauce and it had her stomach growling. She was hungry. She had rode Valor quite hard today as well as gave him a bath and conditioned his mane and tail. The cold had taken a lot out of her, too, since she decided to ride in the outdoor arena. She liked to stay in the fresh air as long as possible, but now she was paying for it with a slightly stuffy nose and a bit of a raw throat. 

Dishing out their plates and setting them on the table, she then got out the bottle of wine that had been in their fridge for a bit. Why not have a bit? Perhaps it would numb Craig's pains a bit. Pouring the glasses, she sat those down, too, and then headed for the living room. "Craig, we're ready to e--" She stopped mid sentence, her eyes searching the couch but not finding a back-pained Brit anywhere. Her hands went to her face, rubbing down them and exhaling with an exasperated noise. Trying to stay calm, she went to the back door which she saw was unlocked. He must be in the barn. Walking outside into the cold, she wrapped her arms around herself, her outfit not really made for being outdoors....or anywhere but in the house, really. Stopping in the entrance of the barn, she smelled the distinct aroma of paint stinging her nose. Going the rest of the way in she found him painting. Well.....at least it wasn't moving heavy objects...that was good. But...he probably didn't need to do much of anything right now, the way that he looked when she had come in the house earlier. He hadn't seen her yet, his back turned and she waited a moment before speaking. 

"Craig...." She said, trying not to sound too frustrated with him. She had to learn to get used to this. She knew he was just as hardheaded as she was. "Wouldn't you rather be in the warm house, not straining your aching back?" She asked, her arms crossed around her, rubbing her own arms. The no bra was really showing now, but she tried to ignore that and look as dignified as possible. "You don't follow directions very well, do you?" She asked with one raised eyebrow.

It turned out that he was a neat painter and it wasnt often he got paint on his hands or clothes. However now he had gotten stuck in some bent forward position but luckily he had done the upper part already when she came out. One side of the barn, the stalls was now painted. When he heard her voice he bit the inside of his cheek and stood up. He started to smile as he saw her or rather the result of no bra, two 'buttons' clearly showing through the fabric. "I follow some directions...and apparently, juding from someone I know, I do it quite well...I heard it as late as last night..." He dropped the brush in the solution so it wouldnt dry and put it in one of the boxes and closed the door, making sure nothing - aka dogs - could get in there and then slowly walked up to her. "I know what I would like to do love..." The man let his natural accent come forward, when he talked to others you could hear an 'english' accent but with her he let it all out. He came closer to her, nuzzling her neck, nipping at her ear, felt her shiver as he took her in his arms. She hadnt really relaxed and still had her arms crossed around her. He let his always present desire for her lead the way, muting the pain in his back, and he rubbed his hands over her back so she would get some warmth back. 

One hand found a opening and was now feeling skin. "Oh...dont be crossed with me, love...I do it for you...for us...if it look nice enough we might get some to have their horses here, might give us a little bit extra, and...if we get 2-3 of those miniherefords...that will give 1-2 calfs a year that we can sell, if we get a few sheep in with those, we dont have to worry about keeping any land open by using machines, a donkey or two perhaps to protect them...and...we could even make a little henhouse, then we will have fresh eggs. He wasnt sure if he was ashamed over have been making plans in his head but...he knew that somethings created safety when it came to money, and to be able to provide by wise investments...or what he hoped to be wise investments was the way that he thought he could prove himself on. That he wasnt like his father that just...selfishly thought about himself and left. He hadnt talked to his father since he went where ever home was for him.

He nibbled at her neck again, and his hand had now wiggled itself under the barrier of her arm and found a breast. His thumb gently stroke over the sensitve middle. He noted a little smirk at one of the sides of her mouth. "...there is my sexy kitten...I survive this back - thing kitten...how many times have we been dumped but been forced to ride the next day...and...I cant stay in bed a whole day...I will go nuts...you know that..."

"I know you do it for us, Craig, and I appreciate every bit of it, but it can wait, just a little bit longer until you heal some. I'm not saying I'm going to stick you in bed for a week with nothing to do. Just one day, one day won't put us behind...in fact, our only deadline is the wedding and that's months away." It was getting harder to argue the way he was running his hands across her body, especially the heat he was generating. She couldn't help that she leaned into him a little to get away from the cold. He seemed to have it all planned, what he wanted to do with the property. She agreed that it would be nice to board a few horses, plenty of families around here would like a place to stable. Perhaps she could even give lessons on the weekends. 

She listened to his plans quietly and then his mouth came down to her neck again, heating it up with his breath and lips. Still, she didn't move, arms crossed stubbornly. Damn him! He was making it hard to be angry! She knew exactly what he was doing, he always did this to get out of 'trouble', and, as much as she hated to admit it, it usually worked. Suddenly she felt his hand creeping up and before she knew, his thumb was stroking over her breast. She couldn't seem to be able to stop the small smirk at one corner of her mouth. Most that didn't know her wouldn't have been able to see it, but he had picked up on it right away. She sighed, relaxing a little into his arms. He was so stubborn, couldn't he see how simply resting could save them trouble down the road? She looked up at him, still with a bit of a smirk since he continued to caress her. "Yes, and I pay for it every day. You hear me pop and crack in the mornings. But....if you're going to be stubborn on this, I'll step down..." Her pride and own hard-headedness did /not/ like to say that sentence. "You're a big boy...don't think I don't know you are...you can do as you wish. I'm not going to be one of /those/ kinds of wives. If something happens, though, then you should probably listen to me next time." 

At that she let the conversation be finished, she was tired of talking about it. A little more of a smile and she reached up and gave him a small peck on the lips, not their usual type of kiss, but, perhaps a subtle, not-too-mean way of getting back. She then turned, heading towards the house. "Come on, babe, our supper is getting cold and so am I, let's get inside." He followed close behind and they went into the kitchen, sitting down at the already set table. She was still cold, even after the shower earlier, ever since she rode in the outdoor she had felt chilled to the bone. She smiled at him across the table, at least he was sitting now, although one foot that she could see still twitched some. Taking up the wine glass, she took a sip of it. Perhaps that would warm her up, some.

After dinner he offered to clear the table and wash the utillities she had used. He fondly gave her backside a gentle caress. After he was done he came out to the livingroom where she sat in the couch. He lay down in such way she could crawl up against him, so he spooned her and he wrapped the cover over them. Feeling something that felt like a shiver he blew some hot air down her shirt. There was some talkshow on the TV but he didnt paid attention to what they said and he wasnt sure if she was watching either. He just liked to lie like this. Nuzzling her ear, her neck got a little kiss as well, before he leaned his chin over her shoulder, resting his cheek in a way against hers.

"Have you...started some count down yet? I...I really cant remember what is left...I have just been so focused on the house so we could live here." He had fixed the honeymoon but he didnt want to tell her. The tickets he had asked Thomas to take care of and the big man had promised not to say anything. But...would he talk to Hathi about it, what did they talk of...or...he snerked at the thought, perhaps they comunicate through blushes. Then again...if they snuggle in the dark...it ougha be hard to see. Or just maybe the big lug werent so scared in the dark and...did his thing..not that he ever would ask. He could come with advice and gentle pushing...but he would never ask how the relationship was going...not straight out anyway. That was a girlthing to do...and then to go over every little detail til it broke into even smaller pieces and then go over those little parts til the whole thing turned out to be something completely different than it had been from the start. Did Alayna talk about him with Hathi and Lillian. He played a little with a lock of her hair. His own was starting to get long again and he would need another haircut.

"I'm always counting down." She said with a small, content smile. Her body was beginning to warm up with him so close, his chest pressed up against her back and letting his hot breath go down her shirt. A violent cold shiver ran down her spine, like the chill in her bones was attempting to reject the heat he was giving off. It was slowly winning over, though, and despite her goosebumps, she was becomming warmer. "I've got almost everything figured out, I think. Planned, at least...we'll have to buy a few things for the wedding, but, it's not going to be that big, so that will cut down on the costs a lot. Oh...I forgot to tell you.." She looked back at him the best she could, "I sent Nurse Marian an invitation yesterday, I figured she should definitely come since she was so kind to us both in the hospital." His mouth turned in a smile, at that. "That should be the last of the invitations, then...after that it's just setting up and getting the dresses and tuxes." It was so weird, to be planning her wedding, it felt surreal and sometimes she had a hard time grasping the idea of it. Lillian helped her out quite a bit, though, as did Hath. With any luck she wouldn't forget anything, but in her free time she usually researched things for the wedding, the perfectionist in her showing, so she had most of it planned to the smallest detail. 

Snuggling a little closer to him, she smirked, not visible to him, and wiggled her bottom into his crotch a bit as she did so. Her teasing nature often took over around him. It was too funny to watch and hear his reactions. Like, now, she felt a little more air hit the back of her neck and he tensed the slightest bit, his arm around her waist tightening some. He did his fair share of teasing, too, like in the barn, taking advantage of the fact she wasn't wearing a bra. She liked it, though. It made her feel good to know that he always wanted her so much, and she felt the same way. She hoped that it would always be this way between them. She couldn't deny that the horror stories of relationships suddenly going south scared her....but...she had trust in him. He had become better at sharing his feelings, so, hopefully if there was anything on his mind, he would tell her before things had the chance to get bad...

As if just the thought worried her, which it did more than she liked to admit, she suddenly turned over on the couch, readjusting herself to where she was facing him. Her hand came up to run along the side of his face, then down his neck, his shoulder and his side. A small smile appeared on her lips as he looked at her. "I love you..." She whispered contentedly, then brought her lips to his in a kiss. It was a slow, heated one, that, despite the tempo of it had her heart beating at a much faster rate. A small noise from her was muffled by his own mouth as his hand came around to grip her backside, and she pushed it into his palm playfully. Her tongue flicked across his bottom lip and then sucked it in, tugging gently at it with her teeth before letting it go and resuming to kiss him, the coldness in her bones disappearing quickly.

Bringing her leg up so it rested over his thigh he let his hand squeeze her firm rump. He loved her rump and took any chance he got to feel it some way or the other. The way she had been pressing up against him, well...it had at least woken something. He took his time kissing her, he had time, plenty of time. His arm wrapped around her, pulling her closer, and he could feel her breasts against his own chest through the thin shirt. The back bothered him but he tried to ignore it. It was like each time they started to cuddle it was like it was the first time every time. Not 'that' first time but...the first time you went all the way with someone after like you had been on a date. Except you knew almost everything about the other person, you knew what they liked or didnt like. There was no rush...or...not that sort of rush anyway. He had broken off the kiss and now covered her neck with feather light kisses and soft little nips with his lips. Even if he didnt nip hard her neck was soon a little red due to his stubble. She didnt seem to mind as she pressed against him and her arms clutching to his shoulders.

"My kitten..." he whispered "...how could I not but love you...I love you fiercely, without hestitation, without a second thought I love you..." his hand stroked her side, over her hip and over her leg that now tried to wrap itself around his own leg. It felt right ignoring the protection now, it was going to be them, and he knew he was healthy regarding that area. Despite his reputation he had always made sure that he tested himself now and then, despite the use of condoms. Her touch didnt leave him unaffected and he growled softly. Why he did it he didnt know, but he just did. 

She smiled against him as his hands ran across her body, her skin that not too long ago felt chilled was now heating up from his touch. His fingers roamed her, and while they did she lavished love on his neck like he had been doing to her, sucking and licking, nibbling and kissing. She loved the taste of him and from where she was his scent surrounded her, intoxicating her as her breathing became a little faster. His words warmed her heart, as always, and she felt herself pouring even more love into each action. There wasn't a whole lot they could do from this angle, although she was certainly trying by wrapping her leg around his and pushing her pelvis into his own. She wasn't sure how far this would go....well....she knew exactly how he would want it to go, but she wasn't sure if his body would let him. 

He began to shift, acting like he would bring her on top of him and she refused gently. "Craig..." She said, still trying to catch her breath, "...I'm not sure you should.....if we do this..it doesn't need to be on the couch, it's too uncomfortable for...y..ohh..." His hand had moved between her legs, kneading against her through her pants, making it very hard to try to reason with him. Obviously he still wanted to do this. "Here...." She said, getting up slowly, and offering him a hand to get up himself. He smirked at her as he rose, only grimacing the slightest bit at one point. He wrapped her up, covering her with more kisses, both of their hands wandering. After a moment, they broke it off breathlessly and moved for the stairs. She went up before him, giggling as she kept feeling his hands graze along her backside. Obviously there would be no stopping him, now. 

Going into their bedroom, where they had now stuck a heater so it was fairly cozy inside, they stopped before the bed. Smiling at him, her hands found the bottom of his shirt and gently helped him get out of it. Next were the jeans which she also helped him with, then there was the underwear, some of his desire already showing through.  She kissed him as she pushed them down and when his member was set free she trapped it against them, rubbing up and down slightly and cocking her hips into it. Backing him up to the bed, his knees hit it and he sat down while they continued to kiss. She broke it off, smiling towards him, her eyes by now hooded and darker, just like his. Coaxing him onto the bed more, she had him in a position where he was laying down on it, but his back was propped up on some pillows and the headboard. 

She gave a naughty smirk as she stood by the bed, beginning to strip for him. It was all in fun, and mostly just playful, making him watch. Swaying to some silent music, she slid out of her yoga pants. Then, she grabbed the bottom of her shirt, very slowly pulling it over her head and then letting it drop. Next came the hair tie, letting her red waves fall down over freckled shoulders, flipping her head like they did in the movies to give it some volume and tousle it. Then, she slid her thumbs under the sides of her panties, pulling them out to the sides before shimying slowly out of them. Now he didn't have to worry with undressing, that should help him out, some. Sometimes the clothes were the most frustrating part, getting in the way when you only wanted them gone. Hopefully this would go alright, if she hurt him more she'd never hear the end of it. Going to the foot of the bed, she crawled up, over his legs, straddling him as she crept towards his face. Once she got there she met him in another deep kiss.

Craig Knight have never hidden his desire when looking at a woman and he sure wasnt going to stop now, especially not since the woman that slowly, almost painfully slow, was undressing infront of him was to be his wife. He knew that one part of him changed visually as he looked at her, his eyes dark with lust, but he didnt bother to hide it. Soon she came, crawling over him and at her kiss he growled. Hands that knew well how to make her cry and shiver under his touch now gently stroked both her breasts as she stood over him and he felt them go erect. Massaging them lightly he felt her press against his touch. 

Then he stretched one hand firmer down, reaching her core and by now that centre knew what was waiting. He didnt quite reach so he had her move up a little bit more, not that it took much to get her to do it. A small sound escaped her as his fingers parted her folds and found the hidden treasure. As she moved forward she had also given him a better access to her breast and with his free hand he help bringing one to his mouth and sucked at it. The sounds of pleasure she let out, sounding much like small mews mixed with sighs, turned him on more and he felt himself grow a little more.

"Kit..turn around please" She swayed a little but did what she was told. He wanted to taste her, and he growled deeply as he finally got what he wanted. Like he hadnt been fed he lavished her most delicate with all the skill he posessed. She rocked against him and he let his tonge 'torture' her, both her folds that most seemed to forget as well as the place that was as sensitive as his tip. Even if it came in gasps and even if he felt her teeth knick it just a little bit when the emotion overtook her slightly, he moaned as he felt her warmth cover his stem. The strain on his back held him firmly from thrusting in any big motions by reaction. As his tonge worked his hands stroked her body, caressing it. Every now and then he growled as he felt her taste, he felt a little more of her every now and then but she wasnt quite there, not yet..it seemed close both by the way she sounded but also judging from other things. He was getting close to.

"Uhhmmmmoohh..." Her tongue and lips moving the way they did, torture and bliss combined "...hhhmmmow...oohhmm uh..ow..." There was just that little thing that felt like someone poked him in the back with a sharp stick, he tried to ignore it. He hadnt let pain stop him before. "Kitten...I think..you need to turn around again..."

She was on fire! Oh, God....it was so hard to concentrate, so hard to focus on pleasuring him when he was doing such a devine job on her, but she continued on to the best of her ability, licking and sucking, her hands caressing and working him. Her moans of pleasure were caught in her mouth, except for every now and again when she had to pull back, afraid she might bite him in her bliss. He groaned, as well, never seeming to stop his work, which, by now, had her almost sobbing. His tongue..oh..it was too good, too much, almost like torture if it wasn't so wonderful. The intensity of it had her panting and trying to move away, knowing she wanted more but not knowing how to handle it. He held her in place and she sobbed again. "Ohhhhhh.......ahhmmmm..ohpl.....pleeeease.....Cr...aaaaaiiggg....hhhmmmaaah..." His name came out as a high pitched moan. She wasn't sure what she was pleading for; for him to stop, for him to keep going, for him inside of her...whatever it was she knew she wanted it badly. 

Her mind was completely consumed with him, what he was doing to her, what she was doing to him, his noises, his scent, his taste, the feel of his skin, anything and everything about him. Suddenly, she heard his voice through her haze, gruff and low, his desire very evident in it. She obliged immediately, the tone in his voice slightly demanding and it turned her on even more, if she could be, at this point. Her arms and legs were shaky, but she managed to turn around without too much fuss. In the back of her mind she knew that she had to remember to be careful with him, that he was injured despite the devine work he had already accomplished. Panting, sweat beading between her shoulderblades, she faced him. He looked to be in about the same condition as she was, drunken off lust and desire, not to mention passion and love. Her hands came to cup each side of his face and her tongue dove into his mouth, her own taste evident in it but not minding at all, she just wanted to be closer. 

As they kissed, his hands went to her hips, guiding them to where she was positioned over him and then resting on them to let her do the rest. Excrutiatingly slowly, she lowered herself onto him, clenched tight over him the whole way down and moaning into his mouth. Her hips gave an involuntary buck before she came to sit still at his base. Breaking the kiss, she rested her cheek next to his, breathing hard in his ear, her hands holding onto his shoulders for dear life. Then, as slowly as she had slipped over him, she began to move up and down, using his shoulders as leverage and moving her hips in a circular motion. Her head was tilted back, mouth gaping as she found the right angle, another desperate whine escaping her in her bliss. She kept up the slow, steady pace, moving over him like a wave, soft sighs exiting her as she writhed. Her eyes, although hooded and fighting to close, locked onto the love of her life's as she rode him.

Ignoring the stabs he arched his back slightly up against her. They fit like puzzlepieces, like he had been made for her and she was made for him. His hands lay still on her hips and he pressed her down further as she came down, then as she started to move a little faster he angled her a little bit forward so each stroke also slightly teased the front of her. He let out soft grunts as replies to her sounds. It was like pumping up a ball, and each stroke filled it up more. She pressed hard around him and he pushed her down hard again over him. Her head was thrown back and her hands clawed his chest as they seemed to try and find a grip.

"OH Alayna...I...fuck...fucking...love...yooohh..." Another firm downward thrust with the help of her, another moaning whimper of pleasure from her and the begining of a burn in his loins. He stopped her motion slightly like she would sit down it a trot, just following the motion and then just rocked her back and forth a bit, while firmly pressing her down on him. More deepthroated grunts. His eyes veiled with a thickcoated layer of his desire and lust. He was still attetive to what she did, how she responded and he never used 'too' much force, he simply got her all the way down where her own flesh, like her rump might 'stop' her to go further.

"Im your stallion, baby...ride me as hard as you want...ravish me... I want to hear you scream when you come...there are no neighbours here....not close anyway..."

Panting and moaning like some heathen concubine of old, she didn't care. His own noises mixed in with her's, a beautiful chorus of their pleasure. Her fingers clawed at his chest, grasping for anything to get a grip on but having to stay there to keep her balance. She rose and fell faster, now, but in the same smooth motion, rhythmically clenching and releasing him, her head thrown back and chest stuck out as she did so. At his words of love she moaned in response, not really able to say anything at this point. Her throat, already a bit sore from earlier today was now becoming hoarse from all of her passionate noises, cracking and breaking just a bit. She could care less about the pain in her throat, though, because the pleasure elsewhere engulfed everything else, even her thoughts. "MMmmmmmhhh........oooh....OOOoooohhh.....Mmmmhhhhnnng......Ccccrr.......lllloovee....." His hips helped her work, pushing her down further upon him, his tip hitting a spot in the very back of her that had her sobbing and pleading. 

At his next words her feral desire grew, his voice dripping with lust, encouraging her on. "Yy...yyes...." She seemed to answer breathily in reply. The newfound freedom to make as much noise as she wanted was a wonderful one, and they became louder as she neared the edge. She rocked fast against him, letting him pull her back over him, their bodies connecting before going up again. The headboard knocked hard into the wall, beating out their rhythm and it was like some strange, passionate song as both of their moans were added in. Her hips twisted harder, clenching around him, wringing him out. She was almost there....almost...just a little more. "Ahhhhh.....alm......hos...t......." She managed, and his hips pushed upwards harder and faster, bringing her down upon him with a little more urgency. A few more of those heavenly strokes, more sobbing from her, groaning from him and suddenly...

It hit them both at once, seeming to slam into them at the exact same moment, throwing them ruthlessly over the edge. A violent moan ripped out of her throat as the bliss overtook her, filling the whole house with the sound of her release. Her head was thrown back, eyes squeezed shut and her body writhing into his own. She was aware of him, as well. His voice groaning and hissing wordlessly through his clenched teeth, his fingers digging into her hips and keeping her pushed down upon him, although both of their hips bucked and rotated as they rode out the wave together. He relaxed under her, his moment of release leaving him as she continued to experience her own, sobbing his name over and over and over now that she had found the words. Finally, after what felt like a milenia, and mere seconds at the same time, she collapsed against him, laying herself down over his sweaty chest. Her breathing was ragged and deep as she placed her head beside his ear on the pillow, trying to collect herself and process what had just happened. "Ohh.....fuck...." She said to him between gasps. "You were......amh...amazing..."

A soft "..fuck...ing...ow..." was said through clenched jaws. He knew he pulled something. He felt let last of his member leave some of his 'gift', a strange feeling really but the release was oh so wonderful at the same time. Her muscles still moved around him. His arms came around her holding her close. "You are amazing...you are...my everything...Alayna.." he whispered, kissing her damp forehead while trying to not move too much. He had a stubborn side too and he wasnt that keen on admitting that his back...was being a bitch that complained about their lovemaking. What if she put him on sexstrike until he got 'better'. Even if he knew that Alayna was the one that used to give the horses rubs, if he told or asked...Lillian...or...she might tell Alayna..that wouldnt do...

"See..." he kissed her head again "...there was no problem...what so ever with my back..just..fine n dandy..." He was sort of glad she didnt look at him at that point. It did hurt, like someone trying to squeeze something out of his lower spine like twisting a rag. How many races had he been in despite him being injured? Countless, he had won many of those. Their breathing was slowing down. He still held her in his arms. He needed to find something to do...something that...would...bring in a lot of money...or enough at least. So far they did alright but...the money issue scared him a little bit. He had worked hard all his life. He knew it could be taken away, just like that. He held her a little closer, firmer, like if he let go just a little bit...she would be gone. He still had his jockeylicence....what would it take to train some young horses, buy them as babies and then...train them...or...maybe...take some of those poor souls that didnt quite make it. He tried to remember. Didnt Lillians mother have a ridingstable...rich people...TBs were fine riding animals...if he could start with one...train it...find the right person... It could...work...

He heard a..not a snore but a snuffle, even if he felt a pang he lifted his head after bringing some of  her hair to the side. It seemed like she was sleeping...and he couldnt move...he couldnt even..get a hold of a cover...well...at least they were still warm. He hugged her again.

Alayna woke up with a smile on her lips. The dream she had woken from had been a pleasant one....a very pleasant one, no doubt a 'leftover' thought from lastnight. It almost felt like the satisfaction had carried over to the morning because she was in quite a good mood. During the night she had woken up cold, only to see that they were both still uncovered, so, she had covered them up with the fleece blanket at the foot of the bed after getting up and turning the heater up just a notch, lying back down beside him instead of on top of him like she had been. He hadn't woken up as she had moved, so she guessed he was still tired from their lovemaking and the moving he had done, against her better judgement, earlier that day. Now he was still sleeping peacefully next to her, his mouth slightly open and some small snores coming out that always did when he was particularly tired. 

Despite being in a good mood, her body felt quite different. Her throat was raw and scratchy, a combination of her..noises and riding in the cold yesterday, and her nose was stuffed up on one side as well as a slight, pulsing headache. Great. Just what she needed right now was to be sick. She was also a little sore, but it was a comfortable sore, nothing to be concerned with. She shifted under the cover, reluctant to get up into the chilly room. The additional softness of the new bed had her wanting to stay and rest, as well....but...she should go to work...her symptoms weren't that bad. Nothing to stop her from riding. How many times had she riden sick? She still had plenty of time before she had to leave, so she layed still for a bit longer. Her hand went up to brush at Craig's hair, which stood up like only his could in the mornings. Not meaning to, it seemed like she had woken him with her touches. His warm brown eyes opened lazily, fluttering, only to shut again, opening some more to fall back closed, then opening all the way. 

She smiled down at him as he came to. "Good Morning, St--" She stopped herself, her own hoarse voice shocking her. She could barely talk....maybe if she just...cleared her throat a little. She did and tried again, "Uh...Good morning...." It wasn't much better. Hmm...perhaps it was just because it was morning and she hadn't used her voice at all. Yeah, that was probably it. Acting like nothing was out of the ordinary she addressed him again as she continued to stroke her fingers through his hair. "Did you sleep well? I did....I dreamt of you...." A soft smile then a more concerned look. "How's your back?" Her voice crackled out. If he was worse this morning...she would stay home with him, no matter how badly she needed to train Valor.

His smile was his usual one when he looked at her, a little bit of naughty and nice, and he pulled his hand through his hair, 'meeting' her hand and took it in his and brought it down to his mouth to kiss it. He hadnt really moved much during the night. "Goodmorning kitten...Oh...Im...Im just fine...no worries..." He blinked and looked at her more closely. "How are you feeling? You dont look...that well...are you sick?" His hand went up to her forehead but he didnt take her temp by checking with the palm of his hand, instead he checked with his wrist. "Hm...a little bit hot..."

Pulling her closer, he bit his cheek as to distract the backpain as he nuzzled her neck and let his hand roam her body. "Its a job for dr Knight I think..." he mumbled into her body "..what is your symtoms miss...ohh...mrs...really...now..." She peeped out a hoarse giggle as he touched a ticklish area. With a little huff he rolled over her, but kept much of his weight by popping himself up on his elbows. He couldnt help the tingle he felt with her heated naked body against his. Before he met her he grew bored to have sex with the same woman over and over after awhile but with her...it was like it was new everytime. The palm of his hand came under her neck, like a support. "...I think I change my mind mrs...Kitten...you are very hot..." he leaned down and kissed her neck "and sexy...." another kiss on another spot "and wonderful...and...did I say hot? Well I say it again..." Her hands hadnt exactly laid still either and when they stroked him over his rump it created another tingle. Even with the smallest rubbing between them he felt something else, something that lay like a bratwurst betweeen them change slightly. "I think my...assistant...agree with me mrs Kitten...you turn us on.." It would be easy just to shift himself a little...to...just...slide in...but...he wasnt sure she was up for some morning lovin...and she was suppose to go to work...

She giggled hoarsley against his antics, her mood brightening even more, although, she didn't feel the greatest physically. Sighing contentedly against him, her hands wandered his warm skin, both of them cozzy underneath the covers. She hadn't wanted to leave bed earlier....but now she really didn't want to get up. Couldn't she just....allow herself a day off....? He said his back was better, but, was it really? His macho side often got in the way reguarding those sorts of things, and he tended to ignore how he really felt. If she stayed, though....then she knew she could keep him in bed. She stretched underneath of him as he continued to let his hands roam her, her joints crackling and popping in protest and her head pounding none too happily, as well. Letting out a sigh as she relaxed again, she looked at him with a smile.

"I don't think I'm going in today...." She said, her voice cracking once again, proving her point. If she didn't let herself rest then she might get even worse. Her symptoms might have shown themselves after riding in the cold, but she had a feeling she was under the weather from a lot of things; their weekend of drinking probably lowered her immune system, she was stressed about the wedding, stressed about the house, stressed about money, worried about Craig's back, overworking herself.....the list went on. It was bound to come down on her sooner or later, she just hoped it didn't last too long...or make her too miserable. She wasn't yet, which was a good sign, perhaps if she just took it easy....but first....

Another smirk in his direction. "I want to stay in bed....with you....I think we deserve a little R and R... What would the doctor suggest?" At his grin and reply she giggled again, wrapping her arms around him and letting him rest his head on her chest, near her neck. "You know..." She began in a low voice, her throat burning a bit as she spoke, "....I think I have a spot you and your attendant should have a look at, Dr. Knight...." He looked up at her, then, and her grin got a little wider. She may be sick, but that didn't mean she had stopped wanting him, especially when he had pressed himself down on her like this. They might want to keep kissing on the lips to a minimum, so she didn't give whatever it was to him, but...what could it hurt? If his back was up for it, that was... Letting her head dip down, her mouth came close to his ear and she began to whisper as good as she could in her current state. Her voice may not sound the sexiest, but hopefully the words would be enough. "You...remember that dream I told you about?" He nodded his head, his hand running along her shoulder, then down her side causing little tingles as it went, "....well....I don't think the doctor needs to do any prepwork....the patient is ready...if you are..."

She hadnt exactly said it outloud, in direct words but it was perhaps how she said it, the way she looked at him that turned him on even more. He growled softly in her ear and the nipped at her neck a little. That was something that scared him. After they got married. Would this change? Would she get bored with him? Would he get...bored with her? Would his...need to at least once a day take her in his arms to just hold her close, to tell her how much he loved her...would he stop doing that? Would she take every chance she got to tell Hathien how miserable she was? He clenched his jaws and turned his attentions to the other side of her neck that she without any fuss displayed for him. She pressed hard against him now, trying to get him to get what she apparently had dreamt of but he held if off just a little longer. His back complained a little but shifting all of his weight on one arm he let his other or rather his hand go downwards after having fondling a breast. He growled again, felt his member move slightly on its own as his hand connected with her core, when he felt the state of her desire. Testing her he let two fingers become the scouts and her hoarse mew, the way she arched her back against him, as he pressed them in and up told him that the dream might have been...a pretty good one.

He brought his hand up again, normally he would have gone down on her but he had to wait a little for that, instead he tasted her juices of his finger as she watched, then he kissed her, ignoring what she said, something about getting sick. Pha! He never got sick! Whatever it was it soon was forgotten as he deepend the kiss, shifted slightly and once more bringing his hand down. This time however he lifted one of her legs slightly and with a smooth movement, or somewhat at least, entered her all the way. As always she embraced him with heat and pressure and he moaned softly in her mouth. He rose slightly on his knees for better leverage and thrusted into her again, with a little more 'force', and once more. "Oh...Alayna.." he panted in her ear, nibbling the skin underneith.

"...you feel so nice...so good...so sexy...my beautiful....love...mmmhm.." Normally they took it rather slow, taking their time but her noises, the way she touched him in turn, together with what he felt himself despite what his back was trying to say, he felt the pace picking up.

She mewled softly at each of his thrusts, the soreness in her throat keeping her from being too loud, but unable to stop herself from not saying anything at all. "Ohh....Craig....I love the way you fe--ohh.....feel inside me....the things...mmmhh....you do to me...." She said in a soft sigh, her hands grasping at his rocking back. Apparently it wasn't in too much pain, or he was doing a great job of ignoring it, because his pace was fast and firm, pulling out far and sliding back into her to the hilt. She couldn't keep still, arching into him, rotating her hips, her head rolling back and forth on the pillow and clenching around him rhythmically. His breath came in pants with each thrust at her ear, small grunts escaping him every now and again and she moaned softly in return. 

His pace was quite fast, now, as it had been picking up speed fairly rapidly. Her back arched against him harder in return, her fingertips grasping at his skin, and she closed her hands so she wouldn't hurt his back any more than it already was. Her legs were splayed wide, folded to the sides, allowing him all the access he needed to delve as deep as possible for both his and her own pleasure. Her hips she tilted, allowing him to hit a spot that produced a quiet, desperate sob from her. She breathed through her mouth since her nose was stuffed up, and between making noises in her bliss and panting it was getting harder to breath. That didn't matter, though, she just wanted to enjoy this moment with him fully, so she pushed her sore throat, stuffed nose and headache to the back burner. 

"Ohh....Oh, Craig....mmmhh...you're...soo..ooh...good...juh..st...a little more...." She encouraged him on in a hoarse voice and he responded with a growl, his strokes becoming even faster as he rocked into her, the bed shaking with their movements. The tingle was beginning, slowly starting to heat up between her thighs and causing her to moan, not much longer... Her hips met his own, pushing against him as he came down on her and she shifted a little, letting her front get more friction, calling out his name at the devine feelings he was producing. Oh, what a wonderful way to start the day...with the man she loved more than life itself.

Slowly he was sucked in to his own mists of pleasure, his loins burning, the point of no return coming towards him at full speed. He grasped one side of her hip just to have something to hold to as he felt himself glide into her again, trying his best to find the right spot. The stiffness in his back and the jabs was getting harder to ignore, yet with everything else he didnt feel much for now. It was more like a dull toothache, you were in pain but you couldnt say for sure that it hurted.

"Oh...fuck...I love..fu...mah...love toh..you...bab..." he grunted in her ear before he searched for her mouth. When he found it he ignored her tries to avoid any 'deeper' actions. She had mumbled something but he didnt care, he certainly wasnt planning to get sick any time soon, he had too much work to do. Sucking her lowerlip he got another soft sigh from her. Another thrust and he got a mew. He was getting hot as he moved, pumping into her as fast as he could, tilting slightly so he hopefully would hit the right sweetspot. He had to have done it a few times because the moan changed slightly and as he found it, he tried to keep that angle as he moved. Finally the point of no return was passed and he couldnt hold himself back. "mmmmmm comin bab..bmmmmmOHHHHH uuhhHHH" 

He pressed his face down by her neck, biting the pillow as he at the same time, somewhere in the haze felt something in his back spasm and grow stiff, and he just couldnt...move...not...without it hurting like a mother fuu... His groan in pleasure ended in a little, muffled squeak...

She moaned hoarsley in her own bliss, his faster thrusts and the way he angled himself to hit her just right sending her over the edge shortly after he began his release. In the midst of her quivering and mewling, her body taken over by the pleasure, she felt him stiffen, thought she heard a pained noise, but she was too far into the feeling to register much. Her back arched up into him, pushing herself against his rigid chest, her legs drawing up as her hips bucked into his. Her arms went behind her, fingers twisting into the pillows there as she sighed with the last of that wonderful feeling that he so skillfully provided her with. Finally, relaxing back down into the soft mattress, she panted with her eyes closed, trying to catch her breath, air whooshing painfully in and out of her raw throat. Despite the pain, she still had a very content smile at the corners of her mouth. "Ohh.....mmmmh....I'm glad I didn't go in, or I..would...have....missed--" She stopped, feeling that he still hadn't moved at all over her. Before she had been in too much of a haze to notice, but now that her mind was clear once more.... 

She opened her eyes, looking to see that his head was still in the pillow next to her ear and she heard him breathing raggedly. He was still perched up on his knees, his back stiff, propped on his elbows....basically the same position he had been in...except by now he had usually lain down on her. Her hand came up to stroke his shoulder and side gently. "Craig....?" She asked while shifting slightly, "..are you alr---" 

"Dnt...mve......" Came a strained reply, his body still not moving an inch besides his chest heaving, and even that looked like it was causing him pain. 

"Babe....just...tell me what's wrong, did I do something to hurt you??"

"Nnn..." a long pause, and then... "...mh...bck......"

Her expression changed to one of worry and she found the urge to move, to scoot out from under him and try to help him some way...but...he had told her to be still. "You told me it was better!" She said, a little exhasperated, but mostly worried. Of course he would ignore it until he was locked up and unable to move! "Wh...what can I do to help?" She asked, her voice cracking, her throat now becoming harder to ignore. "I...I should take you to the chiropractor, Craig, I shouldn't have encouraged you to do this...." She was feeling extremely guilty with herself. It was her fault. If she had just gently refused his advances instead of basically pouncing on him, he would still be laying in this bed, healing up. And he wouldn't have his face shoved into the pillow, unable to move with herself trapped underneath of him....both of them still...joined...what was she supposed to do?

"nt yr flt" He moved his head out to the side. It was getting hard to breathe into the pillow. Swallowing, he took a big breath and with clenched jaws he raised himself similar to how you did a push up. Then, in some way he wasnt sure on how he did it he let himself drop on the side or her. He didnt say anything, no sound of pain but his clenched jaws, the small frown on his forehead and his strained breathing was evidence enough. She talked, gently scolding him and he couldnt help himself as he turned his head towards her "It WAS alright, ok?!...its was...it...*mhhffu*...it just locked up, ok...it just..." he didnt mean his harsh tone but.. "..you didnt...I wanted this..you wanted this...we..wanted this...I just...I dont need to go see anyone, ok...Im fine.." He made an attempt to sit and prove his point but didnt even get halfway "...ok...almost fine then..." He sighed deeply.

"You shouldnt really be still if you pull your back...you should try and move within the range of your pain....I figured this...was...more pleasure than pain...It will be ok...kitten...dont worry...Im sorry I...got angry..." He patted with the hand closest to her "Come...I can need a little snuggle...and...maybe...in a little bit...you can massage my back...Im your stallion you know...you massage all the other horses..." He gave her a smirk "and perhaps you should call Hathi and say you are sick today? If you look at the clock you start working in 5 minutes...and you know how worried she can be..."

She retracted from him a little when his voice rose, first looking slightly hurt, then her stubborn side kicking in as well as her temper. Her jaw was set, bottom lip slightly pouting out, brows pulled down and inwards. She was only looking out for him! Sheesh! No need to get so snippy.... He tried to sit up, failed, and then layed himself back down gently. His tone softened as he got comfortable, finally, or, as comfortable as he could get. When he apologized she felt her stubborness and anger fading away. He was the one person she had a hard time holding a grudge against, which worked out very well for him. "It's alright...." She said softly, her voice now even more painful to use, and she rubbed at her throat as she scooted over next to him as he patted the bed. She gave him an amused smile as he mentioned a massage for her 'stallion'. It would be a good idea, she'd just need to be careful about it. 

Reaching over, she grabbed her phone and called Hath, her friend's voice becoming concerned as she heard Alayna explain what was going on with the two of them. She told her to stay in bed and that she hoped she would feel better soon. Turning her phone off, she layed it back down on the end table and turned to Craig. "You know she will probably bring soup or something for lunch....that means we need to get you in underwear, at least, before then." She wasn't sure how that was going to go, but, perhaps after the massage he'd be able to move better. They laid there for a while, her snuggled into the crook of his arm, her head and one hand resting on his chest. She dozed off a few times, each time she woke her symptoms seeming to hit her harder. Her head was pounding, now, and she didn't really feel like moving, but she knew she needed to.

Getting up as gently as possible, so she wouldn't jostle Craig, she slid off the bed and rummaged in her closet. She threw on a Tshirt and pajama shorts, her friend would just have to get over her not having a bra on if she came over, her skin was beginning to become sore, and the straps would just irritate it more. Going to the bathroom, she brushed her hair and teeth as well as washed her face, hoping it would wake her up a bit since she didn't have much energy. Digging through the drawers, she had hoped to find some cold medicine, but no such luck. Apparently that hadn't been moved yet, or it was sitting in the trailer. 

Coming back out of the bathroom, she gave him a smile as well as a "Be right back, sweetie." and headed downstairs. She let the dogs out, luckily no loud yipping or peeing on the floor this time, and then headed to the kitchen. Finding some tea packets, she began to boil some water, then grabbed some large oranges out of the fridge. Cutting up a whole orange, one for each of them, she made sure to peel and separate his since it would probably put strain on his back to try it himself. By the time she was finished with that, the tea was, too. Putting sugar in it, she stirred the steaming hot liquid, then put a big glob of honey in her own. Grabbing a tray, she took everything upstairs to him, sitting it on the table by the bed. She readjusted the covers, first, making sure they were on him, then, she delicately helped him prop up on the bed. He didn't sit all the way up, but he angled himself, at least, into a good eating and drinking position after she squeezed a few pillows under his neck. There was some clenching of his jaw, but he did it without too much of a fuss. Sitting his bowl of oranges on his stomach for him, she handed him his hot tea. Then, she went around to her own side, sliding gently back over under the covers to lean against him with her own food and drink. The tea felt heavenly sliding across her raw throat and hopefully the orange would boost her immune system. With any luck, in a little bit she could get him flipped over for a massage, then try to get some clothes on him so Hath didn't have a blush attack if she visited.

When she got up he had woken, and the first thing he felt, well besides his back was his throat. Normally he didnt get sick. Normally he was as healthty as a horse. But if she had been sounding well yesterday and was this bad today it meant she had been in the 'startinggates' for whatever she had gotten for a bit, meaning he would get sick too. It was too many things going on, lifechanging things so...in a way perhaps it wasnt strange they got sick. He had made an effort to get up to go to the bathroom but no such luck. Perhaps he could hold it. Yeah...wouldnt be that hard.

He drank a little tea, smiling as he tasted it, he was brittish after all and this was his favorite one. The oranges tasted sweet and he finished all of them, some of the juices dripping down at his chest. There was but one problem, and it was getting harder to 'forget' about it. If he thought of something else perhaps. He closed his eyes. Even if she was right there next to him he tried to visualize her on their honeymoon. A smile emerged on his lips, she was in a itsy bitsy bikini, not leaving much for the imagination. She walked slowly, her hips swaying, the way she always moved when she wanted to tease him. Mmm good fantasy, there was nothing wrong with having a fantasy about your own wife...to be...right? Then the scenery changed and he wasnt sure if it was such a good dream anymore...she stepped into...water...then...a waterfall, splashing over her...and some water dripped from the rockwalls. No, no bad dream! 

Squirming a little he looked up. She seemed to have found a magazine and flipped through it. A wedding one. "...Kitten...I...I have a little..no...a...big problem...and...before there will be an accident...I really...really need...to go to the bathroom..."

She looked over at him with a slightly pained expression, her head disagreeing as she turned it to look at him. "The bathroom?" She repeated with a grimace. Oh, goodness....she could see this going wrong in so many ways. She was feeling weak from her sickness, anyways, and now she needed to lift most of Craig's weight on her shoulders?? It wasn't his fault, she didn't blame him, she just...wasn't looking forward to this. "Ok, hon....." She said, marking her magazine and setting it down, "...uhm....how exactly....should we do this?" He didn't really seem to have a plan, either, so she nodded, a determined look appearing on her face, and she got up, going to his side. Well, first things first...she grabbed the heavy fleece blanket, pulling it down off his feet. One eyebrow rose as she noticed that...the legend..looked faintly like he was trying to do something....what had he been thinking about with his eyes closed? Despite that she felt like crap, she smirked at him, but didn't say anything. 

"Oookay...." She sighed, looking at him, trying to calculate how she could do this with the least pain to both himself and her. Walking up to his side, she bent over him, hooking her arms under each of his armpits. "Ok, babe....it's probably going to hurt like a bitch, but....when I count to three, I'm going to raise you into a sitting position.... Try to relax....don't tense up..." He nodded, and she gave him a moment to prep, then she counted down. On three, she heaved backwards, raising his body up towards her and turning him to where his feet hung off the side of the bed. She cringed as she heard his breath hiss through his teeth, and she even thought she heard his teeth grit together since her ear was so close to his face. She felt terrible, but, she wasn't sure what else to do... Stepping back once he was sitting, she grimaced at him. His eyes were closed and he just sat, breathing, regaining his composure. "I'm sorry, babe....this is the hard part...just take your time." 

Letting him sit for a moment, she then came and sat beside him on the bed, wrapping her arm closest to his underneath his arm and across his back. "Ok...same thing. On three, we both stand." She was happy for the break, since as she'd lifted him, extra pressure was added to her headache, making it throb with more intensity. Now it was 'better', about like it had been before. He nodded, jaw still clenched, signaling that he was ready and she counted down. Once again, at three they moved, standing up, Craig swaying a bit as he found his feet. She paniced for a moment when she felt him tip forward, not thinking that she would be able to catch him, but he shuffled one foot out, stablizing himself. Her head was pounding yet again, so she gave them both another little break before they decided to start walking. 

Walking...or....shuffling wasn't so bad, they just took it very slowly. She told him they could break if he needed a breather, even though the bathroom wasn't that far away. He never did, however, whether it was his pride keeping him from it or just that he was doing alright, she didn't know. Finally, they made it to the toilet, and she stood him before it. "Okay..." She said, a bit relieved, looking over at him, "..we made it... I think...sitting down is a very bad idea unless it's back on the bed, so, I'm going to just stand here and stablize you while you go......and don't worry, I can close my eyes if you're bashful." She added in an amused voice, giggling as much as her head would allow, which wasn't much. She couldn't really imagine Craig Knight being bashful about anything.

Mind over matter, mind over matter... It was close it became his personal motto. A few times he was close to just screw it all and just let it go. She probably though he was a naughty boy, or at least in the startinggates for a naughty boy behavior...perhaps a little but sometime it did things on its own that he had no control over. He was freezing and sweating at the same time but he didnt know if it was from the pain of his back or...having to hold it. It was like they had walked for hours and not just a few minutes. Neither said anything and frankly he was just fine with that. He didnt need her to scold him more and he was afraid that he actually would snap at her if she did out of frustration and pain...and of course the very, very urgent need to go.

She lifted the lid for him as well as the seat. He didnt really cared if he saw him pee, she had seen him naked, he had seen her naked, heck she didnt have much on her now, the clothes she had on didnt leave much for imagination. A sigh mixed with a little moan of pleasure came as he used his hand to help aim down the 'legend' and let go. A strong stream hit the bowl. The pressure went away, even the stiffness a good bit. He had closed his eyes while doing this and now he slowly opened them. "Thank you...I....really needed to go to the loo....I wonder tho...if I should brush my teeth while Im in here...and...a hot bath...soak in it for a bit?

He figured that they put other things in hot water to get softer it should work on muscles too, sure you could shower too but then she might need to be there and he knew he would have a hard time not touching her if she stood there with him. "The bath...is trickier to get in and out of, yes but...it holds less distractions and...you get to rest a little bit. No need to babysit me..."

She nodded at his suggestion, she wasn't sure how much more holding him up she could do. Her headache was becoming quite pesky, not liking all of this exertion on her part. It would be nice to get him down into the tub and then the both of them could relax a bit. She walked him to the sink, prepared his toothbrush for him and gave it to him to brush his teeth. Once that was finished, she took him to the tub. With a little huffing and puffing on both of their parts, she got him sitting on the edge, his feet inside. Then, she was free to run the bath water, getting it just as hot as he could stand it. A bath sounded nice for her, too. Maybe later. "I hope this will help, babe..." She said with a small smile towards him. "If nothing else, it should feel nice." The water was ready, steaming hot, and she helped him slide the rest of the way in, getting a little wet in the process, but the heat felt good. She brought down everything he might need if he, for any reason, felt like washing. Shampoo and some soap, it didn't take much for men. Running her finger through his bangs, she then stood up. "I'm going to take the dishes downstairs, I'll leave the door open in case you need me." He nodded and she headed down the stairs, letting out a sigh. 

Her body felt terrible, the good mood she had been in now zapped from her aches, throbs and weariness. She sat the dishes in the dishwasher and silently hoped that Hath would bring something for them to eat so that she didn't have to cook. Going to the door, she let the dogs back inside, Barf's whole body wiggling and Penny yipping happily once before Alayna shushed her. Lying down on the couch in front of the fireplace that had now burnt down, she let out a sigh. How long had it been since she'd been sick last? Quite a while....her body must have been paying her back for that reason because this was seeming to hit her full force. Penny jumped up, curling up on her chest, the added heat feeling good to Alayna's slightly chilled skin. Barf sat down beside the couch, pushing his head under her hand that hung off the side, and she idly pet him. She was just going to close her eyes....just for a moment...she was so tired....

*Knock, Knock, Knock* 

Her eyes opened quickly, then squinted as the headache crashed back down at her and she got up, Penny jumping to the floor. How long had she dozed off? It better be Hath at the front door because she looked like a hot mess right now. Nearing the glass, she saw that it was, indeed, her friend, the long, black hair unmistakable. She opened the door, Barf greeting the familiar person by licking her boots, causing Hath to giggle. 

"Hey, Alayna...." She said in a sympathetic tone, "I brought some fresh chicken noodle soup...how are you and Craig doing?" 

Alayna let her in, closing the door behind her. How long had she left Craig in the tub? She hadn't heard him at all....she must not have been out that long. "Hey, Hath..." She answered drowsily, her voice hoarse and nasally since her nose was now completely stuffed. "We're.....we're making it..." She said, attempting a smile. Hath frowned, but Alayna just kept walking, leading her to the kitchen. "Thank you so much, Hath....it's such a relief to know I don't have to cook...I'm sure it tastes amazing." Then she added a warmer smile, thankful for her friend's generosity. They stood in the kitchen for a bit, talking about what was going on with herself and Craig, Hath giving some suggestions on how to help.

The heat felt nice and he leaned back trying to relax. Like most of the time now when he allowed himself to think he did so about the future. Perhaps they needed to talk about it a little...she had said that she had been worried. Was she still? She didnt act nervous at all, but that might perhaps change the closer to the date they would come. He couldnt help but wonder if Hathien and Lillian would give her a sort of miniversion of a bachelorette thing. He had seen a few of those but...that often included drinking and goofy outfits...and least those he had seen. Heck one time he had been the center of one. He smirked, it had been interesting. It was all for a photo, but what man complained when it was just him and like five girls from Hooters, shoving their...hooters as close to him as they could. He had even gotten a photo for him to keep. It was probably in his box of belongings. Most of the stuff he had hauled from the apartment was her things, either from the apartment itself or the little storageroom she had close by. Many of those boxes he had noted hadnt been touched for years and he resisted the curiosity he felt of taking a peak. Then he couldnt help but wonder about...well Thomas as his bestman...would he do something...or...just...well he wasnt sure what Thomas did for fun...race with the tractor...come think of it he had never really asked what he liked to do for fun. Or what he did when he 'let loose'. He scratched his head. How would a drunk Thomas look like, sad, angry, weepy, 'friendly'...or just sleepy?

He had changed half of the water when it got cold but he didnt want to waste too much of it incase she wanted to take a bath to. He had taken advantage of washing his hair but he couldnt shave. He gave his chin a scratch, mm...perhaps it wasnt that bad. She hadnt come back up as he thought she would. Doing the dishes didnt take that long. He probably should get out of here. Being the confident creature that he was he tried to lift himself up but that didnt really work even if the pang wasnt...as bad as before. He looked at the water and the rounded edge. Perhaps he could slide out and then crawl back?

She was talking to Hath...or...well...Hath was mostly talking to her. She felt like she was in some kind of very unpleasant daze, one she would like to come out of soon. They had set the big pot on the stovetop turning it on to keep it warm. Luckily, she still had an appetite, and the soup was sounding like it'd feel very nice on her raw throat right about now. Hath was petting Barf, the big dog's golden eyes looking up at her lovingly, when she heard a dull thud from upstairs, one that rattled a few boards of the old house. "Shit. Craig..." Alayna said, beginning to briskly walk towards the stairs, unable to get herself to run. Surely he wasn't so stupid as to get out of the tub on his own! She had told him to call for her, surely she hadn't slept through that? Maybe she had....

It didn't even register that her friend followed worriedly behind, her boots clacking up the stairs after Alayna's softer footfalls. Alayna made a beeline for their room. Infuriating man! If he had hurt himself worse---! Stopping as she entered the room her eyebrows rose at the scene before her. There was Craig, slick and shiny from the bath water still on his skin, crawling on all fours towards the bed and leaving a trail of water behind him. She was still registering everything when he saw her, looking up, and then right after that, Hath came  into the room, hot on her heels. Alayna was about to say something to deter her friend, but before she could it was too late. She heard a squeak, saw Hath spin on her heel and duck back into the hallway. A muffled, dripping with embarassment, "I'm so sorry! I swear I don't mean to do these sorts of things...." came from behind the door frame. 

Alayna couldn't help but laugh, despite her throat, nose and head protesting. Craig's face had quickly turned to that 'naughty boy' look he often got when he'd been caught doing something dirty. "It's ok, love, but these peep shows arent' free you know... You're racking up quite the bill, naughty girl." He said, winking at Alayna. Alayna tried to contain her laughter, smiling and shaking her head back at him. 

"Don't listen to him, Hath, if Craig had a quarter for every woman who's seen him in the buff he'd be a millionaire." She said it teasingly, of course, not a jab at his past life, more at the fact that she had met him because he was in the hospital after crashing on a racehorse, riding it in the nude. She thought she heard a small laugh from outside, Alayna looking back at her fiance. "Craig....this wasn't a very well thought out plan....you're as bad as Penny." She said, gesturing to the water trail behind him. He looked at her slightly sheepishly and she rolled her eyes in good humor. At least he was feeling good enough to climb out of the tub, although, he obviously couldn't stand, yet. "Hath, I know you want to, but don't leave yet, please, I....Craig...needs your help." 

Going to the bathroom, she grabbed two towels, one she dropped and scooted across the floor as she walked, cleaning up his mess. The other she layed across him, beginning to dry him off as he was crouched there. "You're going to scar her for life." She whispered at him, supposed to be scolding, but came out more amused than anything. Getting him fairly dry, she then wrapped the towel around his waist, securing it. "Ok, Hath, it's all clear, I promise." She said, a hesitant 'Are you sure?' from outside and she reassured her, although Craig tried to chime in otherwise. A red face peeked around the corner, it didn't seem like she was able to meet Craig's eyes. Alayna wasn't sure how much she had seen, but it wasn't like she hadn't seen it already. 

"I need you to help me lift him to the bed. I'm...not so sure I've got the energy to by myself." She admitted. The tall woman walked over at that, a more determined set to her face, although it was still flushed. Bending down with her, one of them got on each side, wrapping their arms behind Craig's back. Something was said from him in a smarmy voice about having two beautiful women but she ignored it, mainly because her head was pounding again. Much easier than before, they got him to the edge of the bed, sitting him down, Alayna letting out a huff in relief.

His back did feel a little better after the bath. He gave Hath a wink when she gave the towel a worried glance. "Its no Jack in the box, love...no need to worry...thanks for the escort...not every time you get two ladies almost in bed wi..." He gave his wife to be a smile despite her 'poke of correction'. "Hey...its not...I dont really count Penny as a lady...ladys dont pee on the floor...neither does princesses..." She rolled her eyes at him - again. It was fun to tease her about the dog. She defended Pennys rights just as much as he defended Barfs, although sometimes he wondered if she didnt let Penny get away with somethings that she sort of blamed on Barf...It wasnt like Penny was all that innocent and didnt take things...it was just that she was smarter and didnt stay at the crimescene with her 'catch' like Barf could do. He chuckled at her as she held her indexfinger up at him as she and the blackhaired woman left the room like he would be a dog that needed his stay command. "Im not exactly planning to jump out the window, kitten... I be right here...waiting..."

A little while after the women had left the room he heard the sound of paws in the stairs and Barf poked his head in. "Heeey buddy!" he said smiling. The big dog started to waggle as he spotted his beloved master. Normally he stayed downstairs to guard the frontdoor in case it was doing something weird, but now the person of his love stood there with another person that always smelled like food and cookies, one that always so kindly left things for him just within reach, so he figured he could check this place out. His little love had seen him sneak up and had yipped but her person had just hushed her. Barf took a giant jump upp in the bed. This sure beat the basket downstairs. At one point he had a crate too but this one didnt fit. He had tried to go into it once but gotten stuck - and laughed at - so he didnt felt like trying again. His person, together with the other male who he had spent most nights with back on the place with those weirdlooking dogs, had to be the best bellyrubbers in the world. Barf happily wagged his tail while the man rubbed his belly and licked the mans leg. 

Craig felt a tiny bit more mobile after a little while and carefully turned so he lay on his side so his face was towards the windown. With a content little sigh the dog walked in a little circle and then laid down near his belly and thigh. The warmth of the dog and all the excitement of this morning, as well as that weird dull headache Craig soon fell asleep. When Barf heard the sound of paws and steps in the stairs he popped his head up over the mans hip.

Finally, she was headed back up the stairs with some hot bowls of soup and more hot tea. It was nice to talk to Hath, and very, very nice of her to bring the soup, but, she really hadn't felt like chatting. Her head pounded with each word, each step she took, and she just wanted to lay down. If she wasn't hungry she would have just skipped lunch altogether and collapsed on the bed with Craig. She hated to bother him, but she might text Thomas and see if he could run to the store and get her some medicine. Anything to lessen the symptoms... Finally reaching the top of the steps, Penny climbing up with her, she walked into their room. The first thing she saw was a pair of big golden eyes looking back at her paired with a 'thump thump thump' as the dog's heavy tail hit the mattress, his large head resting on Craig's hip. Next, she heard a muffled, aggrivated noise from Craig, one hand reaching out to grab the dog's tail that had been hitting him in the nose as it wagged. Penny yipped at the bigger dog, whether calling him out for being on the bed or angry because she wasn't, too, Alayna wasn't sure, all she knew was that her shrill barks were piercing her skull. 

"Penny, hush!" She said a little more harshly than she had meant to, the  puppy slinked down, acting more 'hurt' than she should have been, even throwing in a small whine. At least it stopped the noise. "Go lay in your bed, baby. Bed." Alayna said, and the little dog reluctantly walked over and layed down on the pillow with a 'humph', staring a hole through Barf who still layed on the bed. "I hope you're not going to make it a habit of him being up on the bed...I'm pretty sure he'd squish me if he rolled over on me." She said sarcastically. The big, red tail continued to try to wag as she approached, but Craig held it down, once slipping out and smacking him again before grasping at it once more. "I'm not sure this bed is big enough for the three of us..." She addressed the dog who looked lovingly back, not catching on to her tone at all. "...Craig might have to take a vote. Alayna or Barf in the bed.....choose wisely, dear.." She said with one raised eyebrow as she sat his food down on the table at his side of the bed, then took her's to her own side that was partly filled up with the big dog, still watching her, his nose lifted up in the air, sniffing at the smell of the soup. Couldn't she just lay down without a fuss for once? It was always something...

"Barf...the boogieman..." His voice didnt say in a special way nor in a special tone but the dog took a - for him - a graceful leap over the mans legs, the bounce back made him grimace slightly. The smaller dog let out a yip as he dashed passed her and down to the bottomfloor, most likely to try and hide behind something. "...not fair saying I have to pick, but you know I always pick you..." He wasnt that hungry, really just feeling like sleeping. His throat was a little itchy. He very carefully moved sideways, closer to her side of the bed so he could lean his head on her lap, or almost anyway. "Big bad doggie is afraid of the boogieman...go figure...I dont even think he knows what it means...stupid bastard..."

A few minutes later he must have fallen asleep because he had no memory what so ever of listening to any reply or saying something else. He only woke hearing Barf lick something at the side of him. When he woke if was starting to get dark. He was freezing despite having a cover on him so he moved closer to the woman, snuggling up against her back. A short, short moment he wondered if he should try something...but he quickly dismissed the idea...

Next time he woke he wasnt feeling too good, the taste of a minivomit in his mouth. He lifted his head, it pounded slightly, at least his back felt rather good, a bit stiff but...not worse than before. He pulled the woman closer, trying to get more warmth from her but she tried to get off him in her sleep, it seemed like she had pushed her covers down. 

She woke up sweating, the covers slightly damp beneath her and her hair at the sides of her face plastered to her skin. Her voice cracked out a small moan as she attempted to shift. Oh....it felt like someone had thrown her into a volcano, not to mention her throat was raw, her nose was now beginning to run, her head still pounded and her skin was sore to the slightest touch. On top of all that her stomach was now doing flips, the thought of any more of that soup, even though it had been very good, making her want to gag. She hadn't been this sick in ages, who had she even gotten it from? Maybe at the club...

Craig shifted in his sleep, scooting up closer to her, attempting to wrap his arms around her waist. His hands felt nice, actually, for some reason they were freezing, giving a cool relief to her fevered skin even though the touch rubbed her raw skin uncomfortably. She should have texted Thomas about that medicine...she had been too stubborn, before, also not wanting to make him run her errands, but, any kind of relief would be welcome at this point. She really had to pee after all that tea she had drank earlier, but the thought of getting up seemed tortureous. 

Trying to go back to sleep, she just lay there, sweating more. Craig was warming up from her own heat, now making her even more hot. Unable to ignore it any longer, and her back feeling like it was on fire, she opened her eyes. The room was dark, but the little she could see lurched in her vision, sending a stab of nausea to her stomach. Grimacing against it, she slowly began to rise. She felt terrible inside and out, her clothes stuck to her damp skin, making her feel even more gross. A shower would be nice, but the thought of the water hitting her skin didn't sound so pleasant...perhaps a bath...a cold bath... 

As soon as she stood up, her skull felt like it was attempting to self-implode on itself, making her grab her head in her hand. At the same time, another, much more intense wave of nausea rolled through her. She knew she didn't have much time, getting up quickly, ignoring the pain and the fact that she couldn't see, one hand gripping her head, the other pressed over her mouth, she moved as quickly as she could to the bathroom. Flipping on the light switch, momentarily blinded, but heading to where she knew the toilet was she just had enough time to lift the lid and seat before she knelt in front of it. Everything that was left in her stomach came out in painful heaves, the terrible, sour taste disappearing as she threw everything up and leaving an even worse flavor in return. Resting her sweating forehead in her hand, she groaned and just sat there in her misery. Penny must have been on her pillow next to the bed, because she came jingling in at the ruckus, tilting her head at her owner, looking like she didn't want to come much closer to the smell. Alayna openned her eyes to look at her, a bad idea, as the sour taste returned and she heaved over the toilet again, not knowing there was anything else still in her. Apparently she was wrong.

Ropes turned into chains, the distance turned longer, and no matter how hard he pulled he couldnt get lose. Her screams echoed in his ears and he knew he was hurting her. The mans laughter filling the building. Her screams mixed with crying, begging for someone to stop and he pulled harder in was held him here. He started to bleed as skin got rubbed off. Tears was forming in his eyes and he pulled harder, harder with all his weight forward. If it was a weak link or...if he simply got lose he found himself falling catching himself. He stumbled once, twice as he tried to get up. He ran and ran, his lungs fighting to get air but it was like he didnt move, yet it was like trodding round the track in winter back in England, it was the same burn deep in his throat.

"ALAYNA!!! ANSWER ME!!! Kitten!!!!!" He yelled as he finally, finally reached the door. Then he heard her cries outside at the same time the sirens went off, he yanked the door again, kicking it, desperatly looking around for something to pry it open with. His fingertips bled as he tried again to get the door open, her screams and cries outside, calling for him with no name. He heard the roar and her screams was getting drowned. Something slammed hard against the door and he tumbled back. Her screaming had stopped, the roaring had stopped. Then he saw the puddle of blood sipping through under the door. His eyes widened in shock and horror. For some reason he understood it was her blood. He pounded the door, she couldnt be.... "No...noo...NOOOO!" he yelled, despite the pain in his throat. Then he heard his laughter again. The man said something. Then...very very faintly...was it her...his heart started to race... "Alayna?"

He woke with a groan. The beeping...uhhh...it...was so loud...why wasnt she turning it off? He stretched out his hand to nudge her but he couldnt move. When he didnt feel anything his eyes opened wide. Morgan! No! His neck complained as he turned his head. Somehow he and rolled himself in the covers and his arms had been stuck. He croaked out her name...no reply...no...no no no no...He felt the terror fill him again. No, he couldnt lose her now! Finally he got out of the 'snare' and he forced himself to get out of bed. He couldnt help that he sobbed. Penny came out from the bathroom and looked at him, tilting her head then she looked into the bathroom again. "Penny?" he croaked. The dog tilted her head the other way and anew looked into the room from where she came. Craig took some shakey steps, his towel had come lose during the night. He wouldnt be able to describe his relief when he saw her sleeping form on the floor and again he ignored his back when he almost fell on his knees, wrapping her up in his arms, sobbing her name. It had felt so real, so real and he got so scared. In the bedroom the alarm was still beeping.

She had fallen asleep on the cool floor of the bathroom, still sweating, her clothes sticking uncomfortably to her skin. It seemed that she had completely emptied her stomach, by about the sixth time of leaning over the toilet nothing but vile acid came out, making her throat even more raw than it had been. Penny had been her faithful companion throughout the night, getting a bit startled each time she darted back up, but then lying down beside her once more as she tried to sleep, her arms making a 'pillow' under her. It had taken quite a while, but she had finally drifted into a light sleep, trying her best to ignore the fact that her body seemed to be wageing war against her with its every fiber. 

Something moved her in her sleep, wrapping around her and lifting her upwards. Tired eyes fluttered open, bleary and unfocused, at first, to see Craig. His body slightly shook next to her and her eyebrows knotted down in concern. He was saying her name, his voice sounding hoarse and rocking her gently. Something wet fell on her cheek. Was...was he crying? Sure she felt bad....horrible, even, but he shouldn't be crying over her, she would be fine, eventually. "...Craig?" She asked in a soft voice, looking up at him, one hand reaching for his face. Finding his cheek, she felt a bit of wetness and wiped at it. "W....what's wrong....sweetie? It's alright....I'm....I'm fine....I just had...a bad night....that's all..." She said trailing off, her hand cupping his cheek in a comforting manner. Had something happened? Maybe it wasn't her? Did something happen to Barf? ....Had something happened to his mom, or sister, or....his dad?

Luckily, her nausea seemed to be mostly over this morning, after her miserable night, as well as the sweating. Her headache was disappearing, too, although her nose was now in it's running stage, her skin was sensitive and her throat was still raw, but it was better than before, by far. The fever had broken lastnight, hence all the sweating and feeling like she was on fire, but that meant she was on the road to recovery. Perhaps it was one of those 24 hour bugs....needless to say, she still wouldn't be at work today. No telling what might happen if she tried to eat something small, the thought of food still made her cringe a bit. Her hand on his face stroked it softly....he was cold....not a normal cold, but, all of his skin seemed chilled, his voice as he had said her name cracked a bit. Had she gotten him sick? "Babe....are you alright....? Did I get you sick?" She asked with a grimace, his arms still wrapping her up tight against him.

He refused to let her go. He cradled her in his arms, shoving his face down in the nook between her neck and shoulder. She was ok, she was...ok. The fear from his dream still held him in a tight grip. He had but one thing of value in his life and it was her...forget the house that they got together, forget the truck his dad had given him as some sort of peace offering, nothing in his life mattered more than her. His voice was as good as gone so it was just some croaking things coming out and each one felt like a steelbrush going through his throat. "I...thgt..Scott...Mrgn...tk..o...in deh bah-rn...I...could..nt gt..to..yo..." He sobbed some more, so what if he cried, he could laugh with her...and cry with her...as long as he had her."...I thgt...he...kld...you...'nd...thn...I cou-dnt find yo..."

Her arms wrapped around him and if he hadnt been so stuffed he would have kissed her but he could hardly breathe as it were. "I wss so scrd kttn...so scrd...it flt so rll..." Even if it was she that sat in his lap it was almost like she was the one rocking him gently, stroking his head. She said some thing but he didnt listen...only taking a deep breathe, trying to relax, to forget about the dream. Still, every now and then a shiver went through him.

Her heart felt like it shattered as he explained himself to her. A nightmare.....about..Morgan? As he spoke the name fear stabbed through her, twisting into her like a debilitating spear. Her arms went behind him, pulling him close in a firm embrace even though she felt weak, not just from her sickness, but...the way that that horrible memory still affected her. He cried against her, his tears falling onto her shoulder as he nuzzled his head into her neck, seeking comfort. She rocked him back and fourth, her eyes closing as she placed her head on his own shoulder. Her hands went back to stroke the back of his neck and up through his hair. Tears stung at her own eyes, the scenes and memories flashing back before them like she was still there....bound to that pole. She squeezed her eyelids together, trying to push back the tears. She didn't need to cry....it was over.....that day shouldn't still affect her like this...

"Oh, Craig..." She said in a tight voice, caressing the skin at the back of his neck, "It's ok....I'm....I'm..ok....we're ok.....I'm right here.....right here..." She murmured some soft words, trying to get him to relax. Her own nightmares about that day still woke her up in frantic tears....she knew how it felt, they both knew....they had gone through it together, although, watching through a different set of frightened eyes. "It was just a nightmare.....I....I don't think we have to worry about...him any more....." It was somewhat a lie, she was still afraid every day, in some way, big or small, that he would show up again. Some days were worse than others. They didn't know where he was...or what he was doing....or...if he still held a grudge...but...she tried her best not to think about that. 

After a while he calmed down at her gentle words and touches, relaxing in her arms. She pulled her face back, looking at him, he met her eyes, his own a bit bloodshot. She didn't even want to know what she looked like....probably death reincarnated. Her hand cupped his cheek and her thumb stroked across the corner of his mouth as she smiled weakly at him. "I think I'm going to take a hot bath...." She said softly. She felt...gritty...dirty from sleeping in sweat-soaked sheets and clothes, and stiff from being on the hard bathroom floor. "My fever broke lastnight.....along with the seal holding my food back, apparently...." She said giving a glance at the toilet. "You can join if you'd like.....I just..need to relax a bit....and clean up....I didn't sleep much lastnight....I'm exhausted. It might do you some good, too."

He wasnt that keen really about another bath but he didnt want to let her out of his sight either so he got in the bath with her. His arms held her in a softer embrace still just so he was sure she was still there. He had never had a dream like that before. Never one that felt so real. It was hard to breathe even if the steam of the hot water at least for now seemed to make it a little easier. Despite it was hot he felt cold. In fact he felt pretty bad and he couldnt even pretend that everything was peachy. He just leaned his head against hers with his eyes closed.

Thankfully she didnt speak much either...or moved. They just lay there. He shivered a little again. He hadnt eaten anything last night. There was faint memory of that she had placed a bowl of soup next to him but he had no memory of eating anything. There was a vauge feeling of being a little hungry, but the thought of actually eating anything. No...no that wasnt that appealing...not the slightest...

She moved after a little while, to wash her hair and what ever ladies did when they took a bath, he didnt look and reluctantly let her go but kept his legs around her as he leaned back. He complained a little when she turned some of that washing attention over to him. But she didnt take his grunt for an answer and washed him to as well as his hair. In a way he felt like he was a big baby but he didnt really had the strenght to bother much. Before, when he was alone, he usually just lay in bed with a bucket next to it and rode it out there, ignoring washing and shaving til he got better. At that point it was 'just for the good' if he lost weight by puking some of the poor contents of his stomach up.

Somehow he got up and she dried him off. She was gone a little bit but he was almost falling asleep again to notice at first, when he did he staggered out, like he was drunk, out to their bedroom calling for her. Probably sounded more like a little boy calling for his 'lost' mother than a man calling for his wife to be. She came through the door just as he called a second time with what seemed to be new sheets for the bed. He tried to help with the pillowcases. The old was just dropped in a pile for now. It was first now he noted that she had got some underwear on him. How did he fail to notice that? It felt nice to crawl back into bed again and he pulled her close, almost wrapping himself around her. If Morgan Scott was near by he had to take him first.

A big sigh escaped her as she layed back down in the clean sheets, with her clean clothes and body. She felt so much better after only a bath. Her stomach had settled a little more, still a bit unbalanced from lastnight and not having any food in it, but, she might force herself to try something for lunch. It was still the early morning hours, though, so she had plenty of time to just rest....finally. She had had to treat Craig much like a baby during and after the bath, washing and drying him. It seemed that he had come down with the same thing she had....another reason she shouldn't have encouraged him yesterday morning, perhaps if they hadn't kissed he wouldn't be sick....

He snuggled up close to her, wrapping his legs and arm around her. Every once in a while he let out a faint shiver. His skin was chilled to the touch, and she cupped his free hand in her's, bringing it to her mouth and breathing hot air on it, hoping to warm him up some, lightly kissing the tips of his fingers in an affectionate gesture. It didn't take long for both of them to fall back to sleep, but not before she texted Hath to tell her she'd be gone again today and then texting Thomas, asking if he wouldn't mind to come over and bring them some medicine from the store. She could still use some for her throat and nose and she was sure Craig needed some, as well. 

When she finally woke again, feeling pretty refreshed, although still weary, it was around noon. She heard his breathing coming through his mouth behind her, the puffs of air hitting her back. He shivered some in his sleep, his skin still cold. She hoped the fever would break, soon....and then she wondered if the nausea would hit him around that time like it had herself. Wiggling gently out from under him, she made sure he was covered up to his chin. Then, she walked to the closet and, rummaging around, found two quilts she always used if it was extra cold out. Taking them, she layed both on him, tucking them in under his sides so the heat would stay in. As soon as she finished, she heard the doorbell ring downstairs, the dog's claws clicking at the hardwood floor as they ran towards the noise. Thomas must have come with the medicine. Looking down at herself, she glanced at her clothes. An old, soft shirt with no bra and shorts that were quite short.....well....he might blush, but she couldn't change now, and really, she wasn't in the mood for caring, he'd just have to deal with it. Heading for the door, she gave a glance back a Craig who stirred softly before going down the stairs.

Barf was happy and boffed at the man outside and when the woman finally came and opened the door he showed his happiness even more. Besides his master this was probably the person he liked best, even if the woman his master was with and the foodlady was pretty good too. His tail must have wagged and hit the smaller dog in the face because she was yipping at him but for now Barf didnt care. He 'ooouuuummmffed' in pleasure as the man scratched him and Barf reminded him over and over when he 'forgot' to scratch him. Then the dog stopped for a moment, tilting his head for a sound it seemed like the humans didnt hear at first.

The acids burned as he almost shoved his head down the toilet as his stomach commited mutiny against him. How he actually made it to the bathroom was beyond him, especially since he seemed to have a talant to get himself wrapped up in things. How he could feel as sick as he did was beyond him to, especially when he didnt have anything at all besides the tea he had been drinking. He held on for dear life as his stomach contracted again and nothing but acids seemed to come out. He felt the old burn again, he knew that burn. Suddenly he felt very small and tiny...and like he was burning up. He lay out flat on the floor...he was sure he was going to die here...at least Alayna would have the house...as it and the barn looked now she would make a good profit...His stomach contracted again and he just barely got time to drag himself up before more of nothing came, only leaving even more sour taste in his mouth.

Barf butted on the womans thigh, gave a short bof and perhaps just a little mixture of snot and drool on her leg, and then looked at the direction of the stairs. Then he looked at the man and boffed, looking at him with his head slightly tilted before turning back to look at the stairs. His tail wagged still, just a little slower. On the womans other side the small dog seemed to glare at him.

