
Author's note: I wanted to write a story using the real man, Mark, rather than the characters from
the WWF. I am fascinated by how these people spend their lives personally. So, I have taken
some liberties and plan on creating a world which in actuality I know nothing about. I hope
everyone just enjoys the ride.

Finally, I started this story in 2001.  I am staying on that time line, as I haven’t watched the
WWE in years.  So enjoy remembering (if you can because some of it, I’m having a hard time
remembering!) the past matches, the former stars and what fun it was.

WARNING: SEXUAL CONTENT! 

Chapter 1

*

Cursing softly, Catie watched as the contents of her duffel bag spilled all over the floor. Film,
batteries, makeup...everything.  Swiftly, she bent down, gathering all of the items up,
methodically.  She pretty much had a routine down pat for doing this, as she seemed to do it
often.

The sound of someone's shoes hitting the floor reached her subconscious mind, but she ignored
it, trying to finish the task at hand. Catie couldn't help but notice when the person stopped, for he
did so right in front of her. Her heart skipped a beat as she studied the black boots which were
now resting in front of her.

Her eyes traveled the length of his body. Her neck craned as she looked up at him. Being close to
seven feet tall, he was a hard man to miss. Her heartbeat quickened as she saw Mark Calaway
standing before her, a small amused smile on his lips as he looked at the items surrounding her.

A quick once over is necessary, she thought with a touch of lust, taking stock of the clothes he
was wearing. Tight blue jeans, black t-shirt which bulged with muscles. She sighed dreamily,
very lightly so he wouldn't hear. Catie's eyes finally reached his face. His long, red hair was
pulled back in a ponytail. His beard, which was the same shade of red as his hair, was trimmed
neatly. A black bandana covered the top of his head. No sunglasses today, she thought absently,
studying the beautiful green eyes quickly before looking down.

Catie huffed at him. Resorting to sarcasm, which she found to be her best coverup around him,
she practically snarled. "Don't just stand there, help me, why don't ya?"

Lifting an eyebrow at her unusual ferocity, Mark bent at the knees and started helping her pick up
the items. "Bad night?" he murmured, his voice deep, husky and with a touch of Southern accent.
It never ceased to send chills down her spine. Dammit. She was 28 years old, which is far too old
to have a crush on someone.

Smiling somewhat sheepishly, Catie answered briefly. "Yes." Mark stood as she gathered the last



item and zipped the duffel bag. He reached down for her hand, and she took it a little hesitantly, 
knowing how his touch affected her. His hand closed around hers, engulfing it. Her breathing
became slighly erratic, along with her heart feeling like it were about to burst out of her chest.
Mark pulled her up quickly, and Catie actually felt her feet leave the ground. He dropped her
somewhat, smiling devilishly as he did. Catie narrowed her eyes at him. "Hey, so I was cranky.
That doesn't mean you have to toss me around," she said. "Damn giant, don't know your own
freakin' strength, do ya?" she muttered, taking one last look around to make sure she hadn't
missed anything.

Mark studied the small woman in front of him, amused by her attitude.  She had no fear, that was
for sure. At least none that he had observed. "What's up?" he said, following her to the elevator. 
It was obvious something was bothering her.

Catie glanced back at him, again smiling, this time somewhat tiredly. "Nothing really,” she lied,
casually.  “Can we talk about it later? I have to get to the arena." 

"I'm headed there myself. Want to ride together?" he asked, pushing the down button on the
elevator.

Feeling a little backed into a corner, Catie tried to stall. "Oh, I don't know, I thought I may stop
and run some errands..." 

They entered the elevator. Which was a little too small, Catie thought absently. Since he was
such a large man, he pretty much dominated the space in the small area. Backing up, Catie felt
just a little claustrophobic. Not only was his body dominating the space, so was his scent. The
masuline scent of his cologne, leather, and well, him, filled her nostrils.

This was so unfair, she thought miserably. Why him? If anyone was so unattainable for Catie, it
had to be Mark Calaway. She was so not his type. Having seen some of the women he had dated
since his divorce, she knew she was way out of her league in trying to get some attention for
herself.

Luckily, the elevator reached the ground floor quickly, as they were all staying on the third and
fourth floors. "Ok, then. I'll catch you later. I'll be around if you wanna talk," he told her as he
followed her out of the elevator. She smiled and nodded, watching him leave the hotel.

Heaving a quick sigh of relief, Catie headed to the hotel restaurant to grab a quick bite and put
some distance between herself, and the man known as the Undertaker. 

*

Mark saw her the instant she entered the show area of the arena. Her brown hair with auburn
streaks was hard not to notice. Always piled on the top or back of her head with a clip, waves  
spilling out, Mark had seen in down maybe twice it the five years she had been with the WWF.
The first time he had seen it that way, she had garnered his full attention.



Something was bothering her. He could tell in the way she growled at him this morning, and in
the expression on her face now.  Not that her growling at him was anything new, Mark thought
with amusement, walking toward her. She growled at him a lot, but most of the time he knew it
was all part of her act to be tough and independent. Which he knew she was...to an extent.

"Need any help?" he asked her as he drew close enough to her.

A roll of film clattered out of her hands, and the camera she held in the other hand almost
followed it. Catie managed to save the camera, mortified at her jumpiness.  Mark observed all
this, a little concerned. He had never seen Catie so jumpy and nervous.

Reaching down, he grabbed the roll of film as Catie did the same.  Their hands brushed, and she
jerked hers away hurriedly, feeling as if her hand were on fire.

Mark felt a little jolt whenever he touched her. A little unnerved, he brushed the feeling aside.
"Are you sure you don’t need to talk?" He asked her, a little brusquely, watching her fidgety
movements.

Feeling a little annoyed, Catie flashed him a look of anger, which was really at herself.  Being
jumpy like this was out of character for her, even around him.  "I’m fine.  I definitely can’t talk
now. I really need to help out." The last delivered in an almost pleading tone. She then gathered
her duffel and walked away, needing to have space away from him.

The one person she did not want to divulge her inner turmoil to was Mark. Seeing as how he was
the reason for it, she thought with dark amusement. 

Catie was soon helping wherever it was needed, whether it was to set up the ring, sound
equipment, seats, whatever. She always helped wherever she could. Her primary job with the
WWF, however, was to shoot photos at most all of the live events. As the wrestlers did a run
thought of their storylines for the evening, she took a few shots.  This was her prep before the
evening, to get a good idea of when and where the best photos of the night would occur.

Catie felt her eyes drooping throughout the morning, and just wanted to lie down and have a nap.
She could also feel Mark's eyes watching her. It was almost like Catie had an inner radar that
knew when his eyes were on her. She avoided his speculative glances.

Soon, everyone started exiting the arena, heading back to the hotel to rest, eat, or do whatever
needed to be done before the show that night. Catie started toward the dressing rooms to see if
she was the last person here or not.

"Hey, what's up?" she heard a familiar voice behind her. She turned, seeing Jim, the head of
security for the WWF.

"About to head out. I wanted to make sure I wasn't the last one here," she told him. 



Jim pointed to one of the dressing rooms. "Calaway fell asleep in there." He looked at his watch.
"I've got to get going, the boss had something he needed me to take care of. You want to wake
him?"

"Do I have a choice?" she asked him wryly.

"I'm sure he would rather have you wake him than me," Jim answered, smiling. "See you
tonight."

Staring at the dressing room door with dread, Catie felt that familiar feeling coming over her
when faced with Mark. Hell, hadn't she felt it all day? Hadn't it been bothering her for months?  
She had been working with Mark for five years. Had a crush on him the majority of the time,
even when he was married. But it was safe then. It was like having a crush on your favorite
movie or rock star...you could look, and have them in your daydreams, and no one got hurt. 

Then Mark had gotten divorced. Initially, Catie thought that meant he was, well, somewhat
attainable. Six months after his divorce he started dating. Catie was crushed when she saw the
type of women he dated.  She didn’t stand a chance, she thought, shaking head as images of the
various women she had seen him date went through her mind. Blondes for the most part.  They
were perfectly coiffed, not a hair out of place, thin, and beautiful. 

Catie looked down and observed her well worn jeans, loose fitting shirt, and old canvas shoes.
Not exactly glamorous. Then there was the extra 10 pounds she carried on her hips. Not to
mention the extra 5 on her butt.  She had high cheek bones; they were her best facial feature.  Her
boobs were pretty good, being D size, so she had that going for her.  However, she was cursed
with a nose that she hated; there was a slight bump on it that seemed to be a feature from her
father’s side of the family.  Her aunt often told her it was not noticeable at all, but to her...ugly. 
Catie sighed. Yep, no chance.  

It wasn't that he ignored her. Far from it. But it was like she was his little sister, she thought
irritably. That sucked. It was as though he considered himself her self appointed "guardian."  He
watched over her and made sure she was safe. Which was very nice, she had to admit because
Catie loved getting any attention from him, in any form. However, it meant he did not seem to
take any interest in her as a woman.

There were times when his protective nature seemed to put a cramp on her dating. She had dated
some of the guys that she worked with, but not many. One had gotten out of line, and Mark pretty
much scared the shit out of him. Now, no one asked her out. This was probably for the best, she
thought as she watched a few of the stage hands and wrestlers leave. She waved at them as they
walked out the door. 

But each time Mark went out on a date, she felt physically ill every time. Catie had pretty much
decided that she had gone and fallen in love with him at some point...when, she wasn't sure. Was
it while he was still married?  She hoped not!  How mortifying.  She had nothing for respect for
the institution.  At any rate, she knew that she had to get away from him in order to get on with



her life. In order to get over him, she simply had to be away from him.  These thoughts were
what had kept her up so late the night before. 

She had made a decision that after five years on the road with the WWF, it was time to settle
down in one place.  Maybe back to her hometown of Nashville?  She hadn’t really thought that
far beyond having to get away from Mark.  She felt that the WWF would let her do shoots in
their home office, and she really didn't want to leave their employment completely. They had
been very good to her.

Catie again shook her head, clearing her mind. She would worry about this a little later.
Stiffening her shoulders, she walked into the dressing room to face Mark. 

Chapter 2 

Quietly, Catie opened the door and peered inside. She quickly stepped in, and held the door as it
shut to hold the noise down. Walking into the room, she put her bag down on a small table sitting
next to an empty couch. A small coffee table was in front of it. Across from the couch, on the
other side of the coffee table, was another couch. But she noticed, with amusement, that it was
pretty much filled to the brink. 

Mark had removed his bandana. He lay on his back, an arm over his eyes as he slept. He looked
very relaxed, rested, and delicious.  Catie’s mouth literally watered as she thought of running her
hands under his shirt, up his chest, to his shoulders.  She rolled her eyes and shook her head in an
effort to remove the image from her mind.  

With one last longing look at him, Catie turned to the other couch. Hard to believe, I could have
him at my mercy, and I want to sleep, she thought to herself.

She looked thru her bag again, being sure to make no noise, and found a small travel alarm clock
in it. Catie was always prepared, with all the traveling she did. There was a change of clothes in
there if needed. She quickly set it to go off in an hour. Grabbing a note pad and pen out of the
bag, she scribbled a note on it, and put it next to the clock on the coffee table. 

Pulling the clip out of her hair, she shook it out. She sat on the middle of the couch, sighing
quietly at the softness of it. She removed her shoes, then lay down on the couch, on her stomach,
and was out like a light within one minute.

*

Mark woke with a start as a buzzing noise filled the air. Disoriented, he sat up. Putting his head
in his hands, he felt annoyance as the noise continued. Through his fingers, he saw the culprit,
and quickly reached out and shut it off.  

Reaching behind him, he released his hair which was almost fully released anyway from his nap.



He saw a notepad next to the clock. Frowning, he reached down to pick it up. As he did so, he
finally noticed the woman lying on the couch across from him.

Eyebrow raising, Mark first noticed the long brown hair, red streaks glowing here and there. Who
was this?  She was lying on her side, with her back toward him. Her shirt had partially risen, and
he could see her back.  He noticed the top of a tattoo, above the waistband of her jeans.  The
design appeared to be of autumn colored leaves.  Tearing his gaze away from the vision on the
couch, he read the note. "If I don't wake up when this goes off, wake me up." No signature.

Mark smiled devilishly as he observed the woman. She stirred somewhat, and rolled over to face
him. Mark's eyes widened as he saw that the woman was Catie.  Even better.

Mark stopped short.  Where in hell had that thought come from?  This was Catie.  His friend.  Of
course, he had caught himself on more than one occasion looking at her ass when she walked by
for the past several months. It bewildered him each time it happened due to their friendship.  Yet
watching her walk around in those tight jeans had caused him many uncomfortable moments. 
Try dealing with that while in wrestling tights, he thought with a grimace. 

But she looked so sexy lying there, with her hair down...still smiling, Mark walked around the
coffee table and stood over Catie as she slept. "Wake her up, huh," he muttered to himself. He
decided to act on his impulse and not give any second thought to it. 

Sitting on the edge of the couch, Mark bent down, and kissed Catie on the edge of her mouth.
She again stirred, but didn't open her eyes. Mark again wondered what was bothering her so
badly that she hadn't gotten enough sleep the night before.

He smoothed some hair away from her face, and caressed her cheek. She stirred, and opened her
eyes slightly. A small smile reached her lips, and she said very quietly, "Mark." She then put her
arms around his neck.

Acting again on impulse, Mark placed his lips on top of hers, a light kiss. His heart started
pounding heavily. He heard and felt her sigh as he backed away. Her arms tightened around his
neck as he started to straighten. Catie looked up at him, her eyes a very dark blue now.  She
smiled at him again, and this time it was she who closed the distance, pulling herself up off the
couch, placing her lips on his. 

The thought of stopping her never once entered Mark’s mind.  He tightened his hold on her,
pulling her up into a sitting position. He returned the kiss, his heart thudding like a hammer. Her
mouth opened, and he took the chance to explore, sliding his tongue over her upper lip, by her
teeth, finally touching her tongue with his.

Mark felt and heard her response. Her breath caught, and noise that sounded part whimper and
part growl leave her throat. She pulled herself up, and Mark helped her. They moved and shifted,
lips never far apart, until Mark was sitting and Catie was straddling his lap, her hands running
through his hair. 



Still kissing her, feeling himself more excited than he had been in a long while, Mark reached
behind her, caressing her bottom.  That ass he had been staring at for months.  He pushed her
bottom, squeezing their lower bodies together, so she could feel how much he wanted her.  The
feeling of the friction of their crotches rubbing together caused him to growl this time.

What a wonderful dream, Catie thought. Making out with Mark. Not bad at all. And she was
grinding her pussy on his cock which was very hard.  How she wanted to rip his jeans off and
touch that bare, hard cock...

Catie whimpered again as he squeezed her bottom, holding his head between her hands as she
kissed him. She initiated this time, her tongue sliding between his lips. Mark groaned again,
sitting up a little, his hands running underneath her shirt, caressing her bare back, returning her
kiss.  

Catie decided this felt pretty good, and reached down to pull his t-shirt out of the waistband of
his jeans. She pulled the shirt up as high as it could go, running her hands up his back and to his 
shoulders. His shoulders had always just really turned her on. Again, she kept thinking this was
probably the best dream she had ever had with a hope that she didn’t wake up anytime soon.

His tongue was absolutely driving her crazy. How could a dream feel so real? She pulled her
mouth away from his, needing to breath. His mouth continued to kiss her, on her cheek, to her
throat. Catie's head fell back, and she shivered as he kissed her throat, his tongue snaking out
occasionally, causing her body to tremble. She continued rubbing his shoulders, feeling as if she
couldn't get enough.

Mark felt as if he were about to explode. Literally and figuratively. He leaned back again, pulling
Catie with him. He kissed her again, quickly, as he starting unbuttoning the buttons on the front
of her shirt. He could still feel her hands on his shoulders, rubbing him almost anxiously.

He whispered in her ear, "Slow down, Catie," as his hands slid the last button through its hole.
She shivered again when he whispered in her ear. Mark quickly slid the shirt off her shoulders,
and removed it completely from her arms before throwing it across the room.

Catie felt her heart lurch as Mark kissed her right in the center of her chest, between her breasts.
She felt her breath coming in gasps. He kissed the top of her breasts that were exposed by her
bra. He looked up at her, and put a hand behind her head, pulling her to him, kissing her fiercely
once again. Catie again returned his kiss, feeling as if she were on fire.  His hand slid lower,
between their bodies, and he rubbed her pussy, feeling wetness even through her jeans.  He heard
her gasp at his touch.  His hands were itching to rip her clothes off her body.  He wanted to see
her lush, full body completely.  

She sighed as his lips left hers again, working a path from her mouth to jawbone to her ear,
which caused her to shiver. One of his hands held her head still, while the other loosened the
front clasp on her bra, releasing her breasts. She moaned as his hand covered her left breast
completely, before using his hand to cup it, teasing her nipple with his thumb. He was kissing her



ear, licking and tasting, and the combination was wonderful. 

What a wonderful dream, she thought yet again. 

She felt Mark's small chuckle, as well as hearing it in her ear. "This is no dream, darlin', but it is
pretty close," he growled in her ear before he nipped her ear lobe lightly, just enough to sting.

Which was pretty much the effect of "pinching yourself" Catie thought as she looked at him,
realizing she hadn't been dreaming at all.

She was completely mortified. She might as well have told him about all the sexual fantasies she
had been having about him, she thought with disgust. 

Mark felt Catie pull away from him, and sighed with regret as she did so. He looked at her, and
saw the startled look on her face. Which pretty much summed up what he was feeling about the
whole thing...a little startled.  As well as very turned on.

"What's wrong, darlin'?" he asked her, his hand caressing the back of her neck.

His voice seemed to wake her from a trance. She looked down at herself, and saw her almost
nude upper torso. Moaning in mortification, she tried to get up out of his lap to go get her shirt.
Mark pulled her down, keeping her from getting up. His hand reached up and caught her chin,
forcing her to look at him when she clearly didn't want to.

"What's wrong?" he repeated, determined to find out what was up.

Catie laughed, somewhat hysterically. "Well, I seem to be making out with you, which I thought I
was dreaming but I guess I wasn't. I am now sitting here with you, with no shirt on, and would
feel a little more comfortable with it on." Each word coming a little more urgently from her
mouth. She quickly jerked out of his grasp, determined to find her shirt.

Mark watched her search frantically through the room, trying to find her shirt. Laughing softly,
Mark stood up. Catie looked at him, looking anything but humored, trying to put her breasts back
into her bra while trying to remain dignified. Walking across the room, he bent down and picked
up her shirt.  Her body shivered as she heard his laugh, annoying her to no end how this man
affected and unnerved her. 

Walking slowly toward her, Mark held her shirt on the end of his finger. She reached out to grab
it from him, only to have him move it at the last second.

"I took it off. I figure it's only fair if I put it back on, don't you?" he drawled.

Catie growled low in her throat. This was truly turning into one shitty day.  She was going to
leave her job which she loved, giving up being around the man she loved on a pretty close to
daily basis. And to top it off, she had embarrassed herself by showing her feelings to him, when



they were unrequited. Feeling pretty much like a complete loser, Catie looked at him in
surrender.  Hey, why not enjoy his touch while she could?

He walked around her, and slid the shirt on her arms. She didn't fight him, but let him help. He
stood before her, looking down as he buttoned the shirt. Catie stood motionless in front of him,
watching as he slid each button into place.  He felt her body shiver as his hand touched her skin. 
He looked at her face as she allowed him to button her shirt.  To Mark, her expression seemed to
indicate that she was not so sure about what had just transpired.

Smiling down at her, rubbing his hands up and down her arms, he asked her, smiling slightly,
"Was kissing me that bad?"

Catie couldn't help herself. She reached up, and touched his lips with her fingertips. "You should
smile more often," she murmured. She then sighed.  "No, it was..." her voice drifted off as she
tried to find the right words to say.  “It was pretty fucking hot,” she finally admitted, sneaking a
peek up at him, smiling, before turning from him, packing her duffel quickly, and walking out of
the room.

“Hot is right,” Mark muttered under his breath, following her.  He wasn’t even going to think
about his blood pressure seemingly rising when she said fuck.

Chapter 3 

Catie quickly entered the hotel, was almost fast enough to get away from him...but not quite. The
ride back from the arena had been pretty stressful for her. Mark had tried to draw her out, get her
to talk, but she was simply too mortified after what had occurred. She felt his hand grab her arm,
before he turned her around to face him.

"Catie, running away isn’t going to help.  We need to talk about what happened.  And whatever
else is on your mind," Mark told her, his tone and expression indicating he would not be willing
to negotiate any plea of hers not to discuss this.

Not in the mood to “talk”, Catie pouted as she looked up at him.  “Do we have to?  I mean...
there’s really nothing to discuss,”she muttered, her gaze lowered. Really, a girl could get a crick
in her neck just having a conversation with him, she thought a little crankily.  Plus there was the
fact that she really didn’t care to discuss how much she wanted to fuck his brains out...as if he
hadn’t figure that out by now.  So why talk about it?  Did he want to embarrass her further?

Putting his arm around her, Mark led her into the hotel. A small smile on his lips, he told her,
"Oh yeah, darlin', there’s something to discuss and we really have to."

Catie tried to stifle her pout, but could feel the lip start to droop, and a crease develop between
her eyes. She heaved a small sigh as he led her to the elevator.  Privately, she was enjoying the
feeling of his arm around her, and enjoyed the looks they were receiving from the people in the



hotel.  Take that, blondie, she thought bitchily at one tall, skinny beautiful woman looking at
them (well, him) with interest.

Mark kept his arm around her until they got into the elevator, then let her go as he hit their floor
button. The elevator wasn't that crowded, but he stood close to her nonetheless. As the elevator
came to their floor, Catie moved to get off. Mark rested his arm around her shoulders once more
as they exited the elevator.  She was fast, but he could be faster and was determined not to let her
slip away.

Feeling really breathless, Catie pulled away from him as they got close to her room, searching
thru her duffel for her room key. Why did they make these credit card things, instead of freakin'
keys, she thought, as her hand finally grasped the offending item. Smiling in victory, Catie turned
to Mark to make a quick getaway, only to find herself back up as Mark leaned over her, his arm
over her head, trapping her against the door.

Mark smiled at her devilishly, already knowing her intentions of getting out of his sight as
quickly as possible. He didn't plan to make it easy for her. “In a hurry?” he drawled, reaching
down to take her room card key from her.

Catie sputtered. She actually sputtered, she thought to herself in amazement as incoherent sounds
and noises emerged from her mouth. “Umm...”

Reaching behind her, Mark quickly unlocked the door, and pushed her into the room before she
could get much more than that out. He took her duffel out of her hand, and tossed it on the floor
as he closed the door behind them. Catie backed away from him, not sure what to make of the
look in his eyes. He smiled again, laughing softly as he saw her back away. “What's wrong, little
girl?” he asked her, following her as she backed into the bed, causing her to buckle at the knees
and fall backward. 

Could it get any worse? she thought to herself, embarrassment filling her.  She was such a klutz...

Could it get any better? he thought, his smile widening as she tumbled back onto the bed.

Reaching down, Mark reached out a hand to help her up. Hesitantly, Catie took it, remembering
how he had picked her up and ‘dropped’ her earlier that day. He pulled her up with one hand,
while the other touched her waist and reached around her. Before she knew it, she was in his
arms again, her hands grasping his shoulders to steady herself. He had hauled her up so that her
face was even with his, her feet very off the ground.  The man stood well over a foot taller than
her.

His right arm a band around her waist to hold her, Mark reached up with his other hand to touch
her face lightly with his forefinger, tracing her jawbone. Catie shivered at his touch, something
Mark could not have missed. “I'll see you at the arena tonight,” he told her in that deep, Southern
drawl, placing a very light kiss on her lips. Gently, this time, he placed her on the floor. Smiling
down at her, he tapped her nose before turning around, long strides carrying him out of the room.



Catie's knees buckled on their own this time, as she sat down on the bed, her legs and limbs
trembling. Just what the hell was going on?  She was going to have to find her special little
boyfriend, a bullet called the bunny hugs.  She needed some release after all the wallowing
around she did on his body earlier.  Sighing with disgust at her own weakness, she dug through
her suitcase til she found the bullet, “Hello, my little bunny friend,” she purred, taking care of the
ache he had caused.

*

Damnit, she thought, grabbing her lightweight denim shirt and throwing it on. Grasping her ever
faithful duffel bag, Catie slammed the hotel room door behind her, racing to the elevator. 

She had, unbelievably, fallen back asleep after Mark had left. But not until after she had used the
bullet and had a mind blowing orgasm, memories of their make-out session running thru her
mind over and over.  She’d barely had time to shower before time to leave.

Shutting her eyes tightly, Catie tried to force the thoughts from her mind again as the elevator
door opened. She smiled tightly as she saw some of the other workers and wrestlers in there. 
Thankfully, Mark was not one of them.

"Catie, what's up?" a lazy voice said from the back. Searching above her, because most of these
guys were giants, she spotted Jean Paul Levesque, aka HHH in the back.

"Not much," she said lightly, wishing they would all shut the hell up and not even try small
talking with her. She felt like her whole body was branded.  Catie actually felt like if she didn't
have a shirt on, that you could see the imprint of Mark's hands on her breasts and body, glowing
for everyone to see. This made her laugh out loud, which she quickly stifled. She would probably
glow in the dark later...this thought sent her giggling again. "Excuse me," she muttered, laughing
a little harder as they all observed her, looking at her as if she had grown an extra head.

“What's so funny?” one of them asked her.

She sobered instantly. “Nothing. Really,” she insisted at their looks. “Private joke.”

Chapter 4 

Catie had gotten some great shots that evening, and was moving once again before Mark's match.
She was constantly shifting positions, moving around the ring, toward the entrance ramp, to get
good shots...plus avoiding being trampled or hit by a wrestler. While most everything went as
planned, it didn't always work out so well. Catie had to be careful to avoid becoming part of the
melee. She had only gotten in the way a couple of times through the years, but luckily had gotten
herself out of harm's way without much notice being given to her and none taken away from the
show.



In the back of her mind all night, she had been practicing the speech she would give her boss in
the next week about getting off the road and working in the corporate office whenever she was
needed. It was coming slowly, but she had changed the speech about 50 times over the course of
the evening...

She started as pyrotechnics went off.  Her mouth literally watered as Mark walked into the arena,
not riding his motorcycle this time. He looked wicked sexy, she thought, taking in the tight black
denim jeans, the cut off t-shirt, and the tight muscle shirt underneath. Her camera was clicking,
she was getting some really good shots. She saw him look in her direction, saw an eyebrow raise
and a slight smile across his lips. She snapped the picture, then lowered the camera. His smile
widened as she did so, but only briefly. 

Again, he saw her immediately. Mark was always aware of her presence. Hell, it was a necessity
to keep from hurting her...at least, he told himself that. After this afternoon, he wasn't so sure.
She was wearing those tight jeans again, but had a lot of her upper body and that nice ass of hers
covered by some kind of loose denim shirt. 

Man oh man, did she have to get outta here and get on with life, she thought, hearing some
women behind her gush when Mark came out. She rolled her eyes as she saw them. Perfect, of
course. No hair out of place, make up flawless... skinny. It really wasn't fair. If only she had more
time, she knew she could look hotter than them, dammit.

The match started, and Catie got back to work. She was pretty involved, taking photos with half
of her brain, trying to ignore the squeals of the women behind her... so she never saw the other
wrestlers that were doing a "run in," and was unceremoniously knocked down, into the stairs
leading into the ring. Her camera fell, and her head hit the floor. She had realized what was
happening and managed to shift to keep it from hitting hard, but her elbow hit the edge of the
stairs, hard.

Well, I didn't scream, she thought as she lay there, pain shooting from her elbow to her wrist.
Using her good elbow, she pulled herself up and back, pushing with her feet. She needed to get
out of the way and stay out of the action. She stopped when she felt her back hit the short wall
which separated the fans from the ring.

Mark saw Catie hit the floor, and saw red. His opponents were probably a little startled at the
harder hits he gave them, but he didn't really give a damn. Luckily, he was to get "hurt" at this 
stage in the show, and they would go quickly to a commercial.

Jim hovered over Catie, asking how she was doing. Her elbow was bleeding, she could feel it.
"Help me up, can you?" she asked him, just wanting to get her camera and go back to the hotel.

"I've got her," she heard Mark's voice say. "Get her equipment," he commanded, not a man to be
denied. Jim obeyed silently, as always. Reaching down, Mark picked Catie up in his arms.

"What are you doing?" she whispered fiercely. "Put me down. Everyone here can see you



carrying me!  Vince is gonna kill me," she moaned as an afterthought.  She was not to be part of
the show, even during commercial breaks.

"No, he won't," Mark said, winding his way to the backstage area. Catie could hear the audience
cheer as they left ringside.  

She could feel a flush covering her face, and knew her face was as red as the blood on her elbow.
Mortified, Catie buried her face in Mark's neck, no longer fighting the tears as the pain in her
elbow seemed to explode all at once. Now that she was out of the arena and out of site, the
tension left her body and the pain seeped in.  

Mark felt the tears on his neck, and walked even faster. One of the medics rushed forward as he
reached their area, sitting her down on a chair gently. He gently moved her hair out of her face,
then helped her remove the long denim shirt. She was wearing a WWF t-shirt underneath,
thankfully.  "How ya doing?" he asked her gently, looking over her face to judge how Catie was
really feeling.  His gaze moved to her arm, where a partial sleeve tattoo went down to her elbow. 
He had never noticed it before, a floral design with lace elements, black and red in color.

Smiling shakily, tears rolling down her face, Catie answered. "I feel like a puss.”  At least she
wasn’t sobbing, she told herself.

"Let me take a look," the medic said, kneeling down beside the chair, bending her arm so he
could look at the injured area. Catie winced as pain shot thru her arm again.

"You're hurting her," Mark growled at the man, kneeling down on the other side of her, his arm
along the top of chair. His hand squeezed her shoulder slightly in assurance. Catie had heard the
expression “heart jumping into one’s throat” and finally realized exactly how that felt.  A puss all
the way around, she thought to herself disgustedly.  

"Sorry," the man muttered, not seeming to mean it as he cleansed the area, trying to determine the
damage to her arm.

Mark saw Catie wince again, but her tears had dried. Leaning forward, he murmured in her ear,
"You okay?"

Catie shivered as his lips formed the words close to her ear, unable to stop the reaction. The
medic looked up, and Catie gave him a look that said ‘please don’t bring attention to the fact that
this man’s touch gives me the shakes.’  It must have registered, because he smiled as he
continued to work.

"I'm fine. Really," she insisted as Mark continued to study her. "I'm really not a sissy, you know,"
she huffed at him. Really. He knew her better than that. Catie prided herself on being tough and
independent in situations such as this.  So she had cried a little.  So what?  It had hurt like a bitch. 
She was entitled to a few tears.



Eyebrow raising, Mark let her comments go without any of his own.

The medic announced “I'm done bandaging this. You won't need stitches. Let me check your
head.”  He was up and around, fingers under her hair and touching before she could protest. Mark
stood up quickly as the medic checked her for more injuries.

"You don't appear to have any major bumps on the head," he told her, backing away and walking
in front of her.

"I was able to prevent my head from hitting too hard," she told him, unconscious rubbing the
back of her head.

The medic frowned. “You did take a hit on the head. You should probably take it easy for the
next couple of days. Have someone stay with you. If you should have any severe headaches, then
you need to contact your doctor or go to the hospital if you can’t get to your doctor.”

“All right,” Catie muttered, wondering who in the world was going to stay with her. But she had
to admit... two days off sounded wonderful.  She was an adult and could take care of herself.  She
would be fine.

“Come on, I'll take you back to the hotel. I'm done for the night,” Mark told her, rubbing her
shoulders. 

“Make sure you get some aspirin or ibuprofen for her, she should take it for the pain. Do you
think you'll need something stronger that you might need a prescription for?” Catie was already
shaking her head, no. "Okay, then, just contact your doctor if you think you will." Smiling at both
of them, he quickly turned, leaving the two of them alone.

"I'll gather your equipment up and be back for you in a couple, darlin'," Mark told her as he
walked away.

Catie couldn't help but smile. Her head did have a dull ache, and her arm hurt like hell, but Mark
calling her darlin' seemed to make all of that fade away.  

Chapter 5

Mark gathered all of Catie's equipment in her duffel bag, careful with all of it. Heaven help him
if it wasn't handled with care, he thought ruefully. Hell hath no fury like Catie if her equipment
wasn't given the proper treatment. He saw her coat, grabbed it, and headed back to her. His mind
was filled with the phone calls he would have to make, as well as arrangements for Catie's care
for the next couple of days.

Catie's head was bent down, studying the bandage covering her elbow.  She started when Mark



approached her and said brusquely, "Let's go. You need to get to bed."  .

Smiling slightly thru the pain, she let out a little “Ha.”  How she had been yearning to hear that
phrase from him...but not for this reason.

Mark helped her put her jacket on, careful to avoid her injury. He gathered up both of their bags,
then put his arm around her shoulder to lead her to the limo waiting for them. 

Getting inside the limo, Catie felt more than a little tired and lay down on one side, taking up a
seat for herself. Mark sat across from her, smiling as she lay down. Digging thru his bag, he
found some aspirin with a formula to help you sleep. "Here," he handed them to her for her
approval. Grabbing a water from the drinks available, he handed that to her. She studied the
bottle, just knowing that her head and elbow were both throbbing. Trusting his judgment, she sat
up, took two of the pills, then lay back down. 

Mark leaned back in his seat to study her. She closed her eyes, an effort to avoid his gaze.  Catie
felt completely off kilter when he looked at her like that.  He took the time to really observe her
while her eyes were shut. Starting at the top of her head, his eyes traveled the length of her body,
lingering on the "good spots." Mark then closed his eyes, once again wondering how the
friendship feeling had been replaced by pure lust.   

He opened his eyes to find Catie observing him, her eyes barely opened. "See something you
like?" she murmured, smiling slightly, then her eyes closed once more. He chuckled softly at her
question, shaking his head.  Score one for me...maybe he’s off kilter now, she thought.

The limo came to a stop fifteen minutes later. Mark helped her out of the limo. While in the
elevator, Mark dug the key to her room out of her bag. Soon enough, they were in her room.
Mark sat their bags down, and watched as Catie took her coat off, dropped it on the floor, kicked
her shoes across the room, then fell face first on the bed. 

Mark shook his head, hands on his hips. "You gotta get up and change, darlin'," he drawled,
watching as her head shook 'no'. She dragged herself using her hands and feet to the head of the
bed, sighing as her head hit the pillow, eyes closed the whole time.  The thought in her head was
that this particular bed, at this particular time, with this particular pillow...felt like heaven.  So
soft, so comfortable.  A sigh left her mouth as a contented smile curved her mouth.

Turning, Mark started opening drawers on the bureau in her room. "Guess it's up to me to put
your night clothes on you then," he murmured, not finding anything resembling a nightgown in
the drawers. 

Eyes opening with a snap, Catie sat up. Feeling a little woozy, her body moved to and fro for a
second. Mark turned, seeing her falter, and walked to the bed to assist her. He helped her stand
up. "I can do it," she muttered, walking with as much dignity as one could muster after almost
falling on one’s face could, to the bathroom. She quickly and efficiently handled her toiletries.
Washed her face, brushed her teeth, put on her nightgown and thick socks.



Mark gritted his teeth as he heard her in the bathroom, getting ready for bed. His eyes wandered
to the bed, then back to the bathroom door. Thoughts of her taking off her clothes in the next
room ran through his mind. His cock was getting hard just thinking about the fact that she was
nude and only a door separated them.  He groaned, running his hand over his face, then walked
around the room restlessly. 

Looking down at herself, Catie cursed silently. Her practicality would be the death of her. It was
September, and starting to get cool in some of the areas they traveled in. They were in New York
right now. Her long sleeved flannel night gown, and thick woolly socks, were anything but sexy.
"Damn," she moaned, looking at her bare face with no makeup. She had Mark in her room,
waiting...and she had no makeup and a flannel nightgown. Could it get any better, she thought 
to herself sarcastically. 

Mark turned quickly as she entered the room. While he would prefer to see her in a get up from
Victoria's Secret, he quickly decided that there was a lot to be said for flannel, too. The
nightgown covered most of her body, but came down only to mid thigh. It molded to her body,
much better than those huge shirts she insisted on working in. 

Her hair was down, and Mark could only think of how he wanted to run his fingers thru it again.
She hardly wore it down and it was truly a pleasure to see it down. Long waves covered her head,
falling down to the middle of her back.  She had no make up on but it didn’t lessen her beauty. 
Beautiful blue eyes, wonderful cheeks, cute nose and gorgeous lips.  That would look sexy
wrapped around his cock.

I'm in big trouble, he thought to himself.

Catie avoided looking at him, knowing that he was probably used to much sexier women than
herself. She quickly reached over, and pulled the covers back from the bed.

Mark took the time to observe how far up the back of her nightgown went, a low hiss coming
from between his lips as he observed the small, lacy white panties she wore. He turned away
from her again as she climbed into bed. He had to get out of this room.

Grabbing her room key, he turned to face her once he gained control of himself and his body, and
once he was sure she was covered up. "I'm going to my room. I have your room key so I can
come in and check on you. I'll call Rich and let him and everyone else know you have to be off
for a couple of days."

Trusting him, Catie murmured, "Okay, thank you," before drifting off to sleep again.

Sighing heavily, Mark left her room to make his phone calls.

Mark slammed the door to his room, tossing his bag to the floor. "Damn," he groaned, rubbing
his eyes. Catie had no idea what a temptation she was, and he was soon going to lose control of
this whole situation.



He felt like there was a repeating pattern to his thought process.  When had his feelings changed
for her? She had always been like a little sister. Over the past few months, his interest in her had
changed from friend to one of more than friend.  Judging by the way she returned his kisses, the
feeling was mutual.  What the hell had happened?  And what the hell was he supposed to do
about it? Catie was not the type to go for a casual affair. She wouldn't be content to be just his
lover. Mark wasn't sure he wanted to commit himself again...at least, not right now. 

Another thing to consider was their friendship. While it could be the basis for the start of a
long-term, committed, loving relationship, it could be disaster for a good friendship if things
didn't work out.

Mark sighed, sitting down heavily in the arm chair in his room. He had to decide. He either
needed to leave her be, and her heart as well as his would remain intact. Or he could continue
pursuit of her, and see where it lead; yet he knew he could not make her any promises. Not now. 
He still felt raw from his divorce, now a little more than a year old.

What a fucking mess. 

Pushing these thoughts out of his mind, Mark picked up the phone and started making calls. He
arranged for her to be off work for three days. He arranged for the next two days off for himself.
The hotel was preparing a suite for the two of them, so he could keep an eye on her to make sure
she was okay. Mark knew she may prefer to go home, but knew she had no close family living in
her hometown of Nashville. She had one living relative, an aunt, who had retired to Florida. He 
could probably arrange for her aunt to watch her for two days, but what was the use in flying all
the way to Florida, then to California in three days when she had to return to work?

He would not let himself stop and consider his own motives in the arrangements. 

Chapter 6 

Catie woke with a start, feeling disoriented at her surroundings.  She started to rise from the bed,
but a huge male arm around her waist prevented her from doing so. Hardly breathing, she looked
at the form lying beside her.  She breathed a sigh of relief when she realized it was Mark. He still
had on his shirt and jeans, shoes off. He was laying outside the covers she was lying underneath,
his arm around her. She moved his arm so she could get up, and he came awake instantly.

Sitting up, he asked, "What's wrong?"

"Nothing," she told him, her throat husky from sleep. "I was going to get a drink and take some
aspirin." Now that she was fully awake, her elbow was again throbbing painfully. Her head
seemed somewhat better, but a dull ache still persisted.

"Stay here. I'll go get something for you," with that said, he rose almost gracefully from the bed.



Catie fluffed her pillows so she could sit up. What the hell was he doing in here? She vaguely
recalled him leaving and telling her he was keeping her key. But why had he stayed? All he had
to do was come in and check on her, and she felt that was unnecessary. She was a grown women,
fully capable of taking care of herself. 

Looking at the bedside, she saw that it was 4 a.m. They had left the arena earlier than usual, so
she guessed she had been out for about 7 hours anyway.

Mark walked back into the room, two aspirin and a glass of water in hand. Sitting beside her on
the bed, he handed her first one then the other. Catie took the aspirin silently, questions spinning
in her head.

Sitting the water on the night stand next to the bed, she asked him, "What are you doing here?"

A small smile crossed his lips. "Taking care of you." 

Catie huffed at him. "I can take care of myself. " Mark let this comment pass. "I need to go," she
told him, feeling nature's call. He looked at her blankly. "Move," she commanded, pushing him
on his shoulder. He immediately rose. She got up quickly. Too quickly. She swayed as she stood.
Mark reached for her, his arms around her waist.

Smoothing her hair out of her face, he laughed softly. "Take care of yourself, huh?" He watched
her carefully walk to the bathroom.  "Holler if you need me," he told her as she closed the door
behind her, but not before looking at him and rolling her eyes.  She was capable of taking a piss.

She emerged from the bathroom a few minutes later, having taken care of business and brushing
her teeth. She hated that metallic, mediciny taste from the aspirin. Mark was sitting up in the bed,
his shirt halfway unbuttoned. Her breathing kind of hitched in her throat. Mark was here, in her
bed, looking all rumpled and sexy. His hair was down and flowing like a red flame all around his
head. He had turned on the tv and was flipping thru the channels.

She really almost did fall that time, but from swooning over him and not any injuries she had.

Reaching the bed, she reached for the covers to climb back underneath. She did so quickly,
damning herself for the nightgown again.

What was she thinking? As if he looked at her as any type of female at all. Look at him, she
thought grumpily, studying him. Sitting in her bed, shirt almost off, her in a nightgown, and he
looked as affected as a man with his sister.  All she could do was think about his cock and how it
would feel in her mouth.  Or pussy.  And here he was, keeping her from her thoughts and her
bullet.  

Oh my God...where did I put that damn bunny? She thought in a panic.

Not looking away from the news he was watching, Mark told her, "I've arranged for us to be



moved to a suite tomorrow. You have tomorrow, next day and day after that off. The suite is
reserved for you for those days. I know you probably want to go home," he shifted, turning 
toward her and putting an arm around her. Her breathing almost stopped as he lay on his side
next to her, laying his head on her shoulder. "But it probably is better if you just stay here, then
head to LA on Friday morning." 

It took a few seconds for his words to sink in. "A suite for us?"  In the back of her mind, she was
struggling to remember...did she put the bunny back in the suitcase?  Yes, yes she had. She was
pretty sure of that.

He looked up at her, never moving his head from her shoulder. His cheek and chin were rubbing
very seductively (to her, anyway) across the top of her breast. Smiling, he answered. "Yeah, who
else is brave enough to put up with your sick ass for the next two days? You're pretty belligerent
when you feel fine," he chuckled, reaching up and ruffling her hair.

As if she were his little sister, she thought, disgusted. She pulled away from him, tired of being
treated like his family rather than as, well, a female. "I've told you, I can take care of myself. I
have some business I really need to take care of at the home office, anyway." She would just
leave New York on Friday morning, and head to Stamford to talk to Rich, and if necessary the
big guy himself. 

Mark frowned as she moved away from him. Sitting up next to her, he shook his head. "No way.
You are to stay in this room and rest for the next two days. You heard what the medic said,
Caitlin."

Catie shivered at the sound of her full name on his lips. "I'll go on Friday." 

Studying her, sensing her resolve, Mark shrugged. "If you're well enough, okay. As for taking
care of yourself...just humor me. I want to know that you're fine." He put his arm around her
again, pulling her to him as she resisted. "Why are you fighting me?" he chuckled as she
struggled. "You know you can't win." 

"Hmm..." Catie said, squirming even more, trying to get away from him. Careful to avoid her
elbow, Mark laughed out loud, pulling her from underneath the covers and onto his lap. "Stop it,"
she muttered, wiggling in his lap. Mark became very still as he became aware of the position they
were sitting in. Her nightgown had risen in their struggle, and those lacy white panties were in
plain sight. 

Catie stopped struggled as she realized Mark wasn't fighting her anymore. She also was very
aware of his condition, as she was sitting on top of it. It took all the self control she had not to
straddle him and rub her pussy on his now hard cock.  She stared up at him, shocked at his
condition, at her thoughts. "This is not a good idea," she muttered.  She had been wanting him to
look at her as a female...guess it took a nightgown, albeit a flannel one, to do it.

Mark was studying her back, where her nightgown had risen.  He studied the tattoo on her back,



raising the nightgown slightly so he could see the three autumnal leaves on her back.  They were
orange and brown in color, their look being that they were blowing in the breeze.  With his
forefinger, he traced one lightly.  Feeling her shiver, he asked “Is there a story here?”

Struggling to catch her breath, Catie answered.  “It my version of a family tree.  They represent
my parents and me.”  Good lord but his finger was burning her skin wherever it touched...the
shock was worst than the sting of getting the tattoo in the first place.  Moving quickly, she shifted
off of his lap, away from his touch before she decided to rip his clothes off and attack him.

Mark signed as she moved away. Rolling over on his side, he put his arm around her, his face
close to hers. "What are you scared of?" he murmured in her ear, kissing her cheek.

Catie shivered at his touch, at his nearness. She decided to be honest. "I'm scared of the way you
make me feel. You make me want things..." she hesitated, trying to find the right words to
express herself. 

"You make me want things, too," he whispered in her ear, kissing her there, causing her to shiver
again.  “Like those nice tits...and that sweet ass.”

"Don't do that," she whispered back fiercely, feeling herself getting wet. "I can't think when you
talk like that," she confessed.

"Then don't think at all, Caitlin," he commanded in a low voice, turning her over. He loomed
over her, his red hair a curtain surrounding her. "Just feel," the command was a whisper on her
lips as he kissed her.

Oh, what the hell? she thought. Just one more kiss to tide her over until she had alone time with
the bunny...

Lowering his upper body to hers, Mark touched her lips with his tongue, enough that she opened
her mouth. "Very good," he said, before taking full possession. Catie sighed, the sound echoing
in his mind, turning him on.

Catie was feeling pretty turned on herself, the feel of his chest to hers, his hand in her hair. Her
tongue met his, and she felt her heart lurch in her chest, making her lightheaded. She moaned,
and pulled away from him. "Mark...really...this is not a good idea."  The words left her mouth,
but her body, in particular her now wet pussy was screaming that it was a damn good idea.

"Why not?" Mark moaned, still holding her, wanting her. All the thoughts and arguments he
himself had had earlier in the evening seemed to have disappeared. He felt slightly ashamed of
himself...he didn't even know what step to take or not take next with her.

Catie licked her lips, the taste of him still there...it had been since the last kiss. “If we have sex, it
is going to be mind blowingly good.  I can feel that in my bones.  And I will want you to have
your way with me again and again...but in the process, I know I will start falling in love with



you.”  Ha, good cover.  He didn’t need to know that she was already in love with him.  “Then I
will want you all to myself and I don’t know if that is something you are ready for, or even
want.” 

Chapter 7 

Mark felt as though he had taken a shot from one of his fellow wrestlers. "What ever happened to
beating around the bush?" he asked aloud, not really expecting an answer to his spoken thought.
Getting up out of the bed, Mark started buttoning his shirt back so he could go back to his room.
He walked around the bed to face her.  Cursing himself, he shook his head, looking down at her,
hands on his hips. Her heartbeat quickened. Damn him, she thought crossly. It seemed every little
thing he did was sexy.

Mark smiled and said confidently, “You are right about one thing, darlin’ - but I don’t think mind
blowingly good is the best way to describe what would happen once I have a taste of that sweet
pussy of yours.”

I think my ovaries just exploded, she thought to herself.  

Smile leaving his face, Mark continued.  “On the other hand, some of what you say is right.  I'm
sorry, Catie,” he told her quietly, looking at some object above her head. She sat up, knowing he
had something on his mind. He looked down at her, his green eyes filled with concern. "I’m not
sure what I want from this thing..." he gestured with his hand, to himself then to her, "between
us. It's not fair to you." He paused for a second. "My divorce was hard and you are right...I'm not
sure I am ready to commit to any kind of relationship right now." 

That being said, Catie knew her fate was sealed. She was getting off the road...even if that meant
she had to quit working for the WWF. She could not work with him on a daily basis knowing he
wasn't ready to commit. And she wouldn't be waiting on him to make that decision...she had her
own life to live.  

Mark ran his hand thru his hair, wishing he could wipe the look of hurt off Catie's face. He wasn't
saying this right...wasn't handling the situation right. "Damn," he cursed softly. Time for a fast 
escape. "I'm going back to my room. I'll come back at eight to wake you and get you moved to
the suite." He turned and left the room, the door clicking softly behind him.

“Arrgghh,” Catie groaned into her pillow after he left.  “Fuck,” she said explosively. 

*

Catie was up and dressed by the time Mark returned to her room at eight a.m. She had already
arranged for a luggage rack and had all her clothes, her suitcase and garment bag ready to go. Her
elbow hurt less now, but her head hurt more. She had cried after he left for around an hour, and
was suffering from bawl bag hangover.  I’m such a fucking puss, she scolded herself.  She



absolutely hated to cry.

Her mind now mulled over her plans...plans for a new life. She had to be prepared in case the
WWF didn't have any other job for her. She figured she could probably open her own studio in
Nashville...home. There were plenty of recording studios there, she might could get work from
one of them. She knew Rich at the WWF would give her a good reference. 

Catie had taken pains with her appearance that morning. She decided that going back to "being a
girl" would be nice. Being on the road didn't allow her much of a choice wardrobe wise. It wasn't
that she didn't have nice, sexy, feminine clothes--she did. There was hardly a chance to wear
them. She kept on hand on the road two nice outfits at all times. A pants suit suitable for business
or play, and the always handy little black dress.  While she didn't have either on this morning, she
did have on her jeans and a nice sweater which hugged her curves, rather than the big, bulky
shirts she wore to the shows. She left her hair down in an effort to help her aching head.  

Catie started as she heard the knock on her door. Finishing her once over in the mirror, heartbeat
pounding...no matter what he had said last night, Mark would always make her heart beat faster. 

Mark stood in front of her, newly showered from the scent she detected, and looking like
something out of a biker bar. Blue jeans, black t-shirt, leather jacket, bandana covering top of his
head. This time he had his sunglasses on, damn him. She couldn't look at those gorgeous green
eyes.

Mark studied Catie, glad he had worn the glasses so she couldn't detect his thorough perusal.
While she wasn't dressed up, the outfit she wore showed off every curve of her body. He found
his heartbeat quickening. Neither realized they were having the same effect on the other.

"Are you ready?" he asked, his voice clipped, as though angry. Mark wasn't angry, just merely at
a loss at her appearance. 

Smiling timidly, sensing he was in a bad mood, Catie answered softly. "Yes, I'm ready." 
Reaching behind her, she pulled at the luggage rack, and grimaced. Her shoulder was also aching,
as though she’d had a rough day of exercise the day before.

Seeing her expression, Mark pushed her away. "I've got it." Again, his voice was short. 

"Okay," Catie murmured, surrendering. She was quite frankly wondering what the hell his
problem was. What did he have to be angry about? Oh, yea, she thought scornfully. He lost the
piece of ass he thought he was going to get from her last night.

An expression of her feelings must have shown on her face. Mark took off his glasses quickly,
his face holding anger. "What's wrong with you?" he asked, rather rudely she thought.

Eyebrows raising, Catie felt her hackles rise. She decided to play it cool. "Nothing is wrong with
me. I'm a little tired is all." With that, she swept past him into the hall. Turning, she asked, "Are



you coming?" before taking off toward the elevator.

Shutting his eyes, Mark thought, Lord help me from a woman with a temper. He shouldn't have
snapped at her. It wasn't her fault that he hadn't been able to go back to sleep after he left her
room. It was his own.  Thoughts of stripping her naked, holding her hands above her head and
pounding his cock into her had thoroughly filled his mind.

He was calling himself ten kinds of a fool. He had paced in his own room, not sure what the
future held for him and Catie.  If there was an “and” there.  Mark had told her the truth...he
wasn't sure if he was ready for a commitment. He knew he didn’t want to ruin the friendship. But
that deed may already be done.

Mark followed her to the elevator. They entered one at a time, Catie careful to keep as far away
from him as possible in the tiny space. Luckily, it was easy as they were the only two in it. An
uneasily silence engulfed them. They had always been able to talk, had shared a camaraderie that
she thought was special. It seemed a few kisses had changed all that.

Mark watched her carefully, not sure what she was thinking. He didn't like the silence between
them. They had always been able to talk. He didn't like that they weren't talking now.

Catie followed him out of the elevator to the suite. She was feeling a little claustrophobic. How
was she going to survive two days in his company? She felt her heart flutter, and her breath
almost seemed to stop. 

Mark let Catie enter the suite first, following with her luggage rack. He pushed it to the room that
she would be sleeping in. A bathroom separated their two rooms. "I thought you would like this 
room best," he told her as he pushed the luggage inside. He came back out, and stood in front of
her. "I'll be in that room," he pointed to the door. "A bathroom separates us." He looked down at
her. She looked tired. Her face was pale beneath the makeup. "Do you want to lie down?" he
asked gently, starting to put an arm around her.

Catie pulled away from him, not wanting (yet she did!) his arm around her. This was difficult
enough...if only they had never kissed. Things would at the very least not be so strained between
them. 

Mark backed away from her, putting his hands on his hips, as Catie rebuked his touch. He looked
at her, his expression one of resignation. She hated this. Now it was time for her to beat a fast 
retreat.

"Ummm..yeah, I think so. I've been up for a couple of hours now..." her voice drifted away. She
looked up at him, this giant of a man that she loved with all her heart, and smiled. She wanted
him to smile for her. He studied her, his expression never changing. Smile faltering, Catie looked
away. "Wake me in an hour, okay? I don't want to get lazy," she said, wryly.

That coaxed a small...very small...smile from him. "Okay. I don't see you getting lazy. I have a



hard time keeping up with you as it is."

Oh, I don't know....she thought of how he "kept up" with her just the day before. Just the day
before. Twenty four hours had passed and everything had changed between the two of them.

Catie walked to her room, then turned to look at Mark longingly. He looked back at her, wanting
to go to her, but didn't. Sighing, Catie closed the door behind her.

*

Mark left while she slept, and managed to find a couple of Dean Koontz novels she hadn't read
yet. He knew she was an avid fan. She squealed with delight when he brought them to her, and
quickly settled on the couch to start reading one. 

Mark kept a close eye on her, whether she realized it or not, he didn't know. She seemed to be
fine other than being sore and some aches and pains. He gave her aspirin when the time came.
Catie would look up from her book, her face one of total concentration on the story she was
reading, and give him the most beautiful smile each time. His heart almost stopped...she took his
breath away.

He watched the television for the most part. She told him to go find something to do, which he
refused. Mark did find time to go to his own room and call his ex-wife and speak with his son,
and arrange a visit with him.

He returned to the living area, and sat next to Catie on the couch without thinking twice about it.
She was still reading her book, and leaned next to him. Surprised, he put his arm around her.
Catie smiled at him, and returned to reading.

Soon, her eyes started to droop. The book was really good, but she couldn't hold her eyes open
anymore. I am getting so lazy, she thought. Marking her page, she tossed the book on the coffee
table in front of them. Without giving it a second thought, she shifted her body so that her head
was on Mark's chest. Startled, he moved as she shifted to accommodate her. Burrowing her head
into his chest, she curled her feet underneath her, and fell asleep.

Mark was amazed. She went from backing away from his touch to curling up in his lap. Stroking
her hair, he held her as she slept. 

Chapter 8 

Catie woke about an hour and a half later. Her body had shifted in her sleep. She had her head in
Mark's lap now, her legs stretched out on the couch. Her face, however, was right in his stomach.
Her sweater had ridden up. She looked up, and saw Mark looking over her, in the general
direction of her ass. Sensing that she was awake, he looked into her face.



"Just admiring your tattoo some more," he commented, his voice vibrating. She could feel it on
her cheek.

Catie blushed.  She sat up quickly, aware of their positions, moving away from him to the other
side of the couch.  

Mark studied her, his eyes a very dark green. "Do you have more?"

Catie couldn't look away from him, his eyes were seducing her...damn him, he's doing it again.
Catie licked her lips. Mark observed the movement, his eyes darkening even more. "What?" she
asked huskily, not following him.

Sliding across the couch, he put his body as close to hers as he could without touching her.
"Tattoos," he told her, his eyes traveling the length of her body as though searching.

"Yes, I have more," she told him. One of which he would never hear about from her. There was
no way she would let him know about that one.

"Where?  Other than on your arm and above the crack of that fine ass?" he asked, moving close
enough to touch her now. His eyes dropped to her breasts.

His comments that indicated he liked her ass flustered her.  She always thought her ass was,
well...huge.  Guess he liked that, she thought with pleasure.  Putting her hand under his chin, she
forced his face up from that area to her face. Smiling, she answered. "Do you really think I would
put one there?  Ummm ... ouch?"

Mark's eyes widened, and again they flashed with desire...for her.  It made Catie feel a bit
powerful. Which could mean trouble.  She needed to get away from it...him...now. 

“So tell me where,” he commanded, his body still close to hers, only their legs touching.

Catie felt as if her body were screaming, fuck me! Fuck me now, hard! How unfair. This game
they were playing now was dangerous. Yet she couldn't seem to stop, and she flipped off a
comment without really putting thought into whether it should come out of her mouth. 
“Wouldn't it be more fun if you found them on your own?” she murmured, a smirk on her face as
she gazed back at him.

Mark stood up, quickly. "Damnit, Caitlin, what are you doing." It wasn't so much a question as
an explosion. He walked across the room and turned to face her. He had to put some space
between them.

“Hey, you started it, not me,” she flashed back at him, standing up.

Shaking his head, Mark told her, “Oh, no, darlin', you started this one. You sit next to me on the
couch and cuddle up to me like that...no, I wouldn't say I started it.” His eyes were a brilliant 



green now, this time with anger. 

Catie felt a bit chastised. He was right. She hadn't really thought about it when she had slid next
to him on the couch...she had wanted to be near him. She couldn't help it.  Probably because she
knew of her intentions to leave her job, and in essence, leaving him.

Mark watched the mixed emotions on her face, her eyes turning almost gray with emotion. Those
eyes. Never had he seen someone with eyes that could be such a dark blue one minute...and gray
the next. It was kind of unnerving, but in a pleasant way.

Feebly, she offered, “I’m sorry.  You’re right.”  Avoiding his gaze, she got up from the couch,
grabbing the book she had been reading.  “I think I’ll just go in my room and read for a bit.”  She
was really feeling a big ashamed of herself.  He had told her he wasn’t ready for serious; she had
told him she was.  End of story.  

*

The two of them carefully avoided each other the next day, as much as two people sharing
quarters could. She finished her book. He made phone calls and kept in touch with his
co-workers and the storylines. Catie heard him also talk to a woman...she heard the name Carol.
Her heart fell. She knew that Carol was someone he had recently been seeing. It hadn't appeared
to be a serious thing...but she guessed she was wrong.

Mark continued to doctor her, and she let him. She wanted to enjoy the attention she was
receiving from him before it all ended.

They went to dinner together that evening, at a local place by the hotel that he knew. They were
put in a secluded spot so he wouldn't be recognized.

They talked and laughed with each other, much in the same way they always had. Catie caught up
on his son and his activities. They discussed her aunt, the only family she had. Music was also a
big topic, Catie being an avid music fan. They left the restaurant and went to the hotel, rented a
relatively new movie from the pay per view selections, and enjoyed it in companionable silence. 

Mark was relieved that they seemed to be back to normal. They talked as they had before, and
joked with each other in the same manner.  He tried not to think of what her bare tits looked like. 
Or tasted like.  Or how sexy the tattoo above that sweet, sweet ass was... 

After the movie, each of them went to their respective bedrooms. Catie felt melancholy and sad.
Tomorrow was the day she would go to the home office. Her relationship with Mark would no
longer be on a daily basis, regardless of what happened.

After she closed the door to the room she was sleeping in, Mark leaned against it. He wasn’t sure
but there was a feeling of finality in the air.  Did the feeling come from the fact that they were in
agreement about not pursuing a relationship beyond friendship...or something else?  Because



something felt...off.


