"Mikey, get out the way" Whitney said, fussing at the pug that was running at her feet as she pratically ran towards the front door, she was going to be there to greet him when he walked in.  Besides the fact that she hadn't seen him in three weeks he'd had a bad night, he'd just sat through a three hour award show for nothing, they hadn't performed, they hadn't won due to all the older,  more 'well known' artists they were up against.  It was true, the true talent always went unrecgonized.  She opened the door just as he reached for the doorknob to let himself in, slowly walking in dressed in his black Armani suit with baby blue button down shirt and black tie, he hung his head down.  Whit didn't know how many times she was going to have to tell him to hold his head high, just because he didn't win he wasn't a failure, he was number one to her, no matter what.  She felt sorry for him, "Hey" she said, partially hugging him.  





"Hey" he mumbled, partially returning the hug before walking on past her and falling down on the couch.  That was another place he was having trouble, his relationship, she did everything for him, she was everything he could ever want, possibly more, but the fire in their flame just didn't burn as bright as it used to.





Whitney sighed, letting the moment pass then making her way into the kitchen, she came back out with a slice of pizza and a glass of Coke, "Here, eat" she said, sitting it in front of him.  He didn't speak at all, or even glance at her, he just picked up the food and ate it quietly, slowly.  It was habit for him to take a long shower after all award ceremonys, Whit didn't understand why, but if thats what he wanted, thats what he got.  "C'mon, take a shower, you'll feel better" she said, making her way upstairs and into the room that they shared, she found her way into the bathroom and cut the shower on.  She didn't mind doing everything for him, she'd do anything for him, anything to make him partially happy.  She exhaled deeply, turning around to find him a towel, she was stopped from moving by his body.  Lifting her hands she started to unbutton the jacket of his suit, taking it off the laid it across the counter, then started on the shirt.  He just stood there, not moving at all, his head still hung down, "Nick, start getting undressed so you can take a shower" she instructed.





"I'm not taking a shower" he said, walking forward, causing Whit to walk backwards, finally backing into the wall they stopped, Whit still unbuttoning Nick's shirt, she was at the last button and the wife beater he wore beneath it was visible.  Nick's hands touched hers, he moved her hands around his neck and wrapped his around her waist, then finally lifted his head.  





Whit examined his eyes, they were full of emotion, he was upset, not about the awards, it was deeper than that, "Nick, wha-" she began, she was silenced by Nick's lips against hers. He tightened his grip on her hips and deepened the kiss.  "I've missed you" she whispered as they temporarly broke apart and she reached into the shower to cut it off.





"I missed you too" he whispered back.  She didn't reply before their lips met once again, her hands traveled beneath his wife beater, gliding across his toned chest.  His lips traveled down her neck, she pushed against him, eventually pushing him out of the bathroom and into the main room.  The back of her lower legs touched the edge of the bed, causing her to lose balance and fall back, Nick soon followed, breaking his fall with his hands.  


