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"Nice black eye, Nicky," Catherine said as she started to reach out and touch the side of his face. She wasn’t really going to touch his cheek directly, because she knew it was sore but she just needed to reach out and touch him. Something in her didn’t really believe Nick had an innocent shiny black eye.

 

Catching a hold of her hand, Nick spoke. "Do ya mind, Catherine? It's real okay?"

 

Of course it was real. She had been there when the suspect had reached out and decked Nick. He hadn't been prepared. Neither had she for that matter. 

 

"Yours is worse than mine," Nick just had to brag.

 

Oh ya, she had one too. "But I can hide mine with make-up," Catherine pointed out.

 

Sticking his tongue out, Nick spoke. "Oh, goody for you. It's more manly to sport a black eye any way."

 

Sticking a fist up, Catherine warned. "If you don't stop it, you'll have two."

 

Nick snickered just as Brass joined them. "Brass."

 

"Nick, Catherine," Brass greeted as he looked the two CSI's over. "You know I do have to inform Grissom about this."

 

"Oh come on Brass," Catherine started. "Nicky here will wash your car for a week."

 

Whipping his head around, Nick stared at Catherine. "I will not!"

 

"Do it, or Brass tells Grissom."

 

"I tell Grissom, whether or not Nick washes my car," Brass interrupted.

 

"We're doomed," Nick said as he remained looking at Catherine. 

 

"Very doomed," Catherine agreed.

 

******

 

"WHAT?!"

 

"Calm down Grissom," Brass tried. He had just explained that two of his level three CSI's were now both sporting two very lovely black eyes.

 

"Catherine and Nick?"

 

"Yes."

 

"Attacked by a suspect."

 

"Yes." Was all Brass had managed to say.

 

"They didn't defend themselves?"

 

"Kind of slow," Brass admitted.

 

"Great, just great," Grissom commented as he literally put his head on his desk. This was not his week. First Warrick got attacked and now Nick and Catherine. What else could go wrong?

 

*****

 Grissom was about to find out just exactly could go wrong when a few hours later as the end of shift dawned near the new Sheriff walked into his office.

“Oh shit,” Grissom mumbled as he looked up to see who had entered his office.

“Well, good morning to you as well,” Sheriff Atwater replied.

“Uh, sorry, it’s been a long night” Grissom replied, sheepishly.

“So I hear. I have also heard and just a few minutes prior to coming to see you, I saw just how long the night has been.”

“Oh.” Was all Grissom managed to get out before the Sheriff continued.

“With what I have seen here, I have some concerns with your team’s ability to be able to protect themselves. Now before you say anything, I have seen all of your evals, you are all outstanding CSI’s, which is why we are the number two lab in the country. However, it seems that the last Sheriff was a little slack in his concern for the well being of your staff. That is why I am ordering all of you to be enrolled in a self-defense class and seminar that starts this weekend. I will send you a memo by Thursday, so that you will be able to prepare your team for their weekend adventure.”

And with that the Sheriff nodded at Grissom and was gone.

******

“You have got to be kidding,” Nick cried out.

“Ah man, no way,” Warrick groaned.

“And what do you think that you’re laughing Catherine?” Grissom asked.

“You guys have fun, I‘ll see you all on Monday night,” Catherine replied.

“This is not an option Catherine, we all have to go and pass or none of us will be working Monday night. That is a direct order from the Sheriff,” Grissom explained

“Well, I can’t,” she replied.

“What makes you so special, Cath?” Warrick asked.

“Ahem, that would be Lindsay,” Catherine stated.

“Catherine, Lindsay will have a paid nanny to take care her, courtesy of the LVPD and our new Sheriff,” Grissom informed her.

“Oh!” Was all Catherine managed to get out as the rest of the team burst into laughter.

“Almost Catherine,” Sara squeaked out.

Once everyone had finally calmed down enough Grissom handed out all the information that needed to be handed out and said that he would see everyone in the morning for the pickup to their adventure weekend.

*****

Later that night as Grissom sat at home trying to pack for his weekend, all he could do was grumble about his unfortunate luck and that things could not possible get any worse, or could they.

******

The sun was bright and warm as the team waited around the front of the crime lab for their ride; to be honest the mood in comparison to the day was completely opposite. No one was in the mood to be doing this and it all showed in their disgruntled demeanor.

“Come on guys, its not so bad. We are getting paid and we have almost a weekend to ourselves, it could be fun,” Grissom said, not really sure that he believed what he had said himself.

The van arrived and they all got in. Warrick and Nick claimed the backseat, while Sara got the left middle seat and Catherine the right middle seat, which left Grissom with the passenger seat. 

******

Chapter 2: Kicking the Family Jewels

Their moods had still not improved as the van pulled up to the building and everyone exited out very slowly, slower than a herd of turtles. Watching his group, Grissom knew that it was going to be very long weekend. 

“Okay, let’s go check in,” Grissom announced to his group.

Picking up their bags, they formed a single line behind Grissom and walked into the building.

Grissom just rolled his eyes as he saw what they did. There was no time to be critical, the faster he’d get away from them, the better he’d be.

“Excuse, I’m looking for Paul Hodges,” Grissom asked a young lady.

“You must be from the CSI lab in Las Vegas, correct?” the young lady replied.

“Yes,” Grissom answered.

“Let me show you up to your rooms,” she told Grissom. “Follow me.”

“You heard her,” Grissom announced to the group as they all followed her.

******

For about five minutes, Grissom had his freedom. He was alone in his room; he was by himself away from them. But five minutes was all that he was going to get.

“Welcome all,” a man greeted them as they walked into a studio. “My name is Paul. I’ll be your instructor for the weekend. Please, this may sound strange, but please introduce yourselves.”

Everyone looked to Grissom. 

Rolling his eyes again, Grissom started. “Gil Grissom.”

“Gil,” Paul greeted. 

“Sara Sidle,” Sara piped up.

“Sara,” Paul replied.

“Catherine.”

“Warrick.”

“Nick.”

Smiling, Paul greeted them all. “Catherine, Warrick, Nick, glad you decided to come here to learn self defense.” But then it dawned on him, “Looks like you do need it.”

“Catherine more than me,” Nick stated, as Catherine needed to be held back by Warrick.

“Let me go, he’s gonna pay,” Catherine told Warrick as she tried to lunge at Nick.

“Okay, people,” Paul interrupted. “Now, what were going to go is start class by doing some skipping and stretching.”

That stopped Catherine. Turning to Paul, she spoke. “Skipping? As in rope?”

“As in yes,” Paul said as he walked over to a storage room. “Follow me.”

“Grissom,” Warrick said as he fell in sink with him. “I don’t do skipping ropes.”

“Please don’t complain to me. I had nothing to do with this, this is all the Sheriff’s doing,” Grissom explained as he took the skipping rope and mat, Paul handed to him.

Warrick knew there was no getting out of this. Or was there?

******

Out of the five of them, Grissom seemed to notice that Sara was the only one not puffing so much. It seemed to him as if she was cut out for this pain staking stuff.

“Break,” Paul called out.

Before the lesson had started, each of them was given a water bottle.

Grissom nearly drank the whole thing. Nick had drunk half of it, while Warrick and Catherine each took a few gulps. Sara only took a sip.

“All right,” Paul announced. “Now we move on to some techniques.”

Moving closer to Sara, Grissom whispered to her. “Care to tell me something?”

“No,” Sara replied as she watched Paul.

He’d get it out of her. Sooner or later, even if he had to beat it out of her, he would know.

“Now, I want you to all line up like I am. In this stance,” Paul instructed. “Good. For now, we’ll learn how to box.”

“Easy stuff,” Nick mumbled.

“It may be,” Paul told him as he straightened Nick out a bit. “Bend your left knee. Good.”

Catherine sniffled a giggle.

“Now remember to keep your hands up around your head at times, because if you don’t, well you’ll end up looking like Catherine and Nick,” Paul pointed out as he showed them what he meant. “Now we’ll start with the jab.”

They all caught on really quickly and were now moving on to the cross. Next came the hook. The hook took some work, but they were doing well. 

“How is everyone feeling?” Paul asked the group.

“Good, I like this,” Sara answered as everyone eyed her.

“Good to hear, Sara,” Paul replied. “Any one else?”

“We gonna learn anything else?” Nick piped up.

“As a matter of fact, yes. Before the class ends, I want to show you a few kicks. This way you can practice today,” Paul replied as he got back into his stance in front of them. “Now, this is a front kick,” he begun as he lifted his left leg up and kicked it straight out. “We’ll do a few then we’ll get some pads on and pair up.”


He had showed them both. Right and left front kicks and now they were paired up. Well sort of, Catherine ended up being paired with Paul, since they were an odd number.

Grissom was holding while Sara was kicking. The first few tries, she barely got her leg up but on one try, she missed the pads and nearly hit him somewhere else.

“Sara!” Grissom snapped.

“Sorry Grissom, won’t happen again,” Sara apologized as she got back into her stance. 

Grissom gave her a dirty look as he put the pads back into place.

She did it again.

“Sara!” Grissom said threw a clenched jaw. She had hit him this time. The first time, she had stopped before she had connected.

Rubbing her face to hide the amusement, Sara spoke. “I’m sorry Grissom. Stay still and I probably won’t hit you.”

Taking some deep breaths, Grissom stacked the pads again. “This is your last chance.”

She didn’t do it again.

Meanwhile on the other side of the room, Catherine was picturing the pads as being Nick’s stomach. She blamed him for getting them into this mess. ‘If he had only defended himself,’ she thought as she kicked the pad.

“You’re doing good, Catherine,” Paul replied as he stopped. “Switch everyone.”

Grissom never got revenge on Sara for her kicking him but he knew from the way she looked at him, that she thought he was going to do something to her. He just loved it.

When Paul had announced it was time to switch, Catherine donned the pads; Warrick took his off and became her partner. Nick went to work with Paul. 

After a few more rounds, Paul finally put an end to their torture. “Good class, group. I’ll see you all back this afternoon, “he announced.

Grissom’s jaw nearly hit the floor. “This afternoon?”

“Yes. Problem with that?” Paul asked.

“Oh of course not,” Catherine answered as she refused to look over at Grissom. “We’ll see you then.”

“Good, class dismissed,” Paul replied as they all bowed to him.

Everyone filed out of the room and went their separates ways. No one was in the mood to talk.

******

Sara made a beeline for her room before Grissom had a chance to grab her, she must be really scared of what he was going to do to her. On that note, what exactly did he think that he was going to do to her? 

It was a mistake after all, or was it. Had she purposely kicked him, was she using this class to exact out the pain on him physically that he had caused her emotionally, had Catherine been right, had he let it go to far.

Would his demise come at the hands of Sara during a self-defense class? He really needed to talk to her; he just couldn’t be too late. 

Finding out was just going to have to wait as his tired old bones began to protest, any further activity, other then anything short of a hot shower and bed.

As soon as Paul had dismissed the class, Sara made not only a beeline straight for the door, but for her room, she didn’t even look back.

She was so angry, angry with herself and angry with Grissom. Even the slight satisfaction that she had felt when she had kicked him, was now filling her with dread of the repercussions that this could bring.

She wasn’t even sure why she had done it. No that was a lie, she knew exactly why she had done it, she had wanted to hurt him the way that he had hurt her and physically pain was better then none at all.

He had hurt her and this had given her the perfect opportunity to hurt him back. When she had first kicked and almost hit him, it was merely an accident, but the look of fear in his eyes had triggered a feeling, the same look she swore she had on her face over the last few months when ever he spoke to her, fear of the impending infliction of hurt that he was about to give her, did he even know. 

It was just a game to him, so kicking at him had become a game to her, until she had actually made contact. For a brief moment she had felt vindication and then she felt wretched. This wasn’t the reason that she had taken that self-defense class all those years ago, it was to protect herself not hurt the ones she loved.

Even if he didn’t love her back.

******

Chapter 3 Hot Water Leads To Hot Nights

The rest of them had watched as Sara made a beeline for the door followed closely behind by Grissom.

“Well, this is going to be a really fun weekend,” Nick remarked.

“It will be when I get to be your partner,” Catherine replied with a smirk that would have even put the Cheshire cat to shame.

“Now kids,” Warrick warned.

“I am not as much of a kid as those two,” Catherine said. “Did either of you happen to see where that last kick landed?” she asked.

“It’s not like he doesn’t deserve it,” Nick stated, shocking both of them.

Now that the comment had their attention, both Warrick and Catherine looked at Nick for an explanation.

“Just because you like her,” Warrick said.

“No man you have it all wrong, Sara is like a little sister to me, besides even if I did have any feeling for her, she would never notice with that Grissom tunnel vision of hers. He doesn’t deserve her, he can be so blind sometimes,” Nick finished.

“He’s not blind,” Catherine murmured.

“What?” both Warrick and Nick said in unison.

“That wasn’t out loud, was it?” Catherine asked.

To her question she watched as both shook their heads up and down in unison.

“Well, I think we need to grab a cup of coffee, this could take a while.” Was all she said as Catherine began to walk towards the door.

Nick and Warrick had no choice but to follow if they wanted to know what she had meant by her statement, not to mention they could both use the caffeine, as they had a feeling that this day hadn’t even really begun as of yet.

*****

“He feels that he is too old and that being the supervisor that anything beyond a professional relationship would be less then ideal. Not that I don’t think that he doesn’t want to, I just think that he is so scared of so many things that he would lose the one thing that he knows how to keep…”

“Her friendship,” Warrick interrupted Catherine with.

“That is just plain as sine,” Nick blurted out. “If he would just pull his…”

Nick never got to finish what he was saying as all too familiar voice asked, “What’s as sine?” Grissom asked as he approached the three CSI’s sitting at the table.

“This whole thing,” Catherine quickly blurted out.

“I have to agree, but from a logistical stand point I can see why Sheriff Atwater has us doing this,” Grissom retorted, none the wiser to what the three CSI’s had been discussing previous his entrance.

******

Slowly making their way to the next round of torture, Catherine, Nick and Warrick joked with each other.

“Carry me, Nicky,” Catherine said to him.

“Walk,” Nick answered. “If I have to walk, so do you.”

But it was Warrick that came to her rescue. “Hop on Catherine, I’ll give you a piggy back ride.”

“My hero,” Catherine replied as she hopped onto his back.  From her high perch, Catherine was the first to notice something. “Has anyone seen Sara?”


Grissom who was bringing up the rear, answered. “Not since the first class.”

“Oh, okay,” Catherine, said as she held on to Warrick. “She better not skip class, or we’ll get Nicky to beat her up.”

“Ha, ha,” Nick answered as he opened a door to the studio that they’d be. “What the…?” he started but stopped when Warrick bumped into him.

“Nick…” Warrick was about to say but stopped as he dropped Catherine down. He said nothing else, as the sight before him had rendered him speechless. 

Making his way around Catherine, who poked her head up between Nick and Warrick, Grissom was shocked to see what the three of them were staring at. 

“Good Sara, very well done,” Paul told Sara as she kicked the pad he was holding. “See, you haven’t forgotten anything.”

“Actually she has,” Grissom started. “She forgot to tell us, she’s done this before.”

Stopping mid kick, Sara turned around. “Slipped my mind,” she answered as she walked away from Paul and over to her water bottle.

“Alright class, let’s get going,” Paul told them as he decided to break up the fight before it started. “Ropes and mats.”

*****

Grissom and Sara were partners once more. Catherine had Warrick and Nick was left with Paul.

Holding the pads for Sara, Grissom watched as she did a front roundhouse kick. “Very good. Not very many people catch on that fast.”

“Some people are fast learners,” Sara told him as she threw her kick. “Some people have it, some don’t.”

He wasn’t sure if that was meant towards him or what, but he chose to let it go. 

“I want everyone to drop the pads, and help your partner do a hundred kicks each leg. So hold onto your partner and get your partner to count the kicks for you,” Paul explained as everyone dropped the pads. 

Warrick held out his arms for Catherine to hold on to, while she did her first hundred kicks. So did Paul, for Nick. But as for Grissom and Sara, they just stood facing each other.

“You gonna help me?” Sara asked.

“Not until you tell me the truth,” Grissom answered.

“What truth?” Sara questioned.

“You know how to do this stuff?”

“I asked Paul to show me some more moves,” Sara lied. Of course she knew how to kickbox; she had taken it so long ago.

“Problems?” Paul asked from the other side of the room.

“No, we’re fine,” Grissom, said as he planted his feet and held out his arms. “Let’s go.”

Wanting to roll her eyes, Sara grabbed on to Grissom’s arms and started her kicks.

“What am I on?” Catherine asked Warrick as she silently hoped it was somewhere near a hundred.

“67.”

“That’s it?” Catherine asked as she put her hand on her side, and kept kicking. “Are you sure?”

“68, 69, 70…” Warrick continued counting.

“I’m starting to hate this,” Catherine mumbled as she kept kicking.

“You can do it,” Nick told Catherine as he kept kicking. “Paul?”

“79, Nick. Keep going,” Paul answered. “Sara, Grissom, how are you two doing?”

“Good,” Grissom answered as he continued to count.

“What am I on?” Sara asked as she kicked out to her right.

“56,” Grissom answered.

“Okay,” Sara said as she picked up the pace.

“Okay, you can switch Catherine,” Warrick informed her.

“I’ve hit a 100?” Catherine asked as she stopped.

“Yup.”

“Oh ya,” Catherine replied. “Only a hundred more to go,” she added as she let the sarcasm drip.

Warrick chuckled as so did Nick and Paul.

But on the other side of the room, Grissom and Sara weren’t laughing. 

Stopping, Sara switched legs. Before she started, she got a good grip on Grissom’s arms. 

“You’re doing good,” Grissom told her. He’d give her that.

“Thanks,” Sara said as she started to kick with her left leg.

About five minutes later, everyone switched positions. This time it was Warrick and Grissom’s turn to kick.

“I’ll kick,” Paul told Nick as Nick thought he was going to get to sit down.

“Oh, okay,” Nick, said as he planted his feet and held out his arms for Paul.

“Thought you were going to get out of it, weren’t you?” Catherine asked as she watched Nick.

“No,” Nick replied. “Well, ya.”

Catherine chuckled.

“If we all do it, Nicky, you do it too,” Warrick said as he quickly realized that he was having trouble lifting his legs. “This hurts.”

“You’re doing good, Warrick,” Paul told him as he continued to kick. 

Warrick made a face at Catherine that was meant for Paul that made Catherine laugh.

Grissom was doing the best he could do. But it was starting to hurt, which of course was probably the whole purpose. 

“Switch legs, Grissom,” Sara told him as he looked up at her.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, unless you want to keep kicking,” Sara answered as she waited for him to make a decision. He was lousy in doing those.

Doing as she had told him, Grissom switched legs and Sara started counting again.

When they were all done, Paul decided that to end the class, he’d have them doing some more stretching.

Nick collapsed on his mat. “I can’t feel my legs.”

“Suck it up, Nick,” Catherine told him as she too collapsed on her mat.

Paul chuckled. It was his turn. “We’re almost done, and then we do it all over again tomorrow.”

Nick and Catherine both bolted straight up. “Tomorrow again?” They said at the same time.

“Yes, this is a weekend seminar,” Paul pointed out.

“Grissom,” Catherine said as she looked over at him.

“I said don’t ask me, this is all the Sheriff’s doing,” Grissom told her once again.

“Suck it up, Catherine,” Nick told her with a chuckle.

Shaking her head, Catherine laughed too. 

When the class was over Sara left first followed by Grissom. Nick, Warrick and Catherine hung back.

“You all did very well,” Paul told them as he walked over to them. “But I’m a little confused.”

“About what, Paul?” Warrick asked.

“Sara and Grissom,” Paul answered. “Are they married?”

Catherine spit her water out all over Nick.

“Hey!” Nick objected.

“Sorry,” Catherine said in between a few coughs. 

Paul took that as a no. “No, I take it.”

“No, they aren’t,” Warrick, answered as he rubbed Catherine’s back.

“Are they going out?”

“Nope,” Warrick replied.

“Well they act as if they are married,” Paul stated. “But I should be going, have another class to teach. Listen, there’s a hot tub outside around your rooms. You’ll have to share.”

“Oh, we can do that,” Nick said as they all nodded in agreement. “Thanks Paul.”

“No problem, see you tomorrow,” Paul said as he left the three of them in the studio.

Looking at Warrick and Nick, Catherine started for the door. “I have to be going.” And she hurriedly walked out of the studio.

Warrick and Nick both knew where she was going. “Hot tub.”

*****

Ten minutes later when Nick and Warrick finally found the hot tub, a signing (do you mean sleeping) Catherine occupied it.

“Well, well,” Warrick said as he took in the sight before him.

“Are you two getting in?” Catherine asked without even opening her eyes.

Nick looked at Warrick and then spied a look at Catherine as he jumped in and a second later with a yelp, he quickly jumped out again.

“Man, that is hot,” Nick, stated.

“That is why they call it a hot tub,” Sara’s voice chimed in from behind. Watching Nicky make a face at her, she came to stand beside the hot tub in a terry cloth bathrobe. “Mind if I join you guys?”

“Sure girl, as long as you are always on a case with me,” Warrick said.

“No way she is always with me,” Nick cried.

“Actually, I think from now on it should be the girls all the way,” Catherine said as she opened up her eyes and gave a wink to Sara.

At this Sara laughed and began to take off her robe, to reveal a slim toned body clad in a black low cut and might it be added a very revealing bikini that did not go unnoticed by the other three hot tub occupants, nor by the man that was walking out of the hotel towards the hot tub.

******

Still fuming about the whole situation and not to mention what was happening with Sara. Grissom headed to his room with purposeful strides, he was going to get to the bottom of this, but first he was going to head to the hot tub and soak.

His thoughts were still swirling around the hurt that he felt, all the while realizing that he had brought this on himself, but the same token, with not being truthful with Sara himself. When he walked out the hotel door towards the hot tub, he was drawn out of his thoughts by laughter and then the site of Sara taking off her robe to reveal what he had only ever seen in his fantasizes.

Grissom stopped dead in his tracks and took in the sight before him, she was even more beautiful then Botticelli’s Venus, and by the reaction that he was witnessing appearing on his co-workers faces, they were just in shock as he was.

An appreciative whistle from both Warrick and Nick surprised Sara as she slowly lowered herself into the hot water. 

“What?” was all she said.

“Little sisters aren’t supposed to have bodies like that,” Nick replied.

At this all of them started to laugh and both Sara and Nick felt that the heat of the water was enough reason to explain their now flushed checks.

“Hey Grissom,” Catherine shouted at which point everyone looked in the direction that Catherine was looking in to see their boss standing a few feet away, wearing a pair of shorts with towel flung over his shoulder.

Sara looked over at Grissom and gave him a smile before turning back, at which point her smile widened before disappearing altogether, which did not go unnoticed by Catherine.

As Grissom walked the rest of the way over to the hot tub, he spoke at the same time. “Any room left in there for me?”

Sliding over Nick left a gap between him and Sara for Grissom. “Sure is,” He said.

With that Grissom slowly lowered himself into the hot tub beside Sara and settled in.

For a few moments, everyone is quiet while they relax and soak up the warmth of the water into their sore muscles.

Looking around at everyone, it was Catherine who finally broke the silence with a suggestion. “How about we go out for some food and alcohol?” Their answers were a chorus of agreements and much to everyone’s surprise Grissom was even in for it.

And they all silently agreed to meet in the lobby at six to head out for dinner.

Sara and Catherine were the first to leave the hot tub to head back to their rooms and get ready, while the three guys remained in the hot tub.

When the girls were out of earshot Warrick spoke up. “Man we have got the best job and have you seen the women that we get to work with!”

“Yup, this is the life, and who knew that Sara was hiding such a killer bod,” Nick added.

“Mind you, that was not the only surprise,” Warrick started as he looked across at his boss. “So Grissom, when did you start working out?” 

Grissom mumbled a reply that soon had all three of them laughing.

******

Chapter 4 I’M A Barbie Girl

Meanwhile, Catherine and Sara were making their way back to their rooms, when Catherine stated what had been on Sara’s mind. “So who knew that Grissom was hiding such a great body.” At which point they both started to giggle.

“So what are you going to wear?” Catherine asked.

“Oh, probably some jeans and a shirt,” Sara replied.

“Nope, that won’t do” Catherine said as a thought popped into her mind. “Go get showered and meet me in my room.” 

“What, won’t do?” A confused Sara asked.

“Tonight, you are going to make him want you even more then he does now!” Catherine replied matter of factly.

“Make who want me, what are you talking about?” Sara questioned.

“Grissom.” Was all that Catherine said as she opened her door to her room and left Sara standing in the hallway mouth hanging open in disbelief.

“That is the same look Grissom had when he saw you take off your robe, I’ll see you in about twenty minutes.” And with that Catherine closed her door.

Sara headed off to her room in a state of shock and bewilderment; trying to figure out what was going on and what exactly did Catherine have up her sleeve.

******

Twenty minutes later, Sara found herself in Catherine’s room, playing Barbie. She was Barbie and Catherine was the one having all the fun.

Sinking down on the edge of Catherine’s bed, Sara watched as Catherine rummaged through her suitcase. At the same time, she was debating with herself on whether or not to ask what she was doing. A few seconds later, she lost the debate and spoke. “What are you doing?”

Not looking up, Catherine answered Sara. “Looking for something.”

“I can see that. But you do know I have my own clothes in my hotel room,” Sara told her friend.

“Yes I know that,” Catherine replied as she pulled something out. “Found ya.” She was talking to the item in her hands.

Sara arched an eyebrow. “Why did you bring those? Wanted to get the instructor to drool over you?”

Handing them to Sara, Catherine kept digging in her suitcase. A second later, she pulled out another item and handed it to her. “Nope, I want Grissom to drool over you.”

Sara’s mouth opened but nothing came out.

“Now go try these on,” Catherine said as she pulled Sara to her feet and pushed her towards the bathroom. “I’ll be right here.”

Looking at what she held in her hands, Sara shrugged her shoulders and decided it couldn’t hurt. “All right, I’ll try them on.”

Catherine just smiled.

*****

Five minutes went by, then ten and that’s when Catherine started to worry. Walking up to the bathroom door, Catherine knocked on it. “Did you fall in?”

Sara laughed. “These aren’t easy to get on.”

“So very true,” Catherine agreed.

“Coming out,” Sara announced as she opened the bathroom door.

Stepping back, Catherine looked Sara over.

Sara watched her. “Well?”

“Grissom won’t know what hit him,” Catherine replied with a big smile. “He’ll follow you around like a lost puppy.”

Sara couldn’t help but let a smile escape her lips. She liked what she was wearing. “Ah, I took the price tag off, by the way.”

Catherine blushed. “Oops, sorry.”

Sara laughed. “Did you buy these for some one special?”

Catherine just looked at her.

“That’s what I thought,” Sara said as she walked over to the mirror and looked herself over. “Eat your heart out, Grissom.”

*****

The guys were the first down to the lobby, and each had dressed in their own fashion or so they thought. As usual, Nick had on a pair of dress pants and a collared t-shirt that accentuated his broad shoulders, while Warrick had on a pair of black khakis and a clinging t-shirt that didn’t really leave anything to the imagination, while Grissom had on pair of jeans and a t-shirt. Which Grissom soon found out was to quite the amusement of his co-workers; as neither one of them could recollect ever having seen Grissom in a pair of jeans ever before. But they didn’t have enough time to ask Grissom about his sudden wardrobe change.

The ride down to the lobby was spent in dead silence. It was Catherine who broke the silence before they reached the lobby floor.

“You okay, there Sara?”

“Yes, why do you ask?” Sara replied.

“Oh because of the look on your face,” Catherine answered. She knew what the look meant but just had to ask.

“Oh, doing just fine,” Sara, said as the elevator doors opened.

“Good to hear,” Catherine said as she stepped off the elevator and into the lobby. “They boys are over there,” she said as she pointed to them standing off to the side.

“Let’s go see them,” Sara replied as she and Catherine made their way over.

It was at this point that Nick just happened to be tying his shoelace up when he spotted some nice legs, and being that he was single and was always on the look out, he nearly fell over, when he realized that those legs belonged too… “Sara,” he squeaked out as he stood up.

Nick’s squeaking drew Warrick’s attention. “What’s wrong Niii…ck?” he asked but suddenly it hit him. “Wow girl!” was all he managed to say before his jaw hit the floor.

Grissom, who hadn’t been paying attention to anything in particular, turned his attention towards all of or therefore now lack of noise emanating from his co-workers.

There before him were Sara and Catherine. Sara was wearing black leather pants and a cream coloured see threw top. Catherine was dressed in tight jeans and a black t-shirt. It was almost as if they had traded clothes. Grissom soon came to realize that he was speechless.

‘Mission one complete,’ Sara thought to herself as she smiled and Catherine laughed. “So are we going?”

Coming out of his trance first, Nick spoke up. “Ladies first.”

*****

As she had been waiting for Sara to come over to her room, earlier that night, Catherine had done some research on the area. Her research consisted of her going through the phone book and picking about the fifth bar that she found listed. 

But it worked, as 15 minutes later the entire team found themselves tucked away in the back corner close to the dance floor, of the bar she had picked. Catherine smiled brightly as she surveyed the team. 

“What are you smiling about?” Warrick asked as he leaned into her personal space.

“This.” Was all Catherine answered.

Warrick was a tad on the confused side and he hadn’t had a drink yet. “Explain yourself, woman,” he told her with one of his smiles.

Catherine laughed. “We’ve never really been together at a bar like this before.”

Now he got it. “So very true. And we’ve never really seen Sara in your clothes before either,” he pointed out.  “And going after Grissom.”

She had to give a point to Warrick. He was a smart guy. “Now if only he’d take the hint,” Catherine replied as she turned her attention back to everyone else.

Grissom kept repeating to himself that they were on this retreat to learn kickboxing a self-defense technique. He wasn’t there to get down and dirty with Sara. Or was he, after all she was dressed to kill. Grissom mentally chided himself for having such juvenile thoughts.

Sara sat beside Grissom staring at her hands. All of a sudden, she had lost all her confidence in her ability to do what she wanted too. Up in Catherine’s room, it was no problem. It was just really a dream, a plan, nothing more. But now she was sitting beside him. That was a totally different story. It was real now. 

After their drinks had arrived, Nick was the first to speak. Picking up his drink, he spoke with a thick Texan accent. “To this weekend. May we learn new things, become better friends and have a grand old time.” 

Everyone seemed to agree with what Nicky had said, and all touched their drinks together. After each one of them took a sip, they all, almost at the same time, put their glasses down on the table.

Feeling and hearing the beat of the music, Catherine slid off her chair and stood really close to Warrick. “Wanna dance?”

There was no way Warrick could refuse. A hot woman was asking him to dance. “Oh ya, I’m there.”

Moving back a tiny step, Catherine waited for Warrick to get off his chair. When he was off, she grabbed his hand and led him to the dance floor.

Sara just chuckled when she saw Catherine and Warrick walk off together. She knew that Catherine had a little flame for Warrick, although, it was probably a big one by now.

Hopping off his own chair, Nick spoke to Sara and Grissom. “If I’m not back in a bit, don’t wait up for me.”

“Okay,” Sara said as she strained to see where Nick was going. But she had a problem. Grissom wasn’t moving. “Where’s he going?”

Grissom had been watching Nick too, but when he turned to answer Sara, he hadn’t realized that she had moved closer to him. They were mere inches from each other.

“Some blonde caught his attention,” Grissom answered as he remained where he was.

Sara didn’t move either. She couldn’t actually. She was frozen where she was. Grissom was so close to her, so very close.

Grissom had one thing on his mind but chose a different path. “Wanna dance?”

That question took Sara by surprise. “Ah, sure,” she managed to answer.

Sliding off his chair, Grissom waited for Sara to do the same. When she did, they walked to the dance floor where the first chords of a slow melody began to play.

Chapter 5 The Dance
Disclaimer: CSI and characters do not belong to us. We are just helping TPTB come to some realizations. The song contained in this chapter is by Finger Eleven and their lyrics are their own, taken from a free site.

As Grissom and Sara walked onto the dance floor, the melody of the song began to surround them as if to encompass them. When they finally stopped walking, there was only a mere second of hesitation on Grissom’s part before he pulled Sara’s body against his, holding one of her hands close between them while the other gently rested on her lower back.

Restless tonight
Cause I wasted the light
Between both these times
I drew a really thin line
It’s nothing I planned
And not that I can
But you should be mine
Across that line


To Sara’s surprise, Grissom’s hesitation was brief before she found herself snuggling into the warmth of his body. His hand holding hers, between their chests, she could feel her heart begin to pump faster, she wondered if he felt it. His other hand rested on her lower back and felt as if it was meant to be there, while Sara, slowly raised her other arm up and around his shoulder, her hand resting on the back of neck, where if she wanted too she could reach up with her fingers and gently caress the tendrils of hair at the nape of his neck.

If I traded it all
If I gave it all away for one thing
Just for one thing
If I sorted it out
If I knew all about this one thing
Wouldn’t that be something
As the song played, they danced. Their bodies moved as one, and as a certain pair of onlookers watched, it was if they were seeing the true Grissom and Sara. 

I promise I might
Not walk on by
Maybe next time
But not this time

Even though I know
I don’t want to know
Yeah I guess I know
I just hate how it sounds

“Damn, he does love her? Doesn’t he?” Warrick remarked to Catherine as they watched the pair on the dance floor.

“Ya War, he does!” Catherine replied.

“Well let’s hope for the best!” Warrick said as they turned away from the other wise unseeing couple.

If I traded it all
If I gave it all away for one thing
Just for one thing
If I sorted it out
If I knew all about this one thing
Wouldn’t that be something

If I traded it all
If I gave it all away for one thing
Just for one thing
If I sorted it out
If I knew all about this one thing
Wouldn’t that be something


As he looked into her eyes, Grissom realized that she was the one thing, which he would trade it all for. Now he just needed the courage to make her his. And with this affirmation firmly in mind Grissom pulled Sara even closer, while the song continued to play. 

Even though I know
I don’t want to know
Yeah I guess I know
I just hate how it sounds

Even though I know
I don’t want to know
Yeah I guess I know
I just hate how it sounds

If I traded it all
If I gave it all away for one thing
Just for one thing
If I sorted it out
If I knew all about this one thing
Wouldn’t that be something

If I traded it all
If I gave it all away for one thing
Just for one thing
If I sorted it out
If I knew all about this one thing
Wouldn’t that be something

If I traded it all
If I gave it all away for one thing
Just for one thing
If I sorted it out
If I knew all about this one thing
Wouldn’t that be something

As the last chords of the song faded and were replaced by another song, Grissom and Sara stayed in one another arms, not quite prepared to let this moment go. 

Sara never wanted this moment to end. For one when she let him go, the Grissom that was holding her so possessively would be gone, to once again be replaced by the Grissom, which pushed and pulled her depending on his mood. Why couldn’t he love her, the way that she loved him? Sara didn’t know what was worse, her past and the physical abuse that she suffered at the hands of someone she loved or the emotional abuse that Grissom was constantly putting her through. It was so much easier to conceal the physical abuse; it was too bad that Revlon hadn’t designed a concealer for that as well.

As Grissom held onto Sara well past the end of the song, trying to figure out what he was going to do he looked into her eyes and saw the tears welling in them. His mind reeled, what had happened! The look of shock, must have registered in Sara’s mind for before he knew what was happening Sara was pulling away and running for the door.

“What happened?” Catherine’s voice asked from his side, as she made the short distance from where she had been dancing with Warrick.

“I don’t know” Grissom mumbled.

“Well, go after her don’t let her go, because this time a plant might not work.” Catherine stated to Grissom’s back as he made his way towards the door and an uncertain future with Sara.

Catherine looked at Warrick and they both watched as Grissom ran towards the door after Sara.

“What happened?” Warrick asked again. 

“I don’t know, but this is not good, why can’t they tell each other how they feel,” Catherine muttered.

“Maybe you should take your own advice,” replied Warrick with a grin spreading across his face as he watched Catherine begin to blush.

“Sara!” Grissom yelled as he burst from the doors of the bar, to only find the empty parking lot before him.

Sara, didn’t stop as she felt the cool night air slam against her as she quickly left the bar. This wasn’t going to happen again, he wasn’t going to let him hurt her. 

Not now, not ever again.

Chapter 6 Confrontation and Comfort

“Sara!” Grissom yelled as he burst from the doors of the bar, only to find the empty parking lot before him.

“Sara!” Grissom yelled again, whether in frustration or in the hopes that she would suddenly appear standing before him.

He began to look around the parking lot, and realized that Sara must be walking, as there weren’t any taxis in the immediate area, and knowing Sara that wouldn’t stop her form going wherever she wanted.

Grissom decided that she would be heading back to the hotel, and that was the way he was going to go.

*****

As Sara burst from the doors of the bar, the cool night air slammed against her body making her shiver even more. Without a pause, Sara continued to run.

Her immediate need was to put some distance between herself, and Grissom. Once she figured she was far enough away from him, she began to slow down so that she might be able to hear her own thoughts above the roar of her pounding heart and rushing blood sound that filled her ears. Slowing to an almost stop, Sara looked around and in the distance could make out the sign for their hotel, and as she continued forward she realized that her little burst had taken a toll. Sara looked to her left and saw that there was a park, with benches. As she began to make her way along the path to the first set of benches, the enormity of what had just transpired, not to mention her full out run made her stagger and then finally collapse on the nearest bench. As she sat there she leaned forward, not only to catch her breath, but the staggering weight of the emotions she was feeling made her feel so heavy.

As Sara, leaned forward and placed her face in her hands, the past and the future blurred into one as the tears streamed down her flushed cheeks.

*****

He was determined to get to the hotel and fix what was wrong, if he could just get her to talk and then listen; maybe he still had a chance. He hoped he still had a chance, why had he waited so long…because he was scared. Grissom was so preoccupied with his thoughts, that he might have missed her. But he heard her before he saw her. 

*****

Off to his left was an opening to a park with benches and he could just make out her form, while the whispers of weeping echoed through his head, causing his chest to tighten.

Grissom slowly approached the bench and finally made his way to stand in front of Sara’s crouched form, as he knelt in front of her, he whispered her name.

“Sara.”

At the sound of her name, Sara looked up into the blues of the man she loved and loathed.

“Grissom, what have I done…I am sorry,” she managed through her hiccups and tears.

“No honey, I am sorry, sorry for continual hurting you, Sara…” Grissom stopped mid-sentence as more tears began to fall and Sara’s head slowly moved from side to side.

“Grissom, I was attacked years ago, by someone that I loved and although physically I healed, emotionally, well that is something that I have come to deal with. But the terminal onslaught of pain that you cause me is something that hurts so much worse. I love you! How can you not see that, yet you push and then you pull? I feel like a rag doll that’s been wrestled over, your on either side and depending on your mood you pull me towards the side that I think loves me as well and then your evil twin rears its ugly head and you decided that you don’t want me and pull me the other way. I can’t keep getting pulled; it is like reliving that night over and over again!” Taking a deep breath, Sara continued before Grissom could.  “Please, please just stop hurting me.” pleaded Sara as she once again lowered her face into her hands.

Grissom knelt there in front of Sara, unsure. Anger and hatred coursed through his veins as he battled the demons within.

When he finally began to speak, his voice was not his own, “Sara, I know that I am now too late! I now know that no matter what I say will never undo what I have done, but I want you to know that it was never my intention to push and pull you. I have loved you for so very long. I just didn’t realize that, well I was stupid and foolish. Oh, god Sara, I never meant for this to turn out like it has. I do love you and want to be with you, and now I realize that will never happen, I don’t even know if we can be friends, well, why would you want to be friends with such a monster. I hate what I have done to you and I hate myself even more, I just hope that one day you will realize that what I was doing I thought was for the right reasons. I am your supervisor and so much older then you, you never really could have loved me…or at least that is what I thought and now you never will.”

As he stopped talking, Sara looked deep within the eyes that she loved and that had caused her so much pain but looked to his lips as she saw them tremble and then tears began to fall from those beautiful eyes. He was broken, Grissom looked as she felt.

As the tears began to fall he could no longer look her into the brown depths of her eyes and as he began to lower his eyes towards the ground, he felt the warmth of Sara’s hands on the side of his face while her thumbs brushed away the tears and her lips meet his trembling ones.

It was brief, but for them both it conveyed more then any words could.

As Sara pulled away, she whispered softly to him.  “Enough pain and tears have been shed for one night. I am looking forward to the start of a new day and a new beginning.”  And with that she rose from the park bench and began to walk to the hotel, feeling much lighter and with the beginnings of a smile on her face.

As Sara stepped onto the sidewalk leading towards the hotel, she called over her shoulder to Grissom.

“I’ll see you in the morning and you better not be late this time!” Sara called over her shoulder.

As he watched her go Grissom brought a hand to his lips to see if all that had transpired had been real, and when he saw her pause ever so slightly, the words that she said knocked him to the ground and rocked his world to the core. 

“I’ll never be late again,” He thought as he began to look forward to the future for the first time, although not necessarily to the next day of classes.

Chapter 7 Endings and Beginnings

**********

Walking into the studio, Catherine smiled to herself as she thought about the night before. The whole team had basically let themselves go. Well almost everyone. She knew she had and Warrick, Nick, no one knew and as for Grissom and Sara, she’d never know.

Looking up, she stopped suddenly. “Problems Nicky?”

Nick just grunted a laugh when he saw some one walk into Catherine. “Problems Cath?”

Peering over her shoulder, Catherine couldn’t be mad. “Warrick, do you mind watching where you’re going?”

Warrick chuckled as he wrapped an arm around her shoulders. “Don’t stop in the doorway, girl.” Then it hit him. “Why did you stop?”

Pointing with her thumb, Catherine answered. “Seems Nicky is having some problems.”

Looking across the room, Warrick laughed. “So it seems.”

“He’s been like that for the past five minutes,” a voice from the right side of the room informed them.

Turning to the voice, Catherine spoke. “Gil?”

“Catherine,” Grissom returned.

“What are you doing here?” Catherine questioned. She seemed surprised to see Grissom.

“We have class,” Grissom pointed out as all three of them heard a thud.

Looking away from Grissom, Catherine cracked up laughing when she saw Nick.

But it was Warrick who spoke. “Can’t take you anywhere, can we Nick?”

All three of them moved across the room to where Nick was laying. “Had way too much fun last night, didn’t ya?” Catherine asked as she looked down at Nick.

Nick grunted as Warrick and Grissom pulled him to his feet and sat him in a nearby chair. “I just tripped.”

Grissom shook his head. “Are you telling me that the pole you were leaning on stuck its foot out and tripped you?”

Warrick snickered. 

Nick grunted.

Catherine laughed.

Grissom laughed, too.

…..

“Hi Sara,” Paul greeted as he caught up to her, just outside the studio.

“Hey Paul!”

“Ready for another class?” Paul asked as he opened the door for the both of them.

“Of course,” Sara answered as she smiled and walked into the studio followed by Paul.

It was Paul who spotted Nick first. “Looks like class is over…”

“For everyone?” Warrick asked, rather quickly. He had cut Paul off mid-sentence.

“No just for Nick. He looks a little green,” Paul finished as he watched Catherine punch Warrick in the arm.

Moving over to where Nick was sitting, Paul looked down at his student. “Nick, you can go.” Watching him move ever so slowly, Paul saw that he was going to need help. “Do ten minutes of shadow boxing, then get into pairs and start doing pads,” Paul instructed.

…..

As Paul had helped Nick up and out of the studio, Sara had realized that Grissom was already in class. That he had gotten there before her, way before her. She’d give him a point for not being late and one for trying.

…..

By the time Paul had returned to class, his students were onto pads. Standing at the doorway, he saw that his students worked well together, well almost. 

“You may want to hit the pad, Catherine,” Paul pointed out.

Surprised, for he hadn’t heard Paul come in, Warrick turned just as Catherine kicked. End result, she kicked him hard in the ribs. “Hey, I’m not your punching dummy.”

Sara sniffled a giggle, as she kicked the pad Grissom was holding.

“Was I talking to you?” Warrick directed over to Sara as he lined the pads up again. “Hit the nice red pads.”

Sara stuck her tongue out in Warrick’s direction just as Grissom moved around before she could do another combination. 

“Have you each had a turn?” Paul asked as he smiled at their playfulness. 

“Yes,” Grissom answered as they stopped and looked over to Paul.

“Okay, take the pads off. I want to show you something new,” Paul instructed as he watched Warrick and Grissom take their pads off. “Now still facing your partners, I want you to throw a round house kick, but I want your partner to catch it and hold it. When you catch it, try to get the person off balance. This is more of a balance move. Count to about 5 then swing their leg out in front of them. But don’t spin around; you have to be ready to kick your partner right away.”

Looking at Grissom, Sara concentrated on her kick. The first one, he missed. “You have to catch my leg Grissom. I won’t bite.”

“I was just giving you a practice kick,” he said as he concentrated on catching her next kick.

Sara just rolled her eyes, but before she could kick, she heard Catherine laugh. “What are you doing?” she said as she turned around to find Catherine on her butt on the floor. “Oh, never mind.”

Catherine had lost her balance and landed on her butt. She couldn’t be mad at Warrick, so she just bursted out laughing.

“You surprise me Catherine,” Grissom said as he kicked at Sara. Bouncing on one foot, he kept his balance and continued talking. “For a woman who didn’t want to come, made almost every excuse in the book, you sure are having fun.”

She knew Grissom had a point. Getting up off the floor with help from Warrick, Catherine answered. “Things change.”

Grissom didn’t question that. Nor did Sara.

As for Warrick, he just smiled and kicked her.

…..

At the end of class, Paul surveyed his small little class. “How was class?”

“Good, we’re learning a lot,” Sara, replied, as she knew there was another meaning to that answer. If some one else got it, she was fine with it. If not, oh well.

“Good to hear,” Paul replied. “Now we have one last class left and since we’re down a member, I’m going to let you spar with each other.”

“Spar?” Catherine questioned rather cautiously.

“Yes spar but don’t worry, I’ll give you equipment so you don’t hurt each other,” Paul told her as a smile crept across his face. “And before you start sparring next class, remember that you’ll hit your partner as hard as you want to be hit in return. Got that?”

“Sounds reasonable,” Grissom agreed.

“Okay, class dismissed. Go check on Nick and have lunch,” Paul replied as he bowed before his class.

…..

As the four of them walked towards their rooms, Catherine was the first to speak. “Rock, paper, scissors?”

Warrick was caught off guard. He suddenly stopped making Sara walk into him and Grissom walk into her.

“Warrick!” Sara whined as she stepped back from Warrick and waited for Grissom to do the same. “Don’t do that!”

Looking from Sara to Catherine, Warrick ignored Sara and spoke directly to Catherine. “Rock, paper, scissors? What are you talking about?”

“We do rock, paper, scissors to see who goes to see Nick,” Catherine explained.

“Girl, make more sense next time,” Warrick said as he begun to move down the hall with Catherine. “I’ll go.”

“Cool,” Catherine said with a smile.

But Sara hadn’t move. The hand on her lower back, seem to interest her. And it wasn’t moving. “Grissom, are you okay?”

“Ya, fine,” Grissom answered, in an unGrissom like answer. He’d never used those two words.

Sara didn’t believe it. Turning around, she felt sad when his hand dropped from her lower back, but liked the closeness they were sharing. Smiling, she lightened up the mood. “Did I kick you too hard?”

Grissom chuckled. “No, this weekend has been a wake up call for all of us, I think.”

Sara agreed. “Oh ya. Although, with those two, I think it’s been more than that.”

Grissom understood. “Yes, and before they send out a search crew, let’s get going. I want to soak in the hot tub before I get beat up this afternoon.”

Sara just laughed. “I’ll make you a promise,” she started.

“Like?” Grissom asked, a little unsure.

“I’ll take it easy on you,” Sara answered with a smile, a smile that showed the gap between her teeth.

“How about, you take it easy on me and I’ll hit you as hard as I want, because I’ve never done this before, you know,” Grissom tried as Sara lightly punched him on the arm and started down the hall.

Hearing her laugh, Grissom took that as a no but still he followed her down the hallway, smiling all the way.

…..

Sticking his head out, Warrick peered around. Spotting his victims, ah co-workers in the hot tub, he causally walked over to them. “Gris, Sara,” he started. He thought it to be a little weird that they were in a hot tub by themselves, but this weekend was odd anyways and he chose not to ask.

Looking up, Sara made an odd face. “Warrick?” She knew he was up to something because he hadn’t yet mentioned anything about them being in a hot tub together.

“Which one of you hid Nick?” Warrick asked as he stopped at the edge of the hot tub.

Looking across at Sara, Grissom then looked up at Warrick. “Hid Nick?”

“Make sense, Warrick,” Sara replied. 

“He is,” Catherine answered behind him. “Nick is AWOL.”

“How can Nick be AWOL? He told us earlier that a post tripped him. I’d say he’s still drunk,” Grissom told them as Sara looked at him oddly. “I’ll explain later. Did you check his room?”

“No, that’s the last place we’d look,” Catherine, replied, sarcastically. But then she answered him. “Yes Gil, we did. He isn’t there.”

Sitting down on the edge of the hot tub, Warrick placed his legs into the water. “We’ve looked everywhere. Well, where we can think of.”

Copying Warrick, Catherine stuck her legs in the water. “We even asked the front desk. No one has seen him.”

Looking over at Grissom, Sara didn’t know if she should ask the question she had or not. She thought it would sound too selfish.

“What?” Grissom caught on.

“I don’t want to sound selfish here, but are we still going to class?” Sara asked as she looked at everyone.

“I’m not missing class for Nick Stokes. He can find his own way home,” Catherine told Sara as Grissom looked at her in shock. “Don’t give me that face Gil. I’ll admit that I didn’t want to come in the first place, but I’m actually enjoying myself. I am not missing the last class to go find Nick. You may, but I’m not. It’s not every day I get to beat a guy up. No offense, Warrick.”

“None taken,” Warrick replied as he smiled at Catherine.

“Maybe Paul knows where he is,” Sara tried.

“Could, we never asked him,” Catherine replied. “We’ll ask at class.”

Grissom just chuckled.

Sara looked at Catherine oddly, they didn’t understand.

Neither did Warrick, but he choose not to question his boss.

And Grissom wasn’t about to explain.

…..

Catherine felt like a half dressed hockey player. She had wraps on her hands, shin guards on her legs, big black gloves over her wraps and a mouthpiece in her mouth. 

Spitting her mouthpiece out into her glove, she spoke. “Hey Paul, got a question.”

“I might have an answer,” Paul answered as he adjusted Sara’s gloves. “Is that good?”

Nodding her head, Sara then moved to where Grissom was.

“Would you happen to know where Nick is?”

“Yes I would happen to know,” Paul answered as he moved over to Warrick.

Catherine stared at him. “Where?”

“One of the staff brought him to the doctor’s. The poor guy is dehydrated.”

Warrick chuckled. 

So did Paul. “Alright, you’re all set. Now remember, hit the person across from you as hard as you want to be hit. And I do have a doctor on stand by.” Watching as they all give him an odd look, Paul walked over to his cd player, punched the play button then walked back to his students. “Now touch gloves and let the sparring begin.”

…..

Eventually, well most of the day, Nick finally felt a whole lot better. Okay, who was he kidding, he felt semi better. He had no headache and wasn’t thirsty anymore. He was just tried. 

After he was released, he headed over to the studio. He wanted to go to bed, but he had come here for a reason. To learn self defense. He learned that he wasn’t as young as he thought he was. He couldn’t drink that much anymore. 

Looking through the window, he chuckled at what he saw.

…..

Warrick was already a boxer; he had boxed most of his life to keep himself out of trouble. So now he used those skills to avoid Catherine. He’d punch her, and then avoid her. 

Catherine couldn’t for the life of her, land a punch on Warrick. Although, she did connect with a few kicks. That was his weak point and she knew it. Giving him a big mouth guard smile, Catherine started kicking him with every kick she knew.

Meanwhile on the other side of the studio, Grissom was attacking Sara. But she was blocking his every move. She had definitely done this before.

“Plat wair,” Grissom said through his mouth guard.

“Wha?” Sara questioned as she spit her mouth guard into her glove. “What was that?”

Doing the same, Grissom repeated his comment. “I said play fair.”

“Play fair?” Sara repeated. “I am.”

“Remember we made a deal that you’d take it easy on me and I’d hit you hard,” Grissom tried as he smiled at her.

Sara wasn’t going for it. “But you know Warrick has boxed before and isn’t taking it easy on Catherine,” Sara pointed out as she pointed over her shoulder with her gloved hand.

“You aren’t Warrick,” Grissom pointed out.

“Alright, I’ll take it easy on you,” Sara replied as she put her glove to her mouth and put her mouth guard back in.

Grissom did the same, put his mouth guard back in but wasn’t sure of the look on her face. It almost scared him. Almost.

…..

Paul was looking around the room when he spotted a familiar face outside the door. Moving to it, he slipped outside.

“How’s it going?”

“Better. Thanks for the help,” Nick replied as he made a strange face. “That’s gotta hurt.”

Looking through the window, Paul laughed. “Not the first time she’s been on the floor.”

Nick eyed him oddly. “What?”

“I showed them a new move this morning,” Paul explained as he opened the door. “Come on in, I’ll explain.”

“Is it safe for me to go in there?” Nick asked. They were all armed. 

Paul chuckled. “No worries.”

“Ya, right,” Nick replied as he followed Paul in. Time to face the gloves.


Chapter 8 Muffled Words

**********

“Miffy!”

Stopping mid punch, Warrick spit his mouth guard into his glove and questioned Catherine. “What did you just say?”

Pointing behind him was Catherine’s way of answering.

Turning around, Warrick understood Catherine. “Nicky, what brings you by?”

Smiling at his friend, Nick answered. “Thought I’d come and see what’s been happening.”

Spitting her mouth guard into her glove, Catherine moved pass Warrick and headed towards him. 

“Nicky, so glad you could join us.”

Nick was suddenly terrified.

“Oh don’t be scared Nick, I won’t do anything to you. Just think,” Catherine started as she put a gloved hand on his shoulders. “The next time a suspect attacks you, I’m not helping. You’re on your own.”

Warrick laughed.

Sara leaned on Grissom’s shoulder and laughed.

Even Grissom laughed. The look on Nick’s face was priceless.

“I think since you finally got here, you should suit up and practice with Paul,” Catherine suggested.

“Sounds good,” Paul agreed. “I have some extra equipment Nick; let’s go over here so they can continue on.”

Looking to where Warrick and Catherine were standing, Sara took a step back from Grissom and spoke. “Warrick, make sure Paul stays with Nick. Don’t let Catherine near him.”

“Oh don’t worry, Sara,” Catherine begun just before she put her mouth guard in,” Nicky will pay big time when we get back to the lab.” And with that she put her mouth guard back in and faced her partner.

Sara laughed as she put her mouth guard in too, and faced her partner.

Grissom smiled and tapped gloves.

…..

Nick had done as much as he could. He was still weak and Paul ignored Catherine’s speech about making him work harder and let him do a bit of sparring then let him just slowly shadow box.

Eventually Catherine had spit her mouth guard out, telling Warrick and Paul, she couldn’t breathe. Paul had told her, some people felt that way with mouth guards. But Warrick’s excuse was so that she could laugh more. Which in turn, she did.

Sara and Grissom however were having their own fun. They were off in the corner; sparring and almost, what it seemed to Catherine, was play fighting. 

Clearing his voice, Paul spoke up. “Okay, class. I have some good news.”

Stopping what they were doing, Catherine spoke before anyone else. “Nick is going to have to do laps?”

Paul chuckled. “Nope, sorry Catherine, it’s really better than that.”

“Like what?” Warrick asked as they formed a line in front of Paul.

“Class is done.”

“Done as in no more? Done as in we get to leave?” Catherine questioned.

“You sound disappointed, Catherine?” Grissom asked.

“A little,” Catherine admitted. 

Paul laughed. “Well you can always sign up at the Y and take it there; they gotta have classes in Vegas.”

“Sara, do they?” Grissom asked.

Looking at Grissom, Sara was shocked. “I don’t know.”

“You’ve done this before.”

“Yes I have,” she admitted. “But not in Nevada.”

“Oh.”

They were acting like best friends again.

“Better yet,” Nick started. “We could always come back here.”

The matching black eyes got them here in the first place. “You may come back but I know how to protect myself.”

Nick laughed. “And you’ll protect me too?”

“Dream on, Nicky,” Catherine replied with a smile.

“Kids,” Paul spoke. “Let’s all meet for dinner before you all leave in the morning.”

“Sounds like a good plan,” Warrick replied. 

“I could go for that,” Sara agreed.

“Good, then class is dismissed,” Paul told them as they all bowed.

As Paul helped Warrick and Catherine with their gloves, Grissom took Sara aside.

“Yes?”

“Before we leave, can I try something?” Grissom asked as he faced her. He still had all his equipment on.

Sara had taken her gloves off but hadn’t got to her shin pads or wraps. “Sure. What would you like to try, Grissom?” She asked.

“Grissom, Sara,” Paul interrupted just as Grissom was going to answer Sara.

“Can we return the equipment to the main desk?” Sara asked before Paul could continue on. 

“Sure,” Paul agreed.

“Grissom just wants to practice something,” Sara told him.

“Go for it,” Paul replied as he zipped up his duffle bag. “Don’t hurt him, Sara.”

Sara smiled and laughed. “Wouldn’t think of it.”

As Paul started for the door, Grissom spoke. “Kick me.”

“What?” Sara was semi confused.

“Just do it, would you,” Grissom told her as he stood in his stance.

“Alright,” Sara replied as she kicked him with her front roundhouse kick.

Catching her leg, Grissom made her balance on one foot. That had been his plan, but he added something new to the move. Moving his leg behind the foot she was balancing on, Grissom literally tripped her.

Sara was falling and the only one she could grab onto was the man in front of her. Grabbing onto his shirt, Sara still felt herself fall. 

As they fell, Grissom had calculated it into the experiment but hoped he hadn’t hurt her. “Sara?”

Opening her eyes, Sara looked up at Grissom. “New move?”

“You could say that,” Grissom answered as he finally let go of her leg. As she fell, his hand went up her leg. He was now laying on her.

“You know, you can’t do that move to a man, somebody might get suspicious and start talking,” Sara told him with a smile.

Grissom laughed. “I’ll only save that move for you.”

“Ah, how sweet,” Sara teased. 

“I try for you,” Grissom said as he looked into her eyes.

They were mere inches away from each other. Sara was hoping that something would happen but wasn’t holding her breath. 

Grissom was hoping he’d do something, go out on a limb kind of thing, and he knew it was now or never. Closing the distance, he kissed her. 

Sara wriggled her hand out from between them and wrapped her arms around Grissom. This was what she called a new beginning.

…..

Meanwhile, outside of the studio, Paul was grinning from ear to ear. From the first class he thought they were married, but told they weren’t. But now he could see that they were starting something. 

Dinner was going to be very interesting tonight. 

……….

TBC…

