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I know it isn't true, I know it isn't true 

Love is just a lie 

Made to make you blue 

Love hurts......ooh,ooh love hurts 

ooh,ooh love hurts

Leaving the locker room after being examined by the company doctor, Jerry made his way out to the car.  On his way out he sensed someone watching him and it annoyed him though he didn’t let it show.  He was a professional and it may have been a fan wanting to wish him well after losing to Sonny that night.  Some fans knew it was all staged but some still believed so he sucked it up and looked up to the waiting eyes of a young lad who had idolized Jerry for years.  Smiling at him he obliged the boy with an autograph and a picture with one of his favorite superstars.

Limping away, though he was still in pain, he felt good.  It felt good to give the fans what they came for and this youth was going home happier than he’d imagined that night.  Heading toward the back door of the arena Jerry caught a whiff of a familiar scent and he didn’t like it.  It always gave him a headache and that night he already had one so he tried to hurry passed the person wearing it but he wasn’t quick enough.  She had just come from the women’s locker room and she had Jerry in her sights.

“Where you going loverboy?”  He hated that and she knew it.  Most of the time Jerry was a gentleman and got along with everyone but this woman knew how to push his buttons.  “Soooooo sorry you lost to Sonny tonight,” she said oozing compassion though it sounded more like mockery.
“I’m not!” he snapped back as he whisked past her.  It felt wrong but they had a past that haunted him whenever their paths crossed so he was in no mood for her antics after the pain he’d suffered in his match with Sonny Siaki that night.

“Well!  Excuse me for trying to be supportive,” came her snotty retort.

“No one asked you to-”  Jerry stopped.  He didn’t say much but he regretted saying even that so he walked out mumbling he was sorry under his breath.  Getting in the car he rode silently and uncharastically so.

Love hurts, love scars, love wounds 

And mars, any heart 

Not tough or strong enough 

To take a lot of pain, take a lot of pain 

Love is like a cloud 

Holds a lot of rain 

Love hurts......ooh,ooh love hurts

Coming away from his match with Sonny was probably more painful than the one with Ron Killings and yet he took it all in stride.  It was a job and he loved it but this time the evidence was more telling.  Truth be told, he enjoyed the match that night more but he suffered more in comparison.  Sonny was a big tough competitor and he took it to Jerry hard.  Jerry had as much respect for him as he did for other wrestlers and he wanted to put on that kind of show.  Still…

“Don’t say it,” Jerry told his TNA appointed trainer/manager.  “I’m in this for the duration, not for the glory.”

She showed him her palms as if to say “I got it.  Don’t need to bite my head off.”  Others had tried to convince him to give it up but she knew this was his passion and that this was what he had worked so hard for so she wouldn’t dream of arguing with him.   Pointing to the massage table when they walked into the room she indicated that he should lie on it face down.  “Let’s just get to it so you can get some rest.”  Jerry lay down as she requested.  “The doctor was thorough I presume?”  Jerry just nodded.  “He gave you something for the pain?”

Jerry looked at her over his shoulder.  “No, he told me to work through the pain and to stop whining.”

Hearing biting sarcasm in his voice she glared at him and he turned his face back toward the table.  She wanted to test the limits of his pain just then but she chose a different tactic instead.  Turning on the CD player in her room she turned down the volume and began to gently knead his aching muscles.  Some were knotted and hard as a rock letting her know that his attitude may have been the result of a match that was harder on him than he was willing to admit.  She had seen it on the monitor backstage before taking him back to her place.  It was their normal routine and it was a way to wind down after a grueling match.
I'm young, I know, but even so 

I know a thing or two 

And I learned from you 

I really learned a lot, really learned a lot 

Love is like a flame 

It burns you when it's hot 

Love hurts......ooh,ooh love hurts

Feeling all his 40 years Jerry knew his time in the ring had been shortened somewhat because of his style of wrestling and yet he was still young enough to keep pace with the younger guys-the Aj’s, the Sonny’s and the Loki’s in the X Division.

“Owe!”  She struck a nerve and immediately backed off.

“I’m sorry,” she murmured in a soothing voice.

She let him relax and then continued in a little different area.  As she worked his muscles he began to come out the thrall of the match and she heard him exhale out loud.

“You ok, Jerry?”

“Yeah.”  He sounded exhausted but he also sounded weary and that wasn’t really like him.  It bothered her a little but she shrugged it off thinking maybe it was just that he ached and the match just took a little more out of him than usual.  Sensing that he needed a lighter touch than he normally did she began to ease up just a bit, letting her palms do more of the work than her fingers.  It seemed to put him in a more receptive mood to feel her palms round his chiseled biceps and her fingertips barely brush his skin.

“Mmm, that feels great…you know what you’re doing.  Keep it up-please.”  He added the last part “please” feeling that he was receiving more special attention than what he was accustomed to and he wanted her to continue.

Some fools think of happiness 

Blissfulness, togetherness 

Some fools fool themselves I guess 

They're not foolin' me
“If there is any place in particular you especially want me to concentrate on Jerry, let me know.”  She was giving him special attention this night though it wasn’t her intention to begin with.  He was one of her favorite wrestlers and more than that, he was one of her favorite people so her heart had gone out to him as he had been helped to the back after his match with Sonny but now…now she really favored him.  She hadn’t received a response from him and her stomach flinched.  Jerry was usually more communicative than this but now he just lay there feeling pain so she continued her assault on his tired, aching body careful not to go near the injured knee.

“There, does that feel better?”  She asked as she finished up with him gently laying her hand on his shoulder.  Jerry’s eyes were slits when he opened them to see the lights dimmed which was a blessing because his vision was blurred from lying facedown in the cushion that cradled it, supporting his neck.  He thought he noted a little sympathy in her voice.  Usually she was all business which he understood to be her way of keeping their relationship on a professional basis.  When they met they both felt a surge as they shook hands and the few times they had close contact other than on the massage table with only her hands touching him there was an awkward silence that neither had any compulsion to break.
“Yeah, it does feel better,” he mumbled almost half asleep at that point.

I know it isn't true, I know it isn't true 

Love is just a lie 

Made to make you blue 

Love hurts......ooh,ooh love hurts 

ooh,ooh love hurts

Kneeling down to be at eyelevel with him she gazed sympathetically into his eyes and before either of them knew what was happening he rolled onto his side sitting up and sliding off the table with his hands pulling her to him as she stood.

She opened her mouth to object but he put his index finger up to her lips feeling how soft they were and the next moment his were so close to hers whispering her name as hers parted to receive the kiss they had both waited for.  His fingers went through her hair and down to the middle of her back supporting her while she leaned into his bared chest.  She felt muscles slowly grip her sides as her arms slid up to his neck and her fingers clasped behind it.
Not feeling any of the pain he’d had when he arrived, perhaps from her massage or perhaps it was from the change from physical torture to her TLC, but he suddenly felt revived like a young man ready to possess the caring woman who made him forget his earlier encounter that evening.
Again she started to object but she only heard him softly shush her as his lips captured hers soundly, not rough but with confidence that he would not have shown previously.  His kiss made her knees start to feel like jello with his passion tracing its way from her lips all the way down to her core.  As he broke the kiss his name was on her lips.  Her eyes were no more than slits as he picked her up and carried her to her bed feeling the primal rush coursing through his veins.  Anticipation rife in his mind while passion and ardor flowed from his heart making him impatient but at the same time wanting to hold back a little because he didn’t want their first time also to be their last.  That was what had happened with the other woman with the exception that she was the one who hurried to bed him and then hurried away just as fast leaving him in her wake and wanting more.  Since that night he hadn’t felt he could trust another woman.  Now he knew that he could.  It wasn’t the love that hurt anymore, just what lead up to it.
I'm young, I know, but even so 

I know a thing or two 

And I learned from you 

I really learned a lot, really learned a lot 

Love is like a flame 

It burns you when it's hot 

Love hurts......ooh,ooh love hurts

