Chapter Ten – Hangovers and Headaches
Matty slowly awoke from his drunken stupor. His mind was groggy, but he had the feeling of a pickaxe piercing through his skull. His body felt extremely sensitive, and he felt like he had been punched in the guts. Even the act of breathing was enough to send spasms of pain through his body. His stomach was a seething mass of discontent, and ached in protest at the heavy abuse it had endured through the previous night.

As he lay there, with his thoughts fleeting in and out of consciousness, he couldn’t escape the feeling that in no little way, he was responsible for his own present situation. He shouldn’t have blown up at that Faey woman, it wasn’t her fault. It was the fault of the arrogant pink haired one who had forced him into doing the job. “Fooking boof head, ain’t I,” he whispered to himself, as sleep once again claimed him.

Matty slept the sleep of the dead. The chooks crowing outside, the cars passing up and down the street, even the Faey shouting out loud, during their morning callisthenics wasn’t enough to a rose him. 

Finally, with the blazing midday sun streaming onto his face from the open window, he slowly returned to the land of the living. Not only is sleep the balm for the weak and sick, it actually works wonders for the inebriated as well. 

Matty awoke finding that whilst he was as weak and disoriented as a joey on its first trip out of its mother’s pouch, all the previous aches and pains had disappeared. Those that hadn’t, he was happy to note, had at least subsided to more manageable levels and most importantly, to his great relief, his stomach had finally settled. 

To be honest, he was way too buggered even to move. Just moving his arm to cover his face from the sun as he lay there took most of his strength. Nevertheless, Matty found it almost ironic, that despite the beating his body had taken, it was the best sleep he had had for ages. He almost couldn’t remember the last time he had slept the night through without nightmares. 

With a strangely clear and calm mind, he was now in a position to more objectively review the previous day’s events.

Matty was man enough to admit, that whilst yeah, the bloody cassowary, who was now the local farm inspector, and lower than a snake’s arsehole, had royally fucked things up for him and the team. Yet at the same time, he’d been a real Nong to hold that marine officer who he had guided, personally responsible for that. To be fair about it, she had been ordered by her lieutenant to do it. Even during the survey she had gone out of her way to be reasonable and understanding as well, which is something he has never seen a Trillane do. So in light of this, his response hadn’t been too edifying to say the very least.

He also had to admit that she was no fool either. That little trick of hers had nearly won the drinking contest for her. He had really struggled climbing up the stairs, feeling the alcohol hitting him more and more, up to the point where he got to his room. He didn’t remember anything after that. That had been quite a sneaky move on her part, and he could appreciate the nuances of tactics in games and contests, even if they were used against him. He was certainly impressed with that one. So yeah, an apology was due from his side, though in what form he wasn’t sure yet.

Just for once, he wished with more than a little chagrin, that he had thought for a second before opening his bloody trap. Chucking a wobbly, and exploding like a string of crackers on Chinese new year hadn’t really been the best way of solving the issue, and he hadn’t missed JL’s unspoken admonition either.

In some ways JL was similar to Nanda san. Even though he was never short of a word or three, there were plenty of times he communicated more loudly just using his body language. You had to carefully watch this to see how pleased or displeased he was. This was especially true on the cricket field. As any good captain, he knew that the trick was to remain calm, cool and collected, no matter what the result or state of play. Nothing could be more detrimental to the team than to see their captain with his head down. The LCC had escaped more than once, and even won, just by following that calm, cool and a lot of times inspirational leadership. 

JL was a firm believer that you learned by doing, and making mistakes was part of that process. However, if you kept repeating a mistake, he would make it more and more costly each time. Sometimes it was painful, like the time as a child, he had ignored advice about wearing long sleeves and trousers while clearing weeds, and had been directed to clear some stinging nettles.

This whole event had been just like that. A reminder, and warning to him as well. JL was sending him a message loud and clear, and Matty wasn’t stupid enough to miss that. He had managed to escape with his dignity and pride intact this time, but next time, JL would be sure to rig the contest to make him look like a real prat in front of everyone in the district.

Just at that moment, he felt something warm brush along his side. Too caught in his thoughts, he ignored it. Yet when it happened a second, third, and forth time. He had bloody well had enough.

There was no doubt in Matty’s mind, that the culprit was none other than his beloved kelpie. That sly sheepdog had an almost devilish delight in either sneaking into his bed or awaking him when he least wanted to be. Usually somewhere about the crack of dawn to go chase some sheep.

Sitting straight up from with under the blankets, Matty gave out an exasperated shout.  “GG, you bloody little rat shit excuse of a dog, would you just bloody rack off and let me get some sleep!” 

Looking down at the blankets, he was expecting to the see the mischievous face of his sheep dog, with its tongue hanging out and eyes staring impudently back into his own. Its tan body stretched regally over the bed as if it owned every square inch of it. That was what he was expecting.  But what greeted his eyes was something completely different. For what lay there instead, stretched comfortably over his stomach, was a long and graceful outstretched blue arm!

It could be safely said, that there weren’t too many times in Matty’s life when he had absolutely no bloody idea what to do next.  Yet ending up in a bed with a totally strange woman, and a Faey on top of that, would rank right up there with them.  He would have been less surprised if a bunyip had turned up and started to discuss Australia’s form against the All Blacks in the rugby.  And everybody knew that bunyips were just an aboriginal legend.  Probably.

Matty just sat there with a stunned expression on his face.  He felt like he was taking part in one of those horror movies that his younger brother so loved.  The ones where the Hero is certain that the battle is over, and the world is saved, but in the final scene he comes face to face with the real Evil and hopes that this couldn’t be true, and realises that all his efforts and sacrifices had been in vain.  That feeling of hoping, praying and crying out this couldn’t be true, it was unfair and he had won, but the enemy has been cheating!  It couldn’t be happening to him but with that sinking feeling in his stomach, he knew that it was. Reality cruelly confirmed.

With a deadened feeling in the pit of his stomach, Matty’s eyes just stared at that arm as if it was a poisonous snake.  Slowly, as if almost against his will, with even a greater sense of dread, his eyes followed the entire length of that arm as it disappeared under the warmth of the blankets.

Unable to help or stop himself, with a sense of utter disbelief, he held his breath as he picked up the warm blanket to see what lay beneath. There to his horror lay none other than the white haired Faey who had been his opponent in the drinking contest.  What made it even worse, was that she had now snuggled up to him and was hugging for his warmth as the cold air of the air conditioning started chilling her.  He was most aware from that glance that she had nothing on and to his even greater horror he now realised that neither did he.

“Shit!” he whispered, looking heavenwards as his position just went from bad to worse. Just as he was wondering in his misery could possibly get any worse than this - it did.

Turning his head back down towards the blankets, he looked down into the tired, slightly blood shot, purple eyes of a now fully awake Zarina Raisha Merrane staring into his.

For a long moment, the two of them just stared at each other, not knowing just quite what to say or do. Matty’s face a flushed a bright red whilst Raisha went a corresponding purple colour. 

Raisha, was a Faey to the very roots to of her platinum white hair.  It didn’t take her very long to find the humour in the situation. With a small grin and wink she said, “Baby, was it good for you?  Though next time you want a fuck, just ask me, no need to go such extremes to get some of my hot body.” 

With that, she stretched languorously, which gave Matty a glimpse of her breasts.

Matty was totally flabbergasted.  His mouth just hung open.  Of all the reactions he expected, this one just had him bamboozled.  He could have understood anger, he could have understood tears, hell he could have understood shame and embarrassment, but cracking a dirty joke?  That was just beyond him. This was the last thing he would have ever expected. Matty just sat there, with his jaw dropped and blushing furiously.  It was a long moment before he could get his brain back into gear.

“Are you out of your fucking mind?” Matty gasped out loud.  He instantly regretted his outburst, the result of which caused a rather sharp pain to explode in his head. Holding a hand to his head as he winced in pain, Matty continued but in a much more subdued manner. 

“Look don’t flatter yourself, OK?  This is just some type of mistake, right?  I don’t even know how I bloody well got here!  I went to sleep in my room!”  He waited until the pounding in his head reduced before continuing, “Believe me, I don’t want even to be here!  Rooting you or even thinking about rooting you is the last thing on my mind!”

Raisha’s reaction to that little statement was nothing less than explosive!  Matty had unknowingly done the one thing you should never do to any woman, let alone someone as proud of their appearance and sexuality as the Faey were.  

Raisha sat up bolt upright, letting the blankets fall about her waist, revealing a beautiful set of perky and beautiful shaped breasts, shaded a startling light turquoise blue, like the rest of her skin.

“Imagine it, did I? By Trelle’s Garland!”  She replied with not a little heat.  “Well funnily enough, I seem to recall someone’s thoughts thinking somewhat differently yesterday. He couldn’t wait to for a chance to have a closer peek at my tits and ass.”  With that comment, she breathed in slightly, which made her chest expand.  Matty’s eyes were drawn to its magnificence, and the flawless blue skin, and dark purple of her nipples.  It had the expected reaction.

“Plus how do you explain this rock hard, and let me say, quite big, dick sitting up there?” she added, pointing with her finger towards the afore mentioned member.   “Different story, now isn’t it?” The last part was said with an evil glint in her eye and a victorious smirk on her lips.

If he could have died from embarrassment, Matty would have. However, deep down, he knew that if he showed any reaction, she would probably tease him even worse.

“Don’t get too excited, it’s just my normal morning woody.  So don’t get your knickers in a knot,” Matty dead panned. Hoping that she would get the hint and drop the topic.  He was hoping in vain.

“Oh morning woody is it, that’s what you call it? Well let’s see if this woody is really just a mistake or perhaps your not women enough to admit it’s a result of being turned on by being so close to me!” Raisha said in defiance, with a sultry tone.  She started to reach for him, then clearly changed her mind.  “By Demir’s sword, let’s see how you react to this!” With that, Raisha stood up straight, letting the blankets fall down, revealing her natural form in all its glory.  She stood there over him, with her hands raised and behind her head, which made her chest stick out a bit, making her breasts more prominent.

Matty actually gasped and couldn’t take his eyes off her for Raisha was absolutely breath taking. 

Being a marine, and the squad’s physical trainer on top of that, meant that not only was she in superb physical fitness, there was very little fat on her entire body. Matty could see the definition of her muscles, but they had enough flesh on them to smooth the sharp lines into pleasing curves.  Those curves flowed from her long, toned, legs, past her amazing rock hard abs, over her perfectly sized and slightly upturned breasts and on to her beautifully sculptured arms and shoulders. She turned around to let him, appreciate her muscular sexy back and tight derriere as well. The exotic blue skin only added to the eroticism of it all.

Matty was truly overwhelmed. He had seen his fair share of nuddies before, but very, very, very few would be able to match the woman he beheld in front of him. The Faey were a truly beautiful, and he had to add, very sexy species. 

Turning back around to face Matty, whose eye level was parallel to her white bush, which had been trimmed in a style like a short exclamation mark above her womanhood, that almost shined against her light blue skin.  Blushing again, he quickly tried to avert his eyes, seeking some where else to look at, in fact, anywhere else would do in the current circumstances.

So he tried to focus just on her face, which to be honest, was quite hard with all the other delightful distractions from the position he was in.  The look on her face said it all. Not only was there a smile of victory on her lips but her eyes shone with the triumphant understanding that he was more than a little impressed with her as well.

“I don’t need to use my gift to see what you’re thinking.  So I guess, that it wasn’t just, what did you call it again?  ‘Your morning woody,’ after all.”

With an evil smile and a glint in her eyes, she sat back down on the bed and slowly moved her hand under the covers towards the fore mentioned appendage.

“To be honest that big dick looks like it needs a good fucking and I know I wouldn’t mind riding that monster right now either.” She continued with a undercurrent of deep desire.

Matty was by now at his wit’s end and knew that if he didn’t do something soon, it would be too late. He had never thought that he would ever be attracted by Faey, but by Denis Lillee’s cricket boots he was.  The sheer eroticism of her moves and the sultry note of desire in her voice was making it hard for him to think clearly.  His body certainly desired what was on offer.  Another, more sensible, part of him at same time warned him, that he’d better watch out.  This wasn’t the time to go for a roll in the hay. The consequences of this could be pretty severe. He had just become a local hero for standing up to the Faey, and any ‘consorting with the enemy’ would turn people against him just as quickly.

Finally thinking with his head rather than another part of his anatomy, Matty decided that retreat was the better part of valour.  

Just as he was about to jump out of the bed to save the tatters of his dignity, a loud voice broke outside through their conversation.

“OY Librarian, you bloody wanker, where the hell are youse?”

Both inhabitants of the room winced in pain as Rowdy’s loud and piercing voice, set their headaches off anew. 

“Hey Boofhead! Which room are you in?  It’s about time you got up, you sleepy head, plus I want to see up close and personal what type of dickhead thinks that the only way to hold onto to his honour is to be as pissed as a parrot,” she added with yet another sharp laugh.

“Please don’t tell me, you’re in hiding, because you’re having a cry at almost being undone by a woman!” She added laughing out yet again.

In actuality The Linville Hotel wasn’t all that big in the first place, and the number of rooms quite modest as well. The descent of the marines on the place had left only two spare rooms.  So the possibilities of Nicky’s search weren’t all that large and the time required finding them not too long as well.

“Shit!” Matty swore out loud as he started looking wildly for his dacks <trousers>.  Anything would do; a towel, a shirt, hell, even a pillow!  Anything to cover his dignity, even though he was still under the blankets.

Raisha for her part seemed strangely amused and lay back almost serenely on the pillows, naked as the day she was born, with a smile playing across her face and her eyes lit up with expectation.

In his panic to get himself presentable, Matty glanced at Raisha and was shocked to see her just reclining there stark naked.  What’s more she hadn’t moved an inch and was laying there naked as the day she was born.

“Hey, aren’t you embarrassed?” Matty demanded in exasperation

“Of what?” replied Raisha with a smirk.  “I haven’t done anything to be embarrassed by”

Before he had a chance to reply, he glanced at the door to the room.  He realised to his horror that he had left it ajar, when he had mistakenly come into Raisha’s room the previous night.  The sounds of Nicky’s foot steps as she proceeded down the veranda outside, knocking on doors and rattling door handles grew louder and louder.

“Matty where are you?” 

The sounds of her footsteps stopped right outside the door. With a firm knock on it, the door which had been ajar was suddenly flung wide open. There, standing the doorway, stood Nicky, attired in a simple t-shirt, shorts and with thongs <Australian sandals, don’t get excited folks!> on her feet.

Nicky’s face went white and she gave a gasp, as she stared in disbelief at a shame faced Matty, as he was desperately trying to cover himself as he lay next to a Faey woman who was naked as the day she was born. The look on the Faey’s face was one of pure delight and she burst out into a hilarious laughter and Liberian’s face if possible turned even redder.

For a long moment Nicky just stood there, just staring, trying to take it in as the Faey’s laughter got louder and louder.  Then with a snap back to her self, she flushed bright red with anger and with a shout of  “MATTY KELLY YOU ARE ONE HUGE FUCKWIT!!!!!!”  She stormed out, slamming the door behind her, the sound of her furious footsteps receding in the distance 

Matty just looked at the still laughing Faey closed his eyes and buried his head in his hands and muttered “Oh great!” in despair, wishing that the bed would swallow him up.

