Mixed Signals

by Ethan Darkcrow
Nara Shikamaru was leaning against a small grey boulder as he tilted his head back, looked up at the black sky, and sighed. The young man watched silvery ghost-like clouds skimming through night sky as the moons light illuminated everything around him. This atmosphere gave his favorite thinking spot a sense of etherealness, which only made the boy appreciate the moon even more.

It was here, at his families animal sanctuary, that Shikamaru would allow himself to relax. At the moment, the young man wore nothing but a pair of loose black pajama bottoms and a short black kimono with markings on the back that looked suspiciously like deer antlers. To his right lay his open toe sandals as he allowed his bare feet to be planted firmly on the soft verdant grass that surrounded him. Just the fact that Shikamaru’s hair was slightly damp, from his previous bath, and loose was enough to say that the young man had allowed himself to relax out here in the wilderness.

Currently the lazy genius had been thinking about the week that he had been having. Sitting in the dark, looking at the stars twinkling above while clouds slowly drifted across the black, star covered sky he thought about how all the trouble started with a singe mission...

****

To say that the young Nara had a ‘rough start’ would be understating the obvious. Not only had he incurred the dragon‑like wrath of his mother by not listening to her when she had told him to get up, but he was further punished when she told him that if he was going to be lazy then he could make himself his own breakfast every morning. Suffice to say...Shikamaru would be a very hungry man for the next couple of days.

Unfortunately, Shikmaru’s troubles didn’t stop at his mother’s ranting...in fact as he had stepped out of the house, an ANBU guard came to escort him to the Hokage’s office where he was told that a representative of the sand was coming to plan the up coming chuunin exam.

Shikamaru felt the need to state that he wouldn’t be needed for such a ‘troublesome’ task and tried to leave the room as quickly as he could without dying in the process. However, the moment he had tried to leave the room he was hoisted into the air and spun around to look a blond, buxom woman – who was the current leader and Hokage of Konoha – straight in the eye as she told him, in a voice which seemed to promised a world of hurt if he did not comply with her wishes, that the representative was someone that he was familiar with. She went on to say that because of this, he alone was to deal with this representative from the Sand. Had he know it was going to be ‘her’, the young shadow user would have gladly taken the beating his Hokage could have dished out. 

Told to wait for the arrival of the representative, he had shown up at the gate and had been waiting for more than an hour. His patience wearing thin, Shikamaru slowly began to turn around to report that the representative hadn’t shown up when...just as he was about to leave he saw something on the horizon that made his throat suddenly became very parched.

In the distance, Shikamaru took note of the giant black item that was strapped to the back of the person, who was walking leisurely in the direction of the gate. Of course the Nara knew who the person was right away, who else would carry such a ridiculously gargantuan battle fan around other than Sabaku no Temari, sister of the Kazekage.

Grimicing to himself, Shikamaru expecting to see the bossy tomboy who had given him that silly grin after she had leveled a whole forest and killed a rather tough sound-nin with only one summoning jutsu. Instead, he was rewarded and slightly surprised with the sight of an elegant woman, whose figure had seemed to become even more womanly than the last time he had seen her.

The woman still wore her hair in its four bun configuration but it seemed to be a lot lighter in color than the last time he had met her. Also...her skin seemed to be more tanned as well. Shikamaru knew that she had to have be practicing outdoors more to achieve that kind of change in her appearance. The Nara boy also recognized that she was not wearing her usual short skirt and fishnet. Instead, she had exchanged them for a nice, form fitting kimono. Black gloves and her deadly fan which was strapped to her back with her obi completed the young woman’s ensemble.

As she approached the gate she was stopped by the customary guards and asked to see her papers. When she provided her papers the guards allowed her to enter, and she came striding up to the shadow‑used with a look that clearly stated something...but for the life of him Shikamaru couldn’t tell what it was. Instead of dwelling on that thought, Shikamaru decided to follow his mission through to the end as he took the young woman out on the town and they discussed the chuunin exams in depth.

It was only after several hours of talking, that Shikamaru had begun to noticed the rather angry glare the kunoichi across from him was sending his way every now and again. He had deducted that it had something to do with him being her guide. Feeling a bit angry, Shikamaru explained to the young woman that “he didn’t sign up for this troublesome mission” and it was something that his Hokage had asked him to do. He then told her that if she wanted someone else for the job then all she had to do was ask.

After he has said that the kunoichi stood up with fury in her eyes as she stormed out of the café that they had been talking in...and after that day he had been unable to talk to the sand-kunoichi for more than a couple of minutes at a time. The week had quickly spiraled into a black hole of stress and problems, as the woman seemed bent on making Shikamaru take the round about way of dealing with her on all levels.

See that he was getting no where with the young woman, he had even resorted to apologizing for something he knew wasn’t his fault, but not even that seemed to work. In the end, Shikamaru sat down with his Hokage and told her point blank that he was not going to do the mission anymore. Yes, it had been hard telling the violently loud woman that, but even after all the threats and graphic descriptions of what she was going to do to him Shikamaru had stood his ground.

****

That, is why he was now at his thinking spot sitting in the dark waiting for the clouds over head to pass and reveal the shining stars above. Shikamaru sighed as he went over the event of that day. He was trying to understand what he had said that had made the woman so angry at him. It was obvious that she was not enjoying herself and he was boring her with his talk of the chuunin exam, but...that was the mission, was it not? What else did she want?

‘Did she expect something more from me?’ wondered Shikamaru as he thought back to the way she had looked at him when they had met at the gate. ‘She was obviously disappointed about something...and yet...there was something else in her eyes,’ Shikamaru said to himself has he crossed his arms and began putting his admirable mind to the task of decoding the woman’s strange behavior only to feel a headache coming on, “Tch, troublesome.”

Still trying his best to understand what happened, he suddenly sensed another presence slowly approaching him from the east. Turning his head slightly, Shikamaru looked over at the forest edge and watched as the woman, who had caused his so much trouble, emerged from the forest wearing a stunning white kimono that had red desert flowers dyed on the hem of the dress. Even more surprising was that the four buns were gone, which left the sandy blonde’s hair swaying in the wind as it framed her face and made her look more feminine. 

Spotting him, the boy watched as the kunoichi crossed the field with grace befitting a princess only to stand before him with a glare that held barely controlled anger. “So? Is this how you deal with a situation? Just run away?” asked Temari he fist shaking at her sides, “I heard from the Hokage that you have requested to be reasigned.

“It too troublesome to do anything more. Besides, you’ll be able to finish some work with a person who you can get along with,” said Shikamaru with a lazy drawl as he began to stand up and walk back to his family’s lodge since his mood was now ruined. 

This course of action only seemed to make the sand kunoichi even more livid than before. “You know,” yelled the woman as she stepped in his way, “for having such a big brain, you can be very dense at times!”

“Hai, whatever you say,” said Shikamaru not putting up a fight at all while he ran his fingers through his dried hair and looked away from the raging kunoichi. However, before he started to walk off again the boy slumped his shoulders as he felt the stress and pressure return in full force. Something within the normally non-confrontational boy snapped as he watched the woman accuse him of being dull and dense.

“Damn it! I’m not dense, nor do I miss anything when it concerns my person,” said Shikamaru in a heated voice catching the blonde off guard. Turning to face the woman, he saw that the kunoichi looking at him with confusion on her face. “You’re like an open book to me, and I’ve read you cover to cover.”

That definitely got the girls attention as she narrowed he eyes dangerously, while the Nara boy continued on. “The moment we met at the gate, you were feeling disappointed in something. Seeing as you had a happy face plastered on until you saw me, I deduced that it had something to do with me. Am I wrong?”

The sand kunoichi blinked as she thought about how she had acted at the gate, and sure enough, she found herself agreeing with his perception...to a point. Looking at her feet the woman seemed to suddenly realize what must have been going on in that logical, and very smart brain of the boy – no, man – that stood before her. “What else?” she asked as she watched the shadow‑user turn take a deep and calming breath.

‘What’s that smell?’ wondered Shikamaru as an earthy yet flowery smell penetrated his senses and made him blink in its surprisingly intoxicating fragrance. Shaking his head to free himself of that fragrance, he went back to explaining himself saying, “While we talk about the chuunin exams, you had been giving me angry glares and even seemed to become distant. I tried figuring out why you were acting like that and again it came back to the same thing...me. I tried to tell you that the Hokage was the one who has set up the mission, that you could get a replacement, and you left.”

“And so you tried to make it up to me. Even though you had no idea what you had done,” finished the woman, shaking her head in guilt.

“What else was I suppose to think?!” asked Shikamaru turning his palms up in exasperation, as he then put on hand on his forehead and said while twirling his other hand haphazardly, “That you were disappointed in Hokage‑sama, because she had set you up on a date with me, while she had used the information that you secretly like me against you? Or the reasoning behind you angry glares, was that you had expected me to suddenly whisk you off your feet and ravish you somewhere in the woods, instead of treating it like a mission that I was assigned?”

“Come on...” Shikamaru said with a quirked eyebrow and a half chuckle, “...even that sounds far...fetched...” Shikamaru didn’t move, he didn’t breath, and even his thoughts seemed to come to a screeching halt as he saw the bright red blush that had started to creep up the blonde’s face. Shikamaru stood still as his brain screamed at him, ‘You’ve been hanging around that Uzumaki character too much, baka!’

The woman turned on her heel, and faced away from the man that now stood behind her not speaking. The quiet was deafening as it was only broken up by the rustling of the nearby leaves, and it was actually painful to bear. 

“You’re an idiot, do you know that?” 

That was the only thing the young woman could say as she crossed her arms in attempt to comfort herself from the lack of interaction from the other person in the small glade. Feeling that her stay was worn out, the blond haired woman began to leave, but when she tried to mover her leg she found that it wasn’t responding to her...she remembered feeling this way before. However, the power that throbbed through the technique seemed to be even greater than last time.

She was about to say something when she felt two arms slowly entwine themselves around her waist, while a head rested on her shoulder and a pair of lips nuzzled her neck...oh so softly. If she had gotten over her blush, then she was again trying her best to impersonate a tomato as the blood seemed to rush back into her face with a vengeance.

Suddenly, the technique that was holding her in place was released and the young woman quickly turned around to face the young man who had made her mind so unfocused with something as simple as an intimate hug from behind. The young woman stared into dark brown eyes that seemed unsure of what to do next, but she was surprised that his arms seemed to instinctually know what they wanted, as he once again pulled her close to him. The sand kunoichi breathed in deeply as she pressed her cheek against the naked chest of the boy who seemed to make her heart thump wildly in her chest. As she breathed in she smelled the sandal wood soap that he had used but also smelled something that reminded her of trees, leaves and freshly cut grass.

Shikamaru, didn’t know ‘why’ he wanted to hold this woman in his arms, he just knew it was the ‘right’ thing to do. He pulled her close to him, as he felt her soft cheek against his chest and her warmth against his body. Breathing in, Shikamaru was once again smelling that familiar fragrance of a sweet flower mixed with a more earthy undertone. Reaching downward and taking hold of the blonde woman’s chin, Shikamaru tilted her head up as he gazed into twin pools of dark green that seemed to convey a longing that he too felt.

Time seemed to hate the girl as she could have sworn that it slowed down when Shikamaru began to swoop down slowly to capture her perfectly pink lips in a tender kiss that sent shockwaves of tingly pleasure through her entire body. The young man’s kiss was neither hard or demanding, nor was it too soft. If the kunoichi was grading it she would have said it was...mind numbingly perfect!

Of course...the kiss didn’t stop there, especially since it seemed that Shikamaru had taken a liking to nuzzling the neck of the young sand kunoichi. After the kiss, Shikamaru lightly traced his way with light kisses along the woman’s jaw line to her neck, where he began placing heavier kisses and even lightly sucking on tan expanse of skin that was laid before him. The woman seemed to respond in a definitely positive manner as she moaned slightly and roughly grabbed Shikamaru backside causing him to squeak in an unmanly way.

Breathing heavily both of them noticed the lust that seemed to glimmer in the eyes of each other as the young Nara lead the ravishingly beautiful woman back to the small cabin that was only a couple of meters away.

Opening the door Shikamaru lead Temari in and when he closed the door they were once again holding each other while exchanging kisses that seemed only to fan the flames of their desire for one another. Temari was surprised when her shadow-user suddenly and gently slid the tip tongue along the outside of her lips in a gesture that asked for her permission to enter her mouth. ‘Smooth,’ thought the wind mistress as she smiled and opened her mouth feeling his tongue and her tongue sliding against each other in a dance that was not about dominance, but rather harmony.

Shikamaru couldn’t believe what he was doing at this moment, but he could stop himself. The heady fragrance of those flowers and earth seemed only to become stronger as he was allowed to explore the Temai’s mouth and lips to the fullest. It felt so right, there was no other explanation. A he slid his tongue over hers once more, Shikamaru noticed that Temari’s hands were slowly removing his kimono leaving him wearing only his pajama bottoms, as the black cloth fell to the ground Shikamaru felt the woman’s hands slowly exploring his smooth chest and washboard stomach.

Pulling away from their kissing, the pair gaze at one another though lust filled eyes. Without really thinking, Temari slowly allowed her hands to dip into waist band of Shikamaru pajamas. This elicited a slow hiss from the boy as his head jerked back slightly. The reaction that Temari received was like throwing fuel on a fire. She wanted to dip her hand down there again, but unfortunately Shikamaru was not going to let her have all the fun.

Reaching out for the blonde’s waist, Shikamaru pulled her in tightly so that she could feel – though the thin material of his pajamas – what she was doing to him. Temari gasped as she felt something hard against her thigh.

Quickly spinning the girl around Shikamaru, nuzzled the woman’s neck again...only this time he began undoing her kimono, leaving her obi sash to fall to the ground while his greedy hands reach inside the folds of cloth to rest on warm tight skin.

Temari was breathing hard as she felt her knees go weak with the sensations that her shadow-user was creating in her. On one front, he was driving her crazy with his tongue and lips as they dance their way over her sensitive neck, and on the other front he was stirring up something completely different as his hands rubbed her flat smooth stomach while just barely fluttering just below her breasts.

It was now or never, the moment had come. Spinning around, Temari grabbed Shikamaru’s bottoms and gave them a sharp tug, but...in the same manner, Shikamaru slid both of his hands into his wind mistresses kimono and slid it off her shoulders. Shikamaru finished the deed as he hook his thumbs on the girls underwear and tugged gently off.

Both stood naked in the moon light that filtered through the window, and for a moment both eye each other with fascination. The young Nara took in the sight of the woman and could come up with a word that would do her justice. She was like a beautiful lost angel, her skin – even though it was tanned – glowed with a radiance of it’s own as he blonde tresses seemed to shimmer in the moon light. ‘Perfect,’ thought the smitten shinobi.

The wind mistress was no better off, as she appreciated the physique of the man that stood before her. He wasn’t even close to being like those pretty boys that live off their looks, but Temari was definitely sure that he was everything that she was looking for...and a bit more.

The moment passed, and as it did the two found themselves exploring each other’s bodies and relishing the sensations that came with that exploration. All through out the night the couple engaged in activities that had the both of them aching for more, and that is how they spent their night.

When the morning came, Shikamaru was awake as he held a naked blonde beauty in his arms only to watch as the morning light that streamed from the nearby window frame her face in light that made her look angelic and perfect. Running his fingers though the golden locks of her hair, he kissed her lips and pulled back saying something that made the girl in his arms beam with joy for the rest of the week.

“I love you Temari...” said Shikamaru while holding protectively on to the kunoichi, “...even though you’re troublesome.”

Snuggling deeper into Shikamaru’s embrace the young woman said with light laughter and a familiar smile, “I love you too...baka.”

~End~
