Jack: And here's the spot I told you about.

Jack: Whaddya think?

Alisa: It's lovely

Alisa looks around

Alisa: Thank you

Jack slings down the picnic basket.

Jack: For you?  Only the best.

Alisa smiles

Jack grins lopsidedly.

Jack spreads out the red and white checked picnic blanket.

Jack: Lessee...

Jack opens the basket and starts taking things out.

Jack: We got some cheese, some fruit, a little bread...

Jack: Sorry, no ice cream... didn't want to make you work at keeping it cold.

Alisa: It looks wonderful.

Jack: Time for relaxing, sweetheart.

Jack: And, of course, piece of resistance...

Alisa nibbles grapes

Jack displays a bottle of merlot.

Jack: You look great, you know.

Alisa smiles wider

Jack pulls out a pair of coffee cups.

Alisa: As do you, as always.

Jack: I, um, don't own any wineglasses.

Alisa: It's quite all right.  I think you'd look out of place with anything but a coffee mug.

Alisa grins

Jack: Oh, probably.  All part of the image.

Jack digs for a corkscrew.

Jack and digs.

Alisa: Image isn't everything

Jack and digs.

Jack: Nope.

Jack: Uh... you carry a Swiss army knife?

Alisa: Did you forget something?

Alisa: I'm afraid I left mine at home.

Jack: Well, that didn't turn out as planned, then.

Alisa: Do you have a fork?

Jack considers Godcutting the bottle.

Alisa: One you do not mind losing?

Jack: Yeah... here.

Jack: I only need two forks.

Jack hands a fork over.

Alisa deftly bends the tines, inserting the fork into the cork and twisting.

Alisa: There.

Jack: There you go.

Jack nibbles some cheese.

Alisa hands the bottle and fork back

Jack pours a little wine for Alisa and hands her the cup.

Alisa: Spasiba

Alisa sips her wine, still nibbling on grapes and cheese

Alisa: Irina mentioned running into someone...

Jack: Just a pleasant evening and all that.  No Rikti, no zombies...

Jack: Yeah?  Which one is Irina again?

Alisa: Just us.

Alisa: Irina... she is the pretty little one, wears a blindfold.

Jack: Oh, right, the one that called me a fraud.  Go ahead.

Alisa: This person she met seems to think you're an imposter...

Alisa: ... and goes by the name Jack as well.

Jack: Tell 'em to take a number.

Alisa frowns slightly

Alisa: Take a number?

Jack: Imposter, fraud, dead... you name it, I've heard it in the past month.

Alisa: You are not worried that someone is using your name?

Alisa lays on her stomach across the blanket

Jack: Hey, could be my sister.

Jack shrugs.

Alisa lifts an eyebrow

Jack lays sidewise so he can feed a strawberry to Alisa.

Alisa nibbles the strawberry... slowly.

Jack grins.

Jack selects a grape next.

Alisa sucks the grape into her mouth, along with a bit of Jack's finger

Alisa: mmmmm

Jack pulls his finger out of Alisa's mouth, slowly, coincidentally bringing her mouth nearer to his.

Alisa stretches forward to capture Jack's lips in a quick embrace and pulls back softly

Jack kisses Alisa something fierce, and catches her shoulder.

Jack: You're wonderful, you know.

Alisa: I am... pleased that you think so.

Jack: Oh, I do.

Jack pulls Alisa around so she's reclining parallel to him, probably knocking over various foodstuffs.

Alisa looks briefly startled but quickly relaxes

Alisa: You make me... I don't know the word...

Alisa cups Jack's face gently, stroking his cheek

Jack gives Alisa a serious kiss.  "Maybe try happy on for size?"

Alisa gives a wry one sided smile

Alisa: Perhaps you are right.

Jack: Maybe.

Jack draws Alisa quite close, pressing up against her.

Alisa snuggles close, nuzzling his neck

Jack: I know you make me happy...

Alisa looks up

Alisa and sighs with a smile

Alisa: Good.

Alisa: You deserve to be so.

Jack grins, and kisses Alisa's neck.

Alisa shivers

Jack: You know...

Jack ... as he kisses her neck again...

Jack: ...I usually can't manage this...

Jack more neck kisses...

Alisa tilts her neck for better access

Alisa: What?

Jack: ...without taking some of your clothes off.

Alisa chuckles

Alisa: I can not say that is something I mind.  Although this is lovely.

Alisa reaches her hand under Jack's jacket to stroke his back

Alisa snuggles closer, content

Jack sighs a bit, and strokes Alisa's bare skin between shirt and back.

Alisa with a laugh "We usually don't manage to keep from doing so for this long unless we are also 'working'"

Jack: Yeah, true thing.  With the number of meals we've interrupted, we'll probably starve to death in the next couple weeks.

Alisa laughs

Alisa: I don't think we truly need to worry about that

Jack: Probably not.

Alisa: We manage to eat, after all.

Jack gives Alisa a lingering, soft kiss, tongue lightly interplaying with hers.

Jack draws back a fraction of an inch, and says...

Jack: ...too bad whipped cream is not one of the four major food groups.

Alisa: It's not?

Alisa pouts a little

Jack neck-nibbles the pout away.

Alisa reaches blindly behind Jack until she finds something round

Alisa manages to place a grape at his lips

Alisa: I can't have you wasting away into nothing

Jack inhales the grape, along with Alisa's thumb and forefinger, sucking at them gently.

Alisa purrs

Alisa extracts her fingers, and nimbly loosens Jack's tie.

Jack allows his fingers to explore under the edge of Alisa's shirt, rubbing at her upper back.

Jack: Oh, with you around, I'm liable to end up fat and happy and complacent.

Jack: And that, babe, is not a bad thing.

Alisa blinks

Alisa offers a fierce kiss, holding him tightly

Jack matches her passion with his own, gripping her close and kneading at her bottom with his other hand.

Alisa pulls back a little, to work her fingers between the buttons of Jack's shirt

Alisa: Da.  You make me happy

Jack deftly, single-handedly, unhooks Alisa's brassiere.

Jack: I aim to please, Alisa.

Alisa chuckles and pulls away to flip of her shirt and bra in one motion

Alisa: As do I.

Alisa and grins

Jack smiles broadly at what's displayed, and shrugs out of his shirt.

Alisa purrs again and runs her fingers lightly down Jack's chest

Alisa: Perfect

Jack rubs his beard along Alisa's temple and cheek, and whispers, "Nah. not me.  You, on the other hand..."

Alisa: Da. You. Jack.

Alisa nibbles her way from chest to neck

Jack continues to rub his beard downward, along cheek, and neck, and starts to kiss at Alisa's collarbone.

Alisa arches back to offer more keeping her hands firmly on Jack's shoulders
Jack works his way down to her breasts, letting his tongue dart in and out, tickling at her left nipple.

Alisa moans softly at the sensation, shifting so he doesn't forget the other

Alisa her hands move to fist in his hair

Jack moves his attention to the other, but not neglecting the first with a free hand.

Alisa her right hand drifts to slide along his face, smoothing softly along the scars

Alisa as her body bows with pleasure

Jack shifts Alisa around, sliding his thigh between hers, clamping her down firmly as he continues to alternate breasts.

Alisa pulls his face back up to hers, nibbling along cheekbones, grazing along lips

Jack kisses her again, his tongue diving between her lips.

[Fade to black]

