A MOMENT OF CALM

"Damn it, Talyn," John swore as the ice-cold water shot out of the shower and numbed his skin. It had been warm, for a microt, as Talyn taunted him silently with the promise of a hot shower before taking the privilege away and dowsing Crichton in the coldest water the young ship could produce.
Stepping quickly out of the path of the water, John wrapped a towel around his waist and strode purposely down the corridor to the only hospitable quarters on the ship.

He banged a fist against the hard surface of the door, more in a need to hurt Talyn than to aggravate the ship-mate within. The door opened and Aeryn stood opposite, her narrowed eyes growing wide at his wet, shivering, barely-clad appearance.

One of his hands clenched a section of the towel, keeping it secured at his waist. In a slow, controlled tone, through clenched teeth, John said, "Talyn couldn't space me so he's doing the next best thing."

"Water still cold is it," Aeryn said, amusement in her voice.

Crichton strode past her, inviting himself into her quarters, barely keeping his towel in place in his haste. "I'm freezing the boys off here, Aeryn," he said loudly as he headed for her shower.

She frowned as she ran her hand over the sensor, closing the door, before following him. "What makes you think that water will be any warmer?" She asked as she stepped up beside him.

Crichton stood beside her shower, still grasping the towel tightly in place. The water was already running but there was no sign of it warming up. "Oh give me a break."

"He's not stupid, John."

"I never said he was. All I ask for," he began, "is a bed, food, and a warm shower. And I don't want two outta three."

"You may have to settle," Aeryn told him.

John sighed, his head and shoulders dropping noticeably in defeat.

"Come on," Aeryn said, touching his arm lightly. She took hold of her own towel and carried it with her. John followed behind her, away from the shower he wouldn't be having that particular day, wouldn't be having at all until Talyn grew up and got over the human's presence.
She sat him down on the bed and handed him her towel. "I'll get your clothes," she said. It wasn't something she would normally offer to do, choosing instead to send someone else to fetch whatever was needed. This time there was no one to send, and he looked even more pathetic than usual, shivering and dripping. If Talyn refused to let Crichton feel comfortable she at least could.

"Thanks," he replied, his voice muffled and his face partially hidden by her towel as he dried his hair with it. He wiped the cold droplets of water off his face and continued down, removing all moisture from his body. As the towel had passed over his face, he'd caught just the faintest hints of Aeryn's scent. The towel was clean, and his scent was now on it, but there was something of Aeryn on it too.

Aeryn returned with his clothes and placed them on the bed in silence.

"I still haven't had my shower."

Hearing the defeat in his voice, Aeryn moved to sit beside him on the bed. However as she sat down he stood abruptly, and she watched him as he walked across her quarters. He briefly entered her bathroom and then exited a moment later without her towel. He was still clutching the one wrapped around his waist and she had to admit, silently, that she could get used to watching John walk around in a towel. Recently, after her feelings had been revealed to Talyn and the rest of the ship when they had been trying to escape the budong, and after the kiss she and John had ultimately shared, she had found herself giving in to her feelings for him. Two full days had passed and they hadn't discussed the kiss, nor had it been repeated, but there had been fleeting moments when his hand had lingered on her arm, or hers on his, and a spark had passed between them. She let her eyes linger on his naked torso as he walked toward her, allowed herself a moment to sit transfixed by his body. She had seen it before, but it never lost its beauty.

When her eyes travelled up to his face and she saw the grin on it, she glared at him in response, silently daring him to call her on it.

Still smiling, he sat next to her on the bed, the clothes she had retrieved for him now forgotten. He didn't bother to adjust the towel as he sat. "I want that shower."

She pursed her lips to try and keep in control, but couldn't stop the smile from tugging at the corners of her mouth. "So go have one."

"It'll be cold," he said softly. He turned his head and glanced down at her shoulder, bare except for the thin strap of the top she wore. He had tasted that skin before, inhaled its scent, nuzzled it. It was so close to him, mere inches from his nose. All he had to do was lean ever so slightly…

Aeryn turned to face him, saw him staring intently at her skin, closed her eyes and exhaled slowly. When she opened her eyes again his face was almost touching hers, his eyes having moved up her

body to lock onto hers.

"Maybe you need a cold shower," she said, a husky tone to her voice.

"Maybe you do too," he said, his voice raw. He touched the tip of his nose to hers, a greeting in some Earth culture, a moment of calm, before dipping down and claiming her lips.

The End.

