Love me faster than the devil
Run me straight into the ground
Drowning deep inside your water
Drown in love and memories
                 Love and Memories
                    - O.A.R


He swipes his ID card and pushes through his door in one smooth motion, checking his watch on his way across his quarters.

Twenty eight minutes.

Half a dozen long steps across the room and he’s in his closet; pulling a small bag off the top shelf, rooting around the inside like a foraging raccoon as he runs down his mental checklist.

Toothbrush, toothpaste, mouthwash, soap, shampoo, deodorant, shaving cream, and razor. Check.

A flick of his wrist zips the bag and sends it sailing onto the bed; then he’s back in the closet, pushing hangers and reaching for his favorite pair of jeans. He flips them over his shoulder as he continues rummaging around until he finds his black crewneck sweater. It joins the jeans on his shoulder as he turns and stalks toward the dresser.

Smoothly sliding down the checklist is as natural as preflight. Drawers open and close in order as he systematically snags clean boxers, a tee-shirt, and socks.

Twenty five minutes.

He spins on his heel and retraces his steps to the door, grabbing the bag off the bed. Three steps and he’s back out into the corridor, double timing it down the hallway, bobbing and weaving around the slower moving traffic. 

Thirty seconds later he steps into the locker room, snagging a towel from the stack on his way to his locker.

The water is running in the showers, but the locker room itself is empty as he makes his way between the rows. Coming to a stop, he drops bag, towel, and clean clothes on the bench running the length of the aisle. He works the lock, pops open the door, hangs the jeans on a hook, and slides the sweater, underwear, and socks onto the top shelf.

Shrugging his jacket off his shoulders, he pulls his arms out and tosses it onto the bench. 

Turning, he props a foot on the bench and bends forward, unlacing first one boot than the other. Long, flexible fingers begin to unbutton and unzip as he straightens, pushing pants and boxers over slim hips to pool at his feet as he wraps the towel around his hips.

He turns and drops to sit on the bench, toeing his boots off and pulling his feet out of the puddle.

Reaching over, one hand grabs the boots, tossing them into the bottom of the locker as the other pulls out pulls out his flip-flops.

Sliding his now bare feet into them, he scoops up the pile of pants as he stands; drops it onto the bench. He rucks his tee shirt up and over his head, balls it up with the rest of the pile, and wraps it all up in his pants.

He shoves the whole bundle into his locker, unbuckles his watch and checks the time one last time.

Twenty three minutes.

He tosses it onto the top ledge, slams and locks the door, grabs his bag, and heads for the showers.

Got a date.

*************************

He lays a line of toothpaste along the bristles of his brush, shoves it into his mouth. Capping the tube, he drops it back into his bag. Stepping back under the spray, he tilts his chin up, feels the warm spray cascade down over his head, neck, and shoulders as he begins to brush.

“Chevron one encoded.”

You shift slightly, listen to the now familiar sound of Walter’s litany and the gate dialing.

“Chevron two encoded.”

You’ve stood here before, done this before, and you wonder again if it will ever get old. You don’t think so. Your heart still picks up the driving bassline as the gate cycles, just like it did lining up at the end of the runway, shoving the throttle full forward, feeling the hum of the engines power up in their controlled whine until you slipped the brakes.

“Chevron four encoded.”

An e-ticket ride for sure. You weren’t the fucking new guy anymore, but you sure as hell knew this would never get old.

You roll your shoulders, slide your P90 up a little to sit more comfortably as you tilt your head and run a final check on your team. Standing easy, Sam catches your eyes. Her lips torque a little to the left in that half-smile she has. You wink and the smile gets a little wider. Daniel just rolls his eyes.

“Chevron five locked.”

P1X-119. Recon and intel and then back home.

“Chevron six locked.”

He rinses and spits down the drain, tosses the brush back into his bag and shoves his head under the spray, rolling his shoulders and cracking his neck as warm water sluices down his back and over his chest.

The adrenaline flashfires in your veins as you wait for that walk up the ramp. It’s as good as going gear up.

“Chevron seven locked.”

The iris opens and the wormhole whooshes and settles and there it is. Beckoning blue and calling you. Yeah, you’re a junkie.

Pulling his head back, he rubs water from his eyes and shakes it from his hair, like a puppy after its bath. Reaching blindly for the soap, he lathers up, hands running over his chest, under his arms, and back down a soapy trail to the tight plane of his stomach.

You step and everything goes to hell. Klaxons blare, split the air. Red lights dance in the shadows of grey as you take a stance and bring up the P90, targeting for the incoming threat.

He props a foot on the ledge and moves down to his leg.

A solitary figure in black is thrown through the gate. It hits the ramp hard, curls into a ball and rolls to a stop as men and weapons shift to cover it. Hands unfurl slowly, palms down on the floor as arms stretch out from the center of the unmoving body.

Flicking your eyes to the guards, you nod and flick them back to the body on the floor. “Keep your hands in plain sight and get up.” Your hands wrap just a little more tightly around your rifle. “Slowly.”

The body does just that. Pushes up, leverages itself to its feet, back to you. A river of black spills over rigid shoulders and the first warning light goes off in your head.

“Turn around.”

Stepping back into the spray, he rinses quickly. Switching soap for shampoo, he pours a puddle into the palm of his hand and works the lather through his hair.

She does, slowly, and levels you with storm-grey eyes. Your jaw clenches as the spasm ripples across your jaw line and your head jerks slightly.

Gobsmacked, your vector shifts one hundred and eighty degrees.

Suddenly you can’t breathe. Your eyes run up and down her body. Long, lean, lethal in black leather. You feel her across the distance as your hands begin to sweat.

Your grandmother warned you about girls like this. You don’t need to get any closer to know she could do you some serious damage. And that you’d happily let her.

“I want to see Jack Crichton.”

Her voice is low and husky, wraps around you and makes your insides do funny things they haven’t done since you kissed Jamie Lynn Meyers under the bleachers in seventh grade. Your tongue comes out to lick your lips as your eyes settle on her mouth.

“Would someone care to tell me what the hell is going on?” Landry’s voice explodes inside your head and suddenly she’s surrounded, being hustled off as you stand there staring stupidly.

Your hands shake as you lower your weapon. You recognize a life changing moment when it bitch-slaps you upside the head.

He ducks his head back under the water, scrubbing short, shampoo-slick hair.

Hell yeah, an e-ticket ride for sure.

You’ve just met your wife.

Roger that.

He reaches over and slaps off the shower. Grabbing the towel, he rubs it roughly over his hair and across his face, arms, and chest before wrapping it loosely around his hips. He snags his bag and steps out of the shower, checking the clock on the far wall.

Seventeen minutes.

He heads off to shave.

Got a date.

*************************

He squints hard into the foggy mirror as he spreads gel across his cheeks and under his jaw line, lathering up his face. Running his hands under the water, he gives up trying to make his features out, grabs an extra towel and swipes the mirror.

It helps, but not much. Tossing the towel toward the pile in the corner, he digs in his bag for his razor.

Straight, sure strokes down the right side of his face, repeat for the left. He taps his razor against the side of the sink, passes it through the stream of water flowing from the faucet.

“Since when do you have to shower and shave to slave away over a pile of reports?”

His eyes snap up to the reflection in the mirror. “What?”

“Reports? Those things you blew us off for?” Daniel sets the basketball spinning on his forefinger. “Unless it was something we said?” He levels accusing eyes at Teal’c. “Was it something you said?”

“It was not.” Teal’c palms the ball and leans over to sniff cautiously in Daniel’s direction. “But perhaps it was the way you smell.”

“Very funny. I do have reports. And I’ve got seventy-two hours before I have to have them finished.” He tilts his chin and strokes long and steady up his neck. “A man’s gotta eat.”

Leaning in for a better look, Daniel tilts his head as a wicked smirk pulls at the corner of his lips. “Since when do you have to get all nice and pretty to go eat?”

He cuts his eyes to the side, his eyebrow doing a fair imitation of Teal’c’s as he catches the Jaffa in his peripheral vision. “Jackson, are you trying to tell me something?”

Daniel steps forward and runs critical eyes over Cam’s face. “I gotta tell you it’s not working.”

Leaning forward over the sink, Cam rolls his lips together into a tight, flat line, and shortens his strokes to make quick work of his chin and upper lip.

Standing tall and thick as an oak tree, Teal’c crosses massive arms over his even more massive chest as his chin inclines slightly. “Daniel Jackson. I do not believe Colonel Mitchell is going to tell us.”

Finishing up, Cam cocks his head as he examines himself in the mirror, running his hands over his handiwork. “Tell you what?”

Daniel jabs a forefinger in Cam’s general direction. “You’ve got a date.”

“Yeah. I got a date. You remember those, right?” Cam flicks his eyes to the clock on the wall.

Twelve minutes.

“You had your chance. This one’s mine.” Tossing the razor back into the bag, he spins on his heel, long arm coming out, hand up to shove Jackson into the mountain of Jaffa standing next to him. “Dude, you really need to get laid.”

The Jaffa set him on his feet. “Indeed, Daniel Jackson.”

Daniel throws back his elbows. Teal’c just raises the slightest smirk of an eyebrow.

A smug grin splits Cam’s face as he moves off toward the row of lockers with a mock salute. “Gotta go.”

Got a date.

*************************

Pulling the towel loose, he drops it onto the bench, and reaches up to snag the pile of clean boxers, socks, tee, sweater, and the watch sitting on top. Plunking them down on the bench next to him, he grabs the boxers, shoves one foot then the other into them and pulls them up over his hips.

Reaching back inside the locker, he pulls his jeans off the hook, repeats the process. Long, lean fingers zip and button, and then he’s reaching for his tee.

He slips it on over his head, shoves his arms through, works it down over his chest, and tucks it into the waistband of his jeans. Grabbing the sweater, he repeats that process, settling the hem at his hips, and drops down to sit on the bench.

He grabs the watch, slaps it against his left wrist and quickly closes the clasp.

Nine minutes.

Kicking the flip-flops into the locker, he snags his socks and slides his feet into them. Grabbing his boots, he shoves his feet into them and stands.

He grabs the pile of dirty uniform still in the locker and dumps it on the bench next to him, grabs the pants and fishes for his wallet. Shoving it into the back pocket of his jeans, he props a foot on the bench and bends over, lacing first one boot than the other.

Turning, he slams the door shut, closes the lock, scoops up the pile of dirty clothes and starts down the aisle toward the door.

Got a date.

*************************

He shoves the bundle under his arm, and with a quick flick of his wrist swipes his ID card. A long step in as he props the door open with a hip and he can toss most of the bundle most of the way to the bed. He figures it’s close enough for government work, steps back over the threshold, and takes off down the hallway as the door snicks closed him.

Six minutes.

*************************

Nodding to the two SFs he almost runs into rounding the corner, he pulls up short on his final approach. The corridor is mercifully empty and he’s early.

Three minutes.

He shoves his hands into his pockets and rocks back on his heels. Breathing deep and slow, he tries to slow his pounding pulse and listen for any sign of boot steps or conversation coming his way while he counts to sixty in his head.

He makes it to thirty-five and then begins moving his feet in slow, measured steps until he turns to face her quarters.

Pulling sweaty hands out of his pockets, he slides them up and down his thighs and takes one last look at his watch.

Ninety seconds.

Bouncing on his feet, he gives up and his loosely curled hand comes up of its own volition to beat a staccato rhythm on her door.

Mid bounce the door opens and she’s there. He freezes for a long heartbeat, staring. She’s close enough to touch; he’s barely breathing.

It occurs to him in the moment before his brain completely disengages that he'd had something planned, something to say, but while he routinely processes continuous streams of information coming from myriad and multiple sources, his brain suddenly is scrambling to process the image flashing like a forest fire through it.

A small smile paints her lips, and he knows she’s talking because they’re moving and her low contra alto wraps around his brain and slides straight down his spine. “You’re early.”

He knows it’s rude to stare but his brain’s gone off-line and he can’t keep his eyes from running up and down, all over her.

Indigo boot cut jeans that he knows sit low on her waist and flow down long lean legs that go on forever. A black cotton v-neck sweater, gathered and hugging her curves, the drawstring tie looped loosely just below her collar bones, showcasing the perfect pale skin that disappears just below it.

It hits her at her hips, just where his hands want to rest if he reaches out. His fingers itch, wanting to feel her beneath them, and all he has to do is reach out.

She looks down at herself, up at him. That look, and the sound of her voice jumpstarts his synapses. “Is something wrong?”

“No.” A silly-stupid smile plasters itself across his lips. “You look great.” He shoves his still sweaty hands back in his pockets as he rocks back on his heels. “And yeah. I’m early.”

She tilts her head, the river of jet-black hair pulled up in a high pony tail meandering gently over her shoulder as she arches an eyebrow at him.

The pre-mission jitters kick back a notch.

Gear up.

“You ready?”

“Yes.”

With a quick tilt of his head, he pulls a hand out of his pocket and throws it out, palm up as his grin threatens to split his face. “Let’s go.”

*************************

She pops open the door as Cam kills the engine and pulls the keys. Pivoting in her seat, her feet hit the pavement and she leverages herself to her feet in one fluid motion. Shutting the door, she squints into the late afternoon sun. “noodles and company?”

“Yeah.” He comes up behind her, solid and warm at her side, hand resting lightly on the small of her back as they maneuver between parked cars. “You like pasta?”

“Pasta?” Her face scrunches slightly as she cocks her head at him. “You mean like the spaghetti in the commissary?”

“No.” He pulls up short at the entrance, all innocence and indignation, his hands thrown up, palms out. “Definitely not like the spaghetti in the commissary. Not at all.”

She steps in closer to him as another couple pushes out of the entrance past them. “I thought that was pasta.”

“It tries. But it’s not like homemade.” He grabs the door before it closes, his hand on the small of her back ushering her in before him. “This is mac and cheese like my grandma used to make. Try it.” He smiles his best smile for her as she turns to pin him with suspicious eyes. “Trust me. You’ll like it.”

Tilting her head, she runs her eyes over the menu on the wall. “Mac and cheese?”

He edges closer in behind her, his arm coming up past her shoulder, forefinger pointing. “Tell you what. We’ll get the mac and cheese with flat bread and…the tomato marinara…with grilled chicken.” He swings his head in close to hers. “We’ll share. Ok?”

An uncertain half-smile twitches at the corner of her lips and her eyes narrow. He can almost see her weighing his words and her options.

“I’ll order.” He chivvies her toward the cashier. “Why don’t you get us a table?” His hand shoots out to graze her arm before she can take a second step. “Wait. What do you wanna drink?”

A quick half-twist of her head and she throws a gratified grin along with her words. “Iced tea.”

His eyes run over her; over the waterfall of hair bouncing over her shoulders, down the elegant curve of her spine, the flare of her hips, and the long, long legs.

He knows he’s grinning like an idiot as he turns to face the cashier.

*************************

He can feel the quiet unease suddenly radiating from her as they sit alone together, her eyes running around the room.

Dipping his head, he leans forward, arms crossed on the table, and waits silently until he catches her shifting line of sight. “Limited gene pool.”

She blinks once as she shakes herself and focuses. “What?”

“I’ve been told it’s a limited gene pool.” He shrugs a deceptively careless shoulder, relaxes into his lean, but his eyes don’t leave hers. “Supposedly everybody looks like somebody else.”

If I close my eyes…

Her body quiets under his gaze, under a secret sorrow that shadows her eyes. “You look like someone I…”

You don’t even have to close your eyes.

A hand comes up as he leans to the left and props his chin in his palm. “John Crichton.”

No. That’s gone. Lost.

His voice floats just inside the haze in her head. “I read the reports.”

Don’t do this to him. Don’t do this to yourself.

“You look like Daniel Jackson, too.”

His lips torque to the left with memory. “That’s what she said.”

A small, satisfied smile pulls at her lips. “Vala Mal Doran.”

She’s pleased to see the question flash in his eyes, and shrugs a slender shoulder. “I read the reports.”

The lines in his forehead smooth out as his face and his eyes ease back into a careful blank slate. “I’m not gonna ask you about it, but is this…” He waves a hand in the general direction of his face. “…going to be a problem?”

See this man for what he is.

“I don’t think so.”

“Good.” He drops his hand, leans forward again, and lowers his voice. “If it becomes a problem…”

“I’ll let you know.”

“Good.”

“Tell me about Antarctica.”

*************************

“So you went down protecting SG-1’s cargo ship?”

“Yeah.” He tears off a piece of flat bread, reaches out in silent offering and watches elegant fingers brush his. “Lost my co-pilot.”

She listens to the guilt and sadness, recognizes the exhaustion…the weight of wanting to change things. “You almost died.”

A spasm ripples across his jaw line as he spears a piece of her chicken; his voice is full of low anger and quiet pride. “Almost.”

Reaching over, she scoops a forkful of his mac and cheese. “Have you been up since?”

His eyes lighten as a grin tugs at the corners of his mouth. “Yeah.

“You were right,” she murmurs as she reaches for her tea. “This is good.”

The grin plasters itself, full-blown across his lips. “Mine’s better.”

She arches an eyebrow and her tone. “You cook?”

He tilts his head and warm, laughing eyes, the color of the afternoon sky target her. “I make a mean mac and cheese.”

She scoops another forkful from his plate. “Like your…grandma.”

“Yeah.” He leans back into his seat. “How ’bout you?”

She feels the tug of her own grin pulling at her lips. “I make a mean tuna fish sandwich.”

He snorts a laugh and shifts slightly, his eyes focusing on hers. “You were a pilot too.”

“Born and bred.” She shrugs a graceful shoulder. “A Prowler.”

“Fighter.” He leans forward on his elbows, rests his chin on loosely curled fists. “You ever go down?”

Her chest tightens as careful fingers fold her napkin. “Once.”

“What happened?”

“I was the superior pilot and…” Wrapping both hands around her glass, she focuses on the cold beneath her fingertips, the ice-water cold crawling out of her gut and flooding her veins. “I let my guard down.”

“And…”

The wind still whistles in her ears. “I ejected.”

His voice is so low she has to strain to hear him. “So you got out safe.”

“Over a frozen lake.” She shivers slightly with a sudden chill. “In a chair with the harness jammed.”

His stomach rolls with the sharp, remembered panic of going down over a frozen wasteland, systems failing, trapped in an ejection seat that wouldn’t eject.

He leans forward, elbows on the table, fingers curled in loose fists. “Good thing someone was there to pull you out.”

She drags a deep breath into her lungs, takes in air not water; she’s not drowning, and she exhales slowly as her eyes drift closed. “No one was there.”

His fingers, warm and living, reach out to brush hers. “You…”

Her eyes open, vacant blue-grey pools. “Died.”

He’s seen enough walking through the gate to wrap his brain around that, but his gut clenches again and there’s nothing he can think of to say, so he scrambles for something he can give her. “Nothing like it.”

She sits totally still, the band around her chest loosening as her eyes drift closed. Her voice floats soft and even. “Free and flying.”

“You miss it?”

She studies him with quiet eyes. “Don’t you?”

Pushing back his chair, he stands and stretches out his hand. “Come on.”

Rising in one fluid motion, she slides her hand into his.
 


 
He pulls into the driveway, stays slow for the speed bump, and slides into the first empty space he sees. His hand curls on the gearshift, pushes back to park, and reaches for the ignition. A quick twist and he pulls the key as he shifts his gaze to the right.

Narrowed eyes pin him with a laser glare.

He waves a hand in the general direction of the building in answer to her unspoken question. “My apartment.”

The corner of her mouth twitches as an eyebrow arches and her eyes widen in the heavy duty version of the glare.

He paints his best grin on as he jerks his head in the direction of the covered parking and pops open his door. “I wanna show you something.”

She doesn’t move.

He leans over, looks up at her from her shoulder. “Trust me.”

Her teeth slide over her lower lip as she looks at him through lowered lashes for a long heartbeat. Suddenly, without a word, she pops open her door.

They fall into step across the baking asphalt of the parking lot, shoulders brushing as they cover the distance to the cooler shade of the covered spaces. He slides his hand to the small of her back, guiding her past the empty spaces to the lone occupied one at the far end.

The occupant is wrapped in black.

“Help me with the cover.”

She takes the back and he takes the front, and between them it’s only a matter of seconds to wrestle it off and fold it into something resembling a square. She stands frozen as he gently pulls her end from her hands, eyes riveted to the polished black in front of her.

He drops the cover in the back corner and comes up behind her to breathe warm and low in her ear. “Like it?”

She moves forward in a trance. “What is it?”

“A Night Train.”

Her head swivels slightly, hair swinging across her shoulder. “Night Train?”

“Harley-Davidson Softail.”

She steps close and a hand floats up to trace fingertips over the flare of the sleek, black bobtail fender.

His eyes lock on the river of hair, the line of her spine, the curve of her hips flowing into her long, lean legs. “200 mm wide rear tire. Four piston, single-disc front and rear brakes. Laced front wheel and black slotted aluminum disc rear wheel.”

She drags her fingers along the black leather seat to smooth, cool, black gloss as his voice, low and slow, wraps around her spine, curls up in her gut.

“Five gallon gas tank. Rigid mounted 1450 cc twin cam 88B balanced engine.”

She steps around the front of the bike, fingers following cool chrome.

His eyes follow her, tracking her every move. “Drag style handle bars. FX hydraulic forks. Chrome staggered exhaust with shorty dual mufflers.”

Wide blue eyes lock him in her line of sight, a predatory smile pulling at her lips as she breathes softly. “Aggressive.”

“Oh hell, yeah.” A wicked grin pulls at his lips. It’s going to be a beautiful sunset and he knows the best seats in the house. “Wanna go for a ride?”

*************************

He thinks it’s been a perfect night; dinner and a light show, and the wind in his face as he pops the clutch and leans into the curve. She’s molded up against him, belly to back, shoulder to hip. Warm and soft with curves that fit in all the right places, strong, slender arms and long, lean thighs wrapped around him.

He’s not ready to go back to the mountain just yet.

He slides into the empty space, cuts the ignition, plants his feet and rocks the bike back up onto its kickstand. His body immediately registers the loss of their shared border as she unwraps her arms and pulls back.

His hands come up to remove his helmet and he twists in his seat to see her shaking her hair out.

She leans in close to hand him her helmet. “What’s this?”

“Cold Stone.” He swings a leg up and over, leverages himself to his feet, and reaches for her hand. He doesn’t let it drop when she’s on her feet next to him, just grins and jerks his head slightly to the left. “Ice cream.”

Tugging slightly, he takes point on their way through the rows of parked cars and falls in behind her as they get in line just inside the doorway.

He leans forward, chin in the hollow of the join of her shoulder and neck, breathes softly in her ear. “Cookie Doughn’t You Want Some?”

The soft breath in her ear is the rush of oxygen that ignites the backdraft.

She can’t breathe in the explosion of pain. It’s a conflagration. The fire burns, the heat races through her veins. She shivers as the spasm ripples through her, hands clenching reflexively, fists tight, nails digging into her palms.

It reaches critical mass and she needs to evacuate.

He pulls back, confused and suddenly scared as she seems to stop breathing.

Hand on her hip, his free arm reaches around, free hand up and out, fingers pointing at the menu on the wall. “French vanilla ice cream, chocolate chip cookie dough, fudge, caramel.”

She exhales harshly, pulls herself back as she tilts her head, face scrunching as narrowed eyes target him. “And what are you getting?”

He steps in close so he can see her face, points again as he chivvies her along in line. “Gotta Have It. We’ll share.”

He slaps at his pocket as his cell vibrates. It’s Sam and it takes less than thirty seconds to know they’re done sharing for the night. 

She doesn’t need to be told, just spins on her heel and leads him out the door.

*************************

Their footsteps echo slightly in the empty corridors. The elevator ride down is silent.

Stepping out, she turns to face him. “Thank you…”

“I’ll walk you to your quarters.”

“They’re waiting for you.”

“They know I’m coming and we made good time back to the base.” Hands on her shoulders spin her gently before he starts herding her down the corridor. “I’ve got time for this.”

She lets him fall in step beside her, shoulders brushing. It’s not such a long walk after all.

She pulls her ID card at the door, turns to face him again. “Happy now?”

His fingers close over hers, take the card and swipes it. “Happier.” He props a hand on the doorjamb, leans in and trails a finger across her cheek. “See you at breakfast?”

“I’ll be there.” A small smile tugs at the corners of her mouth as she turns and enters her quarters.

He knows there’s a goofy-assed grin plastered all across his face, and he spends the time making his way down the corridor wiping it off.

*************************

He misses breakfast, but manages to slide his apology under her door before hitting the gate.

It’s a bad week.

They meet in the middle for lunch, but there’s too many people and too much talk at the table. He manages to sit opposite her and watches her smile just for him.

The next time he sees her it’s for a few terror filled minutes in the middle of a fire fight. She’s laying down suppression fire for the team as they make their way from a meet and greet gone bad. He’s barely down the ramp and turning to cover the incoming when she comes stumbling through the gate between two team members.

He can’t even get close as the medical team swarms and whisks her to the infirmary. The debriefing is not pretty and takes twice as long as it should. And when it’s over, all he can do is stand over her still, sedated form until Lam chases him away.

It’s just a through and through, through her left shoulder. Clean entrance and exit wounds. No problem. A little lower and to the right…

And then Sam’s there, solid at his side.

“You’re already in over your head.” Her words are soft in the stillness. “You know that, right?”

“I know.” He bumps her shoulder affectionately. “I’ve read the report.”

“I know you did.” Her voice floats quietly as she rests her chin on his shoulder. “But this isn’t a mission and I don’t want you to get hurt.”

Forget escape and evade, he’s never had an exit strategy. Fully engaged, just going balls to the wall for a shot at what he wants. 

He doesn’t know any other way to be.

“Sometimes it’s a choice, sometimes it’s a feeling.” He rests his temple against the soft silk of her hair. “Not a decision, just a feeling. Like when you’re in space, zero Gs, no gravity? You’re just free and floating?”

“Yeah.” She closes her eyes, squeezes his shoulder. She’s done the math enough to know the danger of second guessing. “Get some sleep.”

Her footsteps fade. He doesn’t feel like sleep, doesn’t want to leave in case…

Shaking his head violently, he cuts his thoughts off ruthlessly and heads toward his office.

There’s always paperwork to be done.

When the phone rings, a tidal wave of fear rolls through his gut; paralyzes him. It takes three rings to shake his hand loose enough to reach for the receiver.

“Hope I’m not disturbing you.”

Seconds of silence pass, his shoulders pull back and his spine straightens in autonomic response as his off-line brain scrambles to process the voice on the other end of the line. “Not at all, sir.”

He checks his watch and wonders what Jack O’Neill would find important enough to call about at 0130.

Hanging up the phone a minute later, he shifts slightly, rolls his shoulders and cracks his neck, feels some to the tension bleed out of him as he settles back into his chair. He can’t stop the small smile from sliding across his lips.

*************************

The late afternoon wind down is almost over and long, easy strides eat up distance in the thinning traffic of the corridors. He nods to two SFs as he hangs a right at the junction and picks up his pace.

He’d seen her at breakfast. Navy Blue BDUs and her hair pulled back in a loose braid, looking for all the world like she was fit for duty, even if she wasn’t. He’d run his own check, taking in her slightly paler skin, the slight stiffness in the way she moved. She’d been just a little slower, a little more careful, a little less fluid.

He’d seen her at lunch, her movements still just a little stiffer, slower, smaller, her eyes just a little shadowed. He’d rolled his shoulders and cracked his neck, felt a little more tension bleed out.

She was up and moving and that was more than he had last night.

He slides to a stop at her door. Loosely curled fingers beat a staccato rhythm on the door. He shoves his hands into his pockets, bounces on his feet, and then she’s there. His tongue comes out to lick suddenly dry lips as they pull into a slight smile and he runs his eyes over her again. “Afternoon.”

Crystal clear eyes, the color of a perfect summer sky, lock on hers as her arms float up to the side, palms out, inviting the inspection as a small smile tugs at her lips. “Good afternoon.”

His fingers drum against his thigh and his voice is low and quiet in the silence of the hall. “How you doing?”

“I’m fine.” The words are slow and precise as her lips curve gently up and she shifts to parade rest. “And you?”

He snorts a laugh, braces an arm on the doorjamb and lounges into her space, suddenly feeling better than he has since they came through the gate. “We haven’t had much of a chance to talk and it’s getting late…”

“I was just on my way to the commissary.”

“Then I got here just in time. Come on.”

“I thought you wanted to eat.”

“I do.” He ticks off a point on his forefinger. “We’re nowhere near the top of the rotation and…” he puts up a second finger, “you’re grounded for the next seventy-two.” His lips twitch up at the corners in invitation. “Let’s go out.”

“For dinner?”

“We’ll hit a drive-thru.” He lifts a careless shoulder as his hand ushers her out of her quarters. “I have a stop to make at Peterson. Won’t take long.”

The door snicks closed behind them as they fall into step down the hallway.

He pulls his cell out of his pocket, shaking it. “They know where to find us.”

*************************

“Is that it?” The awe in her voice echoes in the stillness of the hangar.

Pride and joy mingle in his. “The F-302. Space-worthy, fighter-interceptor.”

Her reaction surprises…her. “It’s…beautiful.”

“For most people…looks…not so much.” He shrugs, tilts his head, eyes soft and focused on memory, his voice quiet and low. “It was built for function. Reverse engineered from Goa’uld technology.” He comes back to her and shrugs again. “A mix of Goa’uld and human technologies.” His lips curve up gently at the corners. “An alien-human hybrid.”

She almost smiles. “It’s perfect.”

“I think it’s beautiful,” he says honestly.

“Why is it here?”

“Modified prototype. Retractable wings.”

“They’ll be testing it.”

“That’s what General O’Neill says.” He winks at her arched eyebrow. “He called me. Said if I wanted I could take it out for a spin.” Shrugging a shoulder, he starts herding her with his greater mass. “Come on. There’s a flightsuit waiting for you.”

*************************

She watches the lights of the airfield dance in front of her as they taxi back to the hanger. Atmosphere is still not her friend, but it’s been so long, too long since she was grounded. It might not have been the thrum of her Prowler’s engines that hummed through her, but the adrenaline rush of being free and flying lights her up like a solar flare.

She feels Cam tap the rudder for the ninety degree turn lining them up for entrance to the hangar. He powers down the engines as an airman appears to attach the tow bar and begins maneuvering them into the big, empty bay.

She’s out of her helmet and harness as they roll to a stop. Cam pops the canopy as another airman slides the ladder up to the cockpit.

“Anything else you’re gonna need tonight, Colonel?”

Cam slides his harness off, straightens and stretches in his seat. “Nah. Thanks guys, you can hit it.”

“Thank you sir. Good night.”

He pulls his helmet off. “Night.”

He leverages himself out of his seat, swings a leg over and plants his foot on the top rung. His eyes run over her and a smug, satisfied smile plays across his lips. “Ya liked that, huh?”

She snorts a laugh and shakes her head, her grin lighting up her face.

He reaches two fingers to her lips. “Now that’s what I’m talking about.”

He disappears down the ladder as she leverages herself out of her seat and over onto the ladder. He’s waiting for her at the bottom as she steps down and turns into the circle of his arms.

He leans in, pressing closer, resting both hands on the ladder on either side of her head. Hooded, hungry eyes pin her in the cool stillness of the hangar as he brings a hand over to trace her eyebrow, down her jaw line, feather softly across her lips. 

He dips his head, brushes her nose with his, warm breath whispering against her cheek. “I love to see you smile.”

His mouth reaches for hers as his hand slides around to wrap her neck, cup her skull. Her arms slide around him pulling him in tighter, lost in the feel of his warm, solid body against her.

The sound of a door slamming echoes loudly in the empty silence and she breaks the kiss. He follows her as she pulls back, exhaling harshly and whispers hotly in her ear. “Let’s get out of here.”

She reaches up and snags the zipper of his flightsuit.

*************************

They stumble through the door into the deep dark of his apartment, fused lips to hips. Kicking the door shut behind them, he spins them, drops the keys and palms her skull; buries his fingers in the soft silk of her hair as he pins her against the door, kissing her open-mouthed, wet, and deep.

It’s not close enough. Her long, cool fingers find their way under his shirt and trace the trail of his spine, pulling him closer. He’s on fire; the heat of want and need commingling, igniting a conflagration deep inside that fires through his entire body. He needs to feel her skin to skin, against him, his hands, lips, and tongue.

Suddenly he moves, free arm wrapped around her small waist, pulling her with him, mouth and hips still locked, working his way down the dark hallway and into his bedroom.

He’s had this dream and a head full of wicked thoughts and suddenly it’s Christmas and Easter.

She breaks the kiss, pulls back, and when he tries to follow, her hands hard on his shoulders pin him. Hungry eyes, wide and dark with desire lock on his as strong, slender fingers ruck his shirt up and over his head. Gripping her waist, he toes off his shoes, slides his hands along the flare of her hips and pulls her in tight.

He shivers, breathing hard against the soft curve of her neck as nimble fingers feather over his shoulders, along his collar bones, down his bare chest to work his belt and zipper. Her breath is a whisper along his skin as she flows to her knees, her fingers tracing the hollows of his hips as she slides pants and boxers over slim hips to pool at his feet.

He steps out of them and a quick flick of his foot sends them flying as his hand fists in her hair and tugs. 

She follows, flowing up him as his free hand slides over the lush curves of her body.

And then he’s crushing her to him again, hands buried in her hair, kissing her deeply. His hands glide down her back, work her shirt up and off.

Her lips are swollen and glistening in the soft light streaming in through the window as she stands before him, smaller and sleeker than he’d thought. His hands slide around her waist, pull her in to him tightly as their mouths fuse, tongue stroking tongue.

He moans into her mouth, low and fierce as she rolls her hips against him, and his flexible fingers skim up the soft, satin curve of her back; unhook her bra. Strong, slender fingers dig hard into his shoulder as he retraces his way back down her spine, fingers trailing along her waist to make quick work of fasteners.

A quick tug sends her pants over the flare of her hips; she steps out of them as his arms wrap around her and he walks her back to the bed. She feels the mattress at the back of her knees. He lifts her and spins, toppling them, taking her weight as they land.

Her hands cup his head, slide into hair that’s longer, coarser under her fingers.

Different.

She breaks the kiss, pulls back, breathing harshly. Cam’s eyes, heavy lidded with the weight of want follow her. Leaning in, she flicks her tongue across his lips, traces them, and feels the desire running through his body as he cradles her head and kisses her hard, driving his tongue deep.

Recon.

She wants to trace the differences; needs to.

See him.

Her fingertips feather over his brow, ghost along his jaw line, trail down his neck, and trace his collarbones. Her lips and tongue follow, taking in the taste of him, the different taste, the hint of salt as he stills beneath her. She glides her hands over his chest, feels the beating of his heart, hears it echo in her head as she flicks her tongue over his nipple and he arches, hissing in pleasure.

No ghosts.

He looks down himself and slides his fingers into her hair as it cascades over him, softly stroking her scalp as she glides, graceful and feline, down his centerline.

That’s gone. Lost.

She feels him lean and hard under her lips as she slips further down his body, fingertips skimming the unexplored terrain. It’s something new, the feel of him under fingertips following the ridges of his ribs, too sharp, too prominent as she drifts down the path to the flat plane of his abdomen.

Thinner.

He’s hot and hard as her fingers trace the crease of his hip and she settles on her knees between his legs. His cock stiffens, twitches, as her fingertips feather over his balls; cupping first one than the other, warm breath a whisper gliding over him as she rolls them in her grip.

He groans deep in his throat as his hand fists in the soft silk of her hair, guiding her as her tongue traces a warm, wet trail up the inside of his thigh, arching as she slides her finger back to stroke the sensitive skin behind them.

He strains and surges toward her soft exhale against his hot, hot skin as her hand wraps his base and she touches her lips to the swollen crown of his cock, swirls her tongue around his tip.

Harder.

She breathes him in, the scent of musk and male as she trails her tongue along the slit. He growls low and fierce, shudders at her touch, free hand hitting the sheet, as she takes him, sweet and slow, into her mouth.

He’s wider, thicker, and she can feel his entire body thrum with need beneath her palms as she runs them up and over his chest, fingertips feathering their way back down.

Different.

Legs tense, thighs wide apart, he tries not to buck as his eyelids flutter and his eyes roll back. He groans again, thinks his brain might leak out of his ears as he surges deeper into her mouth. She glides back then takes him to his base, cheeks hollowed as she sucks him back deep in her throat. His fingers clench reflexively, against the sheet, against her skull as she works him.

He’s too ready to come, and he’s not ready to have this end. Fingers curling into the cascade of black silk overflowing his hand and spilling over his hips, he tugs gently. She raises her eyes, large and dark in her perfect, pale face and sights along the horizon of his body.

He tugs again, a little harder, and his voice is almost a growl, low and fierce and thick with need. “Come here.”

She pushes up; lovely, lilting motion as she follows his lead, flowing over him like liquid silk, the tip of her tongue scorching a path back up his midline, across his chest, up his neck, along his jaw line.

His hips rise and he arches against her again; cock straining, pulsing as she straddles him, trapping it beneath her warm, moist sex.

He’s seen her almost naked before. Quick mission changes and post shower, but that’s done nothing to prepare him for the reality of her here in his bed, with him. She looks so good above him, vivid and sharp, the ebony waterfall of hair splashing over her shoulders, her eyes fierce and hungry burning in the pool of moonlight and shifting shadows highlighting her face.

He thinks he should see steam rising from where they meet.

His hands find the valley of her waist, glide up her curves to cup the soft satin of her breasts. Her head rolls back on her neck as his fingers feather across her nipples. He sucks in a harsh breath and a full body shudder rips through him as she cants her pelvis and rolls her hips against him.

She lifts as if to sheath herself, but he’s not ready yet, wants something more. One hand drops back to her hip, fingers digging hard as the other wraps her neck as he pulls her down to him, kissing her hungrily, suddenly starved for the taste of her on his lips, the feel of her in his arms, the weight of her on top of his body.

He buries his hands in her hair as he soaks up the sensations cutting fire through him, basking in the feel of her body beneath him. He rolls them, still kissing her, open-mouthed, wet, and deep; greedy and fiercely possessive as his tongue caresses hers, promises of more to come.

Moaning softly, a bare flutter of hot breath as his lips leave hers, she shivers beneath him as he kisses his way down the silken length of her neck.

He nips hard at the join of neck and shoulder, fingers gliding gently over the lush curves of her breasts, skimming her nipples. She squirms beneath him, hissing in pleasure as he trails his lips and tongue across her chest.

He stops to lick and nip at her nipple before his hot, moist mouth claims one, clamping down hard to suck wetly. She bucks and he pulls away, tongue tracing liquid fire across her chest to nip harder and suck longer at the other.

Sliding his way down, kissing his way south, she opens beneath him, strong, slender legs bracketing him as he settles between them, fingers feathering along her silken thighs as his tongue lays her open slit to clit.

Breathing her in, he slips his hands under her to cup the firm, gentle curve her ass, holds her to him as he relaxes his lips onto her. Her body opens beneath him and the taste of her floods his senses, mingles with the scent and feel of her under his mouth and hands as he slowly slips first one then another finger into her.

She’s humming softly beneath him, her hands fisting in the sheets as his tongue slides along her wet, smooth surfaces, agile fingers dancing deep inside her. Her shoulders press hard into the mattress; her feet plant themselves as her hips rise to meet his mouth as fingers and tongue work faster.

She hears her pulse as it pounds frantically in her ears, shivers as she bucks beneath him, electric light shooting up her spine, wildfire scorching her veins.

Strong slender fingers slide into his hair and pull. He breaks into a wicked grin, dark, hungry eyes locked on hers as he crawls up her body, tongue burning a path along skin so pale it’s almost translucent in the moonlight streaming in through the window. His hands slide into the lake of black hair pooling on the sheets on either side of her head and he drops, taking most of his weight in his arms, pinning her body as his mouth covers hers.

Her fingers ghost along the bumpy trail of his spine, arms wrapping his neck as her legs bracket his hips. She rolls them, comes up straddling him and cants her hips, feels him vibrating beneath her. Breathing hard he grins again.

Hooded eyes rest on his as she flows to her knees in one fluid motion, his cock following her, straining and squirming, seeking her as she glides her wet, slick warmth along his tip. She slides herself slowly down his swollen length, seats herself comfortably as she sheaths him completely inside her.

His hands find the sweet curve of her hips, fingers digging into the strong, sleek curves of her ass. He growls fierce and deep in his throat as she leans back to rest her hands on his thighs, tilts her head back, lips curving up in pleasure; wild, untamed hair spilling over her shoulders.

She’s beautiful, grace and rhythm above him as she slowly begins riding him.

“Oh, god,” he breathes on a long, harsh exhale.

He’s out of his mind already, hot wired and good to go, small spasms rippling though his body as she cants her hips down hard.

He thinks she can fly him all night; wants to fuck her; forward, backward, upside down, and sideways, wants to feel the flex and stretch of sweat-slick skin gliding beneath his.

His hand slides up the lush curve of her body, buries itself in her waterfall of hair. He wraps her neck and pulls her down to him, her hands cradling his head, her breasts soft against his chest as his free arm snakes around her waist, fusing mouths and bodies.

Flipping them, breathing harsh and jagged, breathing in rhythm, he finds his groove, plunging deep into her body, burying himself, pumping as she thrusts up to meet him.

His heart is beating too fast, his pulse pounds in his ears. He breaks the kiss, pushes up on his elbows, changing the angle as liquid fire pools in his gut, shooting up his spine, torching his nerve endings. She writhes beneath him, slick friction as they move together; breathing hard as her eyes flutter closed.

Panting, he cups her face, drags his thumb over her lips. “Look at me.”

Clear wide eyes open wide as she locks her legs around his hips and arches up to meet him, feels the electricity sparking deep in her gut, scorching up her spine, blinding white light exploding in her brain.

“Cameron,” she breathes.

He surges into her and drives home, shudders and seizes and then he’s there at the event horizon. She jerks her hips, bucks hard against him, inner muscles clenching as he catches her eyes, lock her in place. Hands clasped tight and bodies melting and suddenly he’s through, riding the wave, eyes rolling back in his head as he’s caught in the rictus of his release.

Shaking arms give out and he drops heavily onto her, small spasms and aftershocks still rippling between them. He buries his face in her hair, breathing hot and heavy into her ear as her fingers trail up and down the sweat slick skin of his back.

He comes back to himself slowly, slides to his side, just off her, still close enough to be touching. She rolls to her side and he curls around her, fingers tangling in her hair. Sliding his arm over her waist, he brings his hand up to gently stroke concentric circles over her belly, her breast.

He’s sluggish and sated and sleepy, and wants nothing more than to stay that way when he feels the mattress shift as she moves.

He snags her close and drawls quiet and low in her ear. “Where you goin’?”

Her breathing softens and she stirs slightly. “I should go shower.”

“Uh-uh.” He whispers a kiss into her hair. “Sleep.”

Her smaller hand covers his. “I have to get back.”

“Uh-uh.” He drops a kiss on her shoulder, wants nothing more than to love this body, map its terrain, mark its hidden places, claim it as his own. “You are off duty for the next seventy-two. Remember?”

She scoots back, snugs herself to him. “Are you suggesting seventy two hours of sex?”

He pulls her closer, rubs up against her, nips at the soft skin at the join of her neck and shoulder. “We can do it in the shower in the morning.”

She wiggles her ass against him, wicked grin pulling at her lips. “You’re sure you’ll be up for that?”

He buries his face in her hair, lips grazing her ear as he breathes her in. “I’m very sure.”

She snorts a laugh as she shivers and settles in close.

“I aim to please, ma’m.” He reaches down for the cover, pulls it up over them. “And I make a mean biscuits and gravy.”
