Kayla’s legacy part 2

Sam leaned forward and put her chin on her knee with a sigh as she waited for Janet to finish. In the week that had passed since their last mission Sam hadn’t had a chance to talk with Janet. SG-1 had only been officially cleared with a clean bill of health a few hours ago. But then the last mission had been no ordinary one. Hammond had been given the short version of what happened but the full debriefing was due to start in half an hour. Sam sighed and winced as she touched the healing wound on her leg, a vivid memento of her experience with Mesnah.

So much had happened on and as a result of that mission. The fight with Mesnah had finally put to rest some of Jolinar’s unfinished business. However, now there were so many new issues brought out into the open.  Like how much of Jolinar still lived on in her. And how much of Kayla still lived on in her daughter. Then there was the other stuff. The stuff with Jack.

She closed her eyes and could still feel his hesitant warm touch as his hand cupped her face. His voice, conveying more emotion than he had never shown before. Even with the Zatarc machine; the words had been there but his voice was neutral, betraying nothing. He had kept his emotions locked away and she had done the same.

But now, at some point during the mission, some point between her visions and getting back ‘home’, something had changed between them. She didn’t know why it was this mission, or why their ‘marriage’ had seemed so real, but something had definitely changed.

People fear change, and so had she. In the past she had worried about what any change in their relationship would mean for them. But now that it had actually happened she wasn’t worried. She was expectant, curious as to what would happen next, but not worried. She was sure General Hammond would have a comment to make on their ‘marriage’ but he wouldn’t make a big thing about it. No, it was the change between them that she was…not worried but…unsure about. However, this uncertainty was coupled with hopefulness. Hope for the future. Hope for being happy.

It wasn’t that she was unhappy before, but the strain of their ‘relationship’ had its hard days. But everything had changed now. Kayla had entered her life for one thing. She thought of Kayla as her daughter, and in some strange way she was. The memories and feelings of Jolinar still ran through her and were just as strong as every other emotion of hers or Jolinar’s. Kayla had given birth to her, Jolinar had rescued her and now Sam would raise her.

But now that she had a daughter she had responsibilities, her priorities had to change. Part of her was screaming ‘what the hell are you doing? You can’t even keep fish!’ But another part of her, the stronger part, knew that this was right. She had no real doubts about it. It was the right thing to do. The *only* thing to do.

“Penny for them?” Janet said quietly, breaking her out of her musings. Sam smiled and shook her head.

“Save your hard earned cash,” she smiled. Janet smiled back and moved to sit besides her.

“You worried about the briefing?”

“A little,” she admitted “I’m more nervous about taking Kayla home though.”

“She’ll be fine.”

“What was it like with Cassie?” Sam asked quietly

“It was a little weird to start off with.” She replied slowly “Adjusting your life…it’s a big step.”

“Yeah I know.”

“The adoption stuff is a real pain,” Sam muttered but in truth that wasn’t what was on her mind. 

“Sam,” Janet said after a moment “You’re gonna be a great mother.”

Sam looked up surprised but not knowing why. Janet could always read her so easily. She always knew what she was thinking and the right thing to say.

“Thanks Janet,”

“I mean it you know. I’m not just saying it because I’m your friend. You’re great with kids Sam,”

Sam gave her a nod and a small smile.

“Ok, well I’ve got patients to see and you’ve got a briefing to get to.”

“Yeah,” Sam sighed pushing herself off the bed, “I’ll give you a call later ok?”

“Ok. But Sam, can I just ask one question?”

“What?”

“Married?!!!”

Sam grinned and walked away.

----

“And by marriage you mean…?” General Hammond enquired towards the end of the briefing. Jack glanced at Sam. This was the part he had been least looking forward to. He decided to keep quiet and let Daniel do the talking.

“Well it was a marriage by their culture where the man asks the King permission to be ‘joined’ to one of his women. If the King accepts then the offer is made to the woman in question. She can then accept or decline.” Daniel explained, thinking it best to leave out the ‘three levels’ thing.

“I see. And this was the only way to retrieve Major Carter peacefully?”

“Absolutely.”

“Well I shouldn’t see it as a problem,”

“I’m sorry?” Daniel asked

“The marriage between Colonel O’Neill and Major Carter. I’m sure the President will agree.”

“The President?” Jack blurted out in surprise

“Well I assume you won’t be getting an annulment.”

“An annul…” he spluttered looking at Sam then back to the General. He took a deep breath. “Sir, the regulations clearly state…”

“The regulations for this command state that all teams should do their utmost to create and maintain diplomatic relations with friendly cultures.”

“Yes,” he said slowly

“This requires the greatest respect for their culture and rituals. From what I gather, to not honour the marriage between the two of you would be an insult to King Talus and his people. Is that correct Dr Jackson?”

“I, err…yes.”

“Well then, it’s settled. Is that all?”

Shocked, Jack looked over at Sam who was looking down at the table and…grinning. She thought this was funny? But that meant…wait, what did that mean? He glanced at Teal’c, who raised an eyebrow, his face impassive as ever, but Jack still got the distinct impression he was amused. He turned to look at the General to say something…. anything, but found the briefing had already finished.

---

Sam left the briefing quickly for two reasons. One she didn’t want to discuss the whole marriage thing with Jack just yet. And two…Kayla had just been cleared to go off base. 

Now Sam stood in front of the grey door, biting her lip. Normally quarantine would last several weeks but Kayla had been so distressed at the idea of leaving Sam for any longer, that Janet had hurried through the tests as quickly as possible. The results had come back clean of all the usual things they’d encountered and Janet saw no real reason why she shouldn’t go home with Sam. So here she was, standing outside the door with those results in her hand…but nervous. Janet had hit the nail on the head earlier. Would she really be a good mother?

After losing her own mother at a young age she knew what it was like not having someone to discuss things with, not having a mothers hug to make anything better…she wanted Kayla to have that. She wanted to give Kayla a mother to hug her and make things better. 

But she was a work-alcoholic. Many people had told her that and she hadn’t cared. But now it was different. What if Kayla needed her and she wasn’t there? What if she didn’t live up to her expectations? What if…

She stopped her own train of thoughts mid sentence by quickly opening the door before she could change her mind. Kayla looked up at the entrance and her face lit up in delight.

“Mom!”

Sam’s breath caught in her throat and she almost stopped walking. She hadn’t been expecting Kayla to start calling her mum straight away, if ever. It sounded strange and yet … real. Ok, well surreal anyway.. 

“Hi Kayla, have you been ok?”

“I am now. Am I ok for your world?”

Sam smiled despite herself.
“Yes, you are absolutely fine for this world.”

“Can we go to your home?” Kayla asked jumping to her feet.

“Are you ready?”

“I’m very ready!”

“Ok, let’s go home.”

--

Sam walked up the steps to her house, Kayla clutching her hand, eyes wide as she looked around.

“It’s so big!” she exclaimed and Sam smiled. Her house wasn’t big. But then compared to a square foot with a blanket, it was huge. She pulled out the keys from her jacket, unlocked the door and swung it open. She flicked on the light and led Kayla to the kitchen. Spying a knife and chopping board lying on the tabletop, her heart jumped and she quickly let go of Kayla’s hand and began putting the stuff she’d left out away. She was going to have to be much more careful now. 

If Kayla had picked up that knife…she thought of the Colonel…Jack…and began to realise how it was so easy for him to blame himself for what happened to Charlie. She turned round to see Kayla bouncing lightly on the sofa.

“Is this your bed?” she asked with an ear splitting smile. Sam almost laughed but settled for a smile.

“No, I’ll show you your bedroom,” she offered, holding out a hand to Kayla

“Room? We have a room just to sleep in?”

“Not *we*. *You*.”

“You mean…just for me?” she asked, taking Sam’s hand eagerly, practically bouncing.

“Yeah,” Sam smiled, walking towards the spare room and sliding the door open. Kayla walked in and Sam stood behind her, only now remembering the boxes and things she’d put in there to make room for the motorbike in the basement.

“I’ll get these boxes and things out of here for you,” She said hurriedly moving around the room closing them, “and we can re-decorate however you want...” she trailed off as she turned around to see tears in Kayla’s eyes. “What is it?” Sam said crouching down in front of her, “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” Kayla said, then suddenly throwing her arms around Sam in a fierce hug, burying her head in Sam’s shoulders. “It’s just really really nice!”

---

“Are you hungry?” Sam asked a little while later. Kayla nodded from her seat on the sofa and walked over to the kitchen.

“I’ll make you a sandwich,” Sam said already opening the fridge. With a little effort Kayla climbed onto a stool and sat on the edge looking very pleased with herself. She watched Sam’s every move attentively as she cut the bread and cheese.

Sam was already feeling a lot less nervous and more comfortable with the situation. It was still strange but it was becoming more natural. The ring of the doorbell drew her attention and Kayla’s head snapped up, looking around for the source of the noise in alarm. 

“It’s ok Kayla, it’s just the doorbell.”

“Doorbell?”

“Yeah, it means someone’s at the door.” Sam smiled

“Oh,” Kayla said, relaxing again. Sam stood there smiling for a moment before she remembered that, it actually did mean there was someone at the door now.

“I’ll get it. You sit there and eat your sandwich ok?”

“Ok.”

--

 Jack rocked back on heels, taking in the detail of her porch as he waited for her to answer the door. He didn’t have to wait long before her heard her footsteps and then the door swung open.

“Hi!” She said, slightly surprised.

“Hi,” he replied. They stood there for a moment and he couldn’t think of an opening line. She didn’t rush him by probing for more, which he was thankful for.

“Busy?” he asked eventually. She glanced behind her.

“Err, well…no. Not really.”

“You left the base earlier than usual.”

“Yeah, I brought Kayla home.”

“Oh,” he said and then nodded. “She ok?”

“I think so,” she replied. She watched him for a moment, a pretty good idea what he was trying to get around to.
“Do you wanna sit down?” she offered gesturing to the porch swing. He glanced at it.

“Um, sure.”

They both sat down and she waited for him to continue. She knew him, and knew he wouldn’t leave what had happened at the meeting alone for long. Despite that, talking about feelings wasn’t his strength….so she was just going to wait.

“Carter look…”

“You know,” she interrupted with a smile, “since we are ‘married’ now. I think you can call me Sam.”

“Right,” he said. “Right. Married. Ok. Well actually that’s what I wanted to talk to you about.”

“Ok,”

“What, what do you err…” he blew out a breath of air and dropped his arms to his sides. 

“How do you feel about it?”

“You gotta be careful how you use that ‘how’ word unless you really wanna know.” She joked. He didn’t smile.
“I really wanna know,” he said seriously. She sighed.
“I don’t know,” she answered truthfully. He looked up and met her eyes, checking they were on the same lines before looking away.

“Oh.”

“It’s not that I don’t…I mean I’ve imagined this…”

“This?”

“Well not exactly this, but…I just don’t know if I’m ready to deal with it at the moment. With Kayla…”

“Sure,” he said breaking her off. For a while neither of them said anything. They weren’t looking at each other, but they weren’t moving away either.

“It felt real,” she said after awhile, her voice quiet, barley above a whisper. He looked up and this time didn’t look away when their eyes met.

“Yeah,” he said “For me too.”

A thoughtful silence settled between them again till Jack started up, talking quickly, as if not wanting to change his mind.

“I don’t know what that means exactly…but… it means *something*…right?” The hopeful look in his eyes nearly broke her heart and she answered immediately.

“Yes. To me yes,” she paused then continued. “When you...when you asked…”

“Yes,” he answered simply; she didn’t need to finish. “I meant it. Did you?”

“Yes, I did” she said, then added, “I do.”

The symbolism wasn’t lost on him. He looked at her and their eyes communicating much more than words ever could. Slowly, as if it wasn’t really happening they leaned towards each other, smiling when their noses bumped then stopping as their lips met in a tender kiss. It was soft and gentle and so full of love. 

The kiss ended and he pulled back enough to see her face, to see her reaction. A slow smile spread across her face. It was infectious and soon he was grinning too. She chuckled and as they returned to their normal sitting positions they were both laughing softly.

“That was…” she trailed off trying to think of the right word

“Nice?” he finished

“Oh yeah,” she grinned. They said nothing for a while, glancing sideways glances at each other.

“Wanna do it again?” she asked slyly. He shrugged

“Why not?” 

“Well if you’re not bothered…” she said playfully standing up.
“Hey,” he protested, standing up quicker than he’s knees would have liked.

Just then the door creaked open.

“Mom?”

“Kayla, are you ok?” Sam asked, quickly crouching down in front of her.

“I finished my sandwich!” she announced proudly. “Hi!” she said to Jack.

“Hi Kayla,” he smiled. Kayla looked from him to Sam and back again grinning.

“Does he live here too?” she asked. Sam blushed, risked a glance at Jack who was looking a little like an embarrassed teenager.

“Kayla, I think its time for bed now,” she said picking Kayla up and walking in the door. She paused and looked behind her at Jack.

“Do you want to come in?” she asked. He stood with his hands in his pockets, rocking back on his heels.

“Ah, I think I better go. See you tomorrow?”

“Yeah ok,” Sam nodded, slightly disappointed, but realising only a few minutes ago she hadn’t thought she was ready.

“Goodnight!” Kayla waved brightly.

“Night,” he smiled at her then let his gaze drift up to meet Sam’s eyes. “Night,” he repeated softly.

“Goodnight,” she said and gently closed the door.

He stood there, on her porch for a full minute, looking at the door she had just closed when he realised he was smiling. In fact scratch that…he was outright grinning. Grinning! It had been along time since he’d had a reason to grin. And he liked it.

---

“You’re kidding!” Janet exclaimed down the phone. She had rung her up to check how she was doing and Sam hadn’t been able to stop herself telling Janet all the details.

“No,” Sam giggled. 

‘Gigging? She was giggling?’ Since when did she act so girlish?!

“Wow,” Janet said, “This is…wow.”

“I know,” she smiled sinking back further into the sofa chair.

“So…how was it?”

“It was…nice. Really nice.”

“*Nice*!” Janet exclaimed incredulously “I’ve been waiting who-knows how long for this and *nice* is all you’ve got for me!”

“I don’t kiss and tell Janet,” Sam said wickedly.

“Fine. *Mrs* O’Neill?” Janet teased and Sam laughed.

“No way. I’m keeping Carter.”

“What about Kayla?”

“Well I suppose I could do double barrel…” She said lazily twisting a bit of hair round her finger. ‘Another girlish activity’, she idly noted.     

“O’Neill – Carter?” Janet enquired

“Carter – O’Neill,” she corrected.

“This could be a problem.” Janet said with mock seriousness in her voice. Sam laughed.

“After the last few years I can deal with this!”

“Oh I’m happy for you Sam, really happy.”

“Thank you. Me too.”

“What about Kayla? How’s she settling in?”

“Good. She thinks everything is amazing. You should have seen her face when I told her we had bed *rooms*.” She laughed

“Yeah, Cassie was the same.”

“Really? Maybe they could meet up or something?”

“Sure, sounds like a good idea.”

Sam hesitated before asking her next question.

“Janet…how long was it before Cassie started calling you mom?”

“Oh…I don’t know really. I do remember the first time though. We were both at home and I’d just given her a drink. She smiled and said ‘thanks mom’, as if it was no big deal. I was stunned but she just shrugged saying ‘I was just testing it out’.”

“What did you say?”

“I was so shocked and actually nervous that I stood absolutely frozen. Finally I asked ‘how’d it work out for you?’ she just smiled and said ‘good’. After that she kept using it. It took awhile for me to get used to it though. These things take time Sam,”

Sam sighed

“Kayla’s started calling me it all the time.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

“How does it feel?”

“Weird, really weird. Kinda surreal. To be honest the whole situation does.”

“Well give it time. You’ll get there.”

“Yeah I guess.”

“Sam. You will.”

--

“Morning campers!” Jack greeted the guys in the canteen bright and early the next morning. Teal’c raised and eyebrow and Daniel looked up, the spoon pausing half way to his mouth.

“You appear to be in an unusually pleasant mood today O’Neill,”

“I am actually Teal’c. How about you?”

“I am as usual O’Neill.”

“Did you see Sam by any chance last night?” Daniel asked

“Yes,” he said slowly, his high coming down a little, “Why?”

“Daniel Jackson believes your good temperament to be due to Major Carter.”

“Does he now?” Jack said, his voice neutral.

“Indeed,” Teal’c affirmed, almost getting pleasure out of watching O’Neill squirm.

“Well that is…really…none of anyone’s business. Is it?” he added, standing up and leaving the commissary without waiting for an answer.
He walked quickly down the corridor towards his office, annoyed at himself. He had been so sure he wouldn’t let *any* emotions effect his work. So sure that no one would see through him. See his real feelings. He used to be so good at that. It wasn’t a major thing. Wasn’t like Teal’c and Daniel hadn’t been at the meeting, didn’t know about the marriage…but still, it annoyed him.

His annoyance went up a notch as he entered his office and saw his in-tray. He never liked paper work anyway but when Sam had been missing he hadn’t even attempted it. His in-tray was now doing a pretty good impression of the Leaning Tower of Pisa. He sighed. Well, no time like the present.

--

Sam walked into her lab with a smile, flicking on the lights and dropping her bag on her desk. She flicked through her in-tray humming to herself. After she had finished talking to Janet last night Kayla had got out of bed complaining she couldn’t sleep. A glass of milk and a cookie later Kayla had ended up sleeping in her bed. This morning had brought up the issue of buying clothes and it was only just dawning on Sam how much new stuff she was going to need. From new clothes to different food not to mention toys and games to play with.

She turned on the coffee maker on autopilot as she scanned the few memos she received yesterday. She’d dropped Kayla of at an old neighbour of hers for a few hours since technically she wasn’t supposed to be working. But then technically she wasn’t. She planned on making a start on the all the adoption stuff….her train of thought stopped abruptly as she read the last memo. She blinked and read it again, a slow smile spreading across her face. The coffee maker beeped to say it was ready but she ignored it and walked out of her lab, still holding the memo.

--

The elevator began to slow down and Teal’c noted the level at a glance. Major Carter’s Lab. The elevator stopped and the doors slid open to reveal Major Carter standing outside. She smiled when she saw him and stepped inside. 

“Hey Teal’c,”

“Major Carter,” Teal’c greeted stepping aside to let her in. “Should you not be at home resting?” he asked concerned as the lift started up again.

“Oh I’m fine,” she said dismissively and he raised an eyebrow. “I’m not even doing work.”

“That seems unlikely,” he said, the eyebrow dropping back down again and she laughed.

“No, really I’m not. I’ve only dropped Kayla off for a few hours anyway.”

“I see. You came to see Colonel O’Neill then?” 

“Among other things,” she nodded.

“I am sorry that I was not present for the joining of yourself and Colonel O’Neill,” he said earnestly and she smiled sadly,

“I know Teal’c but…maybe it’s still possible.”

“I do not understand.”

“Well, I’ll guess we’ll just have to wait and see,” she said cryptically as the elevator began to slow down again. He frowned but she just smiled as the door slid open.

“See you later Teal’c.”

And then the doors slid closed, leaving him to consider her words. 

--

Jack cursed as the computer screen changed his text to a different colour for the third time. It had been three hours and so far he’d done one report and two acquisition requests. Things weren’t going well. A knock on his door only served to irritate him more.

“Come in,” he barked still glaring at the screen.

“Got a minute?” Sam’s voice drew his attention. He smiled and nodded, forgetting about the damn computer instantly.

“Sure,”

“Did you get a memo from Hammond last night?”

“Memo?” he asked casting a semi-glare at his in-tray. “Maybe. My in-tray is now commonly known as O’Neill’s tree.”

She smiled and held put a piece of paper.

“Here, it’s the same as the one you should have got.”

He stood up and rounded the desk, perching on the edge as he took it off her, mumbling odd words as he read.

“Major Carter, Colonel O’Neill…marriage…formal confirmation…earth officials…” he trailed off and looked up at her questioning. “Spell it out for me would ya?”

“They want us to get married on Earth,”

“Married? As in…white wedding style?”

“Or just a registry office,” she shrugged. He stared at her at her for a moment before letting his gaze drop to the ground.

“Oh,” he said quietly and pushed himself off the desk. “So…what do you think?” he said looking her in the eyes. 

“Well we don’t have much of a choice,” she said giving him a little smile. He didn’t return it, instead looking serious.

“There’s always a choice,” he said quietly. 

“Yes there is,” she nodded. She took a step closer to him and caught him off guard when she kissed him.  He frowned.

“What does that mean?” he asked.

Her smile simply grew as she turned and walked out of his office.

--

“Did anything happen between Sam and Jack last night?” Daniel asked leaning against the doorframe to Janet’s office. She looked up feigning surprise. She’d noticed him hovering around outside her door awhile ago.

“Hello to you too Daniel,”

“Sorry,” he apologised stepping into the room properly. 

“Why are you asking me anyway?” she asked looking back to her work. “Ask them.”

“I did.” Daniel sighed, lowering himself into the chair opposite her. “I…err…broached the subject with Jack and he…well…he wasn’t pleased.”

“So what are you coming to me for?” she asked finally looking up and fixing him with a look. He met it with his own pleading eyes.

“You and Sam are close….did she tell you anything?”

“Look Daniel, if she told me anything, she wouldn’t want me talking about it with other people.”

“Not even me?” he asked, again with the pleading eyes.

“Daniel do *not* look at me like that. Go and ask her yourself.”

“I thought she was at home resting?”

“That’s what I told her to do, but does that sound like her?”

“No.”

“She’s been on base for an hour or so now. I think she’s trying to sort out the adoption paperwork for Kayla.”

--

Sam rubbed her hand across her face and shook her head. All this paper work…usually she didn’t mind paper work. Forms, reports, anything to do with her work she did without complaint but this adoption stuff was the mother of all paperwork! It could quite possibly take her years. In addition to all the usual stuff with adoption there was the whole thing of explaining Kayla’s origin. She sighed and re-read the paragraph for the forth time.

“What does that mean?” Jack asked leaning against her doorframe. She looked up surprised and it took her a few moments to realise what he was talking about.

 “You can’t figure it out?” she asked with a smile, dropping her pen and swiveling her chair round to face him. He shrugged and stepped into the room.

“Well…you know me…I…no.”

She laughed; an outright laugh then covered her mouth, grinning. 

“So?” he repeated, looking quite…dare she think it…nervous? She cocked her head to one side, still smiling.

“Well…” she said slowly “I think it means…” Her eyes drifted away from his, teasingly but fell upon the clock. “Crap!”

“It means crap?” he frowned.

“No ‘crap’ I’m going to be late to pick Kayla up!”

“Oh. Right,” he nodded, watching her throwing her stuff into a bag. “So…?”

She slung her bag over her shoulder and paused.

“So it means…” she paused to consider how to phrase it. “Maybe you should ask *properly*.” She said. And she was gone. He was left standing there puzzling over that piece of information. 

Properly? As in…she wanted him to propose?!! Carter, romantic? Since when?! That was something he didn’t know. Something he would *definitely* have to investigate.

--

Sam was grinning the whole drive over to get Kayla from the ‘childcare provider’ as the adoption papers called it. Sam just thought of her as Lucy, an old neighbour of hers who loved kids. Lucy had agreed to watch Kayla until Sam could sort out all the paper work and documentation to get Kayla into a school. Who knew adopting involved so many records and credentials? Let alone schools!

Parking her car in front of the house she was only halfway up the steps when Kayla came rushing out.

“Mom!” she cried throwing herself at Sam’s legs.

“Hey sweetie,” she said, testing out that word for the first time and liking it. She picked Kayla up and rested her on her hip as she took the remaining steps to the door.

“Hi Sam,” Lucy greeted her.

“Hiya Lucy, was she ok?”

“Fine, kept jumping up at the window every time she heard a car outside,”

“I thought it was you,” Kayla said.

“Well it’s me now,” Sam smiled.

“Yeah,” she said and put her arms around Sam’s neck. It really did amaze her how affectionate Kayla was to her. But then when she considered that Kayla had never really had a mother figure or anyone to give her love, then it wasn’t surprising at all.
“Why don’t you go to the car Kayla,” Sam said putting Kayla down. “I’ll come strap you in, in a second.”

“With the seatbelt?”

“Yes with the seatbelt,” Sam smiled as she watched Kayla take the steps down to the car. She was trying extra hard to use any new word she learnt. 

“Thank you for today Lucy,” Sam said, turning her attention back to the older woman.

“Anytime Sam, she’s a pleasure. Want to come in?”

“Love to but I can’t. I said I’d introduce her to Cassandra.”

“Okay, well same time Monday?”

“If you wouldn’t mind?”

“Not at all, how are the adoption proceedings going?”

“Slowly,” Sam sighed, “Very slowly. I’ve got a ‘character and situation’ inspection to do yet!”

“You’ll be fine,”

“I hope so,”

“Well good luck,”

“Thanks. I’ll see you Monday?”

“Bright and early!” Lucy smiled.

“Ok, thanks again.” Sam said walking back towards her car seeing Kayla attempting to do the seatbelt herself.

--

Sam had left over half hour ago and yet Jack was still pottering around her lab. Picking things up and putting them down again. He heard the footsteps coming his way the moment Daniel stepped out of the elevator. The man had a distinctive way of walking Jack like to call a ‘shuffle’. It was the footsteps of a man who had never been taught the art of stealth or even wanted to learn it.

But instead of walking in the opposite direction as quickly as possible, the usual Jack O’Neill thing to do after an incident like this morning, Jack waited patiently in Sam’s lab for him. 

Daniel had doubtlessly come to talk to Sam about what was going on after Jack had blown him off. So he stood waiting, listening to Daniel’s ‘shuffle’ footsteps getting closer as he toyed with a little device he’d found on one of Sam’s shelves. The footsteps stopped at the doorway.

“Hey Daniel,” he said looking up and putting the device down.

“Jack,” Daniel said clearly surprised, quickly scanning the room as if looking for Sam. “Sam not here?” he asked. Jack bit back the sarcastic remark on the tip of his tongue with considerable effort.

“She left about 10 minutes ago to pick up Kayla.”

“Oh,” was Daniel’s only reply glancing back out the door again. 

‘Considering escape tactics Daniel?’

 “Listen Daniel, about this morning… I’m not mad at you.”

For a moment Daniel looked confused. Then he raised both his eyebrows and shoved his hands in his pockets.

“Well good because, you know, that’s something I’ve been worrying about a lot.” The sarcasm was dripping off his voice.

‘He’s been hanging around me waaaay too much.’

“Little bit of me starting to rub off on you there Daniel.”

“Yeah, Janet is going to remove it as soon as possible.”

‘Alright now that’s down right creepy.’

“What do you want me to say Daniel?”

“I know you’re not the most sharing person in the world Jack, but we’re a team. You don’t need to put up a front with us!”

“So you came here to quiz me about Sam?” he asked

“We’re your friends Jack. Me and Teal’c just want to know what’s going on with the two of you.”

“I don’t even know what’s going on with the two of us,” Jack muttered rounding the table and leaning against it. He looked up a moment later to find Daniel looking at him expectantly.

“What?”

“Well… maybe you should go and find out?”

--

Sam smiled as she watched Cassandra and Kayla play together. Cassandra loved kids and Kayla loved the company. They seemed to be getting on great. But now Sam wanted to leave her for a little while and she wasn’t at all sure Kayla would take it well. She certainly hadn’t been happy about staying at Lucy’s for a few hours.
“Do you think it would be ok if I leave Kayla here for a few hours?” Sam asked Janet quietly.

“Sure. She seems to be getting on pretty well with Cassie,” Janet commented as they watched the two play together.

“I mean….she doesn’t like leaving me for very long,”

“Well who can blame her really?”

“I know,”

“She’ll be fine for a few hours Sam.”

“You think so?” she asked, still unsure.

“Are you going to see Jack?” Janet asked taking a sip of her coffee. Sam turned to look at her with a tiny smile.

“Yeah,”

--

Jack sat in his car tapping the steering wheel unconsciously. What should he do? Go over to her place again? That was gonna get old real fast. Plus it wasn’t the most romantic setting. 

Was it? 

Shit he was too old for this dating thing. In the movies it was so easy they’d just go to a restaurant and…a restaurant! Ok but how to work that? He’d probably have to ask her first. Yeah asking might help. What about Kayla though? When she was at school? But that would mean Sam would be on base. Very romantic. Ok…Ok…her house it was!

--

Sam took a deep breath and walked over to where Cassandra and Kayla were playing. Kayla might not like this, but she was going to have to get used to the fact she couldn’t always be around. It didn’t stop the nagging guilt in the pit of her stomach though.  

“Kayla,” she said tapping her on the shoulder. 

“Yeah?” she asked swiveling round, a huge smile on her face.

“I’ve gotta go out for a little bit, ok? I won’t be long.”

“Why?”

“I have to go somewhere,”

“Where?”

“To see someone,”

“Who?”

“Kayla…” she said starting to get exasperated but caught herself. She tried a different approach. “You like Cassandra right?”

“Yeah, she’s from…somewhere else too.”

“Yes she is. So you want to play with her for a little bit?”

“I don’t want you to go,” she said stubbornly with a pout

“I’ll be back really soon. I promise. And we can have ice-cream when I come back,”

“Ice-cream?”

“Can I have some too!” Cassandra added with exaggerated enthusiasm, giving Sam a wink.

“You like it?” Kayla asked curiously

“Yeah!” Cassandra nodded

“We’ll all have some when I get back.”

“Ok,” Kayla said slowly.

“Ok, I’ll see you soon,”

“Ok. Bye!”

--

Jack pressed the bell for a third time with a sigh. Her car wasn’t in the drive and no lights were on in the house. That and the fact she wasn’t answering the door was a pretty sure indicator she wasn’t home. Shoving his hands in his pockets he slowly made his way back to his car. So much for a romantic proposal. She wasn’t even here.

--

He wasn’t even here; she thought, standing at his door deflated. She had spent the journey over to his place wondering how this would play out and now that she was here…he wasn’t.

With a sigh she made her way to the back of the house and climbed up the ladder to the roof. It was a beautiful view up here and she could spend hours with that telescope. Making herself comfy in the large seat up there she gazed up at the sky. When she was little she had lived and breathed about space, about getting closer to the beauty and magic of the stars. Funny, how much her life had changed since then. And how much her dreams had too.

--

Jack did a double take when he saw Sam’s car parked on his drive. Well at least it was a different setting. The nervousness from earlier returned but he’d never let that stop him before and it wasn’t stopping him now. With a deep breath he got out of the car.

--

“Nice view?” he asked, pausing after his climb up the ladder. She glanced over and looked him up and down.
“Yeah, it’s not bad.”

Flirting?! Did she just…?

“You should come up here more often.”

“Like I don’t spend enough time in space,”

“Yeah,” he laughed but cut it short. “Marry me?” the question caught her off guard and she glanced back at him surprised. He looked surprised too. As if he hadn’t planned on it being so abrupt.

“Already have.”

“Carter…”

“Carter?” she echoed indignant as if he’d insulted her.

“Sam.” He corrected “Please…this is…” he sighed and turned around to face the street, clutching the railing tightly. “It’s just hard.”

“It’s just me,” she said quietly

“And it’s just me,” he replied turning back to face her. “What do you want Sam? You want a speech? Flowers? To be wined and dined?”

“To be wined and dined is overrated. Flowers die. And you suck at speeches,” she said simply.  “I don’t want anything from you Jack.”

“So what’s this…this *properly* stuff then?!” he said exasperated She sighed not quite knowing how to explain herself. She didn’t want a big proposal or anything, not really. But when she thought she was dying, in those last few moments the only thing that had been important to her was telling him how she felt. She realised now that if she’d had a few more moments, the only thing that would be important was to hear it back. But she hadn’t. She had ‘died’ and come back and she still hadn’t heard it. It was silly really, it wasn’t in his nature to say it and he knew she knew that. But still…

“You haven’t said it,” she said softly.

“Said wha…” he trailed off as it occurred it him, his eyes widening. “Oh!”

“Yeah,” she said, slightly embarrassed and looking away. He crouched down in front of her until she looked at him.

“I love you,” he said immediately, his voice laden with emotion. She smiled and looked down. “Hey,” he said gently lifting her chin back up to look at him. To his surprise he saw tears on her face. “I love you.”

“Thank you,” she whispered, wrapping her arms around his neck without moving from her seat. “I love you too,” They stood in that tight embrace for a long time. Him crouched in front of her chair and her arms around him. Knowing it was allowed, knowing it was alright to feel like they did. Eventually they pulled apart and he moved to sit next to her. She sighed and rested her head on his shoulder, just comfortable in each others presence.

“Do I get a ring at least?” she said after awhile,

“Well, that depends.”

“On what?”

“On…what do you think?”

“Yes,” She laughed, “I think yes.”

He smiled, enjoying the feeling of just sitting here with her, making her laugh.

“Sam, are you sure?” he said eventually

“What?”

“I mean I know we just said...But the other day…”

“Today’s a different day.”

“Yeah but…”

“But what?”

“You said you weren’t ready and I don’t…”

“I never said that,” she interrupted.

“You said you didn’t know.”

“I also said yes. Go with the latter answer.”

“Sam, I do understand. With Kayla and everything. If you wanna wait then…”

She didn’t answer right away instead looking away, thinking.

“There’ve been a lot of changes in my life recently,” she said slowly.

“Yeah,” he agreed.

“I wasn’t sure if I could do it.”

“You’ll do it,” he said, that quiet confidant tone which just let her know how much he believed in her, not a shadow of a doubt otherwise. She loved that. Loved the way he just made all problems seem conquerable. But there was one she didn’t know if he could conquer.

“Do you remember when I told you I was adopting Kayla?” she asked.

“Yeah,”

“I asked you if you thought it’d be a problem.”

“I remember.”

“You said not for me and not for you as my CO. But I’m not asking you as my CO now Jack. I’m just asking you.”

This time it was Jack’s turn to look away but Sam kept looking at him. He didn’t move for a long time and after a while Sam nodded.

“It’s ok,” she said quietly looking down, angry with herself. Angry because she felt disappointed and had no right to be. She was asking too much. The man had lost a child and she was upset! But she was disappointed. She wanted this to work out so much, it was all she had dreamed about for years. But Kayla had to come first. She composed herself and looked back up. She was surprised to find him already looking at her.

“I want to,” he said quietly, 

“It’s ok,” she repeated. “You don’t have to do this,”

“No, I…Kayla…she seems like a great kid but…I don’t know if I can do it,”’

“You can do it,” she answered immediately with the same tone of belief and confidence he had used earlier. “But you don’t have to. I won’t ask you to.”

“You don’t have to ask,” he said cupping her face in his hand, searching her eyes to see that she understood. “It’s gonna be hard though.”

“We can take it slow,” she offered.

“Maybe,” he nodded.

“Look Jack, being a Father again…” she stopped as he suddenly looked away from her. ‘Father’! Why did she have to use that word?! God she was such an idiot!

“I’m sorry,” she said “Jack, I shouldn’t have…”

“Don’t be sorry,” he said taking her hand in both of his. He took a deep breath and let it out again.  “I shut Sara out. I don’t wanna do the same with you.”

She wanted to say something but didn’t know what, so settled for nothing.

“After Charlie…” his voice cracked and she felt his hands pull away slightly but he stopped himself.

“We don’t have to do this,” she said, surprised at the tremble in her own voice. He gripped her hand tighter.

“I’ll never forgive myself,” he murmured. “People keep trying to get me to let it go. I’ll never let it go. You have to know that.”

She squeezed his hand.

“It’s not going to happen again Jack,” she said softly.

“No. I won’t let it.”

“Do you want Kayla to know?”

“No I don’t think…”

The shrill ring of her cell-phone interrupted him. She gave him an apologetic look as she picked it up and answered it.

She spoke quite shortly and he watched the expressions on her face until she hung up.

“What’s up?”

“I left Kayla at Janet’s and said I’d be back soon but she’s fallen asleep so I’ve got a bit more time.”

“Stay,” he blurted out, surprising both of them.

“I can’t. If she wakes up…”

He stopped her by pressing a gentle kiss to her lips but instead of ending it there like he intended she wound her arms around his neck and drew him closer. He reciprocated willingly, this already much more than their first kiss. It was hot and passionate…they wanted each other. And it was allowed. There was nothing stopping them

--

Sam shivered in the cool night air that had been warm when she’d first arrived. They were still on his roof, lying on their backs, naked as the day they were born. The throw from the back of the chair had been lazily draped over the both of them and their clothes decorated the railings.

“Cold?” he asked his eyes on the sky, his foot idly rubbing up and down her leg.

“A little,” she sighed

“Wanna go inside?”

“No,” she said rolling onto her side to face him. He did the same, reaching out a hand to tuck a piece of hair behind her ear. She smiled; the moonlight highlighting her hair and her making her more look more beautiful than ever.
“God you’re beautiful,” he said and she blushed, taken by surprise.
“This feels so surreal,” she murmured 

“I know,”

“I can’t believe we’re allowed to do this,”

“I can’t believe a lot of things,” he whispered into her hair.

“Jack?”

“Yeah?”

“Let’s just sleep now.”

“Ok,”

--

The next morning she was woke by a soft nudging on her leg.

“What?” she mumbled grumpily, refusing to open her eyes.

“Morning to you too,” he said cheerily. With a sigh opened her eyes and glanced at him. At some point he had found his boxer shorts…Simpsons, of course…and now he sat in the same chair she had waited for him in last night.

“Sorry. Good morn….is it?” she asked with a frown at the greyish sky.

“It’s dawn,”

“Dawn! You woke me up at dawn?! Why?” She said mock angrily.

“I thought you might want to see the sunrise.”

“The sunrise,” she muttered propping herself up on her elbows.

“That…and I was bored,” He said with a shrug. For the first time since she had woken up she fully took in his profile. He looked relaxed and at ease, slumped in the chair, the pale light silhouetting his chiselled jaw line. His bare chest was doing all kinds of things for her.

He held out a hand towards her and her heart melted at the sweetness of the invitation. She climbed to her feet, took the few steps towards him and took his hand. He glanced up at her and smiled, drawing her down across his lap. Content she snuggled against his chest, looking at the skyline. It was so peaceful in the pale morning light.

They stayed like that for a while until eventually Sam sighed and pushed away from him to stand up.

“You’re going?” he asked as he watched her pick up her clothes and slowly dress.

“Yeah, I want to get back before Kayla wakes up.”

“It’s still early, have breakfast.”

“I can’t if she finds I didn’t come back…” she heard him move behind her as she slipped her top over her head and felt his hands on her waist a few seconds later. He turned her around to face him and damn it if he didn’t smell good.

“Coffee then,” he said. And it wasn’t really a question.

--

--

The phone rang and she picked it up on the second ring.

“Carter,” she answered listening impatiently to see if it was him

“Hey,”

“Hey,” she smiled. There was pause for a moment.

“How are you?” he asked eventually and she grinned again.

“I’m good. You?”

“Fine.”

Another pause. Then Sam chuckled.

“What?” He asked.

“This shouldn’t be hard!” she laughed “It’s like we’re teenagers again.”

“Yeah I know,” he chuckled softly. “So maybe we could get coffee some time?”

“Coffee is good but…how about a movie?”

“A movie?”

“Yeah me and Kayla are gonna watch a film tonight…I mean, you don’t have to…”

“What time?” he interrupted and she smiled.

“About 7?”

“I’ll be there.”

--

Sam’s gaze flicked to Kayla’s sleeping form. She had hung in there a lot longer than Sam would have guessed. But eventually she had lost the battle and had fallen asleep about 10 minutes ago. She knew she should probably take her to bed but she looked so peaceful curled up, hands under her head. That and she herself was very comfortable at the moment. She was sitting next to Jack on the sofa, the film flickering across the TV screen in front of them. The lights had been turned off at the start of the movie and now, sitting in the dark besides him, she could quite happily fall asleep too.

With a big yawn he stretched out his arms, resting one on the back of the sofa, before letting it drop down to drape over her shoulders. She couldn’t help but smile.

“Subtle,” she murmured. He risked a glance at her. Her gaze was fixed on the film they weren’t really watching and a small smile played on her lips. He looked back at the TV.

“Yeah I thought so,” he murmured back. Her smile turned into a grin as she glanced at his face, now completely focused on the TV. 

A few moments later she gently moved until she was leaning against him. 

“Subtle,” he said glancing at her and she looked up.

“Yeah, I thought so,” she smiled and he could hear the laughter in her voice. 
He sighed contently and flicked his attention back to the TV. Sam rested her head against him and he could feel himself dropping off into sleep. Everything was going to be fine with them. He just knew it.

Sam glanced from Jack to Kayla asleep on the floor and smiled. Everything was going to be fine, she thought sleepily, resting her head against Jack. She just knew it.

And the three of them stayed there all night, asleep in the living room. It felt good and it felt right. It was the beginnings of a real family.
