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Summary

Buffy is sent to Atlantis upon request to train everyone in self-defense due to the
real danger of the City being invaded. The training goes well, but not everyone
understands that 'classified' applies to them, too.

(Original summary: Buffy arrives in Atlantis and meets a few of the people living
there.)
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Arriving in Atlantis

Arriving in the no longer Lost City of Atlantis had been a little more exciting than she had
originally anticipated, but the day had been saved thanks to a crazy outside the box idea
by the resident head grunt in charge and then executed by the Head of Science. It had
caused her, the two crazy people in question, and everyone else onboard the Daedalus,
including those who had been beamed up there for medical reasons, to get much closer
to the sun than she was comfortable with. Especially since it was gearing up to destroy
the planet below them.

It had been interesting to watch the interaction between Colonel Caldwell and Colonel
Sheppard, the latter being responsible for said side trip a little too close to Lantea's sun,
but she wasn't entirely sure if Sheppard had really seen her. He had noticed her presence
when he first arrived on the bridge, but had then summarily ignored her for the mission.
Experience had taught her that you can look straight at someone without actually seeing
them if you don't have a good reason, and they don't pose a threat. She was petite and
harmless looking, it had served her well against both humans and monsters over the
years. It usually made people underestimate her, even if they knew what she was capable
of.

The Atlantis Military Commander was a problem for another day, however, and she was
more interested in the brief guided tour she was getting from Major Evan Lorne. The City,
she could hear the capital 'C' every time someone referred to Atlantis, was beautiful. All
blues and greys, and colorful windows. It was a beautiful but simple aesthetic.

Very early the next morning found her in the gym doing katas when she heard the door
swishing open and admitting two people. Her eyes were closed to block out any visual
stimuli, allowing her other senses to pick up the slack while she moved slowly through the
practiced movements. One set belonged to a tall man that moved lightly, clearly used to
making as little sound as possible. The other set belonged to a woman, whose feet moved
with even less sound. Their pulse and heartbeat were relaxed.

Both of them stopped momentarily when they spotted her, before moving closer to the
nearest wall to stay out of her way while she finished her set. She appreciated the
concession, it wasn't a courtesy everyone allowed themselves.

Some five minutes later she rose to her full height and turned gracefully to face the two
other early risers. She smiled. "Good morning." The two people in front of her were the
Pegasus half of Colonel Sheppard's team. She'd been given a huge amount of files when
she had agreed to cross galaxies, but some of them had been marked more important
than others. The upper leadership, Colonel Sheppard's team, Major Lorne's team, and
certain scientists had been among those.

The woman gave her a friendly smile in return, "Good morning. I do not believe we met."
She inclined her head. "I am Teyla Emmagan and this is Ronon Dex." She looked at the
very, very tall man beside her and gave him a smile as well, and got a bare uplift of the
corner of his mouth. Her lust bunnies had approved of the man's picture when she had
first seen it, but he was so much more attractive in person. He didn't look like her
approved as much of her.

"Buffy Summers," she replied easily. "I came on the Daedalus yesterday."

"Are you a marine or a scientist?"



"Neither. I'm a martial arts expert." That got the attention of tall and handsome who gave
her a much closer inspection than he had before. "Hand-to-hand and melee weaponry. I'm
here to assess every one." Buffy tagged the last part on, more as a safety measure than
anything else. It's what the official paperwork said was her reason for being in another
galaxy.

Teyla's eyes narrowed a little, "Are we under evaluation of some kind?"

"Yes. The higher-ups have decided that since Atlantis is often either under attack,
suspected to be under attack, or people are simply waiting for it. Everyone needs to be
able to defend themselves. Everyone will have to go through a basic self-defense class to
learn how to defend themselves. Those who are interested or have the skill set can apply
for the more advanced classes later." In her maybe not-so-humble opinion, that should've
been done before they even left Earth the first time.

"Everyone will also need to learn how to shoot a handgun." Buffy wrinkled her nose at
that. Even now she didn't like guns, but she had no problem using them if she had to.
"Everyone also has to attend regular classes to keep active and to ensure no one ends up
in a situation they can't handle."

Ronon Dex finally spoke, "About time." Then added, "Are you here to check on us now?"

Buffy couldn't help smiling up at him. "No, it doesn't start until next week. Dr. Weir will
make an announcement. There's a schedule and everything."

Both of them nodded before Teyla asked another question. "What were you doing when
we arrived?"

"Tai chi." Off both of their blank looks, she added, "It's a form of moving meditation. It
helps clear my mind in a way the normal navel-gazing kind of meditation can't since sitting
still so isn't my thing." She gave a little wry smile. "It also helps with balance and
flexibility."

The two aliens looked at each other with some slight amusement and hope. "Do you
teach that, too?"

"Um, I wasn't planning on it. Why?"

Teyla took over the explanation. "I have been attempting to teach Ronon meditation.
However, he," and she gave him a meaningful look before returning her gaze to Buffy,
"keep falling asleep."

Buffy laughed lightly. "Ah. Completely understandable. But, sure. I can teach both of you if
you'd like." It would give her an easy in when she tried asking if Teyla could teach her that
stick fighting thing she'd read about.

"Not today though. I have meetings. Lots of them. Introductions and a more thorough tour
of the City than the one Major Lorne gave me last night."

"Shall we meet you here tomorrow morning? Perhaps half an hour earlier?"

"Sure. I'll see you tomorrow."

They said their goodbyes and Buffy left to get a quick shower and change before meeting
Dr. Weir, Colonel Sheppard, and all of the Department Heads to discuss... well she wasn't
exactly what they were going to discuss, but she was sure it was going to be a long
meeting. Then she would have the 'joy' of telling them why she was in Atlantis. Somehow



she didn't think they would appreciate it as much as the two Pegasus natives had.



Buffy vs Wraith

Chapter Notes

Disclaimer: Nothing copyrighted belongs to yours truly.
Author's Note: Written for Day 07 of the 2021 August Fic-A-Day.

The next morning Buffy went through the gate with AR-2, as their resident botanist had
managed to fall face-first into some kind of plant and landed himself in the infirmary due
to a sprained wrist. The plant guy, David Parrish, had managed to pass his second
evaluation just barely the day before the mission, and this had put him right off the team
again until he was both healed and better understood to watch where he was going - even
if there was an interesting plant to fawn over.

The rest of the team consisted of Major Evan Lorne and Lieutenants Klaus Coughlin and
Dan Reed. They were friendly enough but seemed to have picked up on the distrust
between the two expedition leaders and her. Lorne was a little cooler towards her than he
had been in the beginning, but he was professional and polite. From what she had
managed to gather about him, mainly by using her Slayer-enhanced hearing to eavesdrop
in the mess hall, this was how he normally acted.

Truthfully, a lot of people had become wearier of her due to Sheppard and Weir's
noticeably colder behavior towards her. No one had been overtly hostile, not even those
two, but conversations suddenly tended to die out if someone saw her, topics changed,
there were more whispered conversations, and fewer people were willing to just chat with
her about whatever. It shouldn't have come as a surprise, these people were close and
they were on an outpost, but it still hurt.

Rumor had it the tension was at least partially caused by Dr. Weir failing her evaluation
repeatedly, but there were other less serious ones as well. Like Buffy attempting to break
them up by trying to seduce Colonel Sheppard (or Dr. Weir). Which would've been funnier
if she'd had someone to share it with, especially since her sense of smell told her that the
two of them were not actually bumping uglies.

All of this was running through her head as she walked through the Stargate and straight
into a Wraith culling. The first thing she heard as she rematerialized on the other side was
a high-pitched whine quickly followed by screams and running footsteps. Knowing she
was out of her element a little with this particular enemy, she quickly located Major Lorne
a short distance from her and followed him in between some of the ever-present trees that
nearly always seemed to be close to the Stargate.

Buffy raised an eyebrow once they were semi-secure, "Wraith, I presume?"

"Good guess," Lorne replied in a dry voice. "Let's see if we can make a good impression
on these people by helping out." He followed it up with orders that predictably included
shooting the space vampires. She didn't mind but managed to maneuver herself and the
Major so she ended up in close combat with one of the weirdly greenish humanoid
creatures while he was shooting a couple the foot soldiers.

Buffy made a few kicks closely followed by an uppercut while carefully making sure
neither of its hands came too close to her person. The dangling automatic weapon around



her neck made it a little more difficult than it should have been, but she made due.

He was strong and fast and it was amazing to finally be able to flex her strength and
speed without having to worry about breaking her opponent. When a second Wraith
joined their fight she might have grinned a little manically. A few minutes later a slightly
freaked-out Lorne yelled at her to finish it as they needed to move. A little mournful of
losing her fight so soon she unsheathed her military-issue k-bar and stabbed first one and
then the other in the head. Mainly because she couldn't remember if there was a specific
way to kill them that didn't involve the head, or if it was just more difficult due to armor or
something.

Over the next half hour, she killed another five Wraith by herself using the knife while
Major Lorne became increasingly wide-eyed when he wasn't busy shooting or doing other
things. It felt great, although she needed to get herself a sword. It would make things
easier. Maybe Ronon or Teyla knew where she could get one.

By the end of it, Reed had managed to down one of the small spaceships that from what
she heard from the locals had come through the gate five minutes before them. Another
two escaped back the same way they had arrived.

Major Lorne spoke with the scattered leadership of the planet, which turned out to be
called Regia, and a tentative agreement was made for medical aid and possibly other
things in exchange for some kind of trade. She tuned it out and enjoyed the endorphins in
her system caused by finally being able to fight to the death.

Lorne was professional and kept his attention focused on Marlin, the leader of the Regia,
but she kept feeling Coughlin and Reed's eyes on her, appraising her and re-evaluating
their impression of her both as a person and as a fighter and teacher. The Major was still
acutely aware of her though and she knew it, even if she hadn't been able to hear his
heartbeat.

Two long hours later they went back to Atlantis. They quickly went through the post-
mission check-up with Dr. Beckett and were all declared healthy and unharmed. Then
there was a sitrep with Dr. Weir and as they all prepared to leave, she pretended not to
hear Major Lorne ask for a private meeting with her and his Commanding Officer a little
later.

Clearly, she wasn't invited and she had to forcefully tell herself not to sneak around or try
to eavesdrop to find out what AR-2 had to say about the day's events. Firmly telling
herself that this would happen sooner or later and she would just have to deal with the
consequences.

She left for the mess and then sat and conversed a little stiltedly with a few of the nurses
while trying not to miss chinese food too much.



Off-World

Chapter Notes

Timeline: BtVS: Post-Chosen & SGA: post-03x12: Echoes.
Disclaimer: Nothing copyrighted belongs to yours truly.
Author's Note: Written for Day 02 of the 2021 August Fic-A-Day.
A/N 2: I can't concentrate, so sorry if this makes no sense.

Buffy was getting increasingly restless. As a Slayer sitting still wasn't really an option, at
least not for long. It was one of the issues she'd had back on Earth. Giles wanted her to
be front and center with the International Defender's Council, speak with people, allies,
politicians. But it wasn't her, it never had been. She wanted, *needed* the fight and the kill
and all the adrenaline that came with both.

Sparring with Teyla and Ronon had taken the edge off for a while, as had testing the
Marines, but she wasn't allowed to hurt them. Killing any of them was completely out of
the question, which meant she needed to get off-world and find Wraith or something else
fast and strong. Except, she wasn't done with her evaluation, not even close. No one here
knew what she was or what she needed, it was frustrating.

Still, she had managed to half demand and half plead her case to go with AR-1 on their
next mission since Dr. McKay kept failing his evaluation. The planet wasn't suspected to
have Ancient technology, and the people living there hadn't advanced much beyond basic
farming. It was a follow-up mission from about two months back on a trade agreement.
Nothing exciting, but she needed the experience since she had been slotted in
unexpectedly fast to leave on the Daedalus, and that hadn't given her the opportunity to
get some off-world experience in the Milky Way first.

Buffy fussed with the P-90 submachine gun, both Dr. Weir and Colonel Sheppard had
made it crystal clear it wasn't negotiable. Neither was the handgun strapped to her thigh.
Same with the Atlantis uniform, which meant she was wearing grey pants, a black t-shirt,
a grey jacket with red triangles on the front, and a tactical vest. She felt kind of ridiculous.

"Ready?" Colonel Sheppard gave her an amused smirk, clearly noticing her discomfort
with the BDU's she'd been forced to wear for the occasion.

Steeling herself for some good-natured ribbing, she smiled back. "Ready as I'll ever be.
Let's go."

Soon after Dr. Weir gave the order to dial the Stargate and it whooshed to life. It was
impressive and she felt her heart rate go up a little in anticipation. She had arrived in
Atlantis after spending 18 days on a spaceship because the SGC refused to use the extra
power to open the Gate for intergalactic travel. That was almost three weeks with no
proper exercise, not able to really run, and nothing to do but read mission reports and
other paperwork. That had been followed up with three weeks in Atlantis where she had to
very, very carefully pull her punches so as not to cause any permanent damage to
anyone.

Going through the Gate was a strange but not uncomfortable feeling. It was however a
little disconcerting to distantly feel herself being deconstructed and then reassembled on



the other side. She was pretty certain she wasn't supposed to be able to feel or remember
that.

"Okay there, Summers?" Sheppard's keen eyes didn't miss much when he was actually
paying attention, and his eyes had furrowed a little.

Her smile wasn't as genuine as it normally was, but she pulled it up regardless. "Fine.
That was my first time going through a Stargate. It was weird."

He laughed a little at her, "You'll get used to it soon enough and you won't notice the
weirdness. Just a completely normal step from one planet to the next." He indicated his
head towards the east. "The settlement is that way."

"I think I'll have a look around, starting with the forest. Go ahead, I'll catch up in a while."

"Are you sure? This planet had been checked and declared safe, but we should stick
together." The suspicion was back again.

"Don't worry, I just want to look around a little. I won't be long. Half an hour, tops." At his
unconvinced frown, she added, "I'll be on the radio the entire time if it makes you feel
better."

He argued a little more but he began walking toward the little village soon enough with his
two team members in tow. Both of whom were giving her suspicious frowns.

Buffy turned resolutely and power walked in between the trees, and as soon as she was
certain she was out of their sight she began running at top speed. The wind against her
face felt wonderful, her instincts told her where to place her feet so she wouldn't stumble
or get hooked on anything. The P90 was ruining part of her fun as she had to hold it close
to her body so it wouldn't snatch on anything.

Just over twenty minutes later she was back at the edge of the trees and set a brisk
tempo to get to the village. The run had taken some of the edge off her need, but she
really needed to kill something. Soon.

Three hours later they were all back in Atlantis and now she had a military commander
who was side-eying her, and half his team looking at her like she was up to bad. Buffy
sighed inwardly.



Confrontation

Chapter Notes

Written for Day 03 of the 2021 August Fic-A-Day.

It takes another two weeks and five missions of Buffy leaving the team for half an hour at
the start to take the edge off her slayerness before Sheppard finally corners her to have a
talk about it. He steers her into a randomly appearing room in one of Atlantis' many
hallways that have exactly nothing in it before he turns to face her. It doesn't even have
one of the small colorful windows, which makes it more of a storage room. Probably. 

"What are you doing at the start of each mission?" He asks without preamble. The
normally easy-going veneer has mostly been replaced by a suspicious frown. "And don't
say you were checking the forest for threats. 

She had been expecting this conversation, either with him, Teyla, Ronon, or even Dr.
Weir. It didn't mean she had a good answer for him. "I really was looking for threats, but I
also went for a short run." There, it was even the truth. Partially. Sort of. 

"Look," she continued before he could protest. "I'm not a spy, I'm not trying to sell anyone
out, or cause trouble. What I told you is true; at the beginning of each of the missions I
have accompanied AR-1 and AR-2 on I have gone on a short run to check for threats or
anything that might be interesting. I'm aware it looks hinky, but it's not. You can try and
push the issue or even report it back to Earth, but all they're going to give you is a
standard 'Classified, Need To Know'. Followed by the very annoying, 'and you don't need
to know.'" 

The man gave her a disbelieving snort. "I have a very high security clearance, Summers,
and you're on my base. Not even Elizabeth seems to know what's going on. Dr. Beckett
insists you're completely human, other than the Ancient DNA that gives you the ATA
gene, but that doesn't explain how you can easily kick everyone's asses without breaking
a sweat. Or why you keep going off by yourself on missions." 

"I've been wondering when someone would confront me about that, but most people just
seem to take it in stride, and ignore anything that shouldn't be possible for someone my
size." That earned her a glare, and she was certain that if he had been 20 or 30 years
younger he would've crossed his arms over his chest to punctuate his point. 

"Yes, there's an explanation to both, the same one, but, like I said; it's classified. Very few
people in the Stargate Program have been read in on it, and no, neither General Landry
nor General O'Neill is among them. You won't be getting any explanations through
correspondence." Sheppard looked genuinely taken aback by that. "This isn't just about
me, and letting the military and a bunch of scientists in on the Big Secret is a bad idea,
based on previous experience." 

An eyebrow went up at the last part, "What happened?" 

"A lot of things, also classified, but when they realized they couldn't control me they
decided it was better to kill me." At his slightly wide-eyed reaction, she added. "Obviously,
they failed, and in the end, my people and I had to save their butts. There were 40%



casualties among the military who was involved in it. If we hadn't intervened it would've
been 100%, and who knows how many civilians." 

At that point, a slew of emotions was running across his face, confusion, anger, disbelief,
suspicion, and several others. She didn't blame him, without proper context her so-called
explanation didn't make much sense. 

Clearly giving up on getting military secrets out of her, he went back to his original line of
questioning. "I remember reading reports from the SGC about advanced humans, Hoktai,
or something." 

Buffy nodded, "Hok'tar or Hok'tau'ri, or something like that. I'm not good with names. A
few of the people there thought the same thing, but I don't have telekinesis or telepathy,
or anything like that. It, I, am not an alien, and neither are my abilities."

Before he could reply the unexpected off-world activation alarm went off, and 30 seconds
later Dr. Elizabeth Weir's voice came of the speaker system demanding medical support
to come to the game room. 

Buffy tensed, "Major Lorne's team are the only ones off-world right now." 

Colonel Sheppard was already heading towards the door, which was obligingly opening
without him having to run his hand over the control panel on the left side like everyone
else. "We are not done with this conversation." 

He left ahead of her and she let him, mumbling "Of course not", just low enough so he
wouldn't hear her. Then she followed. 



Confrontation, Part 2

Chapter Notes

Disclaimer: Nothing copyrighted belongs to yours truly.
Author's Note: Written for Day 05 of the 2021 August Fic-A-Day.
A/N 2: Timeline, what timeline? Also, I ran out of time. *sigh*

Two days later Buffy was hailed over the radio by Colonel Sheppard, and ordered to
come to his office. Which was expected. What was also expected was Dr. Weir being
present. A quick sweep of the room proved they were alone and neither Major Lorne nor
the rest of AR-1 was present.

At least they weren't in Dr. Weir's office where they would've been on display for all and
sundry, and no doubt would've been the focus of gossip. It wasn't like the Gate Tech's and
the sentries in the gateroom didn't have eyes and ears.

"Have a seat." It wasn't exactly an order but close enough. Not seeing a point in
antagonizing the man any further than she had to, she sat down.

"I understand you're still reluctant to explain why you're really here," Dr. Weir began. "But
you have to understand, Atlantis is our responsibility. We need to know if you're a danger
to us or anyone else in Pegasus."

"I do understand." Off their disbelieving looks, she added. "Bottom line is, there are people
much higher up in the chain of command who does know why I'm here, and more
importantly has wanted me or someone else from my organization to come since the
Expedition first got the green light."

Dr. Weir's eyes widened slightly at that little piece of information. "I was not aware of that,
as I had full control of who went and who didn't."

"At this point, it's irrelevant. If someone from my group had volunteered then any
objections from you would've been overruled. However, we were busy with something
else and didn't have anyone to spare for a possible one-way trip to another galaxy. The
same thing happened when you were finally able to contact Earth in an attempt to get
back up for the coming Wraith attack."

More specifically, the original expedition had coincided with Giles taking over the
Watcher's Council. Which meant they were busy trying to find hundreds of newly
awakened Slayers, trying to find people to train them, get full access to everything the
Council had control over, and dealing with major issues within their own camp. The Air
Force wanting expendable toy soldiers for their little adventure had been shut down
before they had even finished talking.

The year after had been plagued with an unusually high number of apocalypses, so when
the new request had arrived it had been shot down quickly as well. To say the armed
forces were unhappy with them was an understatement.

Colonel Sheppard chose that moment to voice a question of his own. "What made you
guys change your mind?"



Buffy smiled slightly. "Your little unauthorized rescue operation." The two people in front of
her shifted a little uncomfortably. "Then the IOA became more vocal than usual, and we
decided it was long past time for us to get involved. The head of the IDC had a little chat
with the President, and the next thing I knew I was on a spaceship."

Almost immediately after her last word, both Sheppard and Weir spoke.

"You're not a member of the IOA?"

"Your organization has the President's ear?"

Buffy's lips twitched a little despite the serious situation. "No, I'm not a member of the IOA
or any of its rogue groups. And, yes, we are in direct contact with the President." She
inclined her head a little to the side while she thought about it. "It doesn't happen often,
pretty rarely actually, but since what we're dealing with is on a need-to-know basis we
can't settle for middlemen. It's too risky."

"You told Colonel Sheppard a couple of days ago that you were involved in some kind of
military operation that ended in a lot of fatalities. Can you tell us anything about that, like
where it occurred?"

"Not really. Or, I can't give you specifics. Cliff notes version is that a mixed military and
scientific group attempted to make a supersoldier. It didn't work as they had expected,
and rather than being the perfect soldier they were expecting he proved to have a will of
its own and went on a killing spree."

Then, just to press the point of the stupidity she added. "Kind of like your attempt to make
a Wraith into a human, believing you could control him. Except we managed to kill our
Frankenstein's Monster and yours is on the loose."

Both of them flinched, more or less in unison. Ever the diplomat, Dr. Weir spoke up for
them both. "We admit our experiment on the Wraith was a failure, but it's done. Had it
worked, it could've saved the entire galaxy. In any case, the Wraith/Human Hybrids are
dead, and no longer pose a threat."

Buffy inclined her head, there was no point in arguing. People who came up with these
kinds of ideas rarely admitted full responsibility for their actions and the consequences
thereof. "The point is; I've worked with the military before and they proved themselves to
not be trustworthy. They knew the secret and told others about it despite being specifically
told not to, and now a select few people within the Stargate Program knows. It also turns
out that you, like the previous top-secret military group think making a Frankenstein's
Monster is a good idea."

She looked each of them in the eye in turn, "I'm sure you can see where my mistrust is
coming from."

Not to mention one of the first sentences out of Elizabeth Weir's mouth would probably be
something along the lines of medical testing to see if they could reproduce and/or
duplicate her abilities for their soldiers. And, just. *NO*. Not that they would find anything,
but still.

Sheppard's face was set in a grimace. "Is your official job here real or just a cover?"

"It's real. The IOA wanted to send someone loyal to them, but when the President was
told that I was willing to come he gave me the job. People in Atlantis need to be able to
defend themselves, and it's something that should've been mandatory from the get-go,
and not a voluntary activity."



"What about your side trips on all the off-world missions you've been on? Is the POTUS in
on whatever that is as well?"

"No, because there's nothing to know. I go for a run while looking for threats and anything
that might be interesting. End of story. There really is nothing to worry about."

John Sheppard sighed audibly. "This is getting us nowhere. We have both sent requests
to Earth to get read into whatever you're into, and we will revisit this topic when we get
replies to that."

Buffy nodded and took it for the dismissal it was and left. With any luck, there was
someone she could spar with in the gym.



Another Meeting
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It took over 24 hours for Colonel Sheppard to call her over the little radio headset thing
they were all expected to wear whenever they were awake. At that point, she was in her
office. It was a medium-sized room with no windows, but a very comfortable office chair.
Rather spartan, but that could be remedied over time if she ended up staying.

Buffy got up and went down half a hallway to Colonel Sheppard's office. As expected it
was occupied by the Colonel, Dr. Weir, and Major Lorne. She kind of felt the same way as
she had when she'd been called to the principal's office after the gym thing at Hemery
High. Except instead of the principal and her parents there was a high-ranking politician, a
high-ranking officer, and said officer's XO.

"Please have a seat, Miss Summers." Buffy sat down across from the base commander
and looked him in the eye. This was going to be his show, not Dr. Weir's. Then she
waited.

Major Lorne was on Sheppard's other side and looked calm and professional like he
always did. A professional 2iC, someone had commented sarcastically when the man had
been far enough away not to hear it. Not particularly polite, but he certainly knew his job
well by all accounts and he seemed to take his CO's antics in stride.

"Major Lorne has given us a more in-depth report on what happened on M36-117."
Colonel Sheppard began, "including how you were apparently able to fight two Wraith at
the same time and still managed to kill them both. With a knife."

She gave a shallow nod, "That's right."

"Not only that," he continued, "but from the sounds of it you were playing with them rather
than just kill them and move on to help the locals."

Trying not to sigh out loud, Buffy replied to the unasked question. "I was testing their
strength and fighting abilities for myself. It's one thing to read about something but it's
something entirely different to encounter them myself." She considered for a brief moment
then went on, "I'll admit that I shouldn't have drawn it out as much as I did, but it felt
wonderful to finally use my skillset without having to pull my punches in fear I'll injure
someone."

Of course, she still hadn't used all of her strength or speed on the creatures, but that was
something else she had no intention of telling these people. Buffy was immensely strong
and fast, even for a Slayer, and her abilities kept growing every year.

"Is that something you intended to do in the future?" She raised a delicate eyebrow and
he narrowed his eyes back at her. "Are you going to compromise whichever team you're
out with to satisfy whatever inner urges you have?"



Quickly steering her thoughts away from the mental image she had gotten from his
wording, she replied. "No. I've gotten a basic sense of what they're capable of, so there's
no need. Any additional information will be much easier to get and won't need as much
time."

"How come you're so fast and strong?" Dr. Weir's brown eyes were intent as she was
leaning slightly forward.

"That information is classified, doctor."

"The dial-in is later today, and we will get the answers we're seeking."

Buffy's lips turned up slightly. "No, you won't. Whoever the two of you emailed will give
you the same answer I've given you: It's classified on a Need To Know basis and you
don't need to know."

"General O'Neill," Sheppard began but was quickly cut off by Buffy.

"I've already told you, he doesn't know. And unless there are some extraordinary
circumstances that require him to be told, he won't. And even if he did, the information is
way too sensitive for a simple email. Even if it is encrypted to hell and back."

That was met with unhappy mutterings, but at this point, she didn't care. They would find
out soon enough that she was right.

"We have a right to know what's going on, Miss Summers. We need to know about and be
able to identify threats, what you're doing is counterproductive to that." Elizabeth Weir's
voice was reasonable and under other circumstances, it might even have convinced her,
but she had no chance now.

"There's a huge difference between 'need to know' and 'want to know'. All you need to
know is that people much higher up in the hierarchy knows what's going on and have
approved my presence here. You pushing this isn't going to win you anything but hostility
from people you can't afford to alienate."

It deteriorated into an argument between the two women after that, with only a few
comments from Sheppard. It appeared that the man was finally seeing the writing's on the
wall, and maybe he was beginning to see the benefit of her being there. Even if he didn't
get the answers he wanted.

Major Lorne, conversely, sat quietly and observed. Buffy got the impression he was
slightly regretting something, or maybe he was embarrassed over Dr. Weir's inability to
give in to the inevitable. She met his eyes while Sheppard and Weird had a short dispute,
and Lorne gave her a brief apologetic look before his face once again returned to its
inscrutable mask. She responded with a fleeting smile of understanding before she was
once again facing the Expedition Leader.

Colonel Sheppard dismissed his XO ten minutes later and the argument heated up for
another 20 minutes before he dismissed Buffy as well. She could hear the two arguing as
she left. On the bright side, Sheppard was coming around if his argument was anything to
go by, and hopefully whatever the SGC told him would make him back off. Or at least stop
these meetings from being repeated, but on the flip side, Weir was not getting it at all and
seemed to amp up her entitlement.

Sheppard had all but admitted he had contacted General O'Neill, and while the man
seemed to hide under the same kind of male blondness act as Sheppard did, he was
much better at it. She also didn't think he would actually spill the supernatural beans even



if he were told. Buffy had only met the grey-haired General once, but he had made a good
impression despite the dumb act he seemed to habitually use on everyone.

She had no idea who Weir might have contacted to try and pry the information out of, but
the chance of whoever telling was pretty small. It was still there though. And if someone
was stupid enough to put that information in an email, knowing how many geeks worked
for the Program and how many different organizations were surveilling everything, it could
quickly be catastrophic.

Three more hours and she would know.



Information Sharing
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Buffy got her mail from the databurst and spent the next hour reading through carefully
worded reports from Giles, Willow, Xander, Dawn, and some other people from the IDC.
Her sister and the Scoobies had also sent her personal emails to catch her up on some
personal stuff without going into too much detail. They all knew there were quite a few
people monitoring everything going to and from Atlantis.

There was also an email from General ONeill, which confirmed her suspicions about who
Colonel Sheppard had contacted in an attempt to get read into her secret project. He also
informed her that Dr. Weir had been sternly told to stop harassing her and just let it go.
O'Neill had worded it differently, but it was essentially what he meant.

She smiled, but couldn't help but wonder who he had been talking to and if it included
anyone in the IDC.

Another hour passed and then a third, and there were no attempts by either Dr. Weird or
Colonel Sheppard to contact her in regards to the situation. It should've felt good, but
instead, she felt a sense of foreboding. Elizabeth Weir was not a person who was used to
being to no, at least not over a period of time.

Nothing really changed over the next few days, except that Dr. Weir was visibly sulking in
her office when she thought no one was paying attention. Colonel Sheppard, on the other
hand, seemed to have decided that asking questions he wasn't going to get answers to
was a waste of time. She did however get another summons to his office, but this time it
was just the two of them.

As soon as she arrived and had sat down, he began talking. "I'll make this short. General
O'Neill has made it an official order not to ask about why you have your abilities and that
nothing is to be done without your knowledge and consent."

He looked at her and she simply nodded in confirmation. It was in line with what had been
in her own email.

"He didn't get into what you're actually capable of, and I'm guessing that's because your
organization doesn't want that on record." She gave a second nod, and she could see
where he was going with this.

Sheppard leaned back in his chair and folded his hands in his lap. "Can you tell me
anything about what you're capable of so I can better include you where your specific
skills are useful and needed?"

Buffy studied him and his casual and partially forced sprawl. They had been given a lot of
information about the leadership in Atlantis, including Sheppard's unredacted file. Officially
he was a chopper pilot with authority issues, but unofficially he had a much more



interesting file. One that explained a lot about him as a person and his actions in Atlantis,
particularly those he had displayed during the Siege in the Expedition's first year.

More importantly, it meant he was more than capable of keeping secrets.

"Are there cameras or other surveillance equipment in here?"

He blinked once. "No, there's a camera right outside the door. Anything you tell me about
your skills will be off the record and I won't tell Elizabeth or anyone else without your
permission first."

She listened carefully to his heartbeat and breathing. It was something she had learned
over the years as her senses became increasingly more heightened. Anyone could learn
to control their body language, their face, and even their breathing to a certain degree, but
your heartbeat would always give you away. He was being honest.

Buffy nodded. "I won't go into details since it isn't needed, but to get to the point. I'm
faster, stronger, more resilient, heal faster than normal, and have heightened senses. My
fighting skills are better than Ronon's and I'm both stronger and faster than Teyla. So, not
to toot my own horn here, but anything you think they can do, I can do better."

The man actually snorted in amusement at the last comment. "So, if you and one of my
marines received the same kind of injury at the same time, who should we work on
saving first and why?"

That one was easy. "The marine. My innate healing ability will ensure I am okay and don't
get infections or anything. Rushing me to a doctor is a waste of time and resources."

Sheppard nodded. "Heightened senses?"

"Excellent vision, day and night. I can smell what's in my food including drugs. If I can see
you, chances are I can hear anything you say."

It was just a small portion of her powers, and depending on his imagination her answer
could be dissected in a lot of ways. While she was sure he was aware his eyes had
widened there was an excellent chance he had no idea she could hear his heart rate
speed up.

"So, no privacy?"

"Nope. Sorry." Then because it wasn't fair to anyone she added, "I can't control it, so if
you need something to truly be private you need to be far away from me, preferably with
several closed doors between us." Her eyes glinting with humor she said, "Or, you know,
on another planet."

Sheppard actually laughed a little at that. "Not sure how comfortable I am with you being
able to listen in on just about all conversations in the City, but it could come in handy off-
world." He looked thoughtful.

"Your paperwork says you're here to evaluate everyone's fighting skills and to help out
with fighting the Wraith and other enemies. It has also been made clear you can join
whatever team you want, either permanently or just for however many missions you
want." She nodded again when he seemed to be expecting a reaction from her.

"You've been out with Lorne's team more than any others. Do you want to become a
permanent member of his team or another one?"



"No," Buffy replied. "I like AR-2, but I'd rather just tag along when them or whoever when
it seems right."

She thought it over, "But I wouldn't mind being part of any rescue teams if there's a good
chance I'd get to fight." He raised an expressive eyebrow and she fought the urge to roll
her eyes like the teenager she hadn't been in years.

"I get restless. Think of me as a much smaller, female version of Ronon that can do a lot
more damage if I don't get an outlet."

A light appeared to go off above the Colonel's head. "That's what you've been doing on all
the missions when you've gone off by yourself; You've been burning excess energy by
running through the forest where no one can see you."

Oops. She smiled a little sheepishly. "Busted."

He just shook his head. "Right. I'll put you on the more high-risk missions, and place you
as a backup to any missions that have a high chance of encountering Wraith. When I've
worked up the new schedule I'll send you a copy so you can change anything that won't
work. Sounds good?"

"Yeah. I can live with that. Just make sure you keep what I've told you to yourself."

His smile this time was more genuine than it had been before. "I will."



Life Goes On
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Time passed and Christmas came and went by in between training, missions, disasters of
various levels of deadliness, and life went on. When Sheppard became more cordial and
semi-friendly so did the military personnel. Weir was cool and overly professional towards
Buffy, but if that was all the other woman was going to dish out then she could easily deal
with it.

Dr. Rodney McKay had been cleared for Gate travel and had proceeded to give a pretty
impressive rant when she had insisted on going along for his first mission back on the
team. Sheppard had smirked, Ronon had rolled his eyes, and Teyla had been patient.
Buffy was pretty certain the Athosian deserved an award for remaining so calm when
dealing with those three men on a regular basis. It had to be worse than kindergarteners
at times.

Then again, she knew for a fact that Teyla did hit her team leader a little harder at times
than she strictly had to when they were sparring, and so did Ronon. Not professional, but
then she must know that he wouldn't hit her back and that he more than likely deserved it
for whatever he'd done to get on her bad side.

Buffy and Teyla, along with Ronon occasionally, met up in the gym to do Tai Chi most
mornings. Lorne would usually be there a couple of times a week, and if he could he
would drag along Coughlin, one of the lieutenants on his team. He also got one of the
other Marine Lieutenants, Laura Cadman, to attended. It was peaceful and helped clear
her mind for whatever the Pegasus Galaxy was going to throw at her that day.

After she would leave for one of the new gyms that had been opened on her request. One
small gym was not enough in a city of several hundred people. As her evaluation had
progressed she had picked a number of people to help with the training of everyone else.
Those were people with extensive training before they even set foot in Atlantis, while
Buffy herself taught smaller classes on different levels. She mainly did the advanced
ones, as that was her specialty, but she regularly took over each of the classes to make
sure everything went well.

In an attempt to keep people active without making it too obvious and violent, she had
talked to people and set up a basketball court, an area for European football, dodgeball,
and other ball games that didn't need much to set up. It had quickly been expanded to a
second area as well. People needed both the activity and a break from working.

A group of women had found an unused room and practiced yoga and similar things in
there, but Buffy chose not to get involved with it. All she did was stick her head in
sometimes to see how they were doing. It was exercise so she approved and just let them
keep on keeping on.



A request sent to General O'Neill had gotten her the equipment she needed to get
started. Along with several other special ones, which he kindly approved. He still refused
to send one of her swords to her by way of the Daedalus though. Which meant she would
have to speak to the Pegasus natives about how to acquire one in her current galaxy.
Maybe some knives as well...

Colonel Sheppard's new schedule kept her busy, and helping to save whichever team ran
afoul of angry natives had its appeal as well. And she might've gotten in on the running
bet on which teams needed rescue the most, who got married/bonded/the native
equivalent most often, and a few of the other more entertaining ones.

In short, she was getting comfortable in Atlantis and it was beginning to feel like home.
She wasn't quite there yet, but it was looking good.



Exploding Tumors
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In an attempt to give the people of Atlantis some time for recreation, Dr. Heightmeyer had
instituted a mandatory rest day. It gave everyone the chance to relax and wear something
that wasn't the obligatory uniform they normally had to wear. Or in Buffy's case, exercise
clothes. She had taken the opportunity to put on a pair of jeans and a short-sleeved deep
blue blouse. It made her feel more like herself, although she would've preferred something
a little more feminine.

Of course, as they were in Atlantis, a military base in another galaxy, and things had been
relatively calm for some time, at least on the actual base even if there had been some
unfortunate action on the drilling platform below recently, then things went boom. Literally.

Buffy had been all the way down on one of the piers, just trying to familiarize herself with
the outside of the city since she finally had a day off. When the bomb went off, she could
still feel the vibrations from the ground beneath her, and she saw part of the light show
from the corner of her eye very briefly. She was running towards the nearest transporter
before she had even finished processing what might have happened. The closest one
wouldn't open its doors, and neither would the two she tried next. Which forced her to run.
There were a lot of stairs in the City, and they seemed to multiply and lengthen since she
was in a hurry.

Still, she made it to the blast area right after Ronon and a civilian clad Colonel Sheppard
got there and the latter had begun questioning Dr. Beckett about what happened. The
next thing she saw was an unconscious Teyla being rolled away on a stretcher followed
by a worried Sheppard questioning if she would be alright.

Rather than get involved in the chaos since there was nothing for her to fight, she chose
to stay on the sidelines. Following the Military Commander at a distance seemed to be a
good idea since he would want to know what happened. Which was why she
unashamedly eavesdropped while he questioned Dr. Radek Zelenka, one of McKay's
favorite scientists, although he would probably never admit that to anyone.

The bottom line turned out to be that he didn't know. When McKay radioed Radek and
ordered him to come to his lab she followed along. Sheppard noticed but didn't say or do
anything to stop her, and neither did his Satedan teammate. Zelenka was too focused on
trying to understand what caused the explosion to realize they were not alone.

As usual Dr. McKay had found the answer, which turned out to be explosive tumors.
And... Buffy shook her head in slight disbelief. Of course, the Ancients would've tried their
hands at biological warfare, and, of course, some haphazard scientists had found the
machine and turned it on without knowing what it was capable of. The only small mercy
was that Dr. Hewston hadn't quite reached inside the mess hall before the bomb went off.



Three people were dead, but if Hewston had been in line waiting for food or at one of the
tables, the list of fatalities could've easily been much higher. As it was there were a dozen
people, including Teyla who had been blasted off their feet by the concussive wave. All of
them had either been brought to the infirmary or had managed to get there on their own
two feet for a check-up.

It turned out that Dr. Hewston had not been alone when the unknown device had been
activated, a Dr. James Watson had been there as well, and he was currently in the
infirmary. Specifically, he was on the operating table for a leg injury he had gotten by
being a little too close to the explosion.

Colonel Sheppard got on the radio and ordered an ordinance disposal crew to contain the
explosive tumor/bomb.  Meanwhile, Doctor Beckett insisted on operating on the man and
proceeded to lock down the entire level the medical bay was on. If the situation hadn't
been so dire she would've complimented the doctor on taking his oath so seriously.

"Colonel," Buffy said into the tense silence in McKay's lab. He turned to look at her. "I'm
going down there to see if I can help. Radio me when he unseals the doors."

She powerwalked out of the room without waiting for a reply. The only reason she had
informed him was a courtesy as it otherwise would have cost them time when the
ordinance crew began questioning why she was there. As soon as she was out of their
field of vision she began running, but she still heard Sheppard's, "Be careful and don't get
yourself blown up!"

Buffy caught up with the ordinance disposal crew not long after, and thankfully Sheppard
had done what she had hoped he would do and radioed ahead because they didn't
question her presence. One of the men, a man in heavy protection gear, had some kind
of large storage device on a pallet jack.

They came to a halt in front of the first locked door, and predictably each of the men
attempted to pry the doors open, an action that wasted time they didn't have. She waited
impatiently for each of them to try, but before she spoke up. "Gentlemen, please move
aside and let me do this. It'll actually get us inside."

She had tested them all during the evaluations, and there was no doubt that they had
heard about her skills off-world, but they all looked at her with a healthy dose of
skepticism. Sometimes being petite and female worked against her.

"Ma'am," one of them began, and she glared. He closed his mouth and moved.

"Thank you," she said politely and stepped up to the doors. It took a few moments but she
found leverage for her fingers and then she pushed outward. The door ground in protest
as the locking mechanism broke under her brute strength. As soon as she had enough
room she placed her hands around each door and continued pushing outward as far as
she could.

The two closest Marines gaped for a little while before they snapped back to it and moved
forward to each take a side of the doors and forced it all the way back so the pallet jack
could be taken through. Then it was go, go, go!

The two Marines who had helped with the door remained on the side they were on, and
only the one in the protection gear moved forward with her. Just as they came up to the
second door it opened and five seconds later she had Sheppard in her ear telling them
the coast was clear.

"Copy that," Buffy replied as she hurried through. "I got the first door open, and I was



almost to the second. We'll be in the infirmary in a few minutes."

Then she heard the sound of careful footsteps and as she rounded the corner she saw
Carson Becket with a red and white donor box held gently in both hands.

"East there, Doc. The thing inside there is trying to kill us all."

"I know, luv."

The man in the protective gear, Simmons, she thought his name was, hurried forward and
took the box from Dr. Beckett.

As soon as he had turned around and begun walking away his hand went up to the
headset, "I just made the handoff. So far so good." Buffy could hear the reply despite the
distance.

Then something in the air or a basic instinct or who really knew, made her grab the
Scottish man and begin running. She didn't get very far before the tumor exploded and
the concussive wave threw both of them forward and everything went black.
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Waking was slow and her brain was fuzzy. Something wasn't right, or the right way, or
something. Distantly there was pain that was threatening to become of the very, very bad.
She moved her head and there were voices but they didn't make any sense, and then
there was something flowing into her arm that dragged in into oblivion.

There were several repetitions of the same, or so she thought before her brain unfogged
enough for her not to make any movements. Her body was still signaling to her that it was
in pain, but the level was becoming more tolerable than horrible.

Buffy reached out her senses and heard the steady beeping of at least two heart
monitors, informing her that she was indeed in the infirmary. The smell of antiseptics and
other hospital sounds and smells confirmed it. The steady rhythm of someone sleeping in
a sitting position next to her told her that apparently she was accepted enough for the
friend or teammate-sitting-by-your-hospital-bed-waiting-for-you-to-wake-up duty. It gave
her a pleasant feeling.

There was someone on the bed next to her sleeping guardian, on the other side, but she
couldn't concentrate enough to figure out who. Sleep reclaimed her again.

The next time she woke up, her headache had been reduced to a dull throb rather than a
jackhammer. Which she appreciated very much. Allowing her sense to map out her
surroundings and she realized that the patient in the other bed was no longer there, but
someone was in the chair. Buffy was relatively certain it was not the same person as last
time.

She must've moved or something because he began speaking suddenly. "Good morning,
Sunshine. I distinctly remember telling you NOT to get yourself blown up."

Buffy opened her mouth in an attempt to give Sheppard a sarcastic pun, but it was too dry
for her to make a sound.

"Easy," she heard him move towards her, and then she felt a straw against her lips, and
she separated them gratefully and took a sip and then another. It felt heavenly against her
parched throat.

"Damage report?"

"Well," he said in a low voice that pretty much went unheard among the hustle and bustle
of an active infirmary. "You weren't kidding when you said you heal fast. It's amazing!" He
sounded awed and a little jealous.



"Point?" She asked. Getting injured bad enough that she preferred not to speak in full
sentences hadn't happened in a few years, and she hadn't missed it.

"Sorry," Sheppard sounded contrite. "When you were brought to the infirmary you had a
bad concussion, your head hit the wall when the tumor exploded, but at this rate, it will be
completely healed in another day or two. You also had third-degree burns over most of
the back of your body. Dr. Keller says if your healing keeps up you will be completely
healed in about a week."

Buffy's eyes opened in surprise. That explained why her position seemed to be off or
wrong; she was laying on her stomach instead of her back. Burns, right. That's why her
entire backside was upset with her.

"Keller?" The name sounded vaguely familiar like she was supposed to know who that
was but it kept swimming out of reach.

"New doctor. She came on the Daedalus a week before all the excitement began. Blonde,
young, looks about 12?" Buffy had the feeling he was adding the last part in an attempt to
lighten the mood a little, so she obliged him with a small smile.

"Beckett?" Because she had forgotten about him until just then, and she suddenly needed
to know how he had fared since had been in the same explosion as she had. And if she
had been that bad off...

"Carson isn't doing well." Sheppard hesitated, "Keller and the other doctors have
contacted Earth and they're hoping Earth will allow us to send him back for treatment. He
needs specialized care Atlantis can't provide."

"Damage?"

"A bad concussion, similar to what you had. Third-degree burns along his entire right side
since he was partially in front of you and you took the brunt of it. It isn't as serious as
yours were, but since he doesn't have your healing ability there's a good chance he'll
never work as a doctor again."

"Awake?"

"No. He's drugged to the gills and so were you, but you keep breaking the drugs down in
your system faster and faster. At this point, the dosage is so high that Keller is afraid to
give you anymore, afraid it'll kill you."

Buffy nodded. Drugs weren't very effective on her for long, and they always had
diminishing returns. Which meant they had either used a new drug or some creative
combination that caused it to still be effective.

She moved on because there was no way there wasn't more bad news. "Weir?"

This time Sheppard sighed audibly. "She wants to do a barrage of tests on you to find out
why you heal so fast, why you're so strong, why you're so fast... To make some kind of
serum. Then she wants to find a way to inject other people to get the same abilities, or at
least the ability to heal quickly if it can be isolated."

"Has she?" It wasn't surprising. Under other circumstances, Buffy could've understood it.
Having soldiers with those three abilities could be invaluable.

He wouldn't meet her eyes for a few moments. "Elizabeth tried, even went so far as to lie
to Dr. Keller that you had approved it beforehand. But Teyla was in the bed next to yours



and heard everything. She called Elizabeth out on it. Teyla made it crystal clear that you
and your organization have a decree on any and all testing of you and your people. Then
she called me. It got ugly after that."

Buffy closed her eyes. Up until now, she could ignore Dr. Weir's temper tantrums, but this
was unacceptable. She had finally crossed a line where Buffy would be forced to act
against her.

Opening her eyes again, she asked "Where is she?"

"I have temporarily relieved her of duty and restricted her to her quarters." The emotions
in his voice were clear. He respected Elizabeth Weir a lot, and for her to do this. To cross
an ethical and legal boundary as she had, had to hurt his own moral compass. "The
Daedalus will be here in two days. When Colonel Caldwell arrives the three of us need to
talk about this and then have a serious conversation with Elizabeth."

Oh, how she was looking forward to that. Not.

"Everyone else?"

"Teyla is doing much better and has been released to her own quarters." Buffy smiled
little, at least someone was doing better. "We've tried to keep what happened during the
handover quiet, but word has gotten out. It hasn't helped that Elizabeth is in her quarters
with a guard outside."

"Earth?"

"We've been in communication with them about both you, Dr. Beckett, and Elizabeth.
Most likely we're all getting a trip back to Earth where they're going to want answers.
Right now they're deliberating and want Caldwell to act as some kind of mediator before
making a decision."

Then, because he was probably expecting her to ask, he added. "General O'Neill has
contacted your group and brought them up to speed, so one or more of them will be at
those meetings."

Buffy had been so caught up in Sheppard's explanations that she hadn't noticed that one
set of footsteps were coming directly towards them.

"Colonel Sheppard! You were supposed to inform me when she woke up!"

He'd been right, the new doctor did look young. "Sorry, doc." Came the automatic reply
from the Colonel, "We needed to have a little chat. But, she's all yours now."

He got up and made himself scarce, while she had to endure a checkup and more
questions than she was willing to answer.



Caldwell
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The Daedalus had arrived a couple of hours earlier. It had been off somewhere in the
Pegasus Galaxy helping out a team of scientists who were studying an Ancient outpost
found by one of the gate teams. Buffy didn't know what they had been doing or why
rerouting the spaceship had been approved, but it wasn't any of her business.

Dr. Keller really was young, though not as young as Sheppard had joked. As Buffy had
nothing better to do, she had asked. It turned out that the temporary Chief Medical Officer
was all of 25 years old, the same age as Buffy. It meant that like just about everyone else
in the city with at least one doctorate to their name she was either a prodigy, a genius, or
both.

Buffy's healing was going well. The worst of the burns were still knitting themselves
together, but nearly all of the minor ones were completely healed. There weren't even any
scars left behind. Despite that, she still wasn't allowed to sit or lay on her back, which was
getting increasingly annoying. It also made her neck hurt unnecessarily since she had to
look up at anyone visiting her.

She also ate a lot to fuel all the energy needed to speed up the healing process, which
also consequently meant she had slept a lot as well. Still, Dr. Keller had cautiously
allowed her a few hours leave from the infirmary to attended the meeting with Sheppard
and Caldwell to discuss what they were going to do with the civilian Expedition Leader
and her less than ethical actions, and then the three of them would need to meet with Dr.
Weir.

"Remember," Dr. Keller repeated for what Buffy felt was the 100th time, "You have to
return to the infirmary immediately if you feel worse or if there's something else bothering
you."

"I know. Believe me, I know. And I'm sure you've told Colonel Caldwell and Colonel
Sheppard the same thing, so if I so much as twitches in a suspicious way they'll have me
back here in no time." Or Caldwell might try. She was relatively certain Sheppard had
figured out she didn't need much at this point and would likely leave the decision up to
her.

"Good. That's... Good." The doctor looked a little uncertain. "I know you don't want to
explain anything about your abilities, and how you heal so fast, and I get that you have
secrets you need to keep. But at the same time, it makes it more difficult for me to help
you. I don't know what you need help with, or when you don't. Without a baseline, I'm
flying blind."

"You're doing good, doc. Don't worry so much. At this point, I mostly just need a lot of



food and rest and someone to change the icky bandages until I'm completely healed."
Buffy smiled a little and got a small one in reply.

Buffy slid a little awkwardly off the bed, and with some help from her doctor, she got into
some loose clothes that wouldn't press against her body. It wasn't fashionable, but she
was good to go.

Her legs worked and didn't even hurt. Her back and posterior on the other hand voiced
some complaints about moving, but she ignored it. Keller had made it clear that sitting
wouldn't go over well, and she should stand instead. Or at least only sit for short periods
so as not to agitate her wounds any more than necessary.

Another sacrifice to the explosion had been her hair. When she had arrived in the City, it
had been almost waist length. As it had caught fire, part of it had been burned off.
Someone had cut it semi-evenly before she regained consciousness, but as soon as
possible she would need to find someone to do it properly. A reflection in one of the
windows showed her to look nothing like her normal self.

When she arrived in the conference room both of the colonels were already there.

"Miss Summers," Caldwell greeted, while Sheppard just nodded and gave a brief smile.
"It's good to see you're better. I understand Dr. Beckett is still in a medical coma?"

"Thank you," Buffy replied politely. "And yes, Beckett isn't doing so well. Dr. Keller has
placed him in an isolation room."

Pleasantries over, Caldwell cut to the case at hand. "Colonel Sheppard has explained to
me what happened with the exploding tumors." And Buffy couldn't help but admire him a
little for being able to say that and be completely serious. "I also understand that your
injuries were a lot more serious than Dr. Beckett's."

"They were. I heal fast, even if I'm not back at 100% yet."

"From what Colonel Sheppard told me, Dr. Weir attempted to have tests performed on
you while you were unconscious, despite knowing she is prohibited from doing that. Even
going so far as to lie to one of the doctors under Dr. Beckett's command, relying on her
only having been in Atlantis a short while and therefore not being aware of the no testing
decree the IDC has on all of their personnel."

"I was unconscious for that part, but yes. Both Sheppard and Teyla have told me the
same thing."

Teyla was normally a pleasant person to be around since she was naturally calm and a
peacekeeper, but she was barely restraining her anger at Weir's arrogance and disregard
for Buffy when she explained what had transpired.

Caldwell scrutinized her with his eyes, "Teyla allowed Dr. Beckett to run any tests he
wanted on her to find out why she can sense the Wraith. She had no objections."

"With all due respect, Colonel," Buffy interjected before he could continue down that line.
"But I doubt she was even remotely aware of what she gave permission for, or that she
knew how that information could be used. And as I understand it, she was horrified to find
out that she had Wraith DNA and that that is the reason for her abilities."

Loosely interpreted, they had gotten their powers in the same way; Teyla's ancestors had
been experienced on by the Wraith, the less than sane ancestors had escaped and
reproduced with other humans, eventually resulting in the Athosians. Thousands of years



ago, the Shadowmen had forced a demonic essence into a young girl to force her to do
their fighting for them, causing her and the following Slayers to go insane, and eventually,
it had resulted in Buffy being "Chosen".

"If Teyla had been asked the same question today, knowing what she has learned about
Earth and our technology in the last three years, she might not have been as willing. At
least not without some restrictions."

"Be that as it may, Dr. Weir is not a bad person. She's trying to find any advantage she
can against the Wraith and all the other enemies we have. Finding a way to duplicate
your abilities would be invaluable."

Buffy moved restlessly. Being cooped up in the infirmary wasn't good for her, but she also
knew that doing any of the exercises she wanted to do was completely out of the question
while she was still healing. Caldwell was standing comfortably in front of her, keeping a
close eye on her, but Sheppard was perching on the conference table while attentively
listening to the conversation.

"It's not that I think she's a bad person. The IDC did a thorough background check on her
and everyone else in Atlantis and at the SGC, including you and everyone on the
Daedalus. The problem is that she's of the opinion that the end justifies the means. She
also has problems understanding that no means no."

Caldwell opened his mouth to speak, but she overrode him. "Dr. Weir's morality is so
weak that she managed to justify to herself that since I was in a coma, and, apparently in
her opinion was most likely to die, it was acceptable to ignore a legal decree and my
explicitly stated refusal to allow any kind of testing no matter the circumstances, and then
lie to someone she was fully aware didn't have enough information to know better. In all
likelihood, she expected to get away with and get a pat on the back if it resulted in a
serum or pill that would give people the same advantages I have, or a commiserating pat
if it didn't."

"What if that scenario had happened?" Sheppard asked from the side.

"Dr. Weir and anyone involved would've faced some incredibly serious consequences,
leading to a very, very long time in prison."

Neither of the men in front of her gave the impression of believing her, so she went on.
"The IDC is an incredibly old, incredibly well-connected, and incredibly wealthy
organization. We have people everywhere, sending people to prison is easy. What we do
is too important to allow a diplomat to interfere in what she can't hope to understand."

"So, it's politics." Caldwell sounded disgusted and the other officer's face mirrored it.

"You can't have any kind of an organization without politics, but no, that is not the
objective. But we need people high up to make sure we can do our job properly, and that
includes removing obstacles."

"What is it that your organization does?"

"That's classified as Need To Know."

"If what you're doing is endangering this base or the safety of Earth-"

Buffy cut Colonel Caldwell off. "International *Defenders* Council. We protect, we don't
put people at risk."



He glared at her, but she had had much scarier things do it a lot better, and unlike the
middle-aged man in front of her, they were capable and willing to do a lot of extreme
damage. She raised an eyebrow. Even injured she could kick his ass into next week.

Sheppard decided that was a good time to speak up, "In the meetings with Elizabeth, you
said you've worked with the military before. Did they do any testing?"

Buffy allowed the change of topic and answered, "Yes. I made the mistake of telling them
a lot about what I was capable of at the time and permitted them to set up tests for some
of it. Mostly strength, speed, fighting abilities, and endurance."

"So there's a record of this somewhere?" Caldwell interjected, much more interested.
"And did you allow them to do other tests?"

"No, and yes. All records were destroyed. I allowed them to take a blood sample, but they
were unable to use it."

Mystical powers couldn't be detected in biological material after all, but she wasn't going
to tell them that. The Initiative had realized that the hard way.

Sheppard frowned while Caldwell just looked vaguely disappointed. "The sample was
tainted or they were unable to figure out the source of your abilities?"

"The latter. I refused to let them have a second sample. But I digress. We were talking
about Dr. Weir, not me."

"Right," Colonel Caldwell nodded but gave his fellow Colonel a look that told both of them
that they would have a conversation later, one-on-one. "Dr. McKay is working on getting
us the surveillance video of the conversation between Dr. Weir and Teyla and Sheppard. I
suggest we head down there and see how far he's gotten." Then he gave her a careful
look, "If you're up for it. Dr. Keller was very clear on you not overdoing anything."

"I'm fine." Off his disbelieving look, she added. "Mostly I itch because my body is busy
healing itself, but if we can stop by the mess hall for some food I'd appreciate it."

"We're talking about a very serious situation here and you're thinking about food?" The
glare was back, and while she wasn't intimidated, he did have a good one.

"Rapid healing means I use a lot of energy. That energy needs to be replenished. To do
that I need food. Call Keller if you want, I'm sure she'll approve of my interest in
nourishment."

"We can even bring something to bribe Rodney with," Sheppard added. "Or just coffee. It
usually helps, a little."

Caldwell gave a resigned sigh but agreed. So Buffy got food to get her strength up, and
Sheppard gave McKay coffee which indeed got him in a slightly better mood.
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The walk and transporter ride to the level McKay's office was on was done in complete
silence. Still, Buffy could feel Caldwell's calculating eyes on her regularly, and not just
because he was checking if her condition remained the same. Like Dr. Weir, he was a
good person on paper, but he was also career military, and that meant he cared less
about single individuals than the whole.

Sheppard slowed his pace to match hers without making a big deal out of it, while
Caldwell had dropped back. It made her a little uneasy to have someone unfamiliar and
unfriendly behind her, but there wasn't really anything she could do about it unless she
wanted to cause a scene. And they were in populated hallways with people walking in
both directions, either coming to the labs or leaving them.

Buffy could've faster if she wanted to, but giving these people more ammunition against
her seemed unwise. Walking slower also aggravated her healing less. Besides, they were
expecting her to be in a lot of pain due to her still healing burns. It did hurt, particularly
since whatever cocktail Dr. Keller had used no longer had any effect, but it was
manageable. Which reminded her, the next time she was on Earth she needed to stock
up on some of Willow's witchy wonder potion stuff. She rarely needed it, but she had a
feeling it would come in handy if she were to stay on Atlantis. And it wasn't like she could
just drop by one of their safe houses to get a bottle.

Buffy heard McKay's loud voice as soon as the door to the transporter slid open, but it
took another corridor before the two men heard him as well. She saw Sheppard smirk in
her peripheral view, for some reason he seemed to get a kick out of McKay yelling at
people half the time. Those two had a very strange friendship.

John Sheppard had a laid-back attitude most of the time, preferring to observe, but was
fiercely loyal to those he considered friends or his responsibility. Rodney McKay, on the
other hand, was arrogant, loud, and very much preferred to be the center of everyone's
attention.

The rant, however, was unrelated to what they needed, so Sheppard stepped in and
handed his favorite scientist a cup of lukewarm coffee before asking about the
surveillance video from the infirmary. The unfortunate scientist used the distraction to flee
the lab for parts unknown.

"She didn't attempt to remove it or delete it or anything." McKay sounded honestly a little
baffled, "I would've seen it immediately, of course, and finding the original file would've
been easy. But she has to know that as soon as the IOA sees this she's done. No more
Atlantis or Stargate Program or doing international diplomatic stuff. Elizabeth can kiss her
freedom goodbye."

Clearly, he had taken the opportunity to watch it first. "How about we all get to see it, Dr.



McKay?" She could relate to Caldwell's impatience.

He turned wide blue eyes on her, "You're going to use this to ruin Elizabeth, aren't you?"
Surprisingly, he sounded conflicted, and not just angry and scared as she had expected.

"This isn't just an ethical problem, Dr. McKay. Dr. Weir, like the rest of the Atlantis
leadership, signed a contract in regards to the IDC before my arrival, and among the
things included was a list of things none of you are allowed to do to or against any
members of my organization. One of the things on that list is medical experimentation. By
attempting to circumvent that contract and my direct refusal to allow any testing, she
broke that contract. The IDC has to act on this or the consequences for us can be
catastrophic."

Colonel Caldwell managed to beat McKay to retaliate. "Surely it can't be that serious. I've
asked around, and no one even knows the IDC exists, let alone what the hell you're
doing."

Buffy looked him straight in the eye, "Just because you don't know what we're doing it
doesn't mean it isn't important. Some things belong in the shadows and this is one of
them. We protect people, but to do that we need to keep our abilities secret so we won't
be taken advantage of. Because that's what you're trying to do here; take advantage of
someone you think you can bully into getting your way. It won't work."

Sheppard had clearly had enough and broke through the argument. "Let's just watch the
video so we know what we're actually arguing about."

In an atypical move, McKay pushed a few buttons to get the video to play without saying
anything.

The recording began with Dr. Keller and an assortment of medical personnel working on
Buffy. The angle wasn't very good, but it couldn't hide how horrific the burns looked. Even
Buffy herself was a little surprised. It wasn't her usual kind of injury, something that
probably added to the shock factor.

Once Buffy was stabilized they rolled her bed next to where Teyla was resting after her
own abdominal surgery. A privacy screen was put up around Buffy's bed. Several minutes
passed where nothing of note happened before Elizabeth Weir arrived and began
speaking to Dr. Keller who came into view from out of camera range.

The conversation went pretty much as Teyla had replayed to Sheppard: Weir asked how
Beckett and Buffy were doing, Keller replied with status and an overview of their injuries.
Then Weir asked Keller to do an additional set of tests on Buffy, claiming she had
approved them before the explosion. Keller agreed and had just turned when Teyla
interjected and informed Dr. Keller of Buffy's refusal to do any kind of testing. When Dr.
Weir defended her choice, Teyla's hand went to her headset and she could clearly be
heard contacting Colonel Sheppard.

While the two women argued in polite voices, Keller was left looking confused and
increasingly upset as she realized what the civilian commander had almost had her do,
and probably thinking of what it could've cost her.

When Sheppard arrived and he was brought up to speed, he became visibly angry,
reminded Weir of the contract they had ALL signed, and as he had told Buffy, it got ugly
after that.

All in all, the surveillance video lasted for just under 20 minutes. Buffy wasn't a lawyer, but
even she knew how damaging that video would be if shown in any court of law.



"I was really hoping it wouldn't be that bad, that there would be some kind of reasonable
explanation for this. But, it just looks like she did it because she can't handle being told no,
and she genuinely believes that there won't be any bad consequences." Buffy was
disappointed but she couldn't, wouldn't let this go. If she did, there would be another
chance for Weir to try something, or for someone else to try and get a blood or hair or
skin sample in an attempt to make their super soldiers. It wouldn't work, but who knew
what else they could use it for, and how it would eventually affect her.

Allowing Weir to walk away from this without punishment was guaranteed to backfire on
them spectacularly.
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More than three weeks after Buffy's meetings with Colonels Caldwell and Sheppard and
Dr. Weir she was fully healed with not even a tiny scar to show for it. Caldwell had sent
back his recommendation to Earth that same day, and two days after that a contingent
from Atlantis had gone through the Stargate back to Earth, leaving the commander of the
Daedalus temporarily in charge of Atlantis in their absence.

They had been met in the SGC's embarkation room by contingents from both the IDC and
the IOA, all of them had looked upset, and most of them had directed their annoyance at
Elizabeth Weir. Although a few had glared at Buffy, and General Landry had looked
unhappy to see Colonel Sheppard. Although Buffy was relatively certain the latter was
unrelated to the current events.

Dr. Beckett had been brought straight to the infirmary before he had been transported to a
more appropriate facility for further aid with his burns. Everyone else had also gone to the
infirmary for the standard checks before they had reconvened in the conference room.

Buffy and Colonel Sheppard represented Atlantis. General O'Neill and General Landry did
the same for the SGC. Giles and Dr. Helen Taylor were there on behalf of the IDC, and
Richard Woolsey and James Coolidge for the IOA.

Dr. Weir had presented her case and tried to convince everyone that she had the greater
good on her side and that it meant her actions were justified. The major problem for her
was that the only person who fully supported her actions was Coolidge, and to a much
lesser degree, Landry. General O'Neill had made no attempts to hide his disgust with her
actions, especially after the surveillance video had been shown. Not even Sheppard did
much to defend her, and he mostly looked disappointed.

Buffy knew Weir had gone to bat for Sheppard, back when the Expedition had re-
established contact with Earth after the first year, and she was guessing that was on the
forefront of his mind now that her career was on the line. Despite that, he did very little to
help her and did nothing to try and defend her actions. It was in line with how he operated
in Pegasus, loyal but not stupid. She would not win this and everyone knew it. The best
she could hope for was a mild sentence.

Everyone had agreed it was a legal case, but given the secrecy of both the Stargate
Program and the International Defender's Council, that wasn't going to be easy. Except it
turned out there was a classified section of the court system used for trials within super-
secret programs the military ran. Dr. Weir would be tried there.

The time between then and now had been used to prepare the case and for the juridical
system to become available for their use. Which brought them to the present where Buffy



was currently in one of the IDC's non-descript safe houses with General O'Neill.

His keen eyes were studying her with intent while he was standing casually with his hands
in his pockets, looking for all the world like he was just going to nip down to the store to
buy a few things. Buffy gestured him into the living room and then told him to get
comfortable before she left the room for a few moments.

It was starting to get dark outside, so she figured her choice of 'refreshments' could be
excused, and carried a bottle along with a couple of glasses back to the General. The
safe houses didn't usually have alcohol in them since many of the Slayers were too young
to drink, but given the situation, she had gotten Giles to make an exception. It helped that
no one was currently staying in the house.

She placed everything on the table and O'Neill raised a surprised eyebrow. "Not what I
was expecting." His eyes narrowed, "What's going on?"

"We've decided that someone high up in the Program needs to know about us, and those
who have been working with you and the SGC nominated you to get to know the secret,
and me to spill the beans."

"Should I say I'm honored?" He was a smart man and clearly didn't think it was an honor,
which made Buffy like him more.

"No, and when I'm done you will understand why telling people is a bad idea and you
won't be happy knowing the big secret either."

He looked towards the strong liquor on the table, "Is that why you brought that? You
believe I'll need it?"

"If our research into you and your morals are correct then yes, you'll want it. Unless we've
misjudged you, in which case there will be consequences." Buffy really, really hoped their
judgment of this man was right. If it was and they could get him to cooperate then the
political landscape would be much easier to navigate both for her and the rest of the IDC.
If not... Well, they would have to burn that bridge if they got to it.

General O'Neill nodded once. "Okay. Hit me with it."

Buffy studied him for a few moments, then, because it was necessary she began,
"Prerequisite disclaimer because I'm going to sound crazy: I'm not making any of this up,
and if you want I can prove part of it to you later."

"Okay," he sounded a little wearier than he had a moment ago, "Disclaimer noted."

Given their own inclusion in the Stargate Program, the introduction spiel had to be
changed a little for those who were already aware of that program. "The world is older
than you know, back in early humanity, we're not sure if it was while the Ancients were at
their early stages here or if it was our second evolution of humans, although we're
guessing the latter. Demons walked the Earth..."

As she spoke she kept a sharp eye on his facial expressions, his body language, and his
heartbeat. O'Neill's body language changed almost immediately although his face
remained calm and intent. His heart rate sped up a little.

Buffy briefly explained that the Shadowmen had made the First Slayer, although not how
it was done, to fight the demons for them. She explained that when the First Slayer was
killed a new girl received her powers, then the next, and the next, and the next. Until Buffy
was Chosen in 1996. She explained in broad terms the Old Council and the changes the



IDC made when they took over. The highlights of her time in Sunnydale, including her
deaths, and how there were now several hundred Slayers around the world.

A more lengthy detour was made when she began explaining the Initiative, their purpose,
Dr. Maggie Walsh and her pet demon hybrid, Buffy joining as a civilian
consultant/contractor, their testing of her, her involvement with Riley although she
skipped the personal stuff and their messy split. She downplayed the magical part of the
final showdown, but yeah, basically she admitted that three people in their early twenties
and a scholar took down a secret military program, all without financial backup. She
might've rubbed that last part in, just a little.

He grabbed the bottle when she began speaking of how young the girls in question were,
usually between 14 and 16, and how short and brutal their lives usually were.

"Our abilities are mystical. There are no medical procedures to prove anything. Even if Dr.
Weir had managed to successfully get Dr. Keller to perform the tests she wanted, she
would've gotten nothing. A blood transfusion would've done nothing more than what a
regular transfusion would've done."

O'Neill emptied his glass and rubbed a hand over his face, "You were right; I didn't want
to know that. And the SGC, IOA, and Joe Blow can't know either." He cursed in a low
voice. "Elizabeth can never know. She's a good person, but her perception of right and
wrong is really off in this case."

"That's my conclusion, too." She watched him as he stared intently at the floor while he
tried to work through all of the new information he'd been given. "Do you think Sheppard
should know?"

General O'Neill sat back up again before he leaned into the couch behind him. "I don't
know. Is there a good reason for him to know?"

Was there? "Not really. As far as I can tell he has accepted that he doesn't get to know
where my abilities come from and is instead trying to make the most use of what I can do
for Atlantis."

O'Neill nodded again, "Good." He made direct eye contact. "Did you read all of the
paperwork you got on the Atlantis personnel?"

A little puzzled she told him yes, she had. His unredacted file was much more interesting
than the public one.

"Then you also know, Elizabeth is a big part of the reason why he was promoted and was
able to officially become the Atlantis Military Commander." Buffy simply nodded.
"Sheppard owes her, and now she's the one about to be thrown out."

"True," it was. "But, from all accounts, Sheppard has done a very good job, and he
deserved the position he got. If he hadn't taken over after Colonel Sumner, then the next
officer in line was a Lieutenant who didn't have the training or know-how to do the job."

No one had been able to explain to her why a Colonel had had a Lieutenant as his second
instead of a Major, and why those two had originally been the only officers on the
Expedition. They were lucky Sheppard was so curious and that Beckett was in a mood to
show off that day, or things probably would've gone a lot worse than they had.

"But he no doubt feels like he owes her for what she did for him, and now he's all but
throwing her to the wolves."



"I know, this entire situation is so messed up. If she had just been able to corral her
curiosity we wouldn't have been in this situation." If only there was a way to fix this mess,
or at least make it less of a mess.

"We both know she isn't going back to Atlantis, so the question is, will the IDC attempt to
get one of their people into her former position?"

Well, if that wasn't the million-dollar question. Giles had asked her much the same
question. "As of right now, we're not planning on it, but it kind of depends on who gets
nominated to take over. If it's someone we find highly objectable then we might try
something, or at least force a change, but we don't want to take over Atlantis. Or any
other part of this Program. We have more than enough with our own problems, we don't
need this on top of everything else we're dealing with."

Not to mention they were short on people who had the proper qualifications, and even if
there were any chances were they would not be interested. Taking over a
research/military base was one thing, but to do it in another galaxy? Not bloody likely, as
Giles would say.

"Does the IDC intend to send more Slayers or other people from your organization to
Atlantis?"

"Not right now, but we might put up a rotating schedule or something in the future if this
thing with Weir doesn't make Atlantis into a problem area for me and/or the IDC." She
smiled a little, "There are a few people who would really like a turn." Her little sister for
one, and Willow actually wanted to work with McKay. Buffy still wasn't sure if that would
result in something amazing or in a major catastrophe.

"Do you intend or want to stay in Atlantis?" O'Neill was looking at her much more closely
now.

"Yes. I don't think my job there is done. I have evaluated everyone, except those who
came on the Daedalus right before the explosions, but there are still many people who
need to get both their fitness level and their fighting skills up to an acceptable level. That
will take time, certainly more than a few months."

"And then?" He inquired. "Are you going back to Earth when you're satisfied and you've
gotten someone else to take over the training?"

Buffy thought about it, it was something that had been on her mind for some time. "I'm not
sure. Right now my business there is to get people up to an acceptable level to defend
themselves and to fulfill a Slayer Dream, so I'm going to stay until both of those are done.
What happens after that kind of depends on how well the people in Atlantis take Dr.
Weir's dismissal as the Expedition Leader and my part in it. I don't want to stay
somewhere I'm clearly not wanted."

General O'Neill nodded to himself, "I can understand that. For what it's worth, most of the
reports I've gotten on your work have been good. Sheppard's report after he saw you fight
Wraith for the first time was practically gleeful."

Buffy couldn't help but smile at that. His reaction in person had been even better, all little
boy meeting a superheroine grin. If he hadn't been in the middle of a bunch of though
Marines he would probably have been bouncing. It had been kind of adorable.

O'Neill got up from the couch, "I believe you promised me some proof of what you've told
me. Presumably, this involves you, a wooden stake, and a cemetery?"



Buffy got up from the armchair she had been sitting in, grabbed the bottle and both
glasses before she returned them to the kitchen. "Sure. We might have to visit several,
because not all of them have fresh graves, and even if they do they don't necessarily have
undead people in them."

He stood in the doorway, watching her rinse the glasses before she put them in the
dishwasher. "I've got time."



Cemetery

Chapter Notes
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Buffy and General O'Neill were walking in the direction of the second cemetery as the first
one had just been a peaceful resting place of the properly dead, and had no undead
occupants. In between the IDC's safe house and the first boneyard and now on the way to
the second, they had made small talk while mostly avoiding anything regarding their
respective secret organizations.

As they saw the gates of the Fairview Cemetery come into view, the officer asked, "You
mentioned something called Slayer Dreams several times, but you didn't explain what that
is, or how it's related to you going to Atlantis."

"Slayers possess what's officially known as Prophetic Dreaming, or just commonly known
as Slayer Dreams. It's the ability to perceive a message in the form of dreams. Often it's a
jumbled mess of images and scenes from the future and doesn't always make sense until
it has already happened. Other times its spoken words in the shape of riddles. It can be
about an imminent threat or something that won't happen in years. In rare situations, they
have shown the event itself. Other times we see Slayers who came before us."

"You saw Atlantis in a Dream and that's why your organization changed their minds about
joining the Expedition." It wasn't really a question, more of a statement, but Buffy decided
to answer regardless.

"Yes. I only saw the City briefly though. Whatever I'm in Pegasus for isn't going to happen
in Atlantis, but somewhere offworld and, I think, underground."

Buffy opened the gate to the cemetery and they walked through before she closed it
behind them. She had been feeling the sense of newly risen vampires for a little while and
knew the man beside her would finally get his show.

O'Neill looked at her in the semi-darkness, "You don't know where it is?" After considering
for a moment, he added, "Or when?"

"Nope." She popped the 'p'. "That's part of the thing with Slayer Dreams, they're all about
the shock factor and the vagueness. I'll know it when I see it." That part was more than
just a little annoying, and although she had gotten much better at the whole interpretation
thing it wasn't perfect.

"Have you considered it might be the Genii? I understand they enjoy underground
accommodations."

"I have," Buffy gave the area a thorough look, making sure she paid attention to anywhere
someone could hide, and then began walking towards where she saw a small group of
vampires spying on them from partially behind some bushes. "I even went as far as
reading anything and everything I could find on them. I spoke to Teyla and Ronon, asked



Sheppard, Lorne and his team, and other people. None of it sounded or looked like it did
in my Dream."

Of course, it hadn't, that would've been too easy, and whatever the PTB had sent her to
another galaxy for, it seemed they wanted her to stay for some time. What had been
strange was the sensation they wanted her to go by herself rather than bringing backup of
some kind. No other Slayers, no Watchers, not even a Scooby to keep her company.

Willow in particular had really wanted to tag along and be all science-y with all the brilliant
people, but especially with McKay. She had gotten all science-y with Carter on Earth
instead and had developed an adorable crush on the woman, which Buffy had gotten to
hear all about as soon as the two of them got some alone time to catch up. Maybe she
could sneak her red-headed friend onto the Daedalus as a stowaway or something when
whatever it was had finally gone down...

They casually walked not far from the vampires' hiding place when the undead prey
jumped out from the bushes like a group of small children, all grr-face and trying to look
scary. Beside her, O'Neill startled, more because of the suddenness than their demonic
visages. Buffy gave him a few mental points.

She smiled, "Hello, boys. That wasn't very nice of you." The two younger ones in the
group had only risen earlier that night, while the older two had been around for maybe five
years or so. All of them frowned at her reaction before looking kind of confused at each
other before the leader tried to attack her.

Buffy dodged him and when he returned and ran at her a second time, he was met by the
pointy end of her stake. She quickly stepped back and then repeated the action with the
two new ones. It left her with the leader of the little group.

She couldn't help but grin, "Hi!" she said brightly, "you're the lucky winner of a short-term
unpaid job as my assistant!" Beside her, O'Neill snorted. The vampire rushed her and she
side-stepped again. Amateur. The next few minutes was a fight, mainly for the General's
benefit, but also her own. She would let her inner Slayer loose properly later when there
were no witnesses to judge her.

When she deemed that he'd gotten a good enough sample of her fighting skills she
caught the vamp and forced him to his knees in a convenient pool of light. He hissed at
her as he struggled against her superior strength. Young vampires were powerful
compared to your average homo sapiens, but weak in comparison to a young Slayer.

Buffy grabbed his hair and maneuvered his head so O'Neill could get a good look at the
ridges and teeth of their natural appearance. He took his time studying the half-demonic
creature, clearly enjoying something he didn't normally get to do when something new
and humanoid came into his life.

"Huh," O'Neill said after a while. "He kind of reminds me of an Unas or the Serrakin, but I
think they might've been insulted to be compared to these uncivilized things."

Buffy was surprised, but maybe she shouldn't have been. This man had been around the
galaxy a few times, and ugly part-human or human-like species probably weren't
something new to him. There had been too many reports for her to connect 'Unas' and
'Serrakin' to something, especially since she had been focussing on what had happened
in Pegasus as opposed to the Milky Way, so she let it slide.

"Want to stake him?"

O'Neill's eyes went from her to the vampire and back again before he nodded. "Sure



thing. Killing bad guys is kind of a speciality of mine, it would be bad form to only kill aliens
and not something homegrown when given the opportunity."

Buffy let go of the vampires head and reach back for her stake and then tossed it to
O'Neill so he wouldn't have to get too close. Forcing the creature back up again, she held
him still. "It's easy enough, just aim the pointy end at his heart and then stab him with it."

He did and as soon as she could feel him turn to dust she let go and stepped back and out
of the way of the dust cloud. It was a long time habit to do so. O'Neill on the other hand
remained more or less where he had been, and accidentally inhaled some of the vampire
dust and immediately began coughing.

Buffy grimaced a little, "Sorry about that, I should've told you to take a step back as soon
as the stake was in."

"Is it harmful?"

"No, just disgusting."

O'Neill studied the rapidly disappearing dust on the ground as it conveniently just
vanished as if it was self-cleaning. A few moments later there was no evidence left that
there had been anyone there but the two of them.

He looked back up, "That was interesting." Clearly coming to a decision he went on, "I'll
keep your secrets and I'll try to help when I can, but keep in mind I have my own people
to protect and they are my priority."

"I know," she nodded. "A little re-direction or misdirection usually works. People don't want
to know, not really. It's incredible what people will convince themselves that they really
saw, rather than vampires or demons or whatnot."

"Right. Now that we've shared secrets and sacrificed the ritual bad guy, you can call me
Jack."

"Only if you call me Buffy and don't make fun of my name." He laughed.



Underground
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The Stargate snapped shut behind Buffy and she began walking towards the Taranian
settlement. Ronon fell into step with her almost immediately with Sheppard and Teyla in
the front. "What really happened with Weir back on Earth?"

Buffy craned her neck to look up at the man. "More or less what Mr. Taylor and Colonel
Sheppard said; she was convicted of attempting to perform illegal experiments on a
human being against their will and for deliberately lying to a medical professional to
perform said tests. Her political career is over and there is no chance of her returning to
Atlantis."

"But where is she?" Ronon loomed over her in an attempt to force her to answer his
questions. It didn't work, but there was no reason to tell him that.

"On Earth in a secret prison facility. Turns out there have been enough crimes committed
by people who either know about or are a part of the Program that they have their own
prison."

Teyla interfered with her teammates' attempts at scare tactics and asked, "Is Mr. Taylor
going to be the new permanent civilian commander of Atlantis?"

"No. All parts found him inoffensive enough to be chosen as a temporary leader while they
search for and vote for someone more experienced. He'll stay for a month, two at the
most."

"Anyone else thinks the lack of movement over at that village is odd?" Sheppard gave all
of them a skeptical look and Buffy focussed her senses on the settlement and frowned.

"There's no one there."

15 minutes later they had done a quick search of the houses and various buildings and
came up with nothing, not even a stray pet. Keeping smaller animals for fun rather than to
for either food or to help with food gathering seemed to mostly be an Earth thing.
Although there were a few worlds where people recognized the concept.

Sheppard and Teyla conversed and soon after all five of them were in some underground
tunnels, and Buffy flashed back both to many other underground tunnels she had been in
but also to the Slayer Dream that had gotten her to move to another galaxy in the first
place. She tensed and Sheppard gave her a sharp look. "Um, head's up," Buffy said,
"we're about to walk into some ugly trouble down here. Don't ask how I know, just keep
your eyes and ears open."

Her Dream had shown her some kind of monster she didn't recognize, some kind of



cocoons, an explosion, AR-1, and then a whole lot of the monsters. None of it boded well
for them.

An hour later they had found a room with an empty cocoon, a second room with a lot of
dead Taranians who had strange non-vampire neck wounds that kind of freaked
Sheppard out, and then a second room with even more cocoons but this time still
containing the presumed monsters. Sheppard brought out the explosives and she agreed,
these things needed to die before they had a chance to cause any harm.

Not long after they ended up in a lab of some kind. Sheppard stared cautiously at a jar full
of liquid with some kind of giant bug in it. When Teyla gave it a similar kind of wariness,
Buffy decided to ask the obvious question.

"What's with the bug and everyone looking at it like it'll bite you?"

McKay glared at her and drew in a mouthful of air to start one of his infamous tirades. "It's
an Iratus bug." Off her blank look, he continued, "It's where the Wraith come from, an
unholy combination of the Iratus bug and humans." He went on, but she tuned him out
until he suddenly stopped and looked more closely at the Life Signs Detector. She did
make a mental note to look up the creature and figure what Sheppard's problem was with
it, other than the obvious.

"The life sign is heading our way." McKay's eyes had gotten large and Buffy unsheathed
her favorite sword. Jack had finally allowed her to bring a selection of her sharp and shiny
toys to Pegasus after the show and tell back on Earth right before Dr. Weir's trial. This
had been the first chance for her to use it and she was looking forward to trying out her
magically enhanced sword on a Pegasus bad guy. Uh, creature. Or whatever the thing
running around in the tunnels was.

Not long after the monster tried to attack Ronon and while the other three reacted by
attempting to shoot it, Buffy raised her sword and putting some extra strength into her
swing since the bullets weren't really having much effect, she swung it at its neck and its
head detached from the rest of the body.

It only occurred to her afterwards that she should probably have told them to stop
shooting before moving forward to behead it. Thankfully, they were aware enough to do it
on their own. Ronon gave her a terse, "Thanks," as he pushed the beast off of him and
got himself upright again. The look AR-1's team leader gave her though meant she was in
for another talk with him in his office sometime soon.

"Does anyone recognize whatever that is?" She asked the room.

"I'd say it was the dot playing hide and seek with us, but there's a new dot on the screen
now." McKay was once again waving the LSD around, and they got moving. Her Dream
had shown her monsters, but the thing she had just killed wasn't the kind to be able to
think for itself, which meant its master was probably nearby.

Later still, Buffy and Teyla got stuck in a room with what Teyla told her was 'Michael' and
her heart sank. Go figure she would have to deal with Elizabeth Weir's Monster. Except
he didn't seem to care about her at all, instead his entire focus was on the Athosian.

"Hello, Teyla. I knew we would meet again."

Beside her, Teyla had tensed and raised her weapon partially. "Michael. What have you
done?"

Keeping half an ear on the conversation, Buffy studied the part-Wraith, part-human she



had suddenly come face to face with. Carefully moving to the side, she signalled the other
woman to keep him talking so he wouldn't pay much attention to her. Then, at Teyla's
nod, she moved quickly and knocked him out cold.

Right after Sheppard jimmied the door open and the boys watched as she zip-tied the
hybrid. "I understand this is one of Atlantis' pet projects. Do you want me to kill him or do
you want the honors?"

Colonel Sheppard was just kind of staring at Michael for a moment before he regained the
ability to speak. "Neither. We're bringing him back to Atlantis."

Everyone stared at him and a heated argument broke out, but in the end, he was the
leader and had the final say. "On more thing," Buffy interjected, "There has to be more of
those things around here. It might be a good idea to make sure they're all killed so they
don't attack someone who happened to travel to this planet."

While they were talking, Ronon had begun patting Michael down, most likely looking for
weapons, but he came up with a crystal instead. "McKay," he held up the memory device.

"That's the control crystal for the DHD." He took it from Ronon, who used the opportunity
to blindfold their hostage.

Their journey back to the Stargate ended up being a little more exciting than they had
intended as Michael's monster attempted to surround them to free their master. In the
end, they escaped by Sheppard flying the Dart Michael had arrived in, then scooping
them up.

The Daedalus swung by and dropped several bombs on top of the underground complex
a few days later, then a few other areas to exterminate the creatures. Without the dialing
crystal and the Dart, they didn't stand a chance.

Michael's return to the City was interesting, but Buffy honestly just wanted to kill him and
be done with it. It had taken her about two minutes to regret knocking him out rather than
just kill him outright. Normally she would've agreed that killing someone who was already
in captivity was morally wrong, but keeping him alive would not solve any problems for
them. Unsurprisingly, no one listened to her.

Still, things in Atlantis returned to their version of normal, even if they had a dangerous
hybrid in one of their holding cells. Just waiting for the right opportunity to cause havoc
and destruction upon them.

People had taken her part in bringing down Dr. Weir surprisingly well. There were those
who blamed her, but most of those were easy enough to avoid, and they were all busy
enough that they didn't have to interact much or at all. Life went on and Buffy kept training
people, it was a mandatory requirement so they couldn't refuse, just ask for a different
teacher or class.

Buffy did send Jack a cryptic email informing him she had found her underground tunnels
and their resident monsters though.
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