A Summer Day

Summary : Blair needs some help to figure out if he really loves his Sentinel, afterwards Jim confesses that he was in love with his Guide. 

Note : I love angels... And my muse whispered to me that it would be a good idea to write a story with an angel... Well... My muse's wishes are my orders. I want to dedicate this fic to Audrey and her family. 

****

"I'm in Sentinel heaven," Ellison said before biting into his Wonderburger. 

Blair just smiled and looked at his partner. Jim was in a very good mood. He offered a picnic to his roomate; this was their first day off in months. It was a nice summer day and they really needed this break. They were surrounded by the beautiful sight of the park. It was so peaceful that the young man was in heaven too. A whole day alone with his best friend. 

"Do you want something to eat?" Jim asked, making him jump out his daydream. 

"Yeah, I'm starving," Blair stammered.

"Are you OK? You've said almost nothing since we left the loft. Maybe you had other plans."

"No. You?" Sandburg wondered.

"Of course not."

"I thought you might have plans with Karen."

"Karen?"

"The new DA's assistant," Blair swallowed hard. "She's pretty and smart and... she often comes by Major Crimes. I saw her, yesterday, speaking with you."

"Oh... Yeah... She wanted some information and help... about Connor," Ellison said with a strange smile.

"Megan?"

"Karen likes her... a lot."

Blair's eyes widened. Ellison burst out laughing.

"You should see your face, Chief!"

"It's not funny", the young man grumbled. "But Megan is... She isn't... Is she?"

"Have you ever seen her kiss a man?"

Blair held back a, "Yes, she kissed me..." But it was during a case. 

"OK, Sentinel of the Great City. Megan and Karen could be together... And it doesn't bother you?"

Jim shrugged. "Why should it bother me?"

"I thought cops didn't like that kind of relationship."

"Yes, it's not easy being gay when you're a cop. But I'm not worried about Megan. Why are you looking at me like that?"

"I'm in the Ellison Zone. What have you done with James Ellison? Who are you?" Sandburg asked his partner. 

Jim laughed again. Then he reached for a donut.

"Wonderburger and a donut? Bad idea, big guy," his roomate warned. 

"I want today to be a good day, Sandburg. I want to eat my favourite food and spend time with my favourite Guide."

"I didn't know you had another Guide."

"You're the only one, idiot."

"Uh... James, can you tell me why you are so happy?"

"I realized something."

"Oh..."

"About us."

"Great..."

"Help me here, Chief. It's not easy."

The young man blinked.

Ellison took a deep breath, "It's not only about friendship, Sandburg." 

"I've no idea what you mean."

"Of course you do. You sacrified your whole life for me. You died because of me, and because I was so stupid I just didn't see it before."

"See what?" Blair's hands were shaking and he tried hiding them in his jeans'  pockets.

"Love..." Jim whispered, looking at his partner. 

Blair blushed and didn't dare glance at Jim.  "Don't do that?" the young man murmured. "You're teasing me, aren't you?"

"No, I'm not. You love me but you're also afraid. Me too. I don't want to lose you. You're my best friend, the best partner I ever had," Jim said. "Please, Blair, look at me."

"I can't. I'm crying like a baby," Blair mumbled.

Fingers under his chin lifted his face as Jim smiled at him, his eyes with tenderness.  "I didn't want to make you cry. I tried to find a good way to tell you... I'm... in love with you."

//I'm in a Dreamland,// Sandburg thought. //And as soon as he'll kiss me, I'll wake up alone in my bed. But I don't want to wake up. I want to sleep for the rest of my life in this dream.// 

"Come here," Ellison said by enticing his friend to him. Blair was captured in a big hug.

He tried resisting at first,"Someone could see us."

"I don't care. By the way... it's too late."

The big detective pointed to two women walking towards them. And they were both smiling. They didn't seem disgusted, and their smiles widened when they looked at the young man. Blair shook his head. He didn't know if he'd cry or laugh. It was so unreal. 

"I need to breath," he said and Ellison freed him. 

"Sorry... Tell me I didn't just make a big mistake."  The Sentinel seemed really worried. 

"I won't call you 'my Romeo', but... Why now?" Blair asked as he strayed from his team mate. Jim's look darkened. "Did you just... wake up gay?"

"I'm not gay," Ellison retorted. "But I'm a fool. Sorry, Chief, I didn't want to frighten you."

"Hey! Detective," the young man exclaimed by grasping his friend's shoulders. "You're wrong here. You never frightened me. Beside, I thought you were straight, and suddenly, you confess that you love me. Can't I be... curious?" Blair licked his lips. "How long?"

"Don't know. Maybe... since the time I watched you on TV, saying to the world your dissertation was a fraud."

"You might just feel guilty," the young man hazarded.

" I am guilty. I told you things... but I didn't mean them. I was scared to death. You were right when you said that most of my life choices were fear-based. I don't want to be a coward anymore."

"You aren't a coward, I told you. You're the most courageous person I ever met. But I'm afraid," Sandburg confessed.

"About what?"

"I owe you so much and..."

Jim's fingers on his mouth made the young man shutup. 

"Who saved me from going insane? Who taught me how to control my senses? Who followed me into the jungle?"

"That's what friends are for."

"Or lovers," Ellison said. When he caressed Blair's lips he almost moaned outloud. "Do you trust me?"

"With my life," Sandburg answered immediatly.

"So we could try..."

"Try?" The young man asked, shivering when Jim's fingers touched his cheek lightly. 

"Dating."

"Do you want to seduce me?" Blair smiled and looked at his friend, his eyes sparkling.

"I want to prove to you it can work... us... together..." Jim whispered. He had a lump in his throat

"What do you have in mind?"

"Dinner? Tonight?" Ellison offered. He was about to kiss his mate, but Blair stepped back and laughed, seeming suddenly relieved. //I've got to be careful,// the Sentinel realized. //I needed three years to figure out that I love him. I don't want to mess up the most important relationship in my life.// 

***

//He's crazy. He wants to date me. ME!//

Blair was walking down the street, wondering what in the world had happened to his Sentinel, why he was acting suddenly like a romantic. A dinner, at Fanny's, one of the Blair's favourite restaurants. Expensive. Luxious. French wines and candles. 

James Ellison dating a man. Well... after all, he failed with all the women he loved. Thief, killer, psychopath, so why not an ex-anthropologist? But what about his colleagues, his family (he was just reconciled with his brother and father)? Jim's life could become a hell... and Blair couldn't bear it.

"You shouldn't be worried," a familiar voice whispered suddenly. The young man jerked and looked around him. 

"Gabe!" he exclaimed, recognizing the man coming out from the shadows. The angel smiled. 

"I'm glad to meet you again, shaman. Of course I know," Gabriel added, as if he'd read his mind, when Sandburg frowned.

"You're dead... I mean..."

"So were you..." the angel retorted.

"That's true." Blair acknowledged. "So... why are you here?"

"You need help. You lost your path. You don't know what to do, because someone is in love with you."

The young man raised an eyebrow. Gabe was looking at him kindly.

"It sounds like a mess, does it?" Sandburg sighed. 

"Why do you think you don't deserve that love?" the angel asked quietly.

"I've nothing to offer. Jim... He... gave me a home, a family."

"You helped him."

"I looked for a Sentinel since forever. He's my Holy Grail!"

"And you're his. Would you like to know what would happen if he'd never meet you?"

"I don't know... It's a strange offer. You can do that?" Blair asked.

"That's what angels are for." 

"Uh... Will you 'scrooge' me?"

"I don't understand," the angel said, blinking.

"Doesn't matter."

Gabriel came toward him and held out his hand.

"Follow me."

"I... have a date tonight." Blair hesitated.

"I know. We'll be back in time."

When the young man touched the angel's palm, they vanished in a golden light.

***

What if...

The loft was in darkness. Suddenly, two men appeared. The younger one seemed stunned and a little dizzy.

Then the front door opened and two black men came in. The taller switched on the light. Blair blinked and recognized Simon. The captain looked tired. He didn't notice Sandburg as he talked to Henry Brown. 

"We have to pack up his stuff. His father will take it as soon as possible," Banks said softly.

"I'll help you," H offered. 

"Thank you, but I need to be alone."

"Don't blame yourself. You couldn't have known..."

"I should have understood something was wrong, when he said he needed a leave of absence. He thought he was drugged, he lost control of his senses and the Doctors found nothing, so he came back to arrest the Switchman and failed."

"I know this, sir," Brown whispered saddly. "And it's not your fault."

Simon rubbed his face.

"Something is missing. I can't figure out what, but it cost my best detective's life." 

Blair's eyes widened. His mouth opened, then closed and he shook his head; "No..."

"You need to rest. His stuff can wait. We'll pack it tomorrow. Come on, sir."

Without resisting, Simon followed Brown. The darkness filled the loft again. 

"Are you OK?"  Gabe wondered. Blair couldn't say anything. The angel switched on a lamp.

"I can't believe it!" Sandburg stammered. "Jim... Jim is dead?"

"He was killed by the Switchman. He didn't find the bomb in the bus, because..."

"I wasn't there."

Gabriel nodded: "He needed his Guide."

"Yes, I'm his Guide. But that doesn't explain why he fell in love with me."

"He owes you big time."

"As I owe him."

"Yes, that's true. Come with me."

***

What if...

Ellison was looking at a grave. Sadness darkened his features. 

"I'm sorry, Chief," he whispered. "I... I should have told you... I should have found the words to explain to you that you're the most important person in my life. Maybe..." Jim's eyes widened. " Maybe... I was in love with you..."

Blair gasped. 

"I miss you so much. Your voice, your scent... You... Just you... It's killing me." A pause, then; "I have to tell you. I... I'm not a Sentinel anymore."

Sandburg saw his friend kneel in front of the grave and lay down a press cutting.

"I'll never forget you, Blair", Ellison said, before leaving. 

The young man stepped towards the grave and took the paper to read: //Anthropologists slaughtered in Borneo//. His fingers traced a photo of Dr. Stoddard with his students; one of them was Sandburg. Gabe joined him and put a hand on his shoulder. 

"So he saved my life. I never regretted it, but I was wondering what would happen if I'd gone to Borneo. They died too," he pointed to the other students, "because of me?"

"You tried helping a tribe persecuted by mercenaries. You convinced Dr. Stoddard and your colleagues and they fought against them. But everybody died... Natives too."

"I probably would play a hero, so that Ellison would be proud of me, wouldn't I?" Blair asked, sniffing.

"You didn't wait for your meeting with Jim to be a hero. You helped a lot of people, when you travelled with Naomi."

While they're speaking, time passed: leaves fell and winter wind blew furiously. Blair shivered, then started when he saw another grave next to his with Jim's name. 

"What happen this time?"  He indicated the tomb with anger.

"He was killed by Keller."

Sandburg's eyes filled with tears. 

"Keller...The  Iceman... Why did he have to die if I'm not in his life?" Blair was crying.

"Man, I didn't want to hurt you." The angel's face creased in concern.

After what seemed like an eternity, Blair murmured, "I did. I accepted your offer. I was convinced nothing could surprise me, but... He really needs me, does he?"

"Why do you question it?"

"Sometimes, I've wondered what would happen if I wasn't Jim's Guide. Would he find another Guide? A woman, maybe? He could marry her, have children. He deserves it."

"Do you believe in soulmates?" Gabe asked.

"If Jim and I are soulmates, then God should've made me a woman," Blair asserted.

"So you just fear loving a man."

"I..." He felt suddenly wretched. "I fear falling in love... again. It hurt so much when Maya left. And more when she betrayed me."

"Did you trust Maya as you trust your Sentinel?"

"Jim always protects me. Maya used me."

"Yet, he betrayed you, when he packed your stuff and ordered you to leave," Gabe reminded him. " He tried helping Alex, the woman who killed you. He was... attracted to her." 

While the angel was speaking, they suddenly ended up in the Sentinel's Temple. The young man turned pale, when he saw Jim cradling Alex. 

"Your Sentinel tried saving her; he failed," the angel said.

"But he saved me."

"To abandon you for Veronica."

The scene changed. This time, Jim embraced the young dead woman who tried killing him. And Blair remembered how hard it was to see his best friend rejecting him, how he felt alone, while Jim was dating Veronica.

"But you stayed," Gabe added. "Why? It was obvious he didn't need you, then?"

"I couldn't leave," Blair whispered. 

"Even if you had enough information to write a dozen of dissertations? You could have been the Guide without being his partner. You could have tested him, written your thesis and gone away after teaching him to control his senses. But you *stayed*. You didn't want to just study the Sentinel, but know the man, to be a part of his life."

"I can't deny it," the young man confessed. "Jim always impressed me, even when he slammed me against a wall." Sandburg smiled. "Because of... thanks to him, I became another man, for him to accept me. I won't go anywhere as long as Jim will need me."

"And what if it's forever? You love your freedom, don't you?"

"Yes, but I..." Blair's eyes widened. "I love him more," he realized. Then he frowned. "But does it mean I love him *that* way, that it'll work between us? Why don't you show me us, together and happy?"

"I can't do that," Gabriel answered. "Because of the most important gift God gave you: free will. I can show you what would happen, but not what *will* happen. Choices are only yours."

"So I can lose my best friend..."

"Or win a lover."

***

"Ellison, you're the dumbest man in the world," the detective muttered to himself. He was waiting for his partner, in front of Fanny's, sitting in his car and cursing himself for twenty minutes. His hands were shaking and sweating. Jim reached into his pocket and took out a handkerchief to dry them. //I'm acting like a teenager on his first date...,// the Sentinel thought. //I should have kept my mouth shut.// He remembered his friend's face, when he confessed his feelings. He shook his head. //He won't come. He's probably packing his stuff in order to leave. I'll never see him. He'll... No... he won't leave me// he tried reasonning with himself. //He's your Guide. It's really important for him. But what if he comes to tell me there'll be nothing else between us other than friendship? Oh... You can live with it, Ellison...//

He startled when someone knocked at his window. His eyes light up and he smiled at his team mate.

"Hi, you," Blair said shyly.

"Hi, yourself," the detective answered. 

"So... are you waiting for someone?" Sandburg asked.

"Yes, you..." Jim whispered.

"Oh! Fantastic. Alrighty, I'm hungry and I'd to love have dinner with you at Fanny's."

"Sounds like a good plan."

The Sentinel got out of his truck. Jim then noticed Sandburg's clothes for the first time. Blair wore a blue shirt and a black suit, that fit him very well. 

"You're beautiful," the big detective said. Blair blinked, then blushed.

"Oh... thank you...," he stammered. "But you know, in order to have dinner at Fanny's you need to be dressed up. And you look great too." 

"Thank you..." Ellison smiled. 

"Well... We should go in," the young man offered.

"Yes, we should..." Ellison was still smiling like an idiot. His eyes were glued to his partner's lips.

"Jim, are you zoning on me?"

"No... no," the Sentinel lied. Sandburg laughed and while they were making their way towards the restaurant, he remembered his discussion with Gabe.

***

They were back in the street. 

"What time is it?" Blair asked immediatly. 

"You're not late. I made you a promise," the angel reminded him.

"I have the feeling that I have lived three lives," the young man said, puzzled. He turned to Gabriel. "Why did you do that for me?"

"That's why..."

"I know," Sandburg cut him off. "But you probably have something better to do like saving a life, or inspiring a scientist or an author..."

The angel laughed. "You, you watched 'Wings of Desire', did you?" 

"Yes... How...? Oh... you know this movie too."

"By the way... Can I tell you a secret?" Blair nodded and Gabriel added: "Wim Wenders will become one of us."

"And Peter Falk?"

Gabe laughed again: "He has his chance."

"How... were you choosen?" Blair dared question him.

The angel stared at him, then answered. "True love touched me. And I knew."

"And... are you the same Gabriel who announced to Mary that she... will be the Mother of Jesus?"

"You're really curious, shaman."

"Sorry," Blair apologized. He didn't dare look at Gabe anymore.

"Curiosity isn't a bad thing, but sometimes, it can burn you too. Enjoy your mortal life, shaman. When it'll be time, you'll have this answer and you'll have to choose... again. But humans are born from a choice, because God didn't bear anymore loneliness."

"Uh... You probably know I'm Jewish," Blair reminded him.

"Yes, like Jesus," Gabriel retorted.

"This is the weirdest conversation I ever had," the young man asserted. 

"I'm not worried about you. You're opened mind. You helped me without hesitation. I can swear you this: you didn't change because of Ellison. He just opened the doors of a world for whom you belong to. Being a Sentinel or a Shaman is a great responsability. When life tested you, you proved to yourself and your friends that you're at the right place, at the right moment. If you always act so heartily, then you've nothing to fear: you'll be rewarded greatly."

The angel looked up at the sky and smiled. 

"I've to go, now. See you soon, shaman."

He disapeared.

***

"Hey? Chief? Are you with me?"

Ellison was looking at his partner with concern.

"Oh... Sorry, man, I was thinking."

"About what?" the Sentinel wondered.

"Carpe diem... Enjoy life," Blair answered. Jim cocked his head. "Tonight, I will really enjoy it... and the companionship," the young man added.

"To you," Ellison said as he raised up his glass.

"To us," Blair rectified his friend by imitating him and he drank his wine. The Sentinel was staring at him, while he swallowed. 

"Please, big guy, stop eyeing me so greedily," Blair coughed. "You make me blush. Besides," he looked around him, "everybody is watching us." 

The big detective shook his head: "They're watching you..., Chief...eversince we came in."

"Oh..."

"And I really hope all those women have good reason to be jelous of me." He added as he covered his partner's hand with his to caress it. Jim's eyes darkened and Sandburg saw so much love in them, that he shivered. 

"They have," the young man whispered with a husky voice.

"Have they?" the Sentinel murmured. His friend could just nod. 

"So..." Ellison raised his mate's hand to kiss Blair's fingers one by one. 

With his mouth hanging open, the young man could do nothing but think: //Oh my god ! Oh my god !// His heart was beating so fast that it felt like it would soon escape from his chest.

They were walking alongside the shore. Blair didn't dare look at his Sentinel. He was thinking about the way Jim had kissed him at the restaurant and the way he had glanced at him after releasing his hand. Jim never did that with Lila or Veronica. 

"It was a bad idea," Ellison whispered suddenly. He was frowning.

"What?" Sandburg asked with worry.

"When I kissed you. I didn't want to make you feel uncomfortable." The big detective laughed softly.  "I really acted like a teenager. I'm sorry, Chief."

Blair's eyes widened. Then he shook his head. "Don't be sorry. It surprised me, but... I... liked it."

Jim stopped and put his hand on his friend's shoulder. He was looking at him so intensely that the young man shivered. While caressing his mate's lips, Ellison said, "I'd like to do something..."

"Oh..." Sandburg moaned as his friend bent over him.

"But I don't want to frighten you," the Sentinel stopped.

"You're torturing me, big guy," the young man murmured, his eyes half closed.

"Do you understand that if I kiss you *that* way, everything will change between us?" Ellison asked.

"Nothing will change. It been there since forever," Blair asserted, before adding: "Do you believe in angels?"

Jim seemed surprised. His look softened and he answered, "Yes... One of them is in front of me."

Blair giggled. Then he stood on tiptoe and kissed his Sentinel.
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