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Summary: Cuddles, blankets, soft food 
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Additional ‘stuff’: Challenging the outward veneer of sneering disinterest in his staff Gibbs *seems* to have. May not be what happens at the beginning of Season Two – I haven’t seen it. My first *ever* Gibbs/Todd fic. Treat me gently please?
Title: The eyes have it - One
Gibbs tore a small piece of the soft white bread spread thinly with cream cheese from the slice on the plate in his lap held it out teasingly. ‘Come and get it.’

Rolling her eyes, Kate leaned forward and gripped the bread gently. She felt Gibbs’ arm move almost imperceptibly, supporting her as she moved. She was about to comment then, as she chewed and swallowed, she leaned back and changed her mind. She rested her head tiredly on Gibbs’ shoulder and sighed gently. ‘Does it still hurt?’

‘My shoulder? Nah.’ Gibbs said lightly.

‘Liar.’ Kate said gently.

‘Eat your dinner Agent Todd.’ Gibbs chided, tearing a second piece of bread. 

‘I got slapped Gibbs, not shot.’

Recalling his dream, Gibbs shivered inwardly. ‘I know. But Ducky says to take care of your lip so it heals without a scar.’

Kate felt Gibbs’ hand in her hair, carding gently. ‘You pulled a loaded weapon at a traffic intersection.’

Kate frowned. ‘I didn’t fire!’

Gibbs paused, making Kate wait, feeling her begin to fidget. ‘Yeah. It’s okay.’

Kate reached up and hit Gibbs’ shoulder. ‘OWW! I *was* shot Kate!’

‘Sorry.’ Kate was genuinely upset at the idea of hurting him.

‘S’okay.’ Gibbs said, chuckling.

Kate groaned and began to get up. 

‘Uh uh.’ Gibbs shook his head. ‘Ducky said rest. You rest.’

Kate lifted her legs up, tucking her feet under the blanket Gibbs had already covered her with as he got up. ‘Whadd’ya want?’

Kate stretched her arms up, yawning. ‘About a week’s sleep?’

Gibbs pulled a couch cushion across. ‘You can sleep here. I’ll wake you in a couple of hours so you don’t get stiff. Couch isn’t designed for sleeping on.’

‘You do.’ Kate smiled, snuggling down. 

‘It’s my couch.’ Gibbs nodded, reaching down to pull the blanket over Kate’s shoulder. ‘And I only nap.’
**********************

Two hours later…

Kate woke slowly, yawned, stretched and snuggled under the blanket, watching Gibbs who sat in the kitchen, working through the endless paperwork which crossed his desk. 

‘Hey.’

Gibbs turned, smiled and got to his feet, bringing Kate a bottle of water from the refrigerator, opening it as he walked, handing it to her.

‘Thank you.’ She smiled, wriggling as Gibbs sat beside her, lifting her legs onto his lap.  
‘Is he dead?’

‘Ari? Nah.’ Gibbs shook his head. ‘CIA’ll take care of him.’

‘Why didn’t you..?’

Gibbs leaned down, crushing Kate gently under his bodyweight. ‘Eyes. Kind eyes.’

Kate scowled, lifted herself up and kissed Gibbs gently, wincing at the discomfort.

‘You think they’ll believe him?’
Gibbs thought it unlikely but didn’t want Kate to think about it too much. ‘Sure.’

Kate knew she was being lied to, but didn’t comment.

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

‘Gibbs.’ Gibbs answered his telephone and listened. ‘Yeah…no, she’s okay…yes Ducky I’m sure!!’

Kate smiled. Gibbs had told Kate their relationship, tentative and simple, was on a need to know basis. And only Ducky needed to know. 

‘What did Ducky say?’

‘He wanted to know if I was feeding you soft stuff.’

Kate’s eyes tracked to the plate on the coffee table. ‘You are.’

Gibbs nodded, eyes sparkling. ‘And he told me not to kiss you until tomorrow.’

Kate frowned. ‘Uh…why?’

‘Your lip Kate! Your lip!’

Kate smiled. ‘I thought I was being punished.’

‘For what?’ Gibbs frowned. 

‘Oh…I dunno…maybe getting taken hostage.’

Gibbs made a disparaging sound. ‘Nah…been there, done that.’

‘Undercover?’ Kate asked, wondering when they would hit the wall she was so familiar with. The point at which Gibbs pretended to be disinterested in his past and changed the subject.

Gibbs leaned down and kissed her forehead. ‘Yes.’

Kate smiled despite the stinging discomfort. A victory. A small victory. But then, where NCIS Special Agent Leroy Jethro Gibbs was concerned, any victory was to be celebrated.

She lay back and stared at him silently for a moment until he turned his head, eyes locking on hers. ‘Are my ears long?’

Kate laughed at the worry on Gibbs’ face and reached up, gently stroking the warm earlobe between her thumb and index finger. ‘Abbs?’

Gibbs nodded. ‘Uh huh. She said the older you get, the longer they get.’

Giggling, Kate wondered: ‘Does that apply to other parts too?’

Gibbs lifted her up, blanket trailing around his feet. ‘There are other things we can do besides kiss.’

Kate turned her best wide-eyed innocent look to the man carrying her upstairs. ‘There are?’

Dumping her less-than-gently on his bed, Gibbs leaned down, nose inches from hers. ‘I was a boy scout and a Marine. Would you like me to build a fire or tie some knots?’

Kate giggled and thought about her answer for the time it took Gibbs to undo her blouse, hands holding the two halves apart. Waiting, giving her the choice, Gibbs asked gently: ‘Or maybe…’

Kate whispered: ‘Definitely maybe.’

Continued in Part Two…coming this weekend
