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From Mytryk: 


Was looking for pics for something I've
been toying with and ran across a picture of a little dark haired boy swimming
(put it in a file called Lil Xander in the photos section) and got to thinking
. . . 


What if Willow did an oopsy with her
magic and turned Xander into a toddler; then when Dawn (or someone else) was
watching him wished Xander could have a better childhood this time around with
parent(s) who loved him . . . 


Who would be his "parent(s)"
and how would Xander turn out?  Would he have all his memories or would
they be wiped clean?  Would the other Scoobies ever find him and if so,
would they try to steal him back or try to reverse the magic effects and make
big Xander again? 


As added incentive to anyone who writes
such a story, will make you a picture of your choice - just remember I don't do
originals only manips.


Notes: Not quite what Mytryk wanted but
she did ask for Xander to be youthened and then a wish for better parents
made.  Another look at 'Xander's alternate daddy' ideas.  Screwing
with the timeline here.  Starts right after they destroyed the Initiative
but before Dawn was noted on the show.  I'm going with she was already
there by that summer hiatus. 


Xander
barely had time to squeak before all he could do was cry.  Willow gaped in
horror at what she had done.  "No, no, I did not mean to do
that!  Oh, Xander!"  She picked up the infant, cradling it and
cuddling it to calm him down. "I'm sorry.  Damn it I meant to get the
demon!"  She sshhed the baby until he calmed down.  "Shh,
Willow's got you," she soothed.  She looked up.  "Not what
I meant, Goddess!" she yelled.  The baby started to scream again,
which brought the others.  She went back to soothing it, making him
finally fall asleep against her shoulder. 


Buffy
looked at the baby then at the baby demon egg, then around the room. 
"Willow, this is going to sound really kooky, but where's
Xander?"  She pointed at the baby.  "Uh-huh." 
She just nodded and walked off.  "I suggest you fix it before Anya
hears.  She'll complain a lot." 


"Buffy!" 
She hurried after her, making sure she didn't trip.  "It was an
accident.  I need Giles to help me fix it!  This is Xander!" 


"I
got that point, Willow.  By the way, he's trying for a taste." 
Willow grimaced and held him out at arm's length.  "Don't look at
me.  I didn't even babysit."  She stepped off.  "Let's
get him to Giles.  He'll know what to do.  I hope.  Because that
is not a good face he's making." 


"Figures
you would pay me back by making me change diapers," she complained,
walking off with him still held at arm's length.  She knew what that face
meant.  Halfway back to the shop he started to scream again.  To give
the little guy credit, it did smell really bad and probably felt worse to
him.  She let Buffy get the door and walked in. "Giles, we had a
small problem," she called over the screaming baby. 


"What
is going on?" he demanded, coming out of his office.  "Oh, I
say.  We found an infant out?  Was it intended as a sacrifice?" 


"Only
to Willow," Buffy said, looking at the baby.  "You might wanna
clean him up some." 


"Sure,
Buffy, I can just magic up a diaper and stuff," she said angrily. 


Dawn
walked over and took the baby, taking him to clean him up.  "For
being a woman you're both miserable at that stuff," she said as she walked
off with the now calmer baby.  She got the diaper off the baby and stared
at a birthmark she had seen once.  "GILES!  SHE TURNED
XANDER!" she screamed.  He came rushing in.  "That's
Xander's birthmark." 


"How
would you know?" Buffy asked. 


"I
accidentally walked in on him when I had the runs once."  She
finished cleaning him up and used a towel as a new diaper.  "Good
enough until we can get some for real," she said at Giles' amused
look.  "Shh, Xander, it's all right," she soothed, picking him
up again. "You're a good boy and Willow will fix it or else I'm going to
figure out how to unchip Spike only for her and feed her to him." 
Xander let out a happy burble of noise at that.  "Good
boy."  She walked out, taking him back to the meeting area.  She
looked at Anya.  "Want your honey to hold?" 


"I
don't see him," Anya said, looking confused.  Dawn pointed at the
baby.  "Why is my orgasm buddy a baby!" she demanded, going to
find the usual cause.  Willow squeaked and tried to hide behind Buffy. 


"Giles
said she had to deage the demon," Buffy reminded her patiently. 


"SO!"



"Xander
was in the way," Willow complained. 


Dawn
looked at her.  "You sure that was it, Willow?  You're looking
about my age at the moment."  She went to look in the mirror and
gasped.  She looked at the baby.  "I so wish you have better
family this time around, little guy.  Maybe mom will take you in for a bit
until we can figure it out."  She looked at Giles.  "I am
so not handing him back to his original set." 


"I
agree," he assured her. "His original parents shouldn't have raised
the rat Willow has."  She shrank down at that.  Not because Amy
was her fault but because she couldn't turn her back. 


Anya
let out a sob.  "My orgasms have went away!"  She looked at
Willow.  "I curse you!" 


Buffy
punched her and knocked her out before she could go any further. 
"So, Giles, how do we reverse this and if we do, does the demon come back
too?  Because it was an egg."  She pulled it out of her pocket
and handed it over.  "I remembered to pick it up.  Just don't
make an omelette with it, okay?" 


He
put it on a shelf, carefully, and walked off to go research.  "For
now, keep the boy quiet and safe.  I should know by tomorrow if we can
change him back." 


Dawn
looked at Buffy.  "You tell Mom and I'll walk him home with
Willow." 


"Yeah,
because I'm that brave?" 


"You've
faced down more demons than I have." 


Buffy
snorted.  "Mom's a demon of a whole other sort, Dawn." 


"Fine,
make me call Mom."  She got up and went to the phone, dialing home.
"Mommy, I know it's late but can you come down to the Magic Box?  No,
we're not in trouble but Willow is.  You just have to see it, Mom, and
Buffy said she's not brave enough to tell you.  Please?  Because
we'll probably need a ride home.  Thanks, Mom."  She hung
up.  "She said it had better be good.  I think this
qualifies." 


"Oh,
it does," Buffy agreed, looking at the baby.  "Don't let him eat
you." 


"He's
not.  He's got his thumb in there."  She sat down again, looking
over when her mother came in. 


"That
had better not be yours," her mother said firmly as she walked down the
few stairs into the main shop. 


"No,
Willow accidentally caught Xander and it's him," she said, letting her
have him.  "Buffy and Willow are maternal failures already. 
Willow walked in with him held out as far from her as she could." 


"He
smelled and he was trying to nibble!" she complained. 


Dawn
looked at her mother.  "Exactly."  Her mother sighed and
sat down with the child.  "So we're at a quandary and Giles is
researching, but he's only got a towel on for a diaper and apparently I'm the
only one of the four women here who could change them." 


"Are
we sure this is Xander?" 


"He
had the birthmark and Anya can verify it," Dawn offered. 
"Buffy, can you wake her up?" 


"Sure." 
She kicked her on the foot until she woke up.  "Make sure that's
Xander please?" 


She
nodded, coming over to look at him.  Dawn sighed and undid the
diaper.  "Wow, they really do grow from being a baby.  That's a
really tiny penis." 


"The
birthmark," Dawn sighed. 


"Oh,
yeah, that's Xander's."  Dawn swatted her before she could molest the
baby to see if he'd react, hitching the towel with her hair clip again. 
She glared at Willow.  "You are going to pay for this," she
promised.  She stomped off to pout in private. 


Dawn
looked at her mother.  "So you see, it was kinda important,
Mom." 


"This
definitely qualifies," she agreed.  She looked at her
daughters.  "Do you need to bring him home?" 


"Do
you want to see Anya raise him?" Buffy asked.  Her mother shuddered
at that, shaking her head.  "Dawn seems to be able to keep him calm
and she could probably use the day off school tomorrow.  Because Giles can
fix it, right Giles?" 


Giles
came out of the office. "I said I'd look, Buffy.  Not that I
could.  Oh, hello, Joyce.  Did they tell you...."  He waved
a hand at the baby. 


"They
did.  What are we going to do about it?  I don't mind babysitting but
I can't stand children that young anymore, Rupert." 


He
sighed.  "I'm not sure yet," he admitted.  "At this
moment the spell said it's irreversible. I'm looking at other options." 


"If
it is, then someone's got to be the parent." 


"I... 
I couldn't," he assured her. 


"Giles,
I've raised my two.  I'm nearly free of children until I become a
grandmother.  Dawn's too young to adopt him and I wouldn't let her
anyway.  As much as I love Xander it's not going to be good for either of
them.  I'll give you two days and then we're going to have to make a
decision."  He nodded, going back to his books.  "Come on,
girls.  We'll go home.  Willow, I'd help the research." 
She slunk that way.  "Come on, girls."  They went to the
car and then home.  Once inside she looked at her daughter. "I know
you want it, Dawn, but it won't be good for either of you.  You're too
young to raise him." 


"I
know," she agreed.  "Which is why I hope this time he'll find a
good family.  Because his last one sucked ass." 


"It
did."  Joyce gave her a hug.  "If we have to, we'll lie and
say that Buffy had him and had to put him up for adoption.  We'll find him
a great family." 


She
sighed and nodded.  "What'll we say about the father?" 


"Maybe
we should have that checked," Buffy said as she came back into the kitchen
from putting her jacket up.  "Since it was Willow it could've
changed.  Freakier things have happened when she's had accidents." 


"I
know someone who can run him through the system quietly," she agreed,
going to make the call. 


Buffy
looked at her little sister. "You're going to be one hell of a mom when
you're older." 


She
smiled.  "Thanks.  If I'm allowed to have kids." 


"True." 
She gave her a hug around the baby and Xander tried to latch on. 
"Ewww!  Not yours, Xander!"  She walked off shaking her
head, muttering about perverts. 


Dawn
looked at him.  "Nearly got it, Xan.  Really close." 
The baby let out a happy burble and wiggled some. "Come on, let's go lay
down.  You can nap in my room."  She walked him up there, going
to put him down on the exercise trampoline she had.  He couldn't suffocate
on it and it had small walls on the side so he probably wouldn't fall
off.  Plus it was only six inches off the ground.  A good compromise
for the night.  Because she prayed that they figured out how to fix
it.  "If we can't keep you I do hope your new parents are great
ones," she said quietly.  "I so wish you had great parents and
you became a great guy."  She stroked over his forehead. 
"Good boy, Xander."  He yawned and sucked on his fist, going to
sleep.  She went to the bathroom to get changed then came in to lay down
and watch him until she fell asleep. 


A
small glow started next to the trampoline.  "I can do that but things
will change, young one," the woman said quietly, stroking her
forehead.  "Let's see what I can do."  She knew someone had
decided to curse a guy out in DC and she arranged with her for the baby to be
his curse.  He'd hate it.  Of course, Xander woke up and blinked up
at her, making her smile. "It'll be all better this time,
Xander."  She smoothed down his hair and he grinned.  That's why
she didn't realize her spell had slipped just a bit.  Changed team
members.  Made the wrong guy the father. 


***



Joyce
got back the report from her friend in Social Services, frowning at it. 
"That can't be right." 


Dawn
looked over.  "I have no idea who that is.  Maybe someone Giles
knows?" 


"Hopefully." 
She looked at her friend.  "Do we know anything about him?  Is
he British?" 


"No. 
We found him in the Armed Services databank.  How did she do that?" 


"I
don't know," Joyce sighed. 


"Maybe
Xander's mommy played around some," Dawn said with a shrug. 
"He's older than she is." 


"It
could be," Joyce admitted.  "They just didn't know
before."  The social worker smiled.  "What are our options
if they can't fix it?" 


"Contact
the father.  He'll have to give up formal custody." 


"Is
that wise in this situation?" Joyce asked. 


"Who
knows?" she admitted.  "I wouldn't tell him Willow's part in
this, maybe." 


"Point." 
She nodded.  "Thank you."  She gave her a hug. 
"Dawn will make a very good mother some year but Buffy's hopeless." 


"Probably
better that way, Mom.  Can you see Buffy out hunting with the baby on her
back?" 


"Unfortunately
I can," she admitted, walking her daughter off.  They had to get him
something to drink on the way home but they had picked up diapers earlier this
morning so he was fine with that and in Dawn's oldest t-shirts.  She drove
back to the Magic Box and got out, letting Dawn carry him inside. 
"We have some news," she told Giles.  "One of his
biological parents isn't from here." 


He
sighed.  "That might be for the best then.  I've called everyone
who might know.  There is no way to reverse this one."  Dawn
nodded at that.  "Can we contact him?  See if he's a fit person
to raise him again?"  Xander fussed and wiggled, making Dawn walk him
off to soothe him and whisper in his ear about getting a good daddy this time.
The two older people looked at each other, then sighed, shaking their
heads.  "What do you want to do, Joyce? You're the only experienced
parent we have." 


"We'd
have to tell him how he had an infant son, Rupert." 


"We
can prove how we did it," he admitted. "I can let her do a vampire or
something." 


"Buffy
could never stake it." 


"True. 
But there are other demons." 


"Good
point.  That's one thing we don't run out of."  She considered
it.  "Dawn, what was his name again?" 


"Gibbs. 
Leroy Jethro Gibbs.  She said she found him in the Military DNA
database." 


"Which
means he's probably upstanding and could raise Xander very well," Joyce
pointed out.  Rupert nodded.  She called her friend.  "Can
you get in contact with him officially?  I can't.  I've been ill and
Dawn's too young," she pointed out.  "Thank you."  She
hung up and looked at Giles.  "We'll work it out so we get
visitation," she told her youngest daughter, who nodded that she'd be
making sure of it.  "Thank you for being reasonable." 


"If
he's a bad guy I'm going to slay him myself," she promised. 


"That's
fine.  Then we'll go with the original plan, or if he can't deal with the
baby."  She gave her daughter a hug.  "I know it's hard,
Dawn, but it's the best for him.  We'll still love him and if he wants to
come back when he's old enough we'll welcome him back."  She nodded and
sat down with him, cuddling him while she had him.  She knew it was going
to kill her daughter to give him up but it was for the best.  Sunnydale
wasn't stable or a place to raise a baby.  Especially not one like
Xander.  The demons still loved him.  They had gotten a lot of
interest at the CPS office this morning from some of the half-demon mothers and
other children.  It just wasn't safe.  Fortunately Dawn realized
that. 


***



"Gibbs,"
he snapped when he answered his phone.  He blinked. "Excuse
me?"  He listened to the woman say who she was again. "Why are
you calling me?  I'm not in the California offices."  He leaned
back when she said why she was calling him.  "Is this a prank?"
he demanded.  She told him more and he groaned.  "I haven't
been...."  He slumped.  "DNA you said?"  He
nodded.  "I'm in the middle of a case, lady.  It'll be a few
days."  He hung up and wrote down her name and town, looking her up
online. 


"Boss,
something we should know?" Tony DiNozzo called from his desk. 


"No."



"Are
you sure?" 


"Yes."



"Okay,
boss. Let me know, okay?"  He got back to work on the present
case.  His boss hit his computer a few times.  That was always a sign
of bad news.  "Boss, let me do the searching.  Who am I looking
up?" 


"Peggy
Hender.  Supposedly a social worker from Sunnydale, California." 


Tony
typed that into a new search window and nodded.  "Yup, she's listed
in the state's databases.  All of them.  Senior social worker for
Sunnydale."  He printed it and walked it over to him. 
"What's going on?  Is this about our case?" 


Gibbs
looked at him.  "She just called claiming I have a son." 


"Congrats,
boss.  I didn't think you had dated in a few years though." 


"I
haven't." 


"Oh." 
He shrugged. "Have her send the samples to Abby to make sure.  She
and Ducky would gladly run it for you." 


"Good
idea."  He called her back on his cellphone, heading into the
elevator to get some privacy. 


Tony
sat down, shaking his head quickly.  "I always thought I'd be the one
to get that call some day." 


"You
will some day," McGee said as he came back.  "What sort of
call?" 


"I'm
going to let Gibbs tell you himself."  He got back to work, closing
out the window he had searched in.  Gibbs came back.  "Hey,
boss, will you need help with stuff?  I know a good lawyer or three. 
Only dated one of them so they won't be mean to you." 


"I
might.  I'll keep it in mind.  Thank you, DiNozzo."  He
looked at McGee, then at his senior agent. 


"I'm
letting you tell him, boss.  I always thought it'd be me that got the
phone call." 


"I
figured you'd already gotten one." 


"Not
funny, boss. If I had one, they'd be here with me and I'd be doing something
less dangerous."  He glared at him and Gibbs smirked. 
"Really.  Just think, if it is true....  NCIS is a pretty
dangerous office." 


"He's
a newborn, DiNozzo. I doubt I'm going to be doing more than signing over
custody."  McGee squeaked and sat down suddenly.  
"Don't pass out, McGee.  Men don't do that." 


"B...bo...boss. 
Congratulations," he said, shaking himself free. "I didn't know you
had been dating." 


"I
wasn't.  Which is why this is probably a mistake." 


"If
not and you need a babysitter I can do that now and then," he offered. 


"We'll
see, McGee.  We don't even think it's real yet," Tony told him. 


"Sure,
I get that."  He sat down and went over it in his head.  Gibbs
with a son.  A newborn son.  Well, his boat wasn't going to get
worked on for about a year but maybe it'd mellow him.  But babies didn't
sleep all that often so he'd probably get crankier some days.  But he
could hide behind Tony so it was all right he decided. 


Gibbs
and Tony shared a look. "You tell Kate, boss, and Abby." 


"You
tell Abby, I'll tell Kate," he offered. 


"Fine." 
He went to talk to Abby.  He peeked into her lab.  "We
alone?" 


"Not
yet," she said, smiling at him.  "Ducky's in the office." 


"That's
fine, I should probably tell him too.  Hey, Ducky?"   He
came out of the office smiling at him.  "Don't smile so much. 
Abby's getting a DNA sample of someone Gibbs got told was his relative. 
He got THE CALL."  Ducky gasped in horror.  "We're getting
DNA samples sent from California." 


"What
call?" Abby asked. 


"The
one where the other person is a social worker going 'congratulations',"
Tony said blandly.  "He's telling Kate and I'm telling you two."



"Oh
my god!  Gibbs is a daddy!" she squealed, hugging them both. 


"We'll
have to make sure the tests agree," Ducky said, staring at Tony. 
"When did he get it?" 


"Just
a few minutes ago.  Social worker's from somewhere called Sunnydale,
California."  Ducky went pale at that and hurried off. 
"Oh, no, that looks bad." 


"I
hope he'll be okay until we can get him here." 


"Abby,
think.  Can you see Gibbs being the daddy pushing the baby stroller while
he jogs?" 


"Well,
no.  I can see you doing it though." 


"Gee
thanks.  I'm kinda glad it wasn't me this time."  He went back
to his desk but decided on a sudden need for coffee when he heard Kate
screaming about that subject.  It was probably his longest ever, it lasted
nearly forty-five minutes.  But he was nice enough to make more and bring
Gibbs a refill.  "So, what's up with Sunnydale, boss?" 


"Ducky
said he's heard of it on his travels.  That it's fairly dangerous and has
a high death and destruction rate."  Tony blinked at that, looking a
bit confused. "I don't know.  He was going on about Watchers and
slayers.  I almost asked if he was playing some of McGee's video games
again." 


Tony
sat down and went to search the town, finding the truth.  "Boss, he
might be right.  It had a forty-two percent homicide rate five years
ago.  It's down to twenty now." 


"That's
still incredibly high.  Where is it?  I don't recognize it as a major
city." 


"A
few hours from LA.  Near some water but by the desert."  He
looked over at him.  "Also, there's a lot of the kook sites about
Sunnydale, Boss.  Like up there with Roswell's count."  His boss
groaned at that.  "Need backup when you go out there?" 


"We'll
see."  He finished his paperwork for the unexpected leave in a few
days.  Abby would get the samples early tomorrow.  They were Fed Exing
them overnight to her.  Ducky was off fretting.  It was not going to
be a good day by any means.  "Anything on the case, DiNozzo?" 


He
checked his screens.  "Her credit card was used a half-hour ago in
Southern Virginia, heading toward West Virginia and Kentucky, boss." 
That got a nod and he sent the information over so he could call the locals
down there to get information on who had used it.  If it was their runner,
they'd be going after her tonight. A short plane ride and then a long car
drive. 


***



Gibbs
walked up to the store he had been sent to after being met by the social
worker, who had no information at all on the mother.  Something about this
was making his gut dance.  He saw a very nicely dressed woman and a young
teenager together talking and holding a baby. "Hi." 


The
older woman looked at him.  "Mr. Gibbs?" 


"I
am."  He nodded politely at the teenager.  "What is going
on?  I know I haven't been with anyone in over a year and a half,
lady." 


Joyce
handed Dawn the baby.  "Head inside, dear.  We're going to the
coffee shop.  Don't let Buffy have him this time."  She nodded
and walked him inside and she led him to the coffeeshop.  "Would you
like the simple or the complicated answer?" she asked. 


"Simpler
first then you can expand." 


She
nodded, getting them coffees then walking back to the shop with him. "The
easy answer is that there's a military group in town who are doing experiments
on humans and other things.  I believe that they got my younger
daughter.  She came up as the mother and I know she didn't sleep with
you." 


"Thank
you for that.  What military group?" 


"They
call themselves the Initiative," she sighed, looking at him. 
"My older daughter is dating one.  I'm not very happy at the
moment." 


"Neither
am I."   He sipped the coffee.  "So what's the more
complicated answer?" 


She
handed over a picture.  "A week ago the young man in that picture was
that baby.  Willow did it."  She let him into the store, where
Willow was age charming plants to try to figure out how to fix her friend. 


"Why
won't it work?  It should work, I should be to fix the Xander!  It's
not right, he wasn't that much in the way!" 


"We
need that one," Buffy complained when she got the next plant. 


"It'll
regrow in a few days." 


"Giles
said it only grows once a decade or something," Buffy complained. 


"I
put it into the same age cycle.  It'll bloom again in a few days,"
she complained. 


"Willow,
do stop experimenting!" an older man yelled as he came out of the office.
"The books are very specific.  You can't undo this.  No matter
how much you want to, you made Xander an infant.  Now we must all deal
with the situation." 


Joyce
nudged Gibbs, who looked at her.  "That's why we had the easy
explanation.  But they are here and that is one of the things they've done
on others.  So it's a reasonable possibility." 


Gibbs
just blinked, then looked at the people around them. "What is going
on?" he snapped. 


Buffy
jumped then frowned at him.  "Don't wake the Xander!  He'll
never get to sleep and he'll try to eat me again!"   She glared
at him then at her mother.  "You know he's not been happy
today." 


"I'm
not happy," Gibbs told her.  He looked at the redhead who was
slinking backwards.  "Oh, no, missy.  Here, now," he said,
pointing.  She slunk over that way.  "You did what?" 


"To
fight the demon we had to deage it and Xander got in the way.  I'm the
same age Buffy is and it caught me too." 


"Then
maybe you shouldn't play with things you don't understand."  She
opened her mouth.  "Ah!"  She closed it.  "Thank
you."  He looked at Giles.  "This military group she
mentioned?" 


"The
Initiative?  Torturing bastards.  They're doing demon experimentation
to figure out what they are and how the military can best use them." 


Gibbs
snorted at that.  "The average grunt won't accept that." 


"This
is...." 


"It
was an experiment run out of the Pentagon by a Doctor Walsh, who was teaching
psychology at the local college.  Unfortunately her Frankenstien monster
killed her and it got taken over by some General.  We just defeated
them.  I'm taking it he's Gibbs, mom?" 


"He
is." 


"How
is he my son?" 


Willow
pulled out a picture.  "That's his original parents.  They did a
DNA comparison to make sure there wasn't another option before deciding to
adopt him out." 


"Sunnydale's
too dangerous," Joyce agreed.  "I've raised two girls and I
can't raise Xander.  Not to mention how the bad things in town like
him," she said, nodding at the dog sniffing his foot.  "Dawn,
that stupid dog followed you." 


"Mom,
it's a hellhound puppy.  It can teleport," she said, reaching down to
pet him.  "You're a good boy."  The dog barked and wagged
his tail. "You still can't have the Xander.  He's not a chewtoy that
way."  The dog sniffed then went to pee on Giles again before
leaving.  Giles poured some banishing solution onto the creature and it
yelped then left instead.  "As you can see, the town's not
normal.  It's not safe.  Xander's my favorite person in the whole
world but it's not safe for him here, Mr. Gibbs.  You're his father. 
I don't know how, maybe you slept with his mother before she became a drunk,
maybe not since I'm the one who now comes up as his mother." 


"You
made a wish," Willow accused. 


"Did
you want to see them take him back there?" she countered. 


"No!"



"Then
shut up!" she yelled back.  "Bad witch!  Go sit in the
corner!"  Willow huffed off.  She looked at the baby, who was
happily burbling along.  "Yeah, that was mean of her,
huh?"  She stood up and walked over.  "He's yours,
Gibbs.  Mom and I agreed, I'm too young to take care of him and he didn't
come from my body.  He may have come from yours.  All I know is that
right now... Buffy, go stop her."  They rushed back to stop
Willow.  "She was going to make you take him.  We want Xander to
be safe," she said quietly.  "If he wants to come back when he's
older I'm all for that.  I love Xander.  He's my first crush, my best
friend, and he treats me like a human being.  Something that's kind of
lacking in this town some days."  She shifted him and he took the
baby from her.  "Thank you.  All we want is him to be
okay.  Protect him from the Initiative, because there's still some around
who might want him.  He led the assault to destroy them," she said
quietly.  "He's a great guy.  He's got a lousy hand with
love.  They all want to kill him or suck him dry." 


"I
married a few of those." 


She
smiled gently.  "All I want is for him to be safe, Gibbs.  If he
wants to come back to us when he's sixteen, more power to him.  If not,
then not.  At least we know he'll be safer with you.  We've already
had two attempts to grab him as a human sacrifice here.  Off the hellmouth
he won't be in as much danger.  Please?" 


He
sighed.  "My own tests confirm he's mine."  She nodded at
that.  "Are you sure?" 


"I'm
positive.  You can use the easy story we made up if you want.  I'm
good with that.  We're not sure if he's got his memories from before or
not.  I'm leaning toward yes, Giles says no.  I don't
know."  He looked at her.  "Xander's seen his fair share of
combat here.  He's fought since he was sixteen with my bratty sister. 
He had been twenty."  That got a nod.  "So if he has
nightmares about those things, I'm guessing he has at least partial
memories." 


"Do
you want anything in return?" 


"To
be able to visit now and then?" she asked hopefully. 


He
nodded.  "I can understand that.  No support, nothing like
that?" 


"I
only want him safe.  If I could, I'd keep him.  I'd raise him with
all the love I had.  I can't.  I'm fourteen."  He nodded
once at that.  "Mom's had enough of kids with us two.  Plus he's
always going to be in danger here.  I've already got the paperwork signed
for you.  All you have to do is sign it and take him home." 


"Is
he healthy?  Anything I should know about?" 


"Besides
his sucky dating life?" Buffy asked as she came over.  "Not a
clue.  Mom, did the social worker have him checked over?" 


"No,
dear.  Xander was in good health so we assume it was continued," she
offered. "If she was older we wouldn't have come to you, Mr. Gibbs." 


"Jethro." 
She nodded at that and gave a small smile.  He looked at the beast staring
up at him.  "I only deal with guard and other trained dogs,
beast."  It whimpered. "Tough."  It went to curl up on
top of Willow's chest to nuzzle her.  "You'll want
visitation?"  Joyce and Dawn both nodded.  "I can agree to
that.  Nothing else?" 


"No. 
We want him safe.  He's family." 


"I
understand."  He looked at Dawn, then at her mother.  "This
military group?" 


"I'll
send you the files I have," Giles promised.  "I'll have Willow
email them or send them to the address we found.  Dawn, get his diaper
bag.  It won't be safe to have Xander in town after dark tonight." 


"Why
not?" 


"Vampires,"
Buffy said plainly.  "I hunt them.  He did hunt them with
me." 


Gibbs
just nodded once.  "Okay. He's going home with me then." 
Dawn got the diaper bag for him and the papers.  He read them over to make
sure then signed them for her.  She took her copy and handed them to her
mother.  "Call when you want a visit."  Joyce nodded and he
left.  These people were strange.  He couldn't leave his son out
there.  No matter how he came to be an infant.  They didn't
appreciate him except for the teenager.  He got into the car and drove
off.  "What have I gotten myself into?"  Xander started to
cry when they crossed over the city limits but he stopped when he turned on the
radio.  "Some year you can find them again, kiddo.  Once you're
old enough and I've taught you self defense."  He got them back to LA
and checked into a hotel, sitting down to look at the baby. 


"Listen,
kid.  I'm still not sure what the hell is going on here.  You're mine
though and that means I'll walk through hell for you.  The same as I know
if you could understand me you'd be swearing at your friends.  They were
trying to be good to you.  Some year you're going to want to find them and
I'm all for that.  But for now, we've got to learn to get along.  So
we'll try it and if it doesn't work out we'll talk with the two nice ladies
again."  He let his son hold his finger and felt the lost pangs of
fatherhood take hold again.  "You've got a good grip.  Maybe
we'll be okay together."  He stroked over his head.  "Rest
for now."  The baby fussed a bit so he checked his diaper. 
Still clean.  There was a bottle in the bag so he handed it over. 
"Needed that?" he teased when the baby started to slurp
hungrily.  "I don't read minds so tell me when you need something,
kiddo."  He looked through the rest of the bag, finding the ID and
documents from the old Xander and the new Xander.  All they'd done was
change his last name. 


He
logged into his account and wrote an email to his senior agent.  They'd
need to handle some things and he did not like the sound of that project. 
If they were torturing people like those people had claimed, they needed to be
stopped.  He looked at his son.  "Don't turn out too weird,
okay?  Pagan I can get.  Biker I can stand if I have to.  Aura
reading, tarot card petting, cat holding strange people I can't.  Besides
you've had enough of them in your life probably."  He smoothed his
shirt back down and the baby grunted at him.  "We'll be fine,
Alexander."  The baby started to sniffle. 
"Alex?"  That got another sniffle.  "Xander
then."  He smiled at him.  "We'll be okay.  You'll
see.  I'm reasonable sometimes and when you're older you can help me with
the boat.  Maybe you'll even get it finished so you can sail
her."  He picked up the baby and put him into the playpen he'd had
brought up, watching him fall asleep.  How easily the boy had crawled into
his heart.  It was then he decided to tell them the more logical story. 
The one with the magic he'd ignore except when he had nightmares. 


***



Gibbs
walked into the office with his son.  "I need a short leave of
absence," he told the woman working the front desk in HR. 


"I
didn't know you had children, Special Agent Gibbs."  She smiled and
got the correct forms.  "Here, you fill those out.  I'll hold
him for a few."  He let her have his son so he could fill out the
forms.  "Is his mother all right?" 


He
looked at her, she was the biggest gossip in NCIS.  The woman's network
worked faster than email and inter-office memos.  He had decided to spread
the easy story they had made up after his team had found some
information.  The strange people had understated what that group had done
by a lot.  "His mother's fourteen.  There was a paramilitary
group out where she lived who were trying to breed better
soldiers."   She gave him a horrified look.  "DiNozzo
already has the case." 


"Oh,
wow."  She smiled at the baby.  "Then you're a very special
little boy.  What's his name?" 


"Xander. 
They named him Alexander Lavelle Gibbs."  He signed his name and
handed it back.  "For the obvious reasons I need it starting
today." 


She
handed back the baby and went into the boss's office after a short knock. 
When she came back she was smiling.  "All set up, effective midnight
last night, Special Agent Gibbs.  I hope he's okay." 


"So
do I.  His mother couldn't take care of him."  She nodded at
that.  "Thanks."  He headed off, going to see Ducky
next.  He handed over his son. "Make sure he's healthy." 


"Of
course."  He set him on the table to check him over, drawing some
blood as well.  "Not even a bit of diaper rash.  I'll have Abby
run the bloodwork and bring it out tonight.  How did this happen?" 


"There's
a military group out there who was doing some breeding experiments.  His
mother's fourteen.  Her sister was dating one of the soldiers so they used
her." 


Ducky
muttered something.  "Then it was wise of you to bring him back,
Jethro.  Is she all right?" 


"She's
the one who had him tested.  She knew she couldn't handle it and her
mother agreed that she didn't have the energy to raise another one.  Plus
the town's a bit dangerous apparently." 


"I
told you that much." 


"His
aunt Buffy Summers, and their friends all wanted visitation." 


Ducky
stared for a moment then nodded.  "He's a fine, strong boy,
Jethro.  I'll have the bloodwork done immediately.  Go see Anthony,
he's been fretting." 


"I
emailed him last night from LA."  He walked off.  "Thanks,
Ducky."  He headed back up in the elevator.  "DiNozzo, do
we have anything new on them?" 


"Yeah,
boss.  Mostly dead guys who're still drawing regular and hazard
pay."  He handed over the paper and took the baby from him. 
"Hi, little guy," he said with a goofy grin. "I'm Uncle
Tony.  How are you?  Did you like the plane ride?"  He
heard the tinkling sound and shook his head.  "I guess that's a
no.  Hey, McGee?" he called.  He came jogging over. 
"Here, go change him."  He handed over the baby. 


Tim
McGee just smiled.  "Hi.  How are you?" he cooed, taking
him and the diaper bag Gibbs was holding out.  He babbled all the way to
the bathroom to change him and then back again.  Then Tony took him
back.  "Hey!" 


"Go
tell Abby he's here."  McGee smiled and went to do that.  He
looked at his boss.  "So, they used you and a young girl to make
him?"  Gibbs nodded.  Tony gave a pointed look at the end of his
desk, then at his boss, who looked and groaned.  "So, what's his
name?" 


"The
puppy or the boy?" 


"The
boy, Gibbs." 


"Alexander."



"It's
a good, strong name without much teasing potential.  I like
it."  He looked at the baby, smiling at him.  "When you're
older I'll teach you how to pick up the pretty women, Alex.  We'll go
clubbing together and teach you how to handle the pretty women and make them
squeal."  The baby wiggled but grinned at him.  "Good boy,
Alex." 


"They
were calling him Xander." 


"Doesn't
surprise me."  He tickled his belly, getting happy babbling. 
"Good boy.  Such a good boy."  The dog barked. "You're
not supposed to be in the building, hellhound.  Shoo.  Before I call
my mother."  The dog whimpered.  He let him sniff the boy then
he lapped them both and disappeared.  "So, boss.  How was the
hellmouth?" 


Gibbs
looked at him.  "How did you know?" 


"My
mother is the daughter of a Watcher, Boss.  They came to see if I'd suit
them since I cheesed off my father so well."  He leaned back, holding
the baby a bit better.  "Grab his bottle?"  It was handed
over and he stuck it into the mouth.  "There, eat,
Xander."  The boy sucked and stared at him.  "Don't worry,
kiddo, I flipped him off when they came for me." 


Gibbs
came closer.  "There was a young witch there named Willow who deaged
him," he said quietly. "He may or may not have been mine before
then." 


"This
group?" 


"Did
it to others and was doing other experiments." 


"Even
better.  There's Kate.  Abby's dragging her."  He smiled at
him.  "My lips are sealed, Boss."  That got a nod of
thanks.  Abby's squeal proceeded her and Xander tried to look
around.  "I think he thinks that's familiar."  He let her
have the baby so she'd quit bouncing into his arm while trying to see. 


"No
bouncing," Gibbs ordered.  "They say it's bad for
them."  She shoved Tony out of his chair and took it to sit down and
coo at him.  She also played with his stomach.  He looked at Tony.
"I heard some of the residents out there got peeved at them for their
experiments so they stopped them somewhat.  Find out what you can. I want
them in a cell." 


"Already
working on tracking the payments.  A few have it direct deposited. 
McGee's working on that end while I'm working on where they came from and the
enlistment rolls." 


"Good. 
Keep me informed.  I'm taking a short leave to set him up a new home and
get a babysitter for when I'm working." 


"Understood,
boss.  Think of au pairs.  They're generally students and
occasionally foreign but they'd live in with you for those really long nights
we work now and then." 


"That's
more reasonable than a babysitting service," he decided. 
"Thanks." 


"I'm
not babysitting," Kate said firmly.  "I'm allergic to
babies." 


"Funny,
I don't hear a sneeze," Tony taunted with a smirk.  "He's a good
boy, Kate.  He even peed on me." 


"That
just means he can see through your usual BS, Tony.  I still don't
babysit." 


"Ooh,
I do," Abby promised. 


"I
can too, boss," McGee agreed. 


"I
can too," Tony said with a shrug. 


"You'd
bring girls over, DiNozzo." 


"Not
usually.  I'd try to keep it away, boss.  At least until he's old
enough to start dating." 


"My
son will never date like you, DiNozzo."  He looked at Abby. 
"Are you running the tests for Ducky?"  She nodded, beaming at
him.  "Don't let him suck on you." 


"He's..." 
She looked down and beamed at him.  "You're a sneaky little
guy.  What's his name?" 


"Alexander. 
They were calling him Xander," Gibbs said, smiling at his son. 
"She taste good?" 


"You
know, they make medicines so I could do that for real, Gibbs," she
offered.  "It'll be nearly as good as having one of my own." 


"He'll
do fine on formula, Abby, but thank you for offering to breast-feed
him."  He looked at Tony.  "We're going shopping and then
home.  Keep me informed." 


"Of
course.  Oh, the director wanted to see you.  He's in MTAC." 


"That's
fine.  Give him back, Abby."   She pouted but handed him
over, and he picked up the diaper bag, taking it up there.  Xander yawned
at the big, fuzzy screens of action going on.  "Shh," he
whispered.  He sat down and looked at his boss.  "What did you
need, sir?" 


"Is
that a baby?" 


"It
is." 


"Then
the rumors are true?" 


"That
some military outfit took my DNA and his mother's DNA to combine them in a dish
and then impregnate her?  Yes, sir." 


His
boss blinked.  "Are they alive?"  His 'oh damn' was left
unsaid but heard very clearly. 


"DiNozzo
is hunting them for me, boss." 


"Keep
me informed of the future dead people.  You brought him back?" 


"It
was a dangerous town. It's got a twenty percent homicide rate and their house
was broken into.  They do have visitation rights whenever they want
them."  A missile exploded on one of the screens and the baby
cooed.  "Good, you like explosions."  The baby beamed up at
him.  "We'll get along just fine then, Xander."  He looked
at his boss, who was looking like he was having a cute and cuddly moment. 
He sighed and handed him over.  "Can't be worse than Abby, sir."



"I
don't plan on it."  He smiled at the baby, who patted him back. 
"You're very handsome, Xander."  The baby cooed again. 
"How old is he?"  Gibbs had to look at the birth
certificate.  That got a nod when he showed it to him.  "I'm
assuming I have leave paperwork on my desk from you?" 


"You
do." 


"Good. 
We'll work how to cut your hours back some so whoever you get to watch him
during the day doesn't have to live with you."  He handed him
back.  "Do have fun, Jethro." 


"He's
been a good boy so far," he admitted.  "Pissed on DiNozzo. 
Tried to eat Abby."  That got a laugh.  "He'll keep me
informed, sir." 


"That's
fine, Jethro.  You'll make a wonderful father.  I know he'll be a
fine young man.  Now, go buy baby things for him.  He's making that
face that means you're going to need a cloth and a diaper soon." 


"Not
the first time," he admitted, standing up.  "Thank you,
sir.  See you in a few weeks."  He walked off with his son,
changing him since he was done and unhappy before leaving the building. 


***



Tony
tapped on his boss's door and stuck his head in.  "Gibbs?" 


"Kitchen." 
Tony walked that way.  "Problems?" 


"They
were doing demon torture and experimenting too?"  Gibbs nodded. 
"Charming.  But I have what you need.  Are we contacting
JAG?" 


"If
we can."  Tony nodded and handed over the number he had looked up.
"Who's that?" 


"The
person who does the quiet trials over there.  She's the judge who handles
that.  We'll have to go to her for warrants since this is listed as a special
project under the highest security clearances." 


"I'll
go tomorrow." 


"I
can go tomorrow, boss. Your son needs you."  He grinned at him. 
"How is he?" 


"Sucking
on his bottle in bed.  He went down without much of a fuss. 
Why?" 


"Because
I had McGee do a background on the group and found his former life.  He
was one of the ones listed in the assault.  They did try to have them
eliminated but it was stopped by someone higher up the food chain.  Also,
his parents were shitbags."  He handed over that file. 
"Everything but his educational one and I've got a request in for
that.  They're going to fax it over tomorrow along with his disciplinary
file.  I lied and said he had applied out here." 


"They
said if he kept his memories he'd have nightmares." 


"McGee
is going to have nightmares, boss."  That got a nod and he put it
aside.  "I figured you should know." 


"I
did want to know.  Thank you.  Anything else?" 


"Can
I check on him again?" 


"Go
ahead."  Tony snuck up the stairs to see him, taking a small vial out
of his pocket and drawing a design on his belly, then smiling and patting him
on the head.  Gibbs was there when he turned around.  "That
was?" 


"A
protection so nothing other than what's already marked him can find him. 
Which means the puppy might come back and maybe a few others but not half the
demonic element on this coast." 


"Thank
you," he said seriously. 


"Least
I could do, boss."  He handed him the vial.  "It's holy
water and a special oil."  He grinned.  "He'll be fine and
it'll soak in within minutes.  Have a better night, boss." 


"You
know more than you're letting on." 


"Yeah,
of course I do. I never tell anyone everything."  His boss gave him
an amused look.  "I don't." 


"I
want to know." 


"You
need to know but not tonight.  He'll be fine for the next few days. 
Get settled into a routine and then you can interrogate me as long as you don't
use the rubber hose this time."  He grinned and escaped the house. 


Gibbs
looked at his son.  His stomach was clean and normal, it had already
soaked in.  He looked at his son, who cooed at him. "I know. 
You sleep, Xander.  We'll see how much of the strange crap he really
knows."  The boy went back to sucking.  He looked at him. 
Then he called Ducky.  "I think the baby's grown.  No, he seems
a bit older."  He nodded at that.  "Sure.  I'm
up.  He's up.   Thanks, Ducky."  He hung up and went
to finish his dinner.  It was going to be a short night.  Xander had
woken up four times the night before.  By his age, he should be sleeping
through the night.  Ducky walked in and he pointed.  "Guest
room.  He's been waking up a lot too." 


"It
is all rather strange to him, Jethro."  He went up to check on him,
finding a happily peeing baby. "Ah, making a mess are we?  That's
just fine then.  It's a normal thing, young man."  He checked
him over for weight and height.  "Not grown a bit."  He
stared at him.  "Do send her away, young man.  You're safe,
loved, and we'll all protect you," he whispered in his ear.  "You
can go back to them when you're older."  Xander settled down and the
otherworldly feeling he got when he saw him faded.  Leaving just a normal,
wet baby.  He changed him and put him back down with a smile. 
"There you go, Xander.  We'll be just fine together." 
Gibbs walked in and he smiled. "They were checking on him.  He hasn't
gained more than an ounce and no height." 


"Thank
you, Ducky.  Is he going to be okay?" 


"The
bloodwork showed he was very healthy.  What was he doing before?" 


"You
know?" 


"I
heard.  I asked around a bit." 


"Construction
worker and dating a woman who apparently was sucking his money.  They sent
a letter with him in case I needed to know anything about his past." 


"Then
he has tastes very much like yours?" Ducky asked. 


"Not
funny and I doubt he dated cranky women like I married, Ducky."  That
got a smile and Ducky patted the stomach again before walking out with
him.  "Why isn't he sleeping through the night?" 


"Perhaps
he realizes everything is very new.  Once he settles into the routine it
should be better.  Or perhaps he never slept very long before,
Jethro.  Some people honestly can't sleep more than four hours at a
time.  He could be one of them.  One of my cousin's children was like
that.  The other one never woke up.  She had to wake her to make her
eat." 


"So
he's getting enough rest?" 


"He
should be fine but I would get him a regular pediatrician soon, Jethro. 
You know how suddenly babies can crop up with a cough or something." 


"Yeah,
I do.  Any recommendations?" 


"Two
or three.  I'll write them down tomorrow."  He clapped him on
the arm.  "It'll be fine.  He's a good baby.  He's content
to let you raise him.  The worst problem he'll have is Abigail stealing
him all the time to babysit.  She's already starting to develop some baby
envy." 


"If
she gets pregnant, I'm locking her somewhere safe." 


Ducky
smiled.  "I shan't tell her that, Jethro.  For now set the
routine and let him adjust.  He'll do beautifully soon."  Gibbs
nodded at that.  "Good man.  Now, I'd best get back in case
Mother needs something."  He left, going home to look up his contacts
and decide who to grace with that child.  It was going to have to be a
good doctor to deal with Gibbs as well as that child. 


***



Gibbs
looked up blearily the next morning from his coffee, nodding at Abby since she
was dancing up the hall.  "What?" 


"I'm
here to babysit," she cooed, taking Xander to cuddle.  "The
Auntie Abby is going to be right here and we're going to cuddle and sing!"
she said happily. 


"Good. 
He's had a bottle, been changed twelve times since last night.  I'm going
back to bed."  He trudged that way, falling down face first. 


"Did
the daddy give you stuff that upset your belly?" she asked, looking at the
bottle.  It was plain milk.  She sighed.  "Silly
daddy."  She took him out to her car, which now had a child safety
seat in it.  "We'll go get some formula."  He fussed. 
"I know it's not as good as the real thing....  Well, maybe I can
find you some breast milk.  I know some of the daddy kink people get
some."  She drove off, going to find that daddy and baby store she
knew about.  She walked the baby in and smiled at the shopkeeper. 
"Hi." 


"Hi. 
We don't often get them that small in here." 


"His
daddy just got given him.  His mommy's a bit odd."  That got an
understanding look.  "He's got a distaste for formula and regular
milk gives him the runs.  Do we know where I can get him some breast milk
or what I should give him?" 


"I
heard some people use goat's milk, that seems to work better.  But we do
have a supplier for breast milk, and it is so much better for him." 
She smiled at that.  "You're a wonderful Auntie." 


She
smiled.  "I remember seeing this place mentioned in a case a few
years back and I figured you guys would have someone who'd know." 
She shrugged.  "I like strange contacts."  She smiled at
her.  "So, where do I go?  Or how much?" 


"We
sell it for fifty dollars a half-gallon. It is a precious thing.  You can
mix it half-and- half with goat's milk to make it last longer as
well."  That got a nod.  "Let me check our stock.  Do
you care what the mother's like?" 


"As
long as she's clean, healthy, and nothing can hurt him, no." 


"That's
wonderful."  She went back to check her stock and came out with a
gallon jug.  "There you go, dear."  Abby paid her with her
debit card and took one of the store's cards as well, earning a smile. 
"Thank you.  Have a happy baby."  She poked Xander on the
stomach, making him smile.  "You also might check with Harmony for
baby things.  I know my sister sells things there." 


"Thank
you.  You've been very helpful, hasn't she, Xander?"  The baby
burbled and she waved his hand, taking the milk out to the car.  She knew
where Harmony was.  She drove the milk back to Gibbs' house so it wouldn't
spoil, running inside to put it up, then back out to the car to take him baby
clothes and goat's milk shopping.  She knew where she could find some of
that too. 


***



Gibbs
woke up to the sound of music.  Not his sort of music.  Loud
music.  And a crying baby.  He groaned as he got up and headed down
the stairs.  "Kid, let me get some coffee, okay?"  The baby
stared at him.  "What is he wearing, Abby?" 


"It's
a black velvet footy outfit, Gibbs," she said happily.  "It'll
be very warm this winter and he's adorable in it." 


"He
looks pale and like a vampire."  He went to get some coffee, coming
back to see the rest of the mess she had created.  "What's all
this?" 


"He
needed clothes, Gibbs.  Babies can't survive on five outfits.  You
can go through that many in a day!"  She picked up one shirt that
said 'military brat', making him smile and shake his head.  "He
is." 


"He
is.  It's cute.  I still think the velvet's a bit much." 


"But
it'll be warm and his toes were cold."  She handed over the baby once
he had finished his first cup, making the baby coo at his father. 
"See?  And it's soft too.  Oooh, don't use the jug in the fridge
or the goat's milk.  The jug is donated breast milk so he grows up big and
strong."  Gibbs gave her a look.  "It'll boost his immunity
so he's a healthy baby, Gibbs!  I found a supply of it and I put the card
on the kitchen counter.  She suggested mixing it with goat's milk so
that's in the other jug.  I got him some cereal and some strained peaches
in case he's nearly at the semi-solid food stage."  She beamed and
hugged them both.  "I'll let daddy be a daddy now, Xander.  You
be a good boy and I'll come play this weekend.  Okay?"  The baby
burbled and waved a hand.  "Good boy!  We love you!" 
She kissed him on the head then Gibbs on the forehead.  "The milk you
gave him made him have the runs.  That's solved now too."  She
bounced out, heading home. 


Gibbs
looked at him.  "I know, she's a whirlwind but she'll baby you until
you're an adult, Xander."  Xander grabbed his finger to hold
again.  He relaxed back into the grip of the chair.  "Did you
have fun shopping?"  His son blew a spit bubble.  "I never
did either.  We'll be tough guys together.  If she keeps it up,
you'll have more clothes than DiNozzo.  Which might not be a bad thing for
a while.  At least while you drool that way."  He wiped off the
drool trail and got a happy baby blowing spit bubbles. 
"Hungry?  Sleepy?  Want more noise?"  The baby let out
a squeal at that.  He turned on the radio, changing the station to
something more quiet.  The baby settled in and sucked his fist
again.  "Good, I like this noise better too."  He got up to
get more coffee and to get him a bottle.  He saw the two jugs and sighed,
putting him onto the table so he could mix up one. 


He
grabbed him, the bottle going onto the baby's stomach, and his cup of coffee,
heading back there.  The baby fussed.  "Hold on.  Let me
sit down again."  He sat down and stuck the bottle into the open
mouths.  The baby kicked and flailed but settled in to eat. 
"How often are you supposed to do that?"  He looked at the empty
bottles sitting on the coffee table.  He took it away and the baby gave
him an offended look.  "Are you hungry or just wanted something to
suck on?  I'm all for pacifiers if you want."  The baby blew a
milky bubble at that and wiggled.  He shifted him.  A finger into his
mouth made him just as happy.  "A pacifier it is," he agreed,
looking at the stuff Abby had bought.  He found one and replaced his
finger with it.  "Try that on for size, Xander."  Xander
sucked slowly then decided it was okay and let his eyes droop.  Gibbs got
to have his second cup of coffee.  Until he started and woke himself up,
starting to sniffle.  "Shh.  I've got you.  You're safe
now.  No more fighting unless you want to," he soothed, patting his
back, putting him against his shoulder.  "I'm here and I'm going to
protect you.  You don't have to worry about demons or anything hurting you
for a very long time." 


Xander
settled in and sucked on his pacifier slowly, letting himself be
comforted.  It did feel good.  Someone else was going to be the
strong one.  They'd take care of the threats.  He could just relax
and let it go.  As long as the nightmares didn't come back.  The deep
voice came back and the rubbing hand.  It felt really *good*, like the guy
gave a damn about him.  He let himself fall asleep and be comforted. 
One of his hands found his new father's hair but he didn't seem to mind. 
It was great, nothing was going to bother him here.  He was miles away
from the hellmouth and the only demon around here was the hellhound puppy that
came to play with him now and then.  Which was nice too.  He liked
the puppy.  It was cute.  A nightmare started but the quiet, deep
voice soothed it and made it run in fear from him.  So his new father was
a scary guy who could beat nightmare demons.  That was a great thing in
his book. 


Gibbs
looked at the small body on his shoulder. "I think Dawn was right,"
he said quietly.  "You've got memories and PTSD.  You're only
about five months old; you're much too young for battle fatigue, young
man."  He shifted and let the baby nap on.  It was nice, he got
a nap while his son napped.  It was dark when he woke up.  He looked
at the shifting body.  "Waking up?" he asked quietly.  He
sniffed then grimaced. "That'd wake me too."  He took him to
clean up in the bathroom.  He also heard the door.  "What?"
he called.  The baby started and stared at him.  "Sorry, more
nosy aunts and uncles." 


Tony
walked up the stairs.  "Don't yell around him.  I'll be mean and
take dinner back to my place." 


Gibbs
snorted but went back to giving him a bath.  "It's fine, Xander.
That's just your Uncle Tony."  He went back to scrubbing his back,
letting the baby slap the water and beam at him.  "Good, swimming's a
good exercise for you, son." 


Tony
rolled up his sleeves and knelt beside the tub, taking the washcloth to get his
feet while Gibbs held him up.  "There, toe toes are clean," he
offered.  "Do we need to clean the butt too?"  The baby patted
the water and grinned at him.  "I'd say that's a yes." 


"I
already did that part.  It was a mess and I did it before running the
water."  He pulled his son out, ignoring the fussing.  "Get
dry, go eat."  He handed the towel wrapped-body to Tony. 
"Go. I need a shower too."  Tony nodded, taking him to dress him
in cute new clothes that clearly Abby had bought.  He found McGee down
there when he got out and came down.  "Are we having a party?" 


"I
came to bring you a present for him," McGee offered with a smile. 
"A gift certificate for diapers, boss." 


"Thanks. 
With the way he goes through them I'll be using it soon."  That got a
smile.  "How was work today?" 


"Fine,
boss.   I dropped the file on your bed on the way in." 


"I
saw.  Thank you, DiNozzo.  That was his last bottle around one."



"It
doesn't smell off, well more off than milk usually does, and he's drinking
it," Tony offered.  "I left dinner on the stove too." 


"Thanks. 
I haven't had more than coffee."  He went to get it, smiling at his
favorite sandwich from his favorite deli.  "If you were female I'd
hug you," he called, coming back with his food.  "Sit and hold
him, McGee.  Abby stole him earlier so I could nap." 


McGee
stole the baby and smiled at him, rubbing noses with him.  "Hi,
Xander.  I'm Uncle Tim."  The baby grinned, the nipple hanging
out of his mouth.  He settled the baby in his lap and got comfortable to
feed him. "There you go." 


"He
seems happy and content here," Tony said, looking at him.  "Any
luck yet finding someone to watch him during the days?" 


"I'm
putting in the ad next week." 


"Boss,
it's like hiring a new agent.  You're going to want more time to do the
background checks and everything."  Gibbs looked at him. 
"Not like you won't be doing one, boss.  We both know you're not that
uncareful." 


"I'll
put one in the paper tomorrow then.  Aren't there agencies or
something?"  Tony shrugged.  "I'll check that first." 


"There's
one on the Maryland side," Tim told him.  "They seemed pretty
nice on the phone.  I told them I was your secretary and she said they've
got open appointments all week, boss." 


"Thanks,
McGee.  Is he asleep?" 


Tim
looked then shook his head.  "Grinning not asleep."  He
teased the round stomach.  "Did the Abby feed you a lot of
nummies?" 


Tony
grinned.  "It's cute how we all went nuts over your son, boss." 


"It
is. That also means some of you can babysit when he starts to teeth." 


"Sure,"
McGee said happily.  "Be happy to, boss."  He called
Kate.  "I've got a squirmy little guy in my lap.   No, Tony
and I are both out.  He's up and awake.  Thanks, Kate."  He
hung up.  "She wanted a call to bring her present out, boss.  I
hope you don't mind." 


"The
more the merrier," he agreed.  He got up to put his empty plate into
the sink, getting more coffee.  "Anyone want more coffee?" 


"I'm
fine, boss," McGee called. 


"Could
use some water," Tony admitted but he went back to get it.  He
smirked at Gibbs.  "If he ever gets colic, we're going to take your
sidearm, boss." 


Gibbs
smacked him on the head.  "I won't need it.  They'll be scared
anyway."  Kate knocked then walked in.  "Coffee?" 


"Had
my quota for the day, thanks."  She walked in and looked at the
baby.  "I shouldn't. I had a glass of wine earlier."  The
baby was handed to her anyway and she had to sit down before she dropped
him.  "Sorry about the alcohol, little guy."  He sucked one
her neck.  "Eww, I hope that's your thumb."  She moved and
he fussed, wiggling to get back to her neck.  "Are you a
vampire?" 


"Abby
dressed him in black velvet earlier.  He's having thoughts that way,"
Gibbs said dryly as he came out.  "Don't let him draw blood,
Kate."  She moved the baby and he fussed so she had to put him back -
all the other positions made him cry. 


"Tell
everyone who asks about the hickey that you had a cute, young guy sucking on
your neck," Tony offered with a grin.  "They'll all appreciate
that, Kate."  She punched him on the arm with her free hand, making
the baby sniffle.  He went back to sleeping on her shoulder, still sucking
on her neck.  "He does look very comfortable." 


"He
does," Gibbs agreed. 


"Hey,
boss, Abby said she got you breast milk," Tim said, looking
confused.  "How?" 


Tony
coughed at Gibbs' shrug.  "Some of the people who have a baby kink
have suppliers within the community, McGee.  They keep pumping after
they've weaned their children."  He gave him a horrified look. 
"It's not my thing but some people do like to be diapered and taken care
of."  He shrugged.  "It happens and we ran into one of them
on a case about a year before you joined the team.  I'm guessing Abby went
to one of the stores we had to visit and got a recommendation or a contact
there." 


"From
the store itself.  She got me a card," Gibbs admitted. "It's
mixed half-and-half with goat's milk.  Seems to be better for him. 
He hasn't had the runs." 


"That's
always a good thing," McGee agreed.  "My cousin used to have the
worst problem with milk.  She had a milk allergy."  Gibbs
shuddered at that.  "Back then you couldn't find soy milk hardly
anywhere so they had to find it or do something else for the first few
months." 


Kate
heard the first snore and handed the baby back to McGee, who settled him back
against his chest.  "That's my yearly quota of squishy
feelings."  She pulled something out and tossed it to Gibbs. 
"An ID bracelet in case it's needed.  Including a GPS tracking
chip." 


"Thanks,
Kate."  He opened it and smiled at the small thing.  Tony took
it and put it on the baby.  He smiled at her. 


Tony
backed up.  "Whoa, that is not a good smell there, kiddo." 


"I
think this one's your turn," McGee said, handing him off.  "I
got his last one when I saw him." 


"Fine." 
He took the baby up to his room to change him.  "What is this
shit?" he called a minute later.  "It won't come off!" 


"Wipe
against the grain," Gibbs called.  He shook his head. "It does
stick like duct tape." 


Kate
just nodded at that.  "With that I'm going to go home and finish my
bottle of wine.  See you this weekend, Gibbs."  She fled. 


McGee
smiled at that.  "Maybe she'll talk Abby out of baby envy." 
He stood up.  "I'll let you three talk, boss.  He's a great
little guy and like I said, I'll babysit now and then."  That got a
nod so he left. 


Tony
came back down the stairs.  "Next crazy woman I date, I'm bringing
you over to babysit and making her change diapers while I wax poetic about
having fifteen of you," he told the kid in his arms.  He sat down and
the baby cooed at him.  "Toss me the bottle, boss."  It was
handed over.  He stuck it back in.  "There, nearly as tasty as
Kate's neck."  The baby smiled at him.  "Yeah, I
know.  She's fun to tease.  You'll enjoy doing that too when you're
older."  He looked at Gibbs.  "We'll have to get her to
tell him why girls are different than boys instead of Abby, boss." 


"Don't
teach my son to be that mean, DiNozzo." 


"Do
you want Abby to have that talk with him?" he countered. 


"Well,
no.  Abby might show him pictures or something." 


Tony
smirked at him.  "Since he already likes her, maybe he'll just try to
grope.  I did." 


"You
still do." 


"I
do not grope.  Unless they ask.  I touch lightly and very sweetly
until my ladies coo like he is at me." 


"Do
you give them bottles too?" he taunted. 


Tony
gave him a look.  "That's not what I want to watch them drink,
boss." 


"Hand
me back my son before he gets more dirty thoughts."  Tony gave him a
hug then handed him over.  "Go away, DiNozzo." 


"Fine,
boss.  Let me know if I can do more to help."  He smirked and
headed off. 


Gibbs
looked down at his son.  "Don't worry, I won't let you date like Tony
does," he promised quietly. "He's the slut of DC.  You'll have
better taste and crazy women won't like you."  The baby fussed and
wiggled. "I heard about your last few, Xander.  It'll be fine. 
I'll protect you from them too."  The baby settled in and got
comfortable, letting him soothe him back into a nap.  "No nightmares
tonight, Xander.  Just sleep."  He got up to put him into his
crib, letting him nap for now.  He stayed in there until he quit fussing
and past his first nightmare, and it was a quiet night after that. 


***



Gibbs
looked at his new nanny.  "Okay, this is Xander," he introduced,
handing him over. 


"He's
adorable, Jethro."  She smiled at the baby and he blew bubbles at
her.  "How old?" 


"Five
months."  She smiled at that.  "There are a few things you
have to know.  Regular milk gives him the runs.  We have jugs of
breast milk and goat's milk, you mix them half- and-half."  She
nodded at that.  "It'll leave him with sticky and nasty diapers but
it's not the runs."  She smiled at that.  "He has
nightmares." 


"He's
very young for that." 


"I
know, he still has them.  He won't sleep more than an hour without having
one.  Usually some mild comfort, speaking and patting him on the back,
cure them and he goes back to sleep afterward.  Now and then he
won't.  He's a bit bouncy for his age according to the doctor he's
seen.  He's got his first appointment with his new doctor later
today."  She nodded at that.  "There are weapons in the
house.  Unless you're in danger I don't expect you to touch them or the
boat in the basement." 


"I
can handle that.  Are they locked up?" 


"More
or less.  The shotgun's in the front closet.  He's too young to worry
about that yet and I do have to worry about people coming after me due to the
job." 


"You
said you work for the government."  She smiled at the man walking
in.  "Hi.  A favored uncle?" 


"Yup." 
Tony took the baby and he cooed and waved a hand.  "Hey,
Xander.  It's the Uncle Tony.  Yes it is.  I'm using you so I
don't kill the Auntie Kate."  He walked off with him, going outside. 


"Problem
was?" Gibbs called after him. 


"She
told the woman hitting on me I had AIDS," he called back, heading onto the
back porch. 


"I'll
deal with her later."  He looked at her.  "I'm also known
as Special Agent Gibbs, NCIS." 


"Oh. 
Okay.  So the guns are reasonable.  I won't have to touch them I
hope?" 


"You
shouldn't have to.  I haven't in a few years." 


"Good. 
Anything else I should know?" 


"He's
a cuddlesome thing.  He likes to be held." 


"Most
of them do."  She smiled and went to talk to the baby again, smiling
at Tony.  "Are you ill?" 


"No. 
I'm in perfect health.  I've never been sick, especially not like
that."  He looked down again.  "So, Xander.  This is
the new nanny person, what's your name?" 


"Elisa."



"Elisa. 
I did your background check." 


"It's
fully understandable."  She took the baby back.  "Are you
sleepy?" 


Tony
snorted and shook his head.  "Nope.   That's a cuddle me
baby.  He'll squeal and bounce if you try to put him down." 


"Vocal
babies are fine with me."  She walked him off, taking him back to the
father.  "You let your people come in and steal him?" 


"I
trust them," he told her.  She nodded at that.  "Abby
steals him now and then because she's having some baby envy at the
moment."  He handed over a list of numbers.  "That's
everyone you should need to call if something happens.  Me, Tony, Ducky,
Abby, McGee." 


"Sure." 
She went to put it onto the fridge.  "There, right where I can find
it," she told Xander, who blew another spit bubble.  She smiled at
him.  "It'll be fine, Xander.  We'll be good friends when your
daddy goes back to work and we're here alone." 


Xander
looked at the obviously crazy woman and started to scream when he heard the
door shut.  "Hey!" Gibbs called.  "Tony will be back
later and we're going to the doctor's."  He took his son, looking at
him.  "Quit.  It's all right."  Xander sniffled and he
handed him back.  He burst out screaming again. 
"Huh."  He took him back and walked him back to the living
room.  "We're going to sit."  He sat down and propped up
his feet.  His son calmed himself down and cuddled up to his shoulder, one
hand back in his hair.  He whispered in his ear, getting a sleepy
baby.  He tried to hand him back but the baby stiffened and started to
scream again.  "Okay.  Apparently he's having an anti-woman
day.  Sorry." 


"It's
all right.  Babies take those moods.  If I may ask about his
mother?" 


"There
was a paramilitary group out in California who decided to make better
soldiers.  The mother's sister was dating one of their guys so they
implanted her.  She's fairly young." 


"Oooh,
that poor thing." 


"She
would've kept him if she could have but it's a bit dangerous out there.  A
high homicide rate and they got broken into so they could take the child
back." 


"So
they found out he was yours and you're protecting him," she
finished.  He nodded.  "Okay.  That's a great thing in my
book."  She reached over to smooth down some hair and Xander
grumbled.  "He doesn't sound happy." 


Abby
bounced in and took the baby.  "Hi, Xander!" she cooed, making
him start then glare at her.  "Awww, there's the Gibbs' glare in baby
strength.  That's so cute!"  She walked him back to the
kitchen.  "Come on, help the Auntie Abby help the daddy." 


"He's
going to the doctor's in an hour.  Pack the diaper bag," Gibbs
called. 


"Sure,
Gibbs."  She brought one out.  "There, including two
bottles that are very cold and a cold pack next to them."  He smirked
at that.  "Now we're going to go talk and snark about Auntie Kate
because Uncle Tony just slapped her for teasing him about what she
did."  She walked him off. 


Gibbs
let out a sigh and called Tony.  "You hit Kate?"  He
smirked.  "Abby."  He listened when Tony handed over the
phone.  "Kate.  Grounded.  Go stand in the corner. 
Yes, I'm serious.  Because you're acting like a child, Agent Todd. 
Now!"  He hung up and looked at her again.  "Sorry." 


"It
happens," she promised.  She watched Abby dance around with
him.  "Don't bounce him around.  It's as bad as shaking him
is." 


"I'm
holding his head." 


Gibbs
leaned over and looked.  "No bouncing, Abby.  Not until he's old
enough to bounce  with you." 


"Fine. 
We'll quit dancing and I'll teach him how when he's older."  She
smiled at the baby and got a happy babble from him.  "Such a good
boy!" she cooed, playing with his tummy.  "What are you wearing
to the doctor, young man?  We should dress you." 


"He's
wearing that," Gibbs said patiently. 


"But,
Gibbs!" 


"Abby." 
She wilted.   "You bought that one too." 


"Oh." 
She shrugged and beamed at the baby.  "We still have to change your
shirt. You drool like that puppy that shows up to lick you now and
then."  The baby scowled at that.  "It's not your
fault.  You'll figure that one out about the same time you start to
crawl."  She smiled. "Maybe your daddy would get you a normal
puppy, not the one who comes around every few days."  The boy cooed
at that and flailed a bit.  "I think we should talk him into
it." 


"When
he's walking," Gibbs called.  Abby brought him back, letting him see
the state of his shirt.  "When you're walking we'll see about a
pet.  Let her change your shirt."  Xander burbled and let his
auntie change his shirt and his diaper. 


Gibbs
shook his head.  "He's a special little guy." 


"He
clearly is."  She smiled.  "Will you need me today?" 


"No,
I'm not going back to work for another two weeks." 


"That's
even better.  I'll see you then, Jethro."  She smiled and
bounced out. 


Jethro
put his feet up again, he was a bit tired.  It was harder to jog with a
baby on his back than the usual pack.  His son kicked. 


***



Jethro
walked into Ducky's autopsy theater.  "Your friend is a quack. 
He talked about his aura." 


"You
were supposed to see the father, not the son, Jethro."  He smiled at
the baby.  "Hello, Xander.  I'd hold you but I'm a bit nasty
from the autopsy."  Xander blew a large spit bubble at him then
babbled.  "Ah.  Well, it's a nice thing but I still can't hold
you until I clean up."  He blew a kiss.  "Be a good boy and
make the father nap.  Are you seeing his father soon?" 


"Next
week.  They took what you did to start his folder and ordered another
blood test?" 


"Probably
a simple CBC.  His white cells were a bit higher than normal but he was
also sneezing that day." 


"Then
I won't worry too much.  Where's Kate?" 


"At
her desk I would assume." 


"I
told her to stand in the corner."  Ducky smiled.  "She
told..." 


"I
heard.  I sent Anthony to hold the young man there."  He patted
him on the back.  "Now, let me get back to work.  I know the
director wanted an update on how you're doing with the Initiative
case."  Xander started at that name.  "Yes, we heard, young
man." 


"He
cried every time the nanny took him." 


"That
might not be a good sign," he offered, "but it could be that he
didn't like her perfume.  Babies can be picky about who they
like."  Xander squealed and threw his arms up then patted his
father's arm around his middle.  "Exactly.  Now, let your father
work for a few minutes then you can go home and relax again, young
man."  Xander babbled at him and they nodded with a nod from
Jethro.  Ducky sighed and quit guarding the body.  No baby should see
that sort of thing.  His assistant came out of the office.  "You
missed Jethro and young Xander." 


"Is
Xander a new Probie?" 


"Xander
is his son, Mr. Palmer," he said, looking at him. 


"He's
got a son?  I didn't know he remarried." 


"He
didn't.  Someone was trying to breed new soldiers.  They implanted
his seed into the mother's body." 


"Ooooh,"
he said with a wince.  "He's going to destroy someone." 


"A
lot of someone's.  It was a paramilitary group." 


"Ouch. 
Is the mother okay?" 


"As
he told it, the mother of his son was the younger sister of someone who was
dating one of their soldiers.  So they chose her even though she's a tad
bit underage." 


"How
far?" 


"Fourteen."



"No
wonder he got custody." 


"On
the contrary, Mr. Palmer, the mother is a delightful young woman.  She
wanted to keep him but their town is very dangerous and they kept trying to get
the child back," he told him.  He bent down to make another cut on
the body.   "It was the only reasonable option that occurred to
them.  Now, let us get back to work to find out what happened to this
young woman." 


"Yes,
Doctor Mallard."  He came over to help, holding up the tray for the
part he was about to cut out. 


***



Gibbs
walked up to Kate's desk.  "Didn't I tell you to stand in the
corner?" 


"Gibbs!"



"Rumors
like that can get around, Agent Todd.  It can cause hell and havoc." 


"Not
like he needs more dates!" 


"Yes
but think about it, Kate.  What happens if he can't ever
again?"  Her face fell.  "Now,  you hurt
DiNozzo.  Greatly.  You will apologize.  You will be suspended
tomorrow without pay, and I have had enough.  Am I clear?" 


"Did
he go running to you?" 


"No,
Ducky sent him to calm down with Xander and Abby told me."  She
slumped.  "I meant it, Kate." 


"It's
embarrassing." 


"So
is what you said.  Now!"  He pointed at one near the windows and
she went to stand in the corner. "Thank you.  DiNozzo, I need an
update," he snapped. 


Tony
came over from the copier in the corner under the stairs. "I would, boss,
but the Pentagon made a very nasty call to the Director and told him to stop us
or else we'd all be dead."  He handed over something.  "So
that's where the rest of the group is presently stationed and who's still alive
after the last assault there.  He did good work and I got the video files
today from Sunnydale."  He sat down behind his desk again. 
"The director wants you.  Want me to hold him?" 


"No,
he can gum on him for a while.  You're on your own tomorrow with
McGee." 


"Okay." 
He grinned. "Thanks, boss." 


"Welcome,
DiNozzo. That was childish on her part.  She can come out of her corner in
an hour."  He tucked the information into the diaper bag and handed
it over, then headed up the stairs with his son.  He walked into MTAC and
his son spit at the man on the screen.  "Don't do that.  He's
the Secretary of Defense, son." 


"Agent
Gibbs.  Is that thing yours?" 


"He's
my son, yes.  Why?" 


"I
heard how he came to be." 


"Yay." 
He glared at him.  "Why are you stopping me from doing something
about them, sir?" 


"Because
we can't find your name in the records." 


"Yet,
here my son is.  His aunt was dating one of them, and that's the only way
his mother, who was fourteen, could've conceived."  The Secretary of
Defense winced at that.  "It's not like I like 'em that young,
sir.  She's cute and all but not my type based on age alone." 
His son looked at him.  "What?  I like your mother, she's sweet,
but she's still not my type, kid."  The baby patted him then spit at
the bad man again.  "Are my agents allowed to restart the investigation
now?" 


"No,
Agent Gibbs.  Your name wasn't in the files." 


"It's
still the only way he could have come to be, sir, and since there are files we
know he's not the only one." 


"That
would still be the LA office's job," the director said, taking the
baby.  The baby stared at him. "Yes, it's me again, Xander." 


"Xander?"



"Yes. 
His mother's from Sunnydale.  His aunt is Buffy Summers if that
helps."  The man's eyes went wide.  "So, my agents are
going to take over this investigation since there's a person somewhere in the
Pentagon who ordered them to torture beings and do illegal experiments on
them.  Do you want kept informed, sir?" 


He
nodded slowly. "I'd rather have a team that wasn't personally involved do
it." 


"I
don't." 


"I
see.  Can you be reasonable?" 


"I'm
on leave for the next two weeks, sir.  DiNozzo's handling it." 


"That's
better I suppose.  Director?" 


"I'm
getting daily updates from him," he assured him. "I'm sure Jethro is
as well." 


"Very
well then.  I'll let you get back to it.  I do want to know who
ordered this one." 


"I'm
sure you'll hear when we get the warrant for their arrest, sir.  I'll tell
DiNozzo he has your blessing for a good hunt."  That got a smirk and
the man signed off.  He looked at the director.  "You wanted to
see him again?" 


"No,
I wanted to see you, Jethro," he said dryly, handing the baby back. 
He handed over a small package.  "Here, a baby gift." 


"Thank
you, sir."  He looked at his son.  "Say thank
you?"   The baby smiled at him and waved an arm. 
"Close enough until you can really talk."  He sat down beside
him.  "What else is going on?" 


"We've
intercepted a death threat for you."  He looked at him.  "I
felt it best to tell you in person since it came from an old case.  The
cadet selling snuff porn?  His father has put out a low paying contract on
your life." 


"Wonderful. 
I can protect us." 


"I
want to assign you a guard." 


"He's
getting a nanny."  His son started to fuss.  "What? 
You don't like her?"  He cried louder.  "Fine!  We'll
get you used to the idea and see if it's a one day thing or not."  His
son settled down with a few back pats.  McGee came in and took the baby
with a grin, heading off again. "Thank you, McGee." 


"Welcome,
Gibbs." 


Jethro
leaned back.  "Has someone taken it?" 


"It
got put out generally.  His father's a Texas State Trooper so he does know
who to tell to get the news out.  I want you to be careful." 


"I
will be." 


"I
want to assign a guard to your house." 


"Unless
you're going to turn one of my team into a nanny and pay them at the same pay
rate for it, we'll be fine." 


"Be
reasonable, Jethro.  You have someone else to take care of now." 


"I
know.  He'll be fine too.  No one's going to hurt me.  DC is a
long way from Texas, even if a gang does take it up and pass it onto another
branch locally.  We'll be fine." 


"If
you're sure." 


"I'm
sure." 


"All
right.  Then I'll simply set guards on the house."  Gibbs gave
him a look.  "It's a bit of added protection until the trial,
Jethro.  Speaking of, you missed court today?" 


"I
did?" 


"You
did." 


"I'll
call over there to see.  No one called me." 


"I
expected as much and yours was the last called of the day.  DiNozzo was
there and said you now had custody of your son and probably hadn't been told
again since you were on leave.  The judge allowed them to call you in the
morning, first thing." 


"I'll
be there and talk to DiNozzo." 


"Good. 
Do we have a nanny?" 


"Just
hired one today, sir." 


"Even
better.  He doesn't like her?" 


"All
but one time he cried whenever she held him." 


"That
might be a bad sign, Jethro." 


"I
know. I'm being very careful.  We'll see if it's a one day thing or
not.  If not, maybe I'll talk Abby into going on leave for a bit." 


That
got a smirk.  "I'd almost rather continue to pay DiNozzo to do your
daycare.  At least then you wouldn't lose him as an agent when he got
tired and left." 


"I'll
let him know you said that, sir." 


"Do
that."  He smiled.  "I went with something practical for
him." 


"Thank
you, Tom.  I'll help him write his thank you letter later." 
That got a smile.  "Anything else?" 


"Not
yet." 


"Then
I'm going to steal him back from my team."  He got up, picking up the
present since it fell out of his pocket.  "Thanks for this,
Tom."  He walked out, jogging down the stairs.  He put the
present into the diaper bag with the two folders it had mysteriously
sprouted.  "The case is a go even though my son wasn't in the
files.  The Secretary of Defense and the director want to be kept in the
loop too, DiNozzo.  Also he was suggesting you become the nanny for him
and stay on the payroll."  He took his son back and walked out. 
"You can sit down at the end of your hour, Kate," he said when he
walked past her. 


Tony
quit gaping, listening to McGee smirk. "Hey, at least he loves me." 


"Because
you're just as bouncy as he is," McGee agreed. 


"He's
a good baby," Tony reminded him.  He got back to work on the case he
hadn't stopped working on.  "Back to work, McGee." 


"Sure,
Tony." 


Tony
checked his clock. "You've got another forty minutes, Kate." 


"Quit
smirking, Tony." 


"I'm
not, but I'm am kinda glad he didn't spank you too."  He smirked at
that image, getting back to work on his searches. 


McGee
shuddered.  "Ow.  He'd be one of those to leave bruises
too."  He shuddered again but got back to work.  "Why you
and not Abby?" 


"They
need Abby more," Tony said dryly.  "This way I'd have the boss's
six when he really needed it." 


"Oh. 
I guess that makes sense.  Kinda."  He shrugged and bent back
over his keyboard. 


Kate
groaned and shook her head. 


"No
talking while you're in the corner, Kate," Tony called. "I'm sure you
sat in time out a few times when you were younger." 


"Bite
me." 


"Keep
it up and I'm taking pictures," he said happily.  She quit talking
and stood there, checking her watch every now and then.  The director came
down and gave her back an odd look then looked at Tony.  "Due to her
mouth earlier, Gibbs put her in the corner, Director."  He handed
over the doubles of what he had handed Gibbs.  "What we had before
the desist order came through." 


"Thank
you, Agent DiNozzo."  He shook his head but went on his rounds. Gibbs
was going to be one scary father. 


***



Tony
knocked on his boss's door, holding up the bag.  "Ribs?" 


"Sure. 
He can suck off the sauce."  He led the way back to the kitchen,
where his son was in a carrier on the table while Gibbs fixed pasta. 
"This'll go." 


"Sure." 
He smiled at the baby, playing with his toes.  "Did you have a good
day, Xander?" 

"No, he was mean to the doctor's assistant too.  Peed on her when she
checked under his diaper then smiled angelically." 


"He's
a little boy, of course he's going to torment girls for a while,
boss."  He looked at him.  "I'm here as your dutiful guard
tonight and to brief you on the raid that the local branch out there and the
FBI did on the new base."  He handed over the reports. 
"Preliminary ones.  We'll be getting the ones here who ordered
it." 


"Good. 
How long?" 


"Within
two days we think.  We're assuming that they've been given orders in
writing in the past." 


"Even
better."  He sat down, handing over the bottle.  His plate of
pasta joined the bag and so did Tony's.  "You might as well
eat.  How much is the bounty on my head?" 


"Two
grand.  Fairly low.  This is just in case."  The baby
stared at him.  He grinned back.  "He busted a bad guy, your daddy's
very good at that, Xander.  The bad guy's daddy was in denial and his wife
made him set the bounty for charging her only son with making snuff
films."  The baby quit staring and sucked on his bottle, just
watching them for now.  He turned him slightly so he could see his father,
getting a lighter squeal.  "See, he appeared."  He patted
him on the head.  "You're a good boy, Xander.  Grow up like your
daddy."  He dug into his food.  "So, boss." 


"What,
DiNozzo?" 


"Since
he didn't like her I had McGee break off to do a deeper background check on
Elisa.  Her references were guarded when he talked to them.  They
didn't say bad things but it wasn't a glowing report either." 


"Is
she doing bad things?" 


"They
wouldn't confirm or deny anything.  One of them stated it that
way."  He looked at him.  Gibbs groaned.  "Maybe he'll
have really good taste in women, boss." 


"Hopefully. 
I'll want that tomorrow to go to the agency with." 


"It's
in my car in the glovebox." 


"Thank
you.  Anything else?" 


"The
other two candidates are much better but one's very strict.  Almost
Victorian strict." 


"Huh?"
he asked, eating another bite. 


"Back
in Victorian times diapers were so inconvenient mothers and nannies used to
take kids Xander's age and older and sit them on a potty chair for hours on end
so they would use them."  Gibbs dropped his fork.  "She's
not quite that bad but she's very strict.  Like Basic Training has nothing
on her version of strict."  Gibbs shuddered at that.  "The
other one seemed pretty nice.  Mother of her own two but her husband got
custody then promptly moved to Florida.  She's filed papers to get them
back stating her ex is a horrible human being who sells drugs.  That's why
she stated she divorced him.  She found out and the next morning there was
a divorce filing and a restraining order filed against him coming near her or
the kids.  She stated that the judge took bribes." 


"Which
won't win her any friends." 


"No
but she proved it so he's off the bench.  Now she's filing to regain
custody." 


"I
like the sound of her.  I only met with Elisa." 


"Meet
with Janice, boss.  She's a nice lady.  McGee did her background as
well.  All her references check out wonderfully.  She's worked with
an FBI unit in Atlanta as one of the agent's nannies so she knows how insane it
can be.  Even Abby and Ducky liked her.  Ducky said she reminded him
of his mother when she was younger and he was a baby." 


"I'll
go to them tomorrow.  Any firm reason to dislike Elisa?" 


"Yeah,
one.  Drug possession when she was seventeen.  Sealed but Kate found
it and called in a favor after she got out of the corner." 


"Thank
you." 


"Welcome,
boss.  Least we can do to guard this little guy."  He grinned at
Xander. Who beamed back.  "You're a happy baby?"  The baby
cooed.  "Good!  We like happy babies."  He looked at
his boss again.  "All that leaves is watching you until the trial
next week, boss.  You've got two agents outside the house and me." 


"If
I have to," he complained. 


"Yeah,
you do.  It was me or Abby." 


"I
like you. You're quieter." 


"True." 
He ate another bite and tipped the baby's bottle back up, letting him suck more
strongly.  "Sleepy, little guy?"  Xander yawned. 
"Then let's get you a bath and into jammies.  We'll eat after you're
asleep."  He got up and took him upstairs to deal with that while
Gibbs got the report on Elisa's references to read over and make that
call.  Gibbs came in while he was doing his hair.  "We're doing
okay, boss.  Go get his bed ready." 


"You
sure?" 


"I'm
sure." 


"When
did you learn child care?" 


"I
dated a few women with one, boss.  Not to mention being stuck guarding a
mother before a trial against a serial rapist.  She had three kids, one
just this age from the guy who attacked her."  That got an unhappy
grunt from the father.  "It was fine but she taught me.  She had
it down pat." 


"Sure." 
He went to check Xander's bed, changing the sheets since it looked like they
were wet.  "He needs better diapers," he muttered. 


"Put
them on tighter, Gibbs. You can put disposable ones on tighter than you could
ones with the pin." 


"Oh. 
I didn't realize that."  He came back in once his son was out,
letting Tony diaper him.  "That is really snug." 


"Yeah
but you don't have to allow for finger room so you don't stick him.  It's
got some elastic in the waist so he's not uncomfortable too."  He
showed him then he grinned.  "Miracle of modern invention.  Just
as important as the TV, the VCR, and DVD player."  He kissed the baby
on the head and handed him over.  "There you go, Daddy.  Night,
Xander."  He headed back down to go back to his dinner. 


"Learn
something new every day," Gibbs told his son, laying him down and covering
him with a sheet.  "You nap.  I'll be downstairs.  No
nightmares tonight, okay?"  The baby cooed.  He put the pacifier
in his mouth with a smile.  "Sleep, Xander.  It's time to
sleep."  The baby slowly closed his eyes while his father rubbed his
stomach.  Gibbs snuck out, leaving on the nightlight and closing the door
halfway.  Then he went back to his own dinner.  "Thanks." 


"Welcome,
boss.  It's kids like that who make me think about being a father
too."  He shrugged and ate another rib.  "I just can't seem
to find someone who'll put up with me." 


"Date
for quality over quantity, DiNozzo." 


"I've
tried.  I get psycho women. Which is why I had McGee check deeper into
Elisa's past." 


"I
called them, they agreed I could meet with the other one.  They hadn't
known about the drug arrest on her juvie record."  That got a
grin.  "It could ruin her career." 


"Then
she can find something else to do.  She's only twenty-three, Gibbs. 
She should be in college, not being a pseudo-mommy."  That got a
nod.  "She'll be fine."  He got up to get some water. 
"Water or coffee?" 


"Coffee." 
A mug was poured, warmed up, then handed over while Tony got some ice
water.  "Eat." 


"I
am."  He sat down.  "The sauce was spicy today. 
Must've been bottom of the jar."  He ate another bite of rib, looking
outside.  "Someone's at the door, boss."  He handed over
his sidearm since Gibbs' was out front probably.  That got a nod and Gibbs
went that way.  He opened the door and found an FBI agent standing
there.  "Oh, hey, Fornell."  He ate another bite. 
Gibbs came back and handed him back his gun.  "There's a few left if
you want some." 


"No
thanks.  We got handed his protection detail.  Son?"  Gibbs
nodded, sipping his coffee.  "How?" 


"Our
present case," Tony said dryly.  "They implanted the mother with
him." 


"Oh. 
Sorry to hear that." 


"He's
a great little boy," Tony assured him with a grin.  "Has
everyone but Kate wrapped around his fingers." 


Tobias
Fornell snorted.  "I'm sure Abby was happy to have someone as young
as she is."  He looked at Gibbs.  "He's how old?" 


"Five
months."  Fornell gaped.  "How old did you hear?" 


"Fifteen."



"No. 
He's in the guest room upstairs."  That got a nod and he went to
look, coming down shaking his head.  "Did they up the bounty?" 


"Some
of the people over the Initiative are getting worried." 


"Good. 
They should," Gibbs assured him.  "They were torturing
people." 


"I
heard and saw."  He came back.  "We got asked to take the
case since it's going to go international.  Some of them are working for a
special protection detail with the UN." 


Tony
nodded.  "I saw that.  Which director wanted this bundle of
paperwork?" 


"The
Secretary of Defense ordered the switch to our caseload.  So it's mine
now," Fornell told him.  Gibbs shook his head.  "Yes,
Gibbs.  They tried to bomb your office a few minutes ago.  It's now
ours since they're trying to kill federal agents.  That's the rules."



"Which
I don't care about." 


"Then
care about your son, Gibbs.  They got within thirty feet of the building
with federal level passes."  Tony moaned.  "No one was
hurt. They got stopped at the last checkpoint and the dog caught the
bomb."  Gibbs nodded slowly.  "So it's mine now.  I
will keep you informed." 


"I'd
appreciate that." 


"Good. 
DiNozzo?" 


"We
busted a good few of the soldiers and one commander earlier in a raid." 


"I
hadn't heard that." 


Tony
pulled out his phone, calling Kate.  "The idiots tried to bomb the
office," he said in greeting.  "Those idiots, yes, Kate. 
They handed it to Fornell due to that and UN involvement.  I'm at Gibbs'
and so is he.  Thanks."  He hung up.  "She'll get the
information off our systems since she's still at work.  The director said
her time out today can't count as a leave hour or work time."  He ate
another bite. 


"Time
out?" Fornell asked, smirking a bit. 


"I
put her in the corner.  She was acting like a five-year-old." 


"I
heard about what she said about DiNozzo there.  I also know it's not true
since he's still employed." 


"It's
not true," Tony said firmly.  "I am much more careful than that,
thank you." 


"I
figured you'd have to be since you don't have any kids wandering around
yet."  He looked at Gibbs.  "Anything I should know?" 


"They
said his record's not in there.  The mother's sister was dating one of the
soldiers and she was fourteen when she had him." 


"I
know you don't swing that way so it's all good with me."  He
shrugged. "Anything else I should know?" 


"A
lot of talk about mutants, demons, and hostiles that they were trying to figure
out and program to be grunts in the military on the front lines," Tony
told him. 


Fornell
looked at him.  "That doesn't really surprise me somehow." 
He shrugged.  "We all wonder about Sunnydale's high death rate. 
His mother is who?" 


"Dawn
Summers.  Little sister to Buffy Summers, who they were testing to see why
she was so good." 


"Interesting. 
Sure."  He nodded.  "Do you want our guys or yours on the
house until that trial?" 


"I'm
fine without any guards on the house," he noted patiently. 


"He's
going to up the bounty before the trial.  His wife's getting more and more
pushy.  He's her only son." 


"So?"



"She's
about to add to it, Gibbs.  You're getting protection even if you don't
like it.  So us or your own guys?" 


"I'll
take ours." 


"That's
fine.  Saves me on manpower.  Have a better night."  He
walked outside, getting the files when Kate drove in.  "Thank
you.  This all of it?" 


"All
but a few video files McGee has locked.  He's at home with a
headache.  Something fell and hit him earlier." 


"If
I need them I'll call or he can send them in the morning."  He walked
back to his car.  "They're having dinner.  The baby's
asleep." 


"Good,
I don't like babies.  They're scarier than pets."  She walked
inside, heading to the kitchen since that's where she saw Tony. "They got
it handed over?" 


"They
tried to kill federal agents, that's the rules," Tony reminded her. 
"Boss, want the last few ribs?" 


"Please." 
He took the tinfoil package and dished them out, handing Tony the last two
since there were more than he wanted.  "Anything else going on?"



"The
woman Ducky was working on for another team was a natural causes death. 
Sinova's plant finally fell and hit McGee on the head so he went home an hour
early with the headache from the cast iron pot it was in."  That got
a small smirk from Tony.  "He won the pot about when it'd fall. 
I missed it by two days." 


"No
wonder we got ribs tonight," Gibbs said dryly.  "Anything
good?" 


"One
other commander was found earlier.  He shot himself before the raid could
break in the door.  He also set his office on fire first. They put it out
within minutes so we're pretty sure we can get stuff off his computer and out
of his file cabinet." 


"Even
better.  That in there for him?" 


"It
was.  Any other changes I should know?"  They all heard the baby
start to cry.  "Oh, no, I'm not handling that." 


"He
has nightmares, Kate."  Tony got up to check on him, finding him
missing his pacifier.  "Did the binky fall out?" he teased,
handing it back.  "Shh, we're here, Xander.  Even
Kate."  The baby continued to fuss.  "Come on, it's all
right." 


"Bring
him down," Gibbs called. 


"Okay,
Daddy said you could come cuddle for another hour."  He picked him up
and carried him down there, making Kate take him so they could finish eating. 


She
looked at the baby, who blinked at her before settling into her arms. 
"Fine, I'll hold you.  Even though you're a scary creature.  I'm
never having one of you.  I'll get a cat first."  She sat down
to hold him, letting him rest on her shoulder again.  So she got matching
hickeys once he had spit out his pacifier.  Tony grinned at her. 
"What?" 


"His
binky fell out, Kate.  He's doing your neck again. You'll have matching
spots." 


"Eww." 
She got the pacifier back and put the plug back into his mouth. 
"Suck on that, not on me." 


"Binky?"
Gibbs asked. 


"The
story goes that the daughter of the guy who created the pacifier couldn't say
pacifier so she called it her binky." 


"Oh. 
Cute."  He shook his head. "Learned that on the same protection
detail?" 


"Yeah,
we were there for three months.  Her kids weren't bratty in the least and
they listened to her." 


"Write
her to see how she did it," Kate said dryly.  "Before this one
turns into a brat." 


"I
won't let that happen, Kate." 


"Going
to take parenting classes, Gibbs?" she asked dryly. 


"Somehow
I can't see him in Gymboree or any other mommy or daddy and baby classes,
Kate.  Except maybe parent and child water aerobics since he likes the
water." 


"They
offer that?" Gibbs demanded. 


"At
the Y, boss.  Yeah."  He grinned.  "There's all sorts
of mommy or daddy and baby exercise classes there.  Also some other
parenting classes and a support group for single parents so they can share
tips." 


"I
don't need a support group." 


"Didn't
figure you would but they've got a website full of tips for things like colic
and other bad times when you want to scream at the baby to quit
screaming."  Gibbs nodded slowly at that. "I'll get the addy for
you and send it over tomorrow, boss.  Just in case it comes in
handy." 


"That
could be helpful," Kate agreed, feeling the wet mouth on her neck again.
"One of you finish up before I've got permanent bruises there. 
Please?"  They both finished up and Gibbs took his son back while
Tony washed the dishes.  "Thank you."  She went to check
the new hickey, coming out with a grimace.  "He's got a good suction,
Gibbs." 


"I
can see that.  He also undid a button, Kate."  She looked down
and groaned, doing up the button his little hand had managed to undo.  He
looked at his son.  "So, does this mean you'll date a nice girl some
day and be straight?" 


"It
did with me," Tony offered.  "I used to grope the women in
church and all that good stuff.  All the old ladies loved me." 


"Somehow
it doesn't surprise me to find out you were flirting as a toddler, Tony,"
Kate said dryly.  Gibbs glared at her.  "What?   Not
much has changed!" 


"Kate,"
he said firmly.  "Quit setting a bad example for my son.  Tony's
a bad enough one in the area of dating."  She smirked at that and
Tony shrugged.  "Don't teach him to flirt until he's at the adorable
age." 


"He
is now, boss.  Plenty of guys take kids out to the park to meet jogging
women." 


"I
still can't see him being one of those parents who pushes the stroller while he
jogs," Kate complained. 


"They
make strollers to go jogging with?"  Tony nodded and Kate beamed and
nodded.  "Wow.  Things have changed since my sister had
kids." 


Tony
found the phone book and the shop in the back, pointing it out to him. 
"There, boss.  They've got all sorts of baby stuff.  Including
baby monitors for when you're working on the boat and he's in bed." 


"That
could be handy.  What about the more generic stores?" 


"You'd
get some but that place has all the possibilities.  I'd go there to see
what is possible and then find it at a more reasonable price." 


"Not
a bad idea," Kate agreed.  "There's some great high-end baby
shops in the city.  You can find hippy baby shops, techie baby shops,
yuppie baby shops." 


"The
pagan baby shop is kinda fun," Tony offered.  "It's near my gym
and they've always got babysitting and storytelling going on.  Plus
blessings, a second hand shop for clothes, lots of books of information. 
I stopped in their earlier today since I still haven't gotten him a present
yet.  Want a gift certificate to there, boss?  They're some very nice
mothers, some with a few kids each.  You'll sneeze at the incense but he
might like it." 


"We'll
see."  He gave him a look. "Less strange stuff." 


"Okay. 
Want one to the techie baby store?" 


"No. 
He doesn't need a tv in his crib." 


"Oh,
boss, that's just the base limits of what you can do," Tony said with a
smirk.  He went to get his laptop out of the car, nodding at Elisa. 
"He's fine."  He walked back inside. "Elisa's here,
boss."  He sat down to find the shop's online page, letting Gibbs see
it.  "This one projects a swirling, colorful picture onto a small
plasma screen that you can hook onto the crib so the baby's amused.  It's
like a technical mobile.  Oh, strollers."  He found them. 
"See, jogging one," he said, enlarging the picture of the three wheeled
one. "They're supposed to be pretty hearty, boss." 


"That's
just strange.  I'll jog with him in a pack." 


"Keep
him on your stomach for now.  Less movement," Kate told him. 
Gibbs nodded at that.  "He can even watch where you're going." 


"He'd
probably like that. They say babies react to larger shapes, color, and movement
at his age."  He found the other site and it linked the other page he
wanted his boss to have.  "The tips page, boss."  He pulled
up the baby mobiles and other products link to show him.  "This is
the place near my gym."  Gibbs took the laptop to look over, nodding
slowly at what was there.  "It's a great place.  Very friendly
and welcoming.  The lady who runs it has five kids who come to work with
her every day.  She can definitely tell you what you need to babyproof the
house for when he starts to crawl in a few months." 


"You
can hire people to do that," Kate suggested. 


"To
put a few latches on the cabinets and plugs in the outlets?" Tony
asked.  "To move the plants around?  Why?" 


"Because
some of us don't do those things." 


"Kate,
they sell these little plastic plug covers and little latches for cabinets that
only take two screws on each side.  Then you move things the baby can pull
down on himself, all plants, and put gates over the stairway openings. 
It's not that hard!" 


"Excuse
me for not being as good of a mother as you are," she said dryly. 


"I
learned from a woman I was helping protect before a trial, Kate." 


"Whatever." 
She pushed some hair back and the baby stared at her.  
"What?  Do I look funny?"  The baby reached for her so Tony
handed him over with a grin for her.  "Hey!  Warn me!" 


"He
wanted you."  They went back to looking at that place. 
"She's the sort you can run in and ask questions to and she'll know the
answer or know who to call to find out, Gibbs.  Forget that they're
pagans, they're very good mothers.  Mostly non-violent mothers but very
good." 


"I'll
look there tomorrow."  Tony handed over an envelope from his
pocket.  "You knew?" 


"I
didn't think I could talk you into a video mobile, boss.  You can go over
the houseproofing stuff and the monitors there, plus strollers and packs."



He
looked at the amount then smiled.  "Thanks, DiNozzo." 


"Welcome,
boss.  What did the director get you?" 


"A
ring of keys.  He loves them, tried to beat me with them earlier." 


"Kids
like noise and chaos.  That's why they like loud colors."  He
stood up and looked at the baby.  "Xander, ready for bed?" he
asked quietly. 


"I've
got it, DiNozzo."  He took his son back and put him back into his
bed, tucking him back in and staying to pat him to sleep.  He slipped the
pacifier back into his mouth and it was all good again.  Hopefully he'd
sleep through the night again tonight.  Or have his nightmares
early.  He went down and found Tony working on the laptop on his
couch.  "I'm going to work on the boat.  He should sleep. 
If he has another nightmare, pat or rub his stomach."  That got an
absent nod.  He headed down to the basement because he needed some time to
think and do something physical for a bit.  He was getting used to
fatherhood again.  It was a big surprise in his life.  Especially at
his age.  He definitely had things he needed to think about. 


***



Janice
looked at Gibbs.  "Let me make this one thing clear, Agent
Gibbs.  I'm not here to be his mother.  I'm here to take care of him
when you can't." 


"I
agree.  You're not here to take my place or her place." 


"Good. 
Now, Elisa said he was fussy about women?" 


"Her." 
He shrugged.  "He's got good instincts on what women are hinkey." 
She smiled at that. "Hated her on sight.  I will warn you that my
team does drop by unannounced to take him." 


"As
long as you trust them I don't mind that.  I'm a practical woman. They can
change all the diapers they want."  He cracked a smile at that. 
"Is Agent McGee always your secretary?" 


"No,
sometimes it's Kate's job and sometimes it's DiNozzo's job.  Depends on
what sort of situation and who gets there first."  He shifted and
continued to smile.  He liked this very plain speaking woman.  "We're
using disposables.  I know some mothers don't prefer them." 


"Diapers
get tiring after the first thousand.  Cloth or disposable.  That's up
to the parent to decide." 


"I
hated them after the tenth." 


"You're
a stronger man than I am.  I hated the first one of my first
kid's."  He chuckled at that.  "I will tell you that my
former husband will not impact this situation.  If it does, there's going
to be dead people.  Starting with him." 


"Agreed. 
If anyone brings a gun near him you have my full permission to protect him
however you need to."  She smiled and nodded at that.  "He
does have nightmares." 


"Some
kids seem to now and then.  My second child, my daughter, did.  A bit
of singing or patting and she went right back to sleep." 


"So
does he.  Also we're buying breast milk and mixing it with goat's
milk.  Regular milk upset his stomach and he puked back up the
formula.  Refused to drink it after the first time." 


"He's
a smart baby.  Formula is nasty stuff.  Even to just smell it. 
Where are you getting breast milk?  I know in the old days you'd have had
a wet nurse and a nanny." 


He
smirked. "That's more DiNozzo's family than me.  Abby found a baby
and daddy kink shop.  They sell it for some of their patrons." 


"Interesting. 
I didn't know they did that.  I thought they just put on baby clothes and
regressed so they felt like someone gave a damn about them." 


"I
didn't even know that the kink itself existed until a case.  Abby's got
some strange contacts." 


"Stranger
than mine but that's okay."  She smiled and opened her day
planner.  "When would you need me to start, Agent Gibbs?" 


"Jethro
please.  I go back to work next Monday." 


"Hmm,
small conflict that Tuesday.  I've got my yearly physical for my health
certificate. The agency demands it." 


"I'll
probably still be doing paperwork.  Call me and bring him to me.  If
we have to you can pick him up afterward." 


"Sure. 
I can do that."  She wrote that into her schedule.  "Now, I
worked with an FBI agent in Atlanta.  I know the schedules can get
crazy." 


"We've
had some that we stayed all night to work on," he agreed. "If that
happened, we'd work out you bringing him to me or you could have the guest
room.  Whichever works better at the time." 


"Good. 
Then you're not unreasonable."  She closed her day planner. 
"Anything else I should know before I meet him?" 


"The
milk mix makes his diapers like glue." 


"They're
all like that."  She smiled. "I breast-fed all three of mine,
Jethro.  They're all like that."  He smirked at that. 
"Seriously."  She stood up. "Let's go meet the angel. 
Do we have a baby monitor already?" 


"I
do but the other half's down by the boat." 


"I
can carry it up or you carry it down," she assured him.  He nodded
and she let him lead her to the baby's room, finding him trying to play with
his toes.  "Aww.  That's adorable, Xander," she said. 
The baby stared at her then beamed and burbled noise at her. "Very
good.  Did you taste them yet?"  She helped him get a foot into
his mouth, making him smile around his big toe he was sucking on.  "I
see a pacie." 


"He
uses it when he sleeps mostly.  Now and then he will suck on Kate's neck
if she's holding him." 


"I
saw the hickeys when we all went to lunch together."  Gibbs moaned
and shook his head.  "They're trying to protect you, Jethro. 
Especially from skanks like Elisa."  She picked him up, making him
cuddle in.  "Ahh, you need cuddles.  We like
cuddles."  She looked at him.  "Would I have any other
duties?" 


"You
can do his laundry if you want.  If not, I can." 


She
smiled.  "I'll try to keep it down to a basket for you." 
He smiled at that.  "Come on, young man.  Let's go back
downstairs to talk to the daddy some more."  Xander yawned against
her neck but played with her hair and shirt collar.  "Good
boy."  She settled him in her lap, looking down at him. "He's a
good weight but not too pudgy." 


"Abby
is always trying to feed him," he warned.  "The first time she
watched him he ate six bottles in four hours." 


"Then
the pacifier was probably needed.  Some babies need to suck on
things."  She stuck his finger in his mouth, getting a grin. 
"You'll be fun to watch.  I know you will."  He cooed and
batted at the daddy, cooing again.  "I think we'll get along just
fine, Jethro." 


"Good. 
I'm going to work on the boat and maybe the lawn while you two get
acquainted.  That way you don't have surprises your first day." 
He stood up.  "Be good for Janice, Xander."  Xander beamed
at him.   He patted him on the head then went to work on the boat. 


She
looked at the baby.  "Well.  He has a boat?  Do you like
stories or to be read to?"  The baby let out a loud squeal at
that.  "Ah.  You like that stuff."  She pulled out a
book she had in her purse and read it to him.  It was a mild romance novel
but at his age it didn't really matter. 


***







Gibbs
came in his third week looking a bit confused.  He walked into Abby's
lab.  "Where did the new breast milk come from?  I forgot to get
some last night." 


"I
got him some, Gibbs.  Janice said he was nearly out." 


"Where? 
I asked, you didn't go to the shop."  She blushed. "Abby?"
he pressed. 


"Well...." 
Gibbs gave her a look and she shrank down some.  "It's better for
him!  The stored stuff can lose nutrients." 


"You
did what!" he demanded. 


She
shrank down farther, hiding behind Palmer when he came in.  "Tell him
I'm being good to his baby boy, Palmer.  It's better if he eats fresher
milk." 


He
looked at her. "You took the medicine to promote lactation?" 
She smiled and nodded.  "You shouldn't be putting out that
much." 


"I
pump all the time.  So it's like I've got twins or triplets." 
She beamed. "It's much better for him, Gibbs."  Gibbs growled
and she ran for the elevator, going to hide behind Kate.  "Save
me," she said as she scurried behind her and knelt down. 


"The
boss figured out you're breast-feeding his son?" Tony asked as he typed. 


"Yup." 
She shrank down even more. 


Gibbs
came off the elevator and Tony looked at him.  "It is an incredible
gift, boss, and it is better for him." 


"You
knew!" 


"Last
week.  I thought you caught her at the dinner when she took the really
long time to change him." 


"She
said it got sticky." 


Tony
shrugged. "I caught her putting back on her shirt.  It has helped his
upset stomach this last week though." 


"Not
cute, DiNozzo." 


"No
but she's being sweet to your son, boss.  You can't yell at Abby for doing
what's good for him.  It is going to make him have a stronger immune
system." 


"He's
not her son!" 


"Gibbs,
your son is pretty well community property," Kate reminded him
patiently.  "We all get him, even me now and then.  Besides it
saves you money and it's making Abby happy.  You don't want her to pout do
you?" 


"I
find it very disturbing, Abby."  She raised her head. 
"Stop it." 


"No. 
It's better for him."  She stomped off, heading upstairs. 
"Director?  Can I have a few minutes?"  He nodded so she
walked into his office. "Tell Gibbs that breast-feeding is better for his
son.  Please?  He's being mean because I can." 


He
looked at her.  Then he shook his head.  "I can't get into that
argument, Abby.  I would suggest scientific proof.  Plus to give him
a bit of thinking space."  She pouted and looked down.  "I
know you're only trying to help, but he's very worried that you're going
overboard in your baby envy." 


"It's
not like I'm pregnant." 


"Good,
I'm glad to hear that.  We'd hate to lose you even for the maternity
leave."  She smiled at that.  "Pull up the scientific
evidence, Abigail.  Show it to him.  I'll make sure he's calm when
you do that later."  She nodded and headed back to the lab.  He
waited until he was alone to call Gibbs.  "You made Abby pout at me,
Jethro. I should put you in the corner."  He hung up. 


Gibbs
hung up and groaned.  "Abby!" he bellowed.  She came
slinking back out.  "You went to the director!" 


"You're
not being reasonable, Gibbs!"  She stomped a foot. 
"Breast-fed babies are more healthy.  They've got better immune
systems.  They're not as prone to some diseases.  They're not as
prone to being overweight.  They don't get as much colic.  They also
end up being smarter and more socially capable and involved, Gibbs. 
That's all important stuff.  It's better for him and I like doing
this.  It makes me feel good and like a great aunt."  She pouted
at him.  "It's better for him."  He sighed, rubbing his
hands over his face. 


"Boss,
she does have some points," Tony said patiently.  "All the
recent research said that babies who're breast-fed are more healthy over the
long run plus they have less social problems apparently.  Abby, you
stepped on some major toes by not telling him." 


"But
he would've told me no." 


"There's
a reason for that, Abby.  He's not your son," Gibbs complained. 


"I
know that!  It's not like I'm some psycho stalker chick Tony dated." 


Tony
moaned at that.  "I only dated the one, Abby.  It was a very
long time ago.  Drop it." 


She
stuck her tongue out at him. Then she looked at Gibbs again. "It's better
for his tummy and his health, Gibbs.  I know I'm not the mommy and I'm
sure she wouldn't mind too much.  Besides he loves me and it teaches him
love and comfort.  Even more than cuddling him all day does; it gives him
an elemental comfort that can't be shaken later in life."  He
groaned.  "Please?" 


"I'll
think about it."  She squealed and hugged him across his desk then
went back to her lab.  "Don't help her, DiNozzo." 


"I
was trying to keep her from a major pout fest in the middle of the hall,
boss.  Remember the last one?  About that puppy we had to get rid of
when it was found on the scene?" 


"I
do," he admitted, sitting up again.  "I still don't think it's
right for her to wetnurse my son." 


"Boss,
she wants it," Tony pointed out. 


Kate
nodded.  "She did it to herself, Gibbs.  She had to go on
medicine and then make her body realize that it needed to produce it.  She
wanted it more than she does one of her own.  What's the real harm? 
That he loves her more than he does Tony?" 


"I'm
not sure his mother would appreciate it, Kate." 


"She's
about fifteen, Gibbs.  She'll probably agree with Abby.  Hell, I can
see Abby being one of those mothers who whips out a breast in public to nurse
too."  Tony nodded at that.  "Let her if it's really better
for him.  It's probably only one of his bottles a day anyway." 


"She's
mostly pumping so I'm mixing it for all his bottles." 


"Oh." 
She grimaced.  "Is it better for him?" 


Tony
nodded.  "When I caught her doing it I checked.  It's right up
there with holding the baby a lot to make it secure in its attention and love
and reading to a baby." 


"Crap,"
Gibbs muttered. 


"Sorry,
boss, but it is a great gift, even if it is an odd one." 


"Very
odd one.  She did it during the dinner?" 


"When
she went to change him.  I'm guessing she needed to get some out or wanted
to know what it was like to do it for real."  Gibbs considered
that.  "Sorry, boss.  I thought you had realized." 


"No,
I didn't, but I do now."  He considered it then called Abby. 
"We'll be talking."  He hung up.  It was as much of a
concession he could make right now.  She came back and hugged him, sliding
into his lap to cuddle.  "It still bothers me, Abby.  He's my
son and I feel that you're trying to be his mother." 


"Nope,
if I was his mommy he'd be having his own little coffin near mine." 


"True."



"He'd
wear black or baby goth gear all the time.  They make some really cute
stuff, Gibbs."  He let out a small smile at that.  "Plus
I'd have him on my back all day.  He'd never be out of my sight, even with
a nanny."  She slid off his lap.  "Please?" 


He
sighed but looked at him. "I want to talk to Ducky first." 


"Okay.  
He's at home today.  His mother found a pair of handcuffs and put them on
him." 


"I'll
get him free," he said, getting up and heading out to do that.  Once
he got there, Mrs. Mallard gave him a long look. "Hi, Mrs. Mallard,"
he said a bit loudly. 


"Do
I know you?" 


"I
work with your son." 


"Oh. 
Yes, that's fine then."  She let him in.  "Do I know
you?" 


"I'm
Jethro, I work with Ducky, Mrs. Mallard."  She nodded and toddled
off.  "Ducky?" 


"Bedroom,"
he called back. 


Jethro
went up to release him, ducking her swing with a pan.  "Mrs.
Mallard!"  She snorted and took another swing.  "Mrs.
Mallard, I work with Ducky.  I'm Jethro, I work with Ducky all the
time." 


"That
man up there is an intruder." 


"It's
your son Ducky."  He got free of her and hurried up there, slamming
the door and holding it in place.  "Handcuffs?"  Ducky held
them up.  "Poor baby," he taunted.  She finally forgot why
she was trying to bean him so he let it go and dug out his universal key,
coming over to let him go.  "I've got to talk to you." 


"About
what?" 


"DiNozzo
found Abby breast-feeding my son." 


Ducky
blinked a few times at that. "I know she asked me about the medicine and
how it worked.  I had no idea she'd actually do it, Jethro." 


"Oh,
she has.  Janice said a new jug of breast milk appeared yesterday right
after I left.  DiNozzo caught her actually feeding him during that
dinner."  Ducky sighed. "I'm worried about her, Ducky. 
She's saying all the right things but I think she's very wrapped up in being
his stepmother.  Even though she said he'd be wearing baby goth gear and
sleeping in a coffin if that was true." 


"She'd
never hurt him, Jethro."  He looked at his old friend.  "It
is better for the baby if she does it that way.  There's many
benefits.  It's an incredibly gracious and special thing as well for your
son."  His mother rushed in.  "Mother, did you remember
Jethro?  He came to ask a question about his son." 


"You
have a son too?" 


"Almost
six months," he agreed, pulling out a picture.  She smiled at it and
handed it back.  "Is it bad that a friend's decided to wetnurse him
since his mother's unable to help me with him?" 


"Well,
it was done very much in the old days by the more proper families, but in
today's society?"  She looked at him.  "It is an incredible
thing and would probably make the woman want one of her own.  Is she
healthy?" 


"Very,"
Ducky agreed. 


"Then
there shouldn't be too much of a problem.  Ducky, dear, why are you still
in your pajamas at this time of day?" 


"I
was just getting up, mother.  A day of sleeping in you know," he said
with a smile.  She smiled back and left.  He looked at the worried
father. "We know she won't try to steal him, Jethro." 


"I
know that.  Should I stop her?" 


"I
doubt you could," Ducky said as he got up.  "Let me change in
the bathroom.  Give me a ride in?" 


"Sure." 
He considered his options well away from the pout.  "Why doesn't she
have one of her own?" 


"Because
she believes that procreation is something so otherworldly that it might not be
possible for her to do," Ducky answered from his bathroom.  He came
out dressed and shaved.  "I asked her that and she said she'd have to
be seriously with someone before that could occur.  Since she's not and
shown no inclination of settling down she's wearing out her maternal longings
on your son." 


"Which
is nice and all but I'm still worried.  What happens if I get transferred
or she does." 


"It
will hurt but Abby knows that's not her child, Jethro.  Besides, the
director isn't that mean.  He knows very well that transferring you means
that Anthony, Kate, and Abby, plus probably myself, go with you." 


"Point." 
He stood up.  "Shoes?"  Ducky slid into his loafers and
followed him out to the car. "It seems to me that the whole team, minus
Kate, are all pushing for pseudo-mother spots.  Hell, when he's over
DiNozzo holds Xander more than the nanny does." 


"He's
never had a stable childhood from what little he's said to me," Ducky said
plainly.  "Timothy is looking on this as practice for being a true
uncle.  He had a relatively normal family so he's looking forward to that
honor soon.  Abigail had a loving family as well.   She was an
only child and probably wanted a sibling.  She sees you as her father now
and then...." 


"So
Xander's like her little brother.  DiNozzo stepped into it almost like he
does any undercover role."  He started the car and backed out of the
long driveway, heading back to the office. 


"I
fear Anthony may be the one that would truly fixate on the child being the same
as his.  He's had almost no experience with them." 


"He
said he watched a mother who he was on protection detail with." 


"I
heard that.  He did learn quite a lot apparently."  He
considered it.  "They're all very protective of your son,
Jethro.  Your boy will be protected no matter what.  Anthony and Abby
feel proprietary toward him.  To them he's theirs as well because they're
family.   To Timothy he's an honorary uncle." 


"So,
Tony's the mom, Abby's the big sister, McGee's a friend of the family with
honorary uncle status and I'm the dad over all this?" 


"Indeed,
and I'm the other honorary uncle.  Though my mother might adore him. 
She's been flashing back to me being a baby now and then." 


"No,
Ducky.  She might drop him or forget him somewhere." 


"True.
I wouldn't suggest leaving them alone together, but she might like a visit some
day soon, Jethro.  That way she starts to fixate on something else." 


"Sure. 
As long as she doesn't claim him as hers when we try to leave." 


"That
she may do," he admitted.  "We'll have to see what might
happen."  He smiled.  "Go left, I need some coffee as
well.  She caught me just waking up." 


"Sure,
Ducky."  He went to their coffee shop and let him get his morning
infusion while he got a new cup.  Then he went back to the office to talk
to Abby.  He found her playing sad music in the lab and turned it off,
making her jump.  "You know you're not his mother, right?" 


"I
know that.  He would've hurt coming out of me and he's not wearing too
much baby goth gear."  She gave him a hopeful look. 
"Please?" 


"We'll
see, Abby." 


"But,
Gibbs, it's *important*.  Very, very important to how healthy he is."



He
considered it. "Fine.  Now and then.  Not every time." 


"No,
I can pump for most of it," she promised, giving him a hug. 
"I'll go feed him at lunchtime."  She went back to work so she
could do that.   He walked off shaking his head.  Once he was
gone she turned on happier music and started to dance around the lab.  She
knew it'd be okay! 


Gibbs
sat down behind his desk a few minutes later.  "Boss?" Tony
asked. 


"What?"



"Want
some tylenol?" 


"It
is better for him."  Tony nodded, tossing over the bottle. 
"Thanks, DiNozzo." 


"Not
a problem, boss." 


He
took two and tossed it back.  "So why are you so involved in my
son?" 


"Because
he's a great little guy and he'll need a slightly softer edge now and then,
Gibbs.  You can't smack the baby on the head when he colors on the
walls." 


"Point." 
He stared at him.  "We were talking about surrogates in the
car." 


Tony
looked around, their teammates were gone, so he leaned back.  "I
won't deny that.  I want him to have a better one than I did.  He'll
still need a less harsh influence now and then, boss.  Sometimes you scare
us.  What's your son going to think when you go scary?" 


"That's
a better point.  You're always right there with me though." 


"Yeah,
but it may not always be that way, boss.  This way he knows he can come to
me.  Even when you're being mean and have to punish him for
something.  This way he knows he's got a safe spot beyond you.  Plus
it gets me to the point where someday I might try to undo the damage they did
to me for real, Gibbs.  Anything else on this heart-to-heart?" 
Gibbs shook his head.  "Thanks, boss.  I've got her address if
we wanted to go toss it." 


"Let's
go. Where are the others?" 


"I
sent them to talk to her coworkers."  That got a nod and they headed
out to their suspect's address.  It was just up the shipyards.  A
warrant was easily obtained on the way so they had it covered. 


***



Gibbs
grabbed his phone later that month.  "Gibbs."  He
smiled.  "What's wrong, Janice?"  He nodded at that,
looking at his current case.  "Bring his carrier and diaper
bag.  I'm going to be here for at least a few more hours. Theft and rape
actually.  That's fine.  Bring my boy to me.  He can sit beside
me and make funny faces at DiNozzo.  Sure.  I'll be here." 
He hung up and called the guards.  "My nanny's bringing my son to
me.  Let them up.  No, a family emergency on her part.  Thank
you."  He hung up on them. "Nosy." 


Tony
smiled.  "Abby will be thrilled, boss." 


"I
know she will.  Any leads on the jewelry and tv he stole?" 


"Local
pawn shops haven't gotten it," McGee offered.  "The more illegal
ones are a bust too, boss.  We went to check them already and we'll do it
again in a few hours in case he waited most of today to do that." 
That got a nod.  "I've also included them on the watch list the local
PD keeps.  So all the pawnshops in the area know." 


"I
still say this reeks like a past boyfriend," Tony told them.  McGee
looked at him.  "He took stuff she said had been given to her by an
admirer.  Hey, boyfriend.  TV's about the same age,
right?"  He looked then nodded.  "That sounds like a past
boyfriend either taking back what he gave her and what was his, or taking the
things some other boyfriend gave her." 


"Too
bad there's no database for ex-boyfriends," Gibbs said dryly. 


"No,
but one of the ones the neighbor mentioned did just get out of jail last month,
boss.  Her present one by her datebook is a Quaal.  I'm assuming he's
foreign.  Could be native and just from a recently immigrated
family.  Her last one was a Randy and we've interviewed him. He had an
alibi.  We haven't gone back any farther than that though. She's had six
boyfriends since she got assigned locally." 


"Find
the new one, then track down this one that just got out of jail." 
That got nods and his boys went back to it.  Kate was still working on
getting their victim to give a statement.  His son showed up while they
were searching, making him smile. "Hi, Xander. Are you okay, Janice?"



"A
bit jumpy.  My son called from the Miami-Dade PD.  They found him and
won't tell me why." 


"Go
ahead.  I can handle him for a day or so.  Let me know what's going
on when you hear something." 


"Thank
you, Jethro."  She kissed him on the cheek and handed over
everything.  "My flight leaves in two hours so I've got to
head."  She rushed off, then came back to hand him his son's
pacifier, then hurried off again. 


Gibbs
looked at his son.  "That's very good news, son.  Want to sit
next to me and coo at your uncles?"  That got a coo and a beam. 
"Good boy."  He handed him his pacifier and put his carrier onto
the floor, next to his desk so he wouldn't trip over him but he was close
enough to grab.  He even set it to rocking. 


"Hey,
squirt," Tony called, waving a hand while he typed with the other
one.  "Have a good day?" 


Xander
squealed.  "Hi, Xander."  McGee smiled when he got a squeal
too.  "Should I warn Abby he's here?" 


"You
could."  He did that and Abby came squealing up the stairs.  He
heard her most of the way up.  "Freeze."  She froze before
she reached for the baby.  "He is not to be in the lab while you're
using chemicals or doing anything with ballistics." 


"Okay,
I'm not."  She picked up the carrier and the diaper bag. 
"Come on, little man.  Let your daddy go track down the unknown male
sample I found on her assault kit."  He wiggled for her and she
smiled.  "I know, it's a good thing!  Your daddy is excellent at
chasing down unknown male suspects."  She headed down with him in the
elevator this time.  She was always very careful of him. 


Tony
smiled at him.  "Good luck getting him back tonight, boss." 


"I
will.  She'll have to go home sometime."  He went back to his
searching.  "This Quaal.  Do we have a last name?" 


"Nope. 
Quaal was how she wrote it.  Two a's." 


"How
many are in the DMV for the surrounding areas?" 


Tony
ran that search and frowned.  "Twelve if we include the nearest
counties of West Virginia.  It's only about an hour so it's not too far to
commute."  He looked over the addresses.  "One's got her
work address listed as his home one." 


"That
might be a reasonable place to start," Gibbs agreed. 


"On
it, boss.  McGee?"  He nodded and followed him.  On the way
down in the elevator he called Kate.  "Kate, Tony.  Do we have
any sort of description?"  He paused the elevator.  "Excuse
me?"  He listened to her say it again.  "Does she know his
name?"  He nodded and canceled their trip, then went back
upstairs.  "Thanks, Kate."  He got off.  "Boss,
she finally got a description and he's a white guy with a ponytail, going gray
from blond."  He sat down to amend the search.  "None of
the Quaal's are blonds." 


"What
about that ex?" McGee asked. 


Tony
looked then nodded.  "Listed as gray."  He looked
over.  "No recent DMV photo but a past one and his mug shot both show
him having some sparse blond hair."  He called Kate back. 
"Ask her if it's her ex Darren.  Because he just got out of jail and
I want to weed him and her present boyfriend out, Kate."  He listened
while she asked that, getting a stuttered answer.  "Tell her he got
out last month."  He nodded while she thought out loud that it could
be him.  "Okay, any other past boyfriends who looked like
that?"  He wrote down a name.  "Thanks, Kate.  Heading
for them now."   He stood up again.  "Could be the ex
or one other past boyfriend she thinks.  I'll let McGee search him,"
he said, handing over the paper and pointing at which one.  "Him,
Probie.  Boss, let's go get the ex?" 


"Sure." 
He went with him.  "Do we know where he is?" 


"He
should be at the halfway house he was released to," he offered, hitting
the button for the garage once they were in the elevator.  "If not
they're supposed to know where he is and what time he's due to check in." 


"Even
better."  He looked at him when they got into the car, Gibbs driving
of course.  "Which halfway house?" 


"Herald. 
The same one Patricks is in." 


"I
know where that is." 


"I
figured you would, boss."  They headed off and Tony casually grabbed
the bar on the door.  "So they found her kids?" 


"She
said her son called from the Miami-Dade police station.  They wouldn't
tell her why." 


"That
doesn't sound good." 


"No,
it doesn't," he admitted.  "I don't want to have to take more
time off." 


"Boss,
if we have to, some of us do have to burn some leave time.  I got the memo
today from HR telling me I was out of sick leave and would I like to move some
of my accumulated vacation time over." 


"It's
not always your fault that they like to hurt you," he said dryly, changing
lanes without signaling and making for some unhappy drivers behind him. 
"I'm hoping she does get her kids back, but maybe she'll settle in as a
normal babysitter instead.  It'd still make her money." 


"It
would."  He waved at the cop that passed them.  "It's nice,
they don't even try to stop you anymore, boss." 


Gibbs
reached over with his free hand and smacked him on the top of the head. 
"Shut up, DiNozzo." 


"Sure. 
So, think Abby's feeding him?" he teased. 


Gibbs
glared at him.  "Hopefully not at the office."  He parked
outside the halfway house and got out, heading inside with Tony right behind
him.  "What's his name?" 


"Darren
Renny Romoco."  He looked at the older man behind the check-in
desk.  "Is Romoco in?" 


"Within
an hour.  Why?" 


Gibbs
flashed his ID.  "His ex's apartment got broken into.  We're
making sure." 


"I
understand.  We get a lot of you guys coming in here when our boys first
get out.  Even if they have paid their time." 


"Then
he has nothing to worry about," Tony assured him.  "At the
moment though, he fits the description." 


"He'll
be in soon. You can wait or come back." 


"Boss,
go check on Xander and McGee, I'll wait," he offered.  He nodded,
going back to the car.  "Was he here three days ago?" 


"Three
days ago?  Any particular time?" 


"Ten
at night." 


He
looked at his books.  "He checked in but didn't hit
dinner."  He looked at him.  "They're not supposed to leave
after they've come in but he wouldn't be the first, Special Agent...." 


"DiNozzo,
NCIS." 


"He
in bad trouble?" 


"Only
if he did it." 


"I
understand.  Shouldn't be too much longer.  He gets here about
six-twenty every night.  Takes the bus."  Tony checked his
watch, it was six now.  "The one time he was later it was the bus
breaking down." 


"That's
fine.  I'm glad some of the guys who go through here remain straight and
go back to a normal life.  It's a great thing."  That got a
smile.  "How much recidivism do you get?" 


"'Bout
thirty percent.  We try to get 'em decent jobs but with a record that's
nearly impossible." 


"The
system does suck that way for those who're truly not going to go back,"
Tony agreed.  "I worked in Philly and Baltimore.  They had worse
rates up there." 


"Yeah
but we've got call centers and telemarketing firms.  They always need
people." 


"True,
and most don't do a background check," he agreed.  He smiled at the
people coming in, getting out of the way.  "Go ahead, guys." 


"You
waiting for one of us?" one of the women asked.  Tony nodded.
"Just in case?" she asked bitterly. 


"He
fit the description and knew the victim." 


"Oh." 
She nodded. 


"It
happens now and then," the guy behind the desk told her calmly. 
"Not everyone wants to go straight, Patty."  She nodded at that
and finished signing in.  "Dinner tonight's baked chicken." 


"Good. 
I could use food.  My lunch got cut short." 


The
other guys all signed in and Tony smiled at him.  "You do a good
thing." 


"I
know, but it sucks when one gets out and just goes right back in." 


"We
can't be sure.  It's him or one other possible one that she knew.  Or
someone random off the street." 


"Good. 
At least there's some hope."  He nodded.  "There's the bus
and he's the guy in the purple sweater." 


Tony
nodded his thanks and walked out there.  "Darren Renny Romoco? 
Go sign in and come here please?" 


"Why
should I sign in if you're going to take me in?" 


"So
that no one can say anything, kid," Tony told him seriously.  That
got a nod and he went inside then tried to go out the other side.  Gibbs
was waiting over there. "Nice catch, boss.  David, did he sign
in?"  That got a nod.  "Thanks, we'll bring him back, may
be a bit late if it wasn't him." 


"That's
fine.  I'll write it down."  He signed in the next person. 


Tony
looked at their suspect.  "That way no one on the parole board or
probation can say anything if it wasn't you." 


"Why
am I being looked at?" 


"Rape
and B&E," Tony told him.  "Grand theft too."  The
guy's eyes went wide.  "Let's go.  Into the car."  He
got him into the car and sat in the back with him.  Gibbs got back in to
drive.  "Hey, boss, how's the kids?" 


"McGee's
found the other guy, he moved to Oregon for work.  So it looks like it may
be this guy." 


"Who
did I supposedly attack?" he demanded. 


"Your
ex," Tony said dryly. 


"No! 
Uh-uh, it was *consensual*, man!  She wanted it." 


"Kid,
the right to remain silent is a good thing," Tony told him.  "At
least until we get to the station.  Then we can take down your side and
figure out which one is right."  That got a nod and Tony felt pity
for this one.  Out for barely twenty-six days and going back in again.  
It was a failure of the system.  Gibbs gave him a look in the
mirror.  Tony gave a small shrug.  "Want me to watch the kid
tonight, boss?" 


"No,
we'll be fine.  He'll probably be sleeping by the time we're
done."  That got a nod. "You can have him tomorrow if we have to
call off for him." 


"Sure. 
I could stand that."  They finally got to pull onto the street and
headed back to the office to interrogate this guy.  Abby was waiting to
take the DNA swab and ran it immediately.  They both smiled at the baby on
her back. 


"That
can't be good for him.  His mother shouldn't work," their suspect
complained.  "Mothers should be at home!" 


"Abby's
a brilliant scientist and it's not her kid," Tony said dryly, staring him
down.  "Now, let's go over your side of the story.  That way we
can compare and see who's lying." 


"Sure." 
He settled in with Tony sitting across from him. 


***



Gibbs
looked up from his morning coffee, seeing Tony walking in.  "He's not
even up yet." 


"That's
fine.  We're going to watch movies until I've got that court date at ten,
and then I'll take him with me."  He jogged up the stairs to get the
baby.  It was a legitimate day off since he had court.  He could play
with the baby the whole time unless he was on the stand and Kate had to be
there too.  He found the baby just starting to wake up.  "Hey,
Xander," he cooed.  The baby perked up at his voice. 
"Wanna go hang with the Uncle Tony today?  I've got to go to court so
you can help me look pretty while Janice is in Miami."  He picked him
up and changed him, then packed the diaper bag once he was dressed. "There
we go.  Let's go.  You'll like movies."  The baby cooed
against his throat.  "Good job, little man!"  He walked
out, heading out to his car and the babyseat he had stolen from Abby last
night. 


***



The
prosecutor looked at the child Tony was holding.  "Do you want to
hand him off, Special Agent DiNozzo?" 


"I
would but Kate's already left for work." 


"Is
he your son with her?" 


"No,
this is the son of Gibbs.  We're splitting today because his nanny had a
family emergency.  He stays the most quiet for me and Gibbs has
paperwork.  Since you only need me for an hour or so...  I
volunteered." 


"That's
fine then.  Try to keep him quiet if you can."  He stuck a
bottle in the baby's mouth and got a happy baby again, earning a smile from the
judge.  "Thank you."  He went over all of Tony's testimony,
only being interrupted once when Xander threw the bottle at the judge for
staring at him.  She wiped off the nipple and handed it back with a fond
smile.  Then they were free!  Tony got lunch and headed back to the
office to check in.  He walked him inside.  "Hey, boss, he loved
Peter.  Hated the judge staring.  I told them I volunteered since
your nanny had a family emergency and all I needed was there today." 
He let him see his son, who let out an unearthly squeal and leaned down. 


His
father smiled as he caught him.  "Did you have fun watching movies
with Tony, Xander?"  His baby patted him and nuzzled his cheek. 
"I'll take that as a yes."  He patted him on the back and sat
back.  "Do I have your reports from the last case?" 


"Did
'em before I headed home, boss.  They should be in your inbox.  If
not, I can send them again." 


"Send
them again."  Tony nodded, turning on his computer to do that. 
He looked at his son.  "What are you doing this afternoon?" 


"Since
I'm on call for the trial, I agreed to babysit my neighbor's puppy
too."  Gibbs gave him a look.  "It's a mini Pinscher,
boss.  It's cute."  That got a knowing look.  "It
is.  It also won't hurt him."  He double clicked on something
and sent it again.  "There you go, boss." 


"I
got it this time," he said when he saw it pop up. 
"Thanks."  He looked at his son.  "Want to sit in here
with me and stare at the walls or go play with Tony?"  The baby
patted him and smiled.  "Does Abby know he's here?" 


"Not
yet, boss."  He called down there.  "Xander and I are
back."  She came up on the next elevator and came over to steal him
for a bit.  "It's good we love him." 


"It
is.  He'd be insane if everyone was like Kate." 


"Speaking
of, where is she?  She'd already been released when I got there." 


McGee
looked over.  "She went to visit her friend at the college for
lunch.  He did okay on the hot seat?" 


"He
had a bottle he threw at the judge once because she was staring."  Gibbs
snickered quietly at that.  "It was Judge Pam." 


"I
remember her," Gibbs admitted.  "Did he hit her?" 


"Damn
near, she ducked." 


"Good
job.  Maybe he'll play ball when he's older."  He got to work
looking over his reports.  "You can go repossess him." 


"I'm
giving Abby time to coo and feed him, boss."  Gibbs looked at
him.  "She probably is."  Gibbs got up and Tony headed
after him.  They did indeed find Abby feeding the young one in her
office.  Well away from any evidence, chemicals, ballistics, or anything
else.  She looked so content and wasn't bouncing to something loud and
annoying this time.  The baby was nearly asleep in her arms.  She was
whispering quietly to him.  Tony found his scene camera and took a
picture, making her squeak and look up.  He took another one. 
"Hi.  He done yet?" 


"With
this side.  He's got another one." 


"He
only had a bottle an hour ago." 


"It'll
be fine and I'll pump the rest for later."  She shifted so she could
switch sides and not expose herself to them, then let him latch on again. 
"How long before Janice comes back, Gibbs?" 


"I
haven't heard from her yet.  I should by tonight," he offered. 
She did look calmer than he had ever seen her.  Kate walked in and
blushed, turning around.  "She offered," he told her. 


"Do
you have to watch her do that?" she demanded. 


"It's
a natural thing, Kate, and it's good for his little tummy, immune system, and
brain.  It'll make him a baby genius."  Xander grunted and
patted her, looking not happy.  "You will be.  I'll help,"
she promised.  "No matter what."  She kissed his hand and
he kept sucking.  "There you go, you have nummies from the
auntie.  It's good for you."  She looked over to see Kate still
bright red.  "Kate, it's a natural thing.  Women did it for
centuries." 


"Not
with two people watching them." 


"Not
like I care.  They can't see anything."  She looked down at the
baby.  "Forgive her but she's a prude sometimes.  She wouldn't
have liked me doing this in the park last week at all, huh?" 


"In
the park?" Gibbs demanded. 


"When
we went out for our stroll.  He got hungry."  She grinned. 
"He got a lot of compliments about being handsome and cute
too."  She smiled down at him.  "Full?"  He
panted but went back to sucking, just slower.  "Here, take him,
Tony."  Tony came over to take the baby while she did her bra back
up.  She even gave him the spitup cloth she had been using so he could
burp him. "There.  I'll pump the rest in a while." 


"Thanks,
Abby," Gibbs said.  It had looked incredibly natural to see her do
that.  He looked at his son.  "Feel better?"  He
burped and Tony cleaned it up.  Gibbs got the spot he missed. 
"Dry cleaner should be able to get that out." 


"It
happens, boss.  Trust me it does happen."  He looked at his
son.  "You wanna go watch more movies with me today?"  The
baby gave him a sleepy grin and he smiled back. "Okay, we'll go watch more
movies since I'm on call for that silly trial.  The guy really should've
taken a deal," he said as he walked out with him. 


Kate
shook her head.  "The whole team is going insane."  She
stomped off. 


Abby
and Gibbs shared a look.  "She'll come around, Gibbs.  This blew
how she saw you and Tony, that's all." 


"I
know.  You okay?" 


"Yeah,
I'll pump the rest and bring it over tonight on the way home."  The
director came in and she smiled and waved.  "Hi, Director.  Did
you not get a report?" 


"No,
I was wondering why Kate came out of here bright red and embarrassed?" 


"Oh,
I volunteered to breast-feed Gibbs' son, like I told you, and I was doing
that." 


"In
the lab?" 


"Not
like I can in the bathroom.  There's nowhere to sit.  I would've went
to the break room but we've got some pervs working here." 


"I'll
arrange for a better spot, Abby.  How about Ducky's office?" 


"With
the morgue smells?  It'll turn his stomach.  Besides, Palmer would
watch." 


"Probably,"
he sighed.  "How often do you do this?" 


"Not
very often here.  He's not often here but Gibbs' nanny had a family
emergency so we're all stepping in for the day." 


"I
heard DiNozzo had him," the director said, looking at Gibbs. 


"He
came over at oh-six-hundred to steal him, sir.  Said he only had court
today so he was mostly free.  I don't begrudge anyone wanting to baby my
son as long as they're good to him.  I trust DiNozzo, McGee, and Abby to
handle him appropriately." 


"That's
fine then.  Try to keep it down, Jethro.  I know emergencies crop up
but try to keep it down and him out of the office." 


"That's
one way to make sure he follows in his daddy's footsteps," Abby said
happily.  He smiled at that and the director shook his head at that image,
heading off.  "I only pump here mostly, Director." 


"I'll
have comfortable chair brought into the ladies' room, Abby."  He went
to tell maintenance that.  "Move a comfortable seat into the ladies'
restroom by the lab please."  It got him a funny look. 
"Miss Scuito is pumping milk for Gibbs' son." 


"That's
sweet of her, but why here?" 


"Because
it has to be done every few hours, son.  Trust me.  My wife did the
same thing.  Just stick a comfortable chair in there somehow.  Or get
her office shades."  That got a nod and he went to see what they
could move for her comfort.  He went to his office to take something for
his headache.  "Give me ten minutes before anything," he
ordered. 


"Yes,
sir, the Sec Nav wanted you to call back as soon as you got in." 


"I'll
do that in ten minutes too."  He went to take something for his
headache and leaned back to close his eyes while it started to work.  Then
he called his boss. "Sir, you wanted to speak to me?" he asked when
he finally got through.  He listened.  "No, I believe his nanny
had a personal emergency and had to leave the city for a few days.  Since
Special Agent DiNozzo had court today and is on call for them all day we didn't
expect him in today anyway.  He volunteered."  He listened to
him.  "It's not that unusual, sir.  It's just that they don't
often take them onto the stand with them.  In this case I'm supposing
Agent Todd had left already so he had to."  He listened to him some
more, shaking his head.  "No, sir, he's not here now.  Agent
DiNozzo brought him in so his father could see him for lunch.  He ate some
with Abby Scuito, and then they left again just now.  Why?"  He
smirked at the confused sounding person.  "No, sir, I was told she
took special medicine to be able to breast-feed him.  Well, we don't have
a specific space set up for that.  She was in her office, which is about
as private as you can come in this building. 


"Yes,
sir, I know that, but babies don't wait for anyone.  I have arranged to
put a nice chair in the ladies' room down there for her to use from now
on.  No, sir, most people don't want to walk into Abby's lab.  She's
hardly ever bothered by more than phone calls.  That meant it was as
private as she could find.  Well, she could have used the break room but
she had reservations about some of her coworkers staring."  He
smirked at the assertion it would happen.  "Anything else, sir? 
Well, there was a joking comment made about putting DiNozzo on as his nanny but
keeping him on the agency's payroll," he said dryly.  "People do
still come after Gibbs.  That one contract was never canceled.  
No, I was thinking if he was injured severely it'd be a good terminal position
for him, sir."  He leaned back some more.  "Thank you,
sir.  Of course.  I'll tell her to be more private but we really
don't have a space set up.  Thank you, sir."  He hung up and
called maintenance again.  "The Sec Nav said we're using auxiliary
closet three as a room for her to feed the baby or pump in.  Set it
up."  He hung up and went back to nursing his headache.  He'd
let Gibbs hear the old fashioned way that Tony had taken his baby onto the
stand and he had been declared cute by most of JAG. 


***



Gibbs
walked into Tony's place after a quick knock and the use of his key. 
"He sleeping?" 


"No,
he's chewing on the dog's ear."  The dog growled. 
"Sorry." 


Gibbs
came in and took a picture with his phone of the cuteness.  His son was
sucking on the dog's ear while cuddling him like a blankie.  "That's
too cute for words." 


"It
is.  Xander, pet the doggy," Tony told him.  "Just like
Uncle Tony showed you.  Pet the doggy."  The boy patted the
doggy and let the ear go to coo.  He even cheek-nuzzled the top of his
head.  The dog growled so Xander scowled at him, looking him in the eyes,
then he went back to it, and eventually back to is patting and ear sucking. 


Gibbs
smiled at that.  "Did we take video?" 


"Yup,
the last time he did it."  He handed over the tape.  "He's
been great for me.  Not hungry.  He's been playful all afternoon and
he loves the neighbor's dog."  That got a smile.  "He
does."  He smiled and held out his arms. "Want to cuddle me
before you go home?"  The baby scowled at him. "Your daddy's
here to take you home, Xander." 


Xander
scowled at his father and hugged the dog tighter around the middle.  Then
he went back to sucking and patting the dog's back. 


"Looks
like this is going to be a hard sell," Gibbs said.  "The
neighbor?" 


"Just
got home.  She'll be over in a few minutes."  He pointed the
direction and Gibbs went to get her.  He smiled at her when she came
in.  "He loves your Homer." 


"I
can see that.  Is he sucking on his ear?" 


"Has
been for the last hour.  His pacifier's in the car." 


"Oh." 
She came over to take her dog, getting a happy bark and tail wagging loves from
him.  "Did you have fun playing with the baby, Homer?"  The
baby scowled at her and her heart melted.  "I've got to take him home
and feed him, young man."  Xander leaned over and tried to get into
her shirt.  "Now I know you're related to Tony," she teased,
handing him to Tony.  He fussed.  "The next time you're over
Tony can come get Homer for you to play with." 


"Thank
you for helping peel my son off him," Gibbs said quietly.  "I'm
hoping he won't cry all the way home." 


"Fat
chance," she said with a sweet smile.  "Maybe he should have a
pet." 


"When
he's walking we'll see about a pet."  She nodded and left with her
dog, nuzzling noses with him and babbling about what a good boy he was. 
"The dog let him?" 


"He
stared at the dog for a few minutes then he came over to sniff him.  He
grabbed him by the tail, getting a yelp.  He cooed and I got down there to
watch him closer.  The dog ended up in his lap and his ear was a
convenient target."  He shrugged.  "I taught him how to pet
the dog too.  He was pounding a bit harder." 


"I'm
guessing that's normal," he admitted.  "Son, wanna go
home?"  His son cuddled Tony and looked at him, his thumb in his
mouth.  "Come on.  We'll go have a bottle.  Then a
bath?"  His son cooed but stayed with one hand in Tony's hair. 
"Huh." 


"Well,
there was apparently a joke about me being on the payroll as your nanny,
boss," Tony teased. 


"I
doubt NCIS would do that, DiNozzo."  He peeled his son off his senior
agent.  "You feel better?" he asked him. 


"A
lot.  Thanks." 


"Welcome. 
Did Abby drop by food?" 


"No,
she dropped by to feed him about a half-hour ago.  Cute too.  He dove
down her shirt too."  Gibbs sighed and shook his head, walking his
son off once he had grabbed the diaper bag.  He also got into Tony's car
to get the pacifier on the front seat.  Then they headed home.  Tony
put his feet up and restarted the movie.  Xander didn't like the great old
ones.  He had fussed at the Rodgers and Hammerstein version of _The King
and I_.  He'd have to make sure the baby had better taste. 


***



Gibbs
walked up to the director's office a week later.  "What's going on,
director?" 


"Where
is your nanny?" 


"Fighting
for her children.  She's in court today with them.  Why?" 


"Where
is Agent Todd?" 


"At
home in bed with supreme PMS that's making her homicidal.  My son's at a
local daycare for the day."  That got a smile.  "It's a
backup.  They know that."  That got a nod.  "Anything
else, sir?" 


"Is
she coming back?" 


"She
says she is but it'll be about a week for all the paperwork to go
through.  Her lawyer up here apparently sent down the forms she needed to
show that the last judge was taking bribes and had been disbarred for it. 
That they're appealing the custody right now.  With the father being
arrested for dealing drugs she's got a good shot.  She was talking about
setting up a daycare in her home so not much different than before for
Xander." 


"Good. 
Would you like a few days off to spend with him?" 


"We're
in the middle of an investigation, Tom.  I can't do that." 


"You
can, Jethro.  It's the little things you'll miss when they're older,"
he said quietly, staring at him.  "Or if something happens
again."  Gibbs growled.  "That contract was never
canceled.  We know someone from one of the local gangs in that part of
Texas is up here to hunt for you.  She upped the bounty to ten grand,
Jethro.  I want you and him safe.  They're scum who wouldn't think
twice about targeting your son to get to you." 


"I
know that." 


"That's
good.  I'm reassigning your case and your team is going to guard you until
we have  him custody.  Right now he's being a bit slippery while
Fornell tries."  That got a nod.  "Do you think you can
handle that?" 


"They're
over half the time to watch him anyway." 


"I
had heard that," he agreed with a small smile.  "It's good he's
so loved, Gibbs.  Take them home.  Pick whichever one you want for
first shift." 


"Yes,
director."  He headed out cursing under his breath.  He looked
at his team.  "We're handing over the case." 


"Why?"
Kate demanded.  Apparently someone had tipped her off so she had come in. 


"Because
the contract from the family in Texas never got canceled," Tony told her
while he wrapped up his current research.  "If we can have an hour,
boss, I think we can get him."  Gibbs looked at him so he put it on
the big screen next to his boss's desk.  "That's the guy.  Abby
found a fingerprint match and he's local.  I called his work to check, he's
in." 


"Go
get him. We can write reports at my house."  He looked at Kate. 
"You going or do you want first shift?  I got ordered you guys are
guarding us since there's a gang member from Texas up to cap me." 


She
stared. "I'll take first watch.  Where's your son?" 


"Daycare. 
Janice won't be back for a few more days."  That got a nod and she
sealed her desk for the day, following him down to the car.  The other two
had checked out another one. 


"Is
this really necessary?" 


"The
director said they upped it to ten grand," he said as he backed out. 
"That brings my total up to around two and a half million, Kate. 
Each time a new one comes up he's very careful."  She gaped in
horror.  "I'm effective.  The bad people hate me," he said
facetiously.  He put the car into forward and headed out.  The stop
at the daycare was pretty short.  His son was napping and easily signed
out for the day.  His carrier snapped into the base in the back
seat.  And they were off for his place.  He let Kate go in to search
first, nodding when she waved him inside.  He carried in his son and his
diaperbag, settling his son on the floor in the living room for now.  He
was just starting to get to his knees.  He put the bottles into the fridge
and counted diapers.  "Check his diaper, Kate.  He hasn't been
changed today." 


She
made a face but did that.  "Dry and clean, Gibbs." 


"Huh. 
I wonder if I should worry about that."  He debated calling the
doctor.  Then he decided to call Ducky.  "Is it normal for him
to not need changed for four hours?" he asked.  "No, I'm
safe.  Why?  Tony's with McGee getting our last suspect." 
He smirked.  "Call the director, Ducky.  He'll send guys your
way.  No, I'll do that.  Thanks."  He hung up and called
the director's secretary.  "Ducky's got an intruder in the morgue but
he can't reach his button.  Thank you."  He hung up. 
"Maybe that was our stupid person." 


"With
your luck it's someone else," she complained.  She found a new
picture on the mantle and looked at it.  "Who's that?" 


He
looked.  "The brunette is his mother.  The blonde is her sister,
the other is her mother.  Her mother just died of a brain
tumor."  She shuddered. "She's got a strong family out there,
Kate.  It'll be fine."  He patted her on the back and looked at
his son, who was staring at them.  "Yes, you're home again. 
It's all right though.  I promise.  The noisy ones will be over
later."  Xander got to his knees and wobbled, then fell down,
giggling.  "Good, you do that.  It's an important step,
son."  He went back to making his coffee.  He handed her a bottle
of water.  "Here, give it to him please."  She handed the
baby the bottle and both Gibbs scowled at her.  "Feed him please,
Kate." 


"Gibbs!"



"Just
until I'm done in the kitchen, Kate."  He went back to puttering for
a few minutes and came back to find her awkwardly feeding the baby. 
"You don't nuzzle her, son.  She's not the one who feeds
you."  He took him back, settling him in his lap with the
bottle.  "Ducky said you needed water so you don't constipate too much." 
The baby farted.  "Yeah, that stuff."  He stuck the water
back into his mouth and he sucked, content to be held for now.  Halfway
through the bottle he wiggled until Gibbs put him and his bottle back
down.  He sat up to drink it, beaming at them for his brilliance. 


"It's
a good first step," Kate assured him.  "Pretty soon you'll be
walking and daddy will have to babyproof the house." 


"Already
started that.  I'll get the rest of the stuff this weekend," he
admitted. "They were out of the latch I liked." 


"I
never imagined you being the sort of father who did *everything*, Gibbs." 


"Not
like his mom's here to help." 


"Good
point."  She shrugged. "You're still not the sort I'd expect to
go to baby gym classes and things." 


"We
liked water aerobics.  He likes anything to do with water and it was a
good workout."  He smiled at her.  "If his mother or
another person were here I'd probably be doing a bit less but I'm the only one
here and I'm going to be a good father.  Or else Abby would probably steal
him for good."  She nodded at that.  "Besides, it's a good
stress break.  He makes me slow down and think instead of
react."  He looked at his son, who was staring at him.
"Otherwise I'd complain when you drooled on the boat the other
day."  The baby smiled.  "We'll do more of that
tonight."  The baby babbled behind the bottle.  "Good
boy.  You drink."  He went back to sucking on the nipple as
ordered.  Gibbs used his foot to prop the bottle up higher, making him a
happier baby since he was getting liquid again.  Someone pounded on the
door and Xander dropped the bottle, glaring that way.  "Huh,"
Gibbs said as he went to see who it was.  "Yes?" he asked the
young woman on the other side. 


"Is
my pookie here?" she demanded, trying to push past him.  "Let me
go!" she demanded when he stopped her.  "Xander is mine!" 


"He's
not." 


"He
is!  He's my boyfriend and I'm not having orgasms because of Willow. 
I'm taking him to have him cured." 


Gibbs
snorted and gave her a shove.  "Go away, lady."  He slammed
the door in her face and went to call Dawn.  "Dawn, it's
Jethro.  Anya's out here.  Just a head's up."  He hung up
and went back to looking at his son.  "I slammed the door in her
face."  His son hugged his leg.  "You're welcome,
son."   Kate looked so confused.  "He was named after
their friend, who disappeared about the same time he was born.  She's
fixated on the thought that he's her ex." 


"Oh." 
She nodded. "Is she dangerous?" 


"Only
to your eardrums." 


Tony
walked in.  "Boss, why is Anya casting stuff on the front lawn
again?"  He walked into the living room.  "I knocked her
out this time.  Should we call the cops?" 


"Go
ahead.  Have them send her back to Sunnydale."  That got a nod
and he went to call from the kitchen while McGee finished handcuffing
her.  Tony even went to explain it to them and how she had obviously
wandered away from Sunnydale since they were supposed to have a guardian on her
out there.  They agreed and called Dawn's phone number again to let them
know that they had her so they could send her back. He picked up his son to cuddle.
"See, I told you I'd protect you, Xander," he said quietly. His son
put his head on his shoulder and cuddled in, grinning at him. "Maybe
DiNozzo will help you pick up better women."  He settled in to hold
him and let him cuddle. 


Tony
and McGee came back.  "He ran from us.  Local LEO got him while
he was running.  He ran into one of their cars that was in pursuit. 
We talked, they'll hand him over tonight to the secondary team the director
chose for booking."  That got a nod.  "So we're here until
this is done with." 


"Take
turns getting bags.  This could take a few days.  Then you can work
out a rotation schedule." 


"I'll
take nights, boss."  Kate nodded at that.  "Want morning or
afternoons?" 


"Mornings. 
Let McGee have the afternoons.  I'll relieve you at 8?" 


"Good
for me," Tony agreed.  She nodded and left.  McGee came
in.  "You've got afternoons.  You'll relieve Kate at four. 
I'll relieve you at ten."  That got a nod and McGee settled in since
it was his shift.  "I'm here.  Go get stuff if you need
it." 


"I'm
good.  I've got my spare laptop in the car if I need it, Tony.  Go
get your stuff if you need it." 


"I've
got a bag in the car with a pillow, McGee.  I know better than to not be
prepared." 


"Yeah,
but we didn't take your car." 


"Oh,
yeah."  He nodded and went to get his car.  McGee would realize
his was back at the office later on and could get it then.  He drove
around for a bit then came back to relieve him a bit early since he had
dinner.  He nodded and McGee left, leaving him one crying infant and a
frustrated father.  He picked him up and stared at him.  "That's
a hell of a lot of noise, Xander."  The baby sniffled but quit
screaming.  "Now, what's wrong?  Tummy ache?  Headache? 
Hurt yourself?"   The baby sniffled so he held him around the
middle.  That got another cry.  "Sounds like this little one's
stuffed up." 


"Ducky
said it could be happening since he didn't go this morning," Gibbs
admitted.  He went to the cabinet to do what Ducky had said, handing over
the small pouring spoon of medicine.  "Here."  Tony held
him while Gibbs got him to drink most of it.  "There, that should
help.  That and a warm bath." 


"I've
got it, you dish up dinner and calm down."  He went upstairs with the
baby, putting him into the water.  He fussed. "Hey, boss, I'm going
to get down to my boxers and climb in with him." 


"I'll
do that.  You come watch."  He traded places and did that,
getting with him.  It meant more water had to be added and he could make
it a bit warmer, but Xander didn't seem to mind.  He curled up on his
stomach and sniffled his chest.  "Good boy, Xander.  Let the
medicine work and we'll be fine.  You can have some water later and it'll
be even better."  The baby let out another fart but nothing
else.  He went to sleep that way, one hand in Gibbs' chest hair,
straddling his stomach.  "Good boy, baby."  He stroked his
back.  Tony brought in a plate on a small bedtray and put it beside him
with a grin.  "He'll be fine." 


"I'm
sure he will.  I called Ducky anyway to tell him, just in case it becomes
more of an issue," he said quietly.  "Eat and rest, boss. I've
got the house and you both covered."  He went back downstairs to eat
while watching outside.  He saw a car pull in and park, frowning at it. 
A familiar man got out so he opened the door.  "What are you doing
here, Fornell?" 


"I've
put two guys on the street.  Where's Gibbs?" 


"His
son's got a stomach ache, they're in the bath."  He finished dinner
and put his plate down.  "Is it that serious?" 


"Unfortunately
so.  One of the major players in that gang is up here.  They're being
sworn about in numerous cities so your director called mine.  You know how
that goes." 


"I
do," he agreed dryly.  "Well, they're in the bath.  His
stomach's a bit backed up at the moment." 


"Charming.  
Who's here with you?" 


"Gibbs."



"Oh. 
Want another agent up here on the lawn?" 


"Not
necessary.  Your two on the street should be fine.  Can you give us
the info file on this guy and the gang?" 


"I
can.  I sent it to McGee earlier." 


"I'll
get it from him then.  Anything else we should know?" 


"Not
at this moment.  The kid all right?" 


"Too
much cheese," he said dryly. 


"Eww. 
I didn't need to know that." 


"You
asked." 


"Point. 
I'll quit asking.  So what's this rumor I heard that they're going to make
you his nanny and keep paying you?" 


Tony
shrugged. "Running joke around the office from what I heard." 


"Let's
hope so. You'd look crappy as Mrs. Doubtfire." 


"Actually,
I can pull off drag and no I don't."  Fornell gaped in horror. 
Tony grinned.  "Later."  He shut the door in his face and
took his plate to clean up the mess he had made. 


"Do
I want to know how you know that?" Gibbs called. 


"No,
boss.  It was a charity thing in my frat days," Tony called back with
a smirk.  "Though I did have the thought of coming in to hit on Kate
that way.  See how she liked the gay passes she teases me
about."   It got suddenly quiet upstairs.  He cackled
quietly to himself. 


Gibbs
came down an hour later.  "You gave both of us mental images we did
not need, DiNozzo.  Do you need a real vacation?" he asked
sarcastically. 


"No,
boss, you know I'd rather be on your six than anywhere else in the world. 
Especially since I know our next case will have bikinis." 


Gibbs
patted him on the head.  "Why don't you nap for a few?  I'll
watch over us." 


"You're
the one in protection." 


"You're
the one with the scary mental images, DiNozzo.  Nap before I knock you
out."  Tony shrugged and went to take a ten minute nap on the
couch.  Gibbs looked up.  "Did you curse me with that mental
image too?" he asked quietly.  "If so, I haven't been that bad
in decades."  He made himself some more coffee and went to watch the
world outside.  He doubted some kid from the city in Texas was going to go
through the woods so that door was simply deadbolted and had the electrical
cord wrapped around it, with the bare spot around the metal of the knob. They'd
hear if he touched it. 


***



Kate
walked up to the director a few days later.  "Sir, do you have a
few?" 


"Of
course, Agent Todd.  What's wrong?" 


"It's
been a week. Haven't we caught this guy yet?" 


"Not
yet.  I wish I could say we had."  He looked at her. 
"Not enjoying guarding him?" 


"I'm
not maternal.  It's not my strong suit, sir.  The only reason the
baby likes me is because he likes to suck hickeys on my neck." 


"I
was wondering if you had started to date," he admitted. 


"No,
that's the demented son of Gibbs' marking.  I'm pretty sure Abby's got one
somewhere else too." 


"I
don't want to think about that, Agent Todd.  Like the pool about who you
were dating I heard was going on." 


"Really? 
Who started that one?" 


"I
believe it was someone down in reception but it could've been someone in
HR.  Why?" 


"I'm
surprised Tony didn't," she admitted bitterly. 


"No,
I heard his bet had to do with lesbians," he admitted with a small smirk
at her upset face and foot stamp, plus the muttered 'I'm going to kill the
little perverted asshole' under her breath.  "If you want I can add
more people to the detail, Agent Todd.  That way you're not stuck playing
pacifier." 


"Please! 
Even Fornell.  The baby likes to stare at him in horror or
something.  Tony's warping the kid and McGee's trying to teach him how to
hack already.  I can't take much more of this." 


"We're
working on it, Agent Todd, and I'll have Tobias send over more people to spell
you  now and then." 


"Thank
you."  She walked off, her errand done for the day once she had
picked up everyone's check.  She really needed to blow off some steam and
a quick shopping trip would be just the perfect thing. 


The
director smiled at the frustrated young woman's back.  "Not everyone
can be maternal, Caitlyn.  You'll find you're much more maternal than you
think some day soon I'm sure," he said as he went to his office to make
that call.  Best get it out of the way so Gibbs could throw a fit by the
time Tony got there tonight. 


***



Gibbs
looked over as Fornell knocked then walked in.  "What's wrong
now?" 


"We
still haven't caught him and we're rotating some of the people around." 


"Which
one complained?" 


"Todd."



"The
others like Xander more.  He thinks she's a pacifier." 


"Really? 
I thought she was dating again.  Two of my guys thought she had finally
found her girlfriend and soulmate."  Gibbs spluttered. 
"I'll have to tell them they bet wrong then.  Anyway, you're getting
some extra people since it's been over a week."  He sniffed. 
"Are you cooking?" 


"No." 
He looked at the back door then outside.  "Huh.  Well, looks
like we can have deer for dinner.  McGee?"  He came into the
kitchen.  "Feed him some more mush."  He unplugged the cord
and gave it a few minutes to discharge through the door, then he carefully
opened it with an oven mitt.  He looked at the deer that had come into
contact with his trap.  "Huh."  He grabbed a knife and went
to field dress it.  "Want steak for dinner or roast?" he called.



"Whatever
you feel like cooking, boss, I don't eat deer.  I don't know if it's well
or not," McGee called.  Gibbs looked at him.  "There's a
disease like mad cow that's hit the deer population in a number of
states." 


"I'll
have a chunk tested by Abby," Fornell promised.  Gibbs handed him
some and the brain.  "Gee, thanks."  He went to put it into
something and send it into the lab.  He came back to wash his hands off
and looked at the staring little boy.  "Am I funny
colored?"  The boy beamed at him.  "What?" he sighed. 


"He
likes you," McGee said with a small grin, going back to feeding him
mush.  "So I heard we're rotating out?" 


"Not
all of you.  Mostly Todd.  We'll set another agent in here and one
out back as well, Gibbs." 


"Yay
me," he called.  He shook his head quickly.  "Sorry, picked
it up off Dawn." 


"Who
is Dawn?" Fornell demanded. 


Gibbs
came back into the kitchen.  "The woman who gave birth to
Xander." 


"Oh! 
Her.  I heard what they did.  Is she okay?" 


"She's
fine.  She'll be fifteen very soon."  He shuddered at
that.  "At least everyone knows I'd never go for someone that
young."  Tony walked in.  "Want deer steaks or roast
tonight?" 


"Roast,
I'll do potatoes."  He grinned at Fornell.  "I'm not
switching out.  Sorry." 


"Not
a problem.  We figured it was only her." 


"I
wouldn't mind a day off.  There's things I need to do that'll take more
than a few hours," McGee offered.  "Boss?" 


"Do
it tomorrow, McGee." 


"Thanks,
boss."  He made airplane noises and the baby beamed at him and spit
the cereal out. 


Tony
kissed him on the head. "If you don't eat, you can't drink from the Abby
well, Xander."  He ate the next few spoonfuls without problem. 
"She'll be over for dinner.  Okay?"  The baby fussed. 
"Tough. She's got work to do."  He looked at what his boss was
doing then shook his head and walked off again, getting a cloth to start
cleaning up the mess.  "Now I know why my nanny hated baby
food."  He scrubbed the little face, getting a small fuss. 
"Oh, quit.  It doesn't hurt," he soothed, finishing up with
stuff on his nose.  "Did you try to feed yourself?"  The
baby smirked at him.  "I know.  It's a fun game.  You still
have to put more of it in your stomach so you can walk sooner.  Won't that
be fun?"  The baby cooed at that and held up his arms. 
"Cover that and put it in the fridge.  He wants to play, McGee."



"Sure,
Tony.  Are you here?" 


"I
can be.  Get my stuff out of the car?"  That got a nod and he
went to do that, bringing in the new bag of clothes and the groceries. 
Gibbs gave him a long look.  "I was tired of the usual. I thought I'd
cook tonight or tomorrow so we had *real* food, boss."  He looked at
Xander.  "Okay, let's work on the crawling stuff."  He put
him down onto the floor and got down with him.  "Go see what daddy's
doing."  Xander got to his knees with a shiteating grin and scooted a
few inches.  "Go again.  That's the way."  The baby
did it again and looked at him, getting a hair stroke.  "Good
boy.  Keep going.  Go see daddy.  He'll call Abby sooner if you
do."  The boy scooted some more, still dragging his knees.  Tony
leaned over to help him move his knees too, getting an awed look.  Then he
tried it on his own.  "Yup, like that.  Now, do that and go see
daddy."  Xander crawled to Fornell and stared up at him, making Tony
laugh.  "I know he's fascinating in some odd way, Xander, but go see
daddy."  He looked around and saw his shirt, so he headed that
way.  "Outside, like the puppy is," Tony said, pointing him in
the right direction.  "Go that way."  Xander slowly creeped
that way. 


Gibbs
felt someone gnaw on his ankle and looked down. "How did you get out
here?"  He patted him with a part of his shirt over his messy
hand.  "Go see Tony.  He'll call Abby."  His son
scowled.  "Oh, is it my turn to call Abby for you?"  He
nodded.  "I will once you're inside."  He turned him around
and watched him crawl, and Tony catching it on the videocamera he had brought. 
"Good job, Xander!"  He smiled at his son, who beamed
back.  "Tony, call Abby for him?" 


"Already
did, boss.  She'll be over for a mid-afternoon snack."  The baby
cooed at that and continued past him, heading for the living room.  A
crash soon followed and they all groaned, going to see what had broken. 
Xander sniffled in the middle of the mess.  "Did the Uncle Tim leave
a glass out?" he demanded.  "We'll have to spank the Uncle
Tim." 


"McGee
might like that," Fornell said dryly, handing the child to Gibbs. 
"Get the broom, DiNozzo." 


"Going,
extra boss," he taunted, going to find the broom and clean up the
mess.  Plus to warn Abby she had a more mobile young mouth to feed. 
She squealed and told the director she'd be taking a long lunch so she could
hurry over.  He watched as she ran inside to hug him, ewwing at what Gibbs
was doing, but taking the baby up to his room to feed him an extra special meal
this time.  He went more than happily, he loved his Abby meals.  Tony
shook his head at Fornell's curious look.  "She took medicine so she
could breast-feed him," he explained quietly.  "In the park, in
the office.  Scared us a few times." 


Fornell
shivered and headed back outside.  "I'm going to up the protection
detail."  He slammed the door behind him. 


Gibbs
looked out.  "Abby has him?" 


"Yup
and Fornell shivered, boss." 


"He
can't have me," Abby called.  "I'm a one-man girl and my man is
Xander." 


The
guys just smiled at that.  Abby could be so mushy sometimes.  Tony
put down the broom and snuck upstairs with the camera to catch them having his
snack. 


***



Gibbs
finally got to go back to work a few weeks later, looking at his boss. 
"Anything else I need to be aware of before I hit my desk?" 


"Is
that your son on your back?" 


"Yup. 
Janice's son has a fever that he caught.  I'm bringing him to Ducky to make
sure it's nothing.  Then he's going to sit beside my desk because I'm sure
I have a backlog of paperwork." 


"That's
fine, Jethro. What about his daycare?" 


"He
can't go if he's got a fever." 


"Oh. 
Understandable really.  Wouldn't want it to spread.  I hope you don't
pull a case today." 


"Me
too."   He headed to see Ducky, who took the baby immediately to
hold and his assistant Mr. Palmer came over to coo at him too. 
"Fever.  They won't let him come in today." 


"It
does happen, even to the most healthy babies, Jethro."  He pulled out
his ear thermometer, testing him.  "A mere one hundred.  Not
that horrible, young man."  Xander stared at him.  "Yes,
Xander, it's Uncle Ducky."  The baby leaned forward to kiss his nose,
making him smile.  "We love you as well, young man.  Now, did
your father give you tylenol?" 


"Twice
now and it won't go down." 


"The
standard dosage?" 


"Um-huh."



He
looked at him.  "What about his relative's medical histories? 
Anything in them?" 


"I
have it somewhere."  He went to look it up, he knew he had it on his
computer.  He came back twenty minutes later.  "He doesn't react
well to pain killers.  They never seem to work on him." 


"Ah,
then that would hamper his fever being affected as well."  He looked
at the boy.  "Perhaps your father should call off today as
well." 


"I
can't.  I've just had three weeks off, Ducky." 


"Janice?"



"He
caught it from her son." 


Tony
walked in and took the baby to hold, looking at him.  "Come on,
little guy.  Uncle Tony has a headache." 


"He's
fine, DiNozzo." 


"The
director said so, boss."  He walked out with the baby, taking him to
his place to give him a bath and reduce it the old fashioned way. 


Gibbs
went to talk to his boss, who only handed over a piece of paper when he stormed
in.  "What's this?" 


"Bad
news and you'll want him out of the way."  He looked at him. 
"Ari's back, Jethro." 


"But..."



"He's
back.  We know he's back.  Fornell sent that."  Gibbs
ground his teeth.  "I know you need DiNozzo, but right now McGee
would be more helpful and your nanny can take him once his fever goes
down."  He nodded once at that.  "I'd rather have him
protected." 


"So
would I and this is a safer spot." 


"Not
if he's sick it's not.  We don't know what Ari's going to pull this
time." 


"Fine. 
Is it my case?" 


"No. 
He's a mole but Fornell had a gut feeling that something was going to
happen."  Gibbs moaned at that.  "Therefore it won't
happen, Gibbs.  Am I understood?   Your team's health and the
health of your son are the first priority.  If he comes after you this
time, I'll expect him dead." 


"Agreed. 
He's a mole?" 


"He
is.  There's a terrorist cell in the city." 


"Wonderful. 
One we didn't know about?" 


"No
but he's infiltrating it for a few agencies." 


"Even
better. How many of them are willing to sacrifice my team to get this
information?" 


"All
of them." 


Gibbs
just nodded. "Does DiNozzo know?" 


"I
told him.  What did he tell you?" 


"You
said he had a headache." 


"He
probably does.  That boy and concussions are a great
combination."  He gave him a look.  "Now shoo.  Find
out what's going on.  Figure out how to keep him the safest.  Or else
I am making DiNozzo your official nanny."  Gibbs snorted but went
down to his team.  The director slumped.  Gibbs was going to destroy
someone and he didn't have a qualm about it at the moment.  Even if
everyone had warned him not to tell him.  You didn't do that to a father
or a mother. 


Gibbs
looked at his team.  "Listen up."  They looked at
him.  "Ari's back in town.  This is top secret."  They
both stared at him.  "He's a mole," he said more quietly, moving
to lean against his desk. 


"Bullshit,"
Kate said hotly.  "How could they think he'd be loyal?" 


"That's
the point of DiNozzo having a headache, Kate."  She gaped. 
"We know he's targeting this team and especially me. I want plans on my
desk by lunch on how to protect the team as a whole.  Fornell's gut was as
bad as mine and he called." 


"Boss,
they can't expect you to be willing to sacrifice yourself if he shows up again,
right?" McGee asked. 


Gibbs
looked at him.  "There are people on the other side of this equation
who think losing this whole team, including my son, Janice, and her children,
is a worthwhile price, McGee.  He's in a cell locally."  McGee
sat down hard at that.  "Am I clear on how careful you will suddenly
become?"  McGee nodded at that.  "Kate?" 


"Of
course!  Are we sure he's in the city?" 


"Yes." 
He looked at the note then at her, handing it over.  "I want it by
lunch, Agent Todd." 


"On
it, Gibbs."  She sat down to work out a security protocol for the
team, including associated members like Ducky, Abby, and Gibbs' son and
nanny.  She looked at him once he had sat down. "Tony?" 


"Has
a headache." 


"Sure. 
His house is pretty secure." 


"It's
also too small." 


"I
know that, Gibbs. Just saying." 


Gibbs
looked at him.  "I know very well Tony would protect my son with his
life.  The same as I know Abby would.  That's not the issue at the
moment.  McGee, anything yet?" 


"I'm
still tracking him through immigration, boss. They're trying to block
me."  He looked at him.  "Permission to use something less
than legal?" 


Gibbs
looked at him.  "Not on the official computers, McGee." 


That
got a smirk and he pulled his laptop out of his backpack, typing onto it. 
A few minutes later he found what he had needed.  "Boss, I know where
he's infiltrating, I know he got here twenty-two days ago.  I don't know
what they're after.  That's sealed higher than I can hack." 


Gibbs
looked at him.  "Would another one help?" 


"Abby
can't hack that well, boss." 


"No
but I know someone who can.  She's done the Pentagon before." 


McGee
smiled and nodded.  "Willow." 


"Willow,"
he agreed. 


Tim
pulled out his cell to call hers.  They had looked up all the family's
numbers out there in case it became necessary.  Tim and Willow had talked
a number of times.  "Willow, it's Tim.  No, a small work
problem.  Terrorist.  No, he's fine.  He's being watched, but I
could use some help.  You're in England?"  He grimaced.
"Why?"   He nodded at that.  "I'm sorry to hear
that, Willow.  Are you okay?"  He smiled.  "Good
girl.  I could.  Can you do that long distance?"  She
appeared next to his desk, making him hang up. "That's faster than
airfare." 


"Cheaper
too," she agreed dryly.  She looked at what he was doing and nodded,
typing in something to get to the programs she had stored in an online storage
site.  She cracked that one within minutes and handed it back to him with
a grin.  "That's my user name and password for those things,
Tim.  Don't change it." 


"Of
course not."  He gave her a hug.  "I'm sorry you lost
Tara." 


"Me
too."  She sniffled.  "Can I see the Xander?" 


"He's
with Tony today," Gibbs said, looking at her.  "You all
right?"  She shook her head. "Go ahead."  She smiled and
disappeared again.  "Some day we should warn her about that." 


"Probably,"
he agreed, getting into the new information. "Huh.  Hey,
boss?"  He came over to look over his shoulder.  He pointed at
something. "Would that be on our caseload since it's a Navy
contractor?" 


"It
would be."  That got a nod and they headed out to talk to the
contractor that was being targeted to make sure their defenses were good
enough. 


***



Tony
looked over as Willow appeared, smiling at her.  "Cheaper
airfare?" 


"Basically. 
Can I cuddle the Xander?" 


"You
could but he's in a bath."  He moved so she could kneel beside
him.  "What happened?" 


"Tara
died," she said quietly.  Xander sniffled.  "I
know."  She picked him up to hold him, making him be her comfort for
the moment.  "I miss you." 


"If
things weren't getting worse we might've sent him for a visit," Tony
offered. She nodded, looking at him.  "How are they going?" 


"Crappy." 
She went back to hugging her best friend.  He handed her a towel and left
them alone for a while.  She looked at Xander.  "I wish you were
older again.  I could use a real Xander cuddle."  He snuggled
into her shoulder.  "My poor baby."  She shifted to lean
against the toilet, just holding him for now.  Her cellphone rang and she
looked at the number, answering it. "What, Giles?"  She
listened.  "No, I'm holding Xander."  She hung up and went
back to holding him.  "I had such an oops," she admitted
quietly.  "I killed the person who shot Buffy and Tara." 
Xander lifted his head.  "She's fine.  Small injury to her
shoulder."  He put his head back down.  "I skinned him,
Xander.  I strung him up and flayed him alive."  He nuzzled her.
"I'm a bad girl." 


Tony
came back with some water.  "That's grief, Willow.  We all act
out of it," he said quietly, handing it over.  She looked at
him.  "Dawn called to talk about it."  She nodded, putting
her head against Xander's hair.  "It'll be all right.  Grief is
part of life now and then."  She just nodded.  "If you need
me I'll be getting dry.  Want a diaper for him?" 


"Might
be a good idea."  He handed one over and she got to work on it for
him.  "We need to cover the little willy or else Anya might come
back."  He shuddered and so did Tony.  She smiled. 
"I'm sure your new daddy can protect you." 


"Mama."



Tony
smirked at him.  "Me, her, or your daddy, Xander?" 


"Mama,"
he said, looking at Tony with the biggest shiteating grin yet. 


"Sure,
I'll be the mom.  Gibbs will have fits if you call Abby that." 
He walked off to go change clothes into something he could better move
in.  He had dressed up for work but now was the time for jeans and a
t-shirt.  Plus possibly his vest.  "I'll be right back,
Willow.  Running to the car." 


"Sure." 
He left so she looked at him.  "Do you have a fever or am I
cold?"  She kissed his forehead. "No, you're a bit warm. 
No wonder you're having a bath."  She wrapped him back in the towel
and cuddled him some more.  "If I have to I'll have Giles send out
the herbal stuff we used on Dawn recently."  He settled in against
her shoulder again, letting her hold him.  Tony came back carrying his
bulletproof vest.  "Why do you have that?" 


"Oh,
there's a terrorist who wants Gibbs' insides as a decoration," he called
as he headed for the bedroom.  "That's why I had the sudden migraine
this morning." 


"Visions?"



He
came back and looked at her. "No, Willow.  Not visions." 


"Oh. 
That sort of headache."  He nodded.  "Is his daddy in
danger?" 


"Not
really.  We heard about it early." 


"No
wonder Tim needed my help hacking Homeland Security."  She shrugged
and went back to her cuddling. "I can watch him for a while if we need me
to." 


"It
should be okay," he promised, patting her on the head.  "We just
spent three weeks protecting Gibbs because some guy's son was doing snuff films
and his wife wanted his head.  Got a gang member to try him." 
Xander looked at him.  "It's rare, Willow, it's a sucky year all the
way around." 


"I
agree."  She hugged him too.  "Thank you, Tony." 


"Not
a problem.  Cuddle him all you need.  Just try to get his fever down."



"Sure. 
I can do that."  He smiled and went out to the living room to watch
outside.  She looked at him.  "Wow.  It's like Sunnydale
only it's people being the bad guys."  He smiled at that and patted
her on the face, going back to his cuddling. "Sure, we'll
cuddle."  She went back to cuddling him, thinking about her
life.  Maybe she should be turned in case Tara got reincarnated. 
Xander chose that moment to start to suck on her neck.  "Eww. 
Pervert," she said, but she sounded fond at least.  She got him off
her neck and away from her chest too since he apparently had a bad sucking
habit at the moment.  "Is he being breast-fed?" she called. 


"Yeah,
Abby took the medicine.  He loves his Abby meals." 


She
grinned at the small joke.  DC was clearly better for Xander than
Sunnydale, even if the hellhound puppy was still watching him.  She patted
it when it showed up and let him pat it, then it disappeared when Tony came
back. 


"That
hellhound needs a better hobby than Xander watching," he called. 


She
smiled.  Yup, they were better for Xander.  They protected him very
well. 


***



Tony
walked into the office later that night, looking at his boss.  "We
know where he is and we're going to take down the cell tonight." 
That got a smile. "Unfortunately you're too valuable to risk." 
He pulled out his cuffs before Gibbs could even start yelling at him and locked
him to one of his desk drawer handles.  Then he took his keys and dropped
them on Kate's desk. "Sorry, boss.  We've got an assault team and
they won't go in if you're there since Ari wants you to die so badly. You could
get others hurt.  Director's orders."  He walked off again,
heading to get his jacket from his locker before rejoining the team. 
"If we're going we need to head now.  It won't take him long to get
free from the handcuffs." 


"We
go," the assault leader agreed, leading the way out to the truck.  He
found Kate and McGee waiting beside it.  "You two can handle
yourself?" 


"We
have in the past," Kate assured him. 


"Decent
enough.  Into the truck."  They climbed in last. "We have
plans," he said, handing them down to Tony. 


"Where's
Gibbs?" McGee asked. 


"Locked
to his desk drawer," Tony admitted grimly.  He knew he'd have to beg
not to be fed his balls for that. 


"With
Ari wanting him it'll get others killed," the leader told them
firmly.  "He's a liability in this situation."  That got
nods from Gibbs' team.  "So I had Tony handcuff him to his
desk.  My director's orders." 


"He's
FBI," Tony said, handing on the plans.  "I want in the lead group. 
McGee, I want you with the rear patrol.  Kate, somewhere in the
center."  That got a nod.  He looked at the leader. 
"Who goes in on point?" 


"I've
got a good point guy," he assured him.  That got a solemn nod. 
"You'll be within three people.  We all know what Ari looks
like?" 


"Vividly,"
Kate assured him. 


"Good."



***



Gibbs
finally found his spare key in his desk and unlocked himself, then growled and
stomped off.  "You ordered DiNozzo...." 


The
Director held up a hand.  "I did not.  The FBI is leading this
assault and their director did.  You being there will make Ari shoot
others, Jethro."  He opened his mouth.  "This has nothing
to do with your son!" he snapped.  "This has to do with you
getting others killed because he'll attack you instead of defending
others.  That splits the assault force.  Therefore you're
staying.  If you step foot out of this building before I hear the
assault's completed, you're going to be suspended without pay." 


"Fine,"
he ground out.  "Who's leading?" 


"Tays."



"He's
a good man, has a good team." 


"The
rest of yours went as well." 


Gibbs
relaxed at that.  They wouldn't let Ari get away.  "Who gave the
order?" 


"Fornell's
boss.  For right now, work on the case your team has.  As long as you
stay in the building.  Who has your son?" 


"Willow."



"Even
better.  She can protect him if she has to, correct?" 


"And
then some.  She was in on the assault at the Initiative, both of them in
Sunnydale." 


"Good. 
Then she'll protect him.  We'll protect you.  You can rant at people later. 
Once we make sure you're not dead and endangering other lives." 
Gibbs stomped off.  He shuddered.  That had been a dangerous call to
make but it was the right one.  They'd have to split the assault team to
guard him or they'd do something stupid, like blow themselves up.  He
couldn't risk the people that way. 


***



Tony
tapped on Gibbs' door later that night, handing over his son. 
"Before you say a *word*," he ordered firmly. "Fornell's boss
said so.  Ari saw Kate and went ballistic trying to kill her.  Then
me when he saw me." 


"You
let her lead?" 


"No,
I was pinned down by one of the other people.  Ari ran to back him up to
get away from the rear assault team.  He shot the person in front of me
and the guy behind me, and me."  He walked in and closed the door,
looking at him.  "He went down gasping that he'd see you in hell,
Gibbs."  Gibbs stiffened at that.  "The cell is down. 
Fully down in most cases, boss.  Now, we're back to business as usual and
you can yell at me for protecting your six this time or not." 
Neither one noticed Xander had went very, very still and very quiet while they
argued. 


"You
locked me to my desk." 


"He
would've blown all us up if he had seen you.  My shot hit the bomb he was
wearing.  You would've gotten more people dead.  When Ari saw Kate
the fighting picked back up.  They were almost going to give up before
then." 


"It's
still not right.  You're my senior agent." 


"I
know that.  The same as I know you want to bust me back down to Probie
level," he said, staring him down.  "I don't care.  You're
alive.  We're alive because you weren't there this time.  His thing
was a vendetta against you.  Personally you.  McGee found his PDA and
it was filled with hated of you, Gibbs.  I may die for you but I'm not
going to lay down because some psycho with a gun wants you to personally die
and we're all extra special toppings on top of his joy.  He was reaching
for his switch when I shot him." 


Gibbs
put the baby down and stared at him.  "I won't put up with the
insubordination." 


"Even
you have a higher power, Gibbs.  I had to answer to that one this
time.  Fire me if you want, boss.  Bust me back down below McGee if
you want.  I might quit after a few weeks of listening to Kate tease and
taunt me, but oh well."  Gibbs glared at that.  "Those were
my orders, to protect you.  Now, McGee is grazed.  Kate's got one in
the outer thigh.  It's not that pretty to look at but she's already out as
well." 


"And
you?" 


Tony
swallowed. "I could use the pain killers that don't work very well on me,
boss.  I'm alive.   You're alive.  We're all mostly alive
but three members of the assault team."  Gibbs nodded at that. 
"We're also in for shooting reviews tomorrow and then Internal
Affairs.  They've already tried to get McGee and Probie told them to kiss
his ass.  Literally."  That got a small smirk.  "They
weren't impressed.  He said something about not being suicidal too. 
In the ER no less."  He cracked a small smile himself.  "They
wouldn't go near Kate because she was cranky without pain meds yet.  I
fully expect to have to see them all day tomorrow." 


"It
was political." 


"I
know.  The same as I know someone decided that we're expendable to get
that cell.  Well, we got them.  Anything else you need briefed on
tonight, boss?  Or do you think you can calm Xander down?" 


Gibbs
looked at his son, then back at him.  "He's fine." 


"He's
stiff, Gibbs.  He can feel your temper too."  He picked up the
baby with a wince and a hiss.  "Hey, Xander.  It's all
right.  I promise it is."  The baby looked at him.  "I
promise it is.  Your daddy didn't do the dangerous stuff, the rest of us
did, and he's fine." 


"You're
bleeding, DiNozzo." 


"That's
not mine, boss."  He looked at him then at the baby again. 
"Were you drinking?" 


"A
few beers." 


"You
know, if he's got any memories..." 


"The
anger and the drinking are probably going to give him nightmares," he
agreed, taking his son to cuddle.  "I promise, I'm not mad at you,
Xander.  I'm mad at DiNozzo.  He's going to be paying for years for
this one." 


"Probably
in arthritis," Tony agreed.  He stroked down Xander's hair. 
"The bad guy is gone and we're all right," he soothed.  The baby
started to relax.  "Untense, Gibbs.  He's still reacting in fear
to your anger."  He kissed the baby on the back of the head.
"I'll see you in a few days, squirt."  He left, leaving them
alone.  Even if it was a lot of pain to drive himself home.  He
walked and found his shower running with hot water.  "Thanks, Willow,"
he called as he headed that way. 


She
popped out with the box of waterproof bandages.  "Let's see them so
we can cover them for you.  You've got blood in your hair." 


"Not
mine," he admitted, taking off his shirt with a hiss and a long
wince.  "Ow." 


She
looked.  "The one on your back split open." 


"It
wasn't deep enough for stitches.  The scab just split." 


"I
can help with that," she promised, smoothing some new cream over it then a
waterproof bandage.  Over the other two as well. "There you go, into
the shower."  He nodded, heading that way.  "I'll be on the
couch." 


"Sure. 
Pop in a good movie."  He walked into the shower, just letting it
flow over him for now.  He needed to unwind from his own worry and
anger.  By the time he came out, Willow was a third of the way through a
funny horror movie.  He smiled at her choice, coming out in pajama
pants.  She handed over the bowl of popcorn.  "Not much
different from home?" 


"No,
that thing is laughable.  Laughing is good after a battle," she said,
looking at him.  "That's not much different." 


"Probably
not.  War is war and all war is hell," he agreed.  He ate a bite
of popcorn while she checked the various bruises, nicks, and the few spots that
had stitches.  "I should call Kate, make sure she's all right." 


"I
called Tim and he said he did.  She's in bed and resting.  She said
they can send an assault team to get her in the morning if they want her in the
office."  He smiled at that and ate another bite.  "There
you go, Tony."  He nodded at her for that.  She gave him a hug
around the arm.  "It'll be okay.  It's not like he can refute
it." 


"He'll
try.  He hates being seen as anything but superhuman and perfect." 


"Yeah
but so do you," she pointed out.  Then she disappeared. 


"Not
like I was going to tell him I was injured.  He'd have thrown another
fit," he complained, eating another bite.  It was a good relaxing
movie after the fight earlier.  Because he hadn't mentioned that his first
shot had only hit the bomb but not the vest Ari had been wearing, or how it had
went to hand-to-hand for a few minutes until he shot him again.  He was
really sore though.  He laid on his better side, getting comfortable on
the couch.  The popcorn still got eaten but it was more comfortable. 
His back ached from the running squatted down so no one would see them coming
in.  He managed to fall asleep about two in the morning so the door being
pounded on woke him at eight.  He got up with a wince and went to answer
it, finding Gibbs there.  "What?  I'm not due in until ten,
boss." 


"I
wanted to talk to you." 


"Sure." 
He let him in and checked the hall before closing the door.  He turned and
found Gibbs staring at his bare chest - the bruises that had come in and the
few grazes.  "I told you it wasn't pretty." 


"They
didn't keep you?" 


"For
three grazes?  Nope."  He went into the kitchen to start
coffee.  "Want a cup of coffee, boss?" 


"Not
yet."  He walked in there, looking at his back.  "I thought
you said that was someone else's blood on your shirt." 


"I
thought you meant in my hair."  He looked at him as he sipped his
first cup of coffee.  "What?  Kate's probably not up yet
either." 


"I
called her.  She is, but she's grumpy." 


"Another
wonderful day, but I doubt I'll see her since we'll be questioned all
day," he said dryly.  He took another sip.  "What?" 


"Are
you all right?" 


"I'm
damn sore and I wish pain killers worked better on me.  Since all I get is
giddy and stupid I'll have to wait until tonight for them." 


"I
saw the film.  The leader had the assault cam." 


"Good
for him."  He took another sip, staring at him.  "Should I
write out my resignation?" he asked finally. 


"No
but I'm going to kick your ass." 


"Wasn't
my decision to make, boss.  I had to answer to the higher power in that
case.  Because I'm sure as hell not going to tell your son that you died
in an assault against someone who was suicidal."  His face turned
red.  "I don't care," he said sharply.  "I would've
been right behind you and you would've been right behind the point guy. 
That's how it usually works when we go in with others.  Right?" 
That got a terse nod.  "Then you would've been shot, boss.  The
point guy was.  The guy in front of me was.  The guy behind me
was." 


"You
were." 


"I
know I was.  I ache."  He looked at him and quit leaning on the
counter.  "I'm sorry your feelings were hurt but yay.  You
would've died.  Ari would've done something stupider to make sure of it,
boss.  So get over it.  You still have time to spend with your infant
son and the rest of your team." 


"Do
you want to lead the team some day?" 


"No,"
Tony said simply, heading to his bedroom to change clothes. 
"Anything else, boss?  If not, I've got to find clothes that won't
make me hurt more." 


"Wear
the jade green shirt, DiNozzo.  It's what you usually wear when you've got
stitches or bruises." 


"Good
idea, boss."  He came out in a white one.  "Too bad that
one got ruined the last time I got shot."  He headed back to refill
his cup and then find his shoes.  "Am I catching a ride in?" 


"Fine." 
He let him out of the apartment and locked the door before he left. 
"You don't look good." 


"Pain
medicines are nice but not for me, boss.  I'll nap between question
sessions."  He settled into his seat, tipping it back slightly, his
sunglasses on.  "Oh, shit, my pass." 


"It's
in the glovebox.  Xander stole it."  Tony moaned all the way
bending over to grab it then sighed in relief when he sat back again.  He
finished his coffee and put the cup between his thighs while he looked at his
ID card.  "Are you sure you're fit to work?" 


"Has
that stopped me in the past?" 


"No,"
Gibbs admitted.  "We really did worry Xander." 


"I
know, boss.  It's probably always going to be a trigger for him.  He
had alcoholic parents the last time." 


"Point." 
He knew his son didn't like it when he had been drinking, even if it was only
just one beer.  His temper on top of the drinking was what had given him
nightmares all night.  He yawned. 


"Long
night?" 


"Seven
nightmares." 


"Sorry."



"Not
your fault.  At least not that part." 


"Next
time I'll let Kate handcuff you, boss."  He blinked as they pulled
into the parking garage.  "You weren't going that fast." 


"They
wanted us at Feeb headquarters today," he said grimly. 


"Aw,
crap.  I hate their Internal Affairs idiots."  He tipped the
seat back up and took off his seatbelt, then slowly got out, clutching the
door. 


"Let
me help, DiNozzo." 


"I'll
get there, boss."  He walked slowly but more casually than he should
have been able to.  He'd had some practice since joining NCIS.  They
ran their passes and got admitted.  "DiNozzo and Gibbs," he told
the receptionist.  She handed over a slip and a map.  "We know
where it is, thanks."  She nodded and they headed to the
elevator.  "Meeting room B." 


"I
remember that one."  He pushed the button and looked at Tony. 
"Are you sure you should be standing?" 


"No,"
he said honestly.  "A few more like this and I'm retiring to be the
nanny." 


Gibbs
shook his head.  "You'd teach Xander bad habits." 


They
came off the elevator to hear McGee yelling at someone to screw themselves, he
wasn't suicidal and going to stand there and let himself get shot for no
reason, and that if they took his badge that's fine, he'd retire to be Gibbs'
nanny instead.  It'd probably pay better and he'd never have to deal with
assholes with delusions of knowing what an assault was like since they'd never
been on one for real, just in training.   He pulled the door
open.  "Boss.  Tony.  Should you be out of bed?  They
tried to keep you last night." 


"I
had to take Xander home and Willow got me into a shower.  I'm only sore,
McGee, but thanks.  And I get first pick as the nanny." 


McGee
smirked.  "You never know.  He likes me just as much as
you."  He looked at their boss.  "I'm having a genius IQ
moment, boss.  Sorry to have screamed like that.  I know it's
unprofessional.  It won't happen again." 


"I
agree with you."  He walked past him and into the room with the still
shocked people. "You wanted my very injured team in here?" he demanded.



"There
were agents who died last night," the lead investigator snapped, glaring
at him.  Her hair was coming down from the severe bun. 


Tony
walked in.  "I know that, I was nearly one of them, lady. 
Before you say a word, be aware that I can't take most pain killers so I'm in
extreme pain."  They backed off at that.  "There was an
assault cam.  Didn't we watch it?" 


"We
did. Why wasn't your team lead there?" 


"Because
Fornell's boss said to lock him to his desk," Tony said dryly. 
"Haswari had a vendetta going against Gibbs personally.  Not just our
team.  We were the creamy icing on the cake for him.  That's why he
tried to kill Kate and then me, not the others."  She gave him a
glare.  He glared back.  Gibbs glared back.  She stepped
off.  Tony took off his shirt.  "Do you really think I wanted
this?" he asked bitterly.  She shook her head.  "Then get
one of the other assault leaders to watch it and then come for us.  Until
then, I've got paperwork for the shooting review.  So can we go now?"



"No,"
another one said.  "You're doing that here as well."  Tony
moaned and did back up his shirt, sitting down to take the papers to start
filling out.  He looked at Gibbs.  "I heard it had something to
do with your son?   I didn't know you had children, Special Agent
Gibbs." 


"Then
you're clearly out of the loop," Tony told him. "Everyone else knows
about his son Xander and thinks he's an adorable child."  He looked
at him, seeing the heated look in the eyes.  "I've even brought him
to JAG for a trial once.  Everyone knew about him by then.  That
wasn't why he wasn't there.  Fornell's boss said to lock him to the desk
due to the nature of Ari's vendetta.  He'd do something stupider to get
him specifically and more lives would've been lost.  Since my first shot
hit the bomb he was wearing, I'm thinking he had good instincts that
time."  That got a horrified look from bun lady.  "It
did.  It clearly showed on the tape later on.  Had I known he had one
on, I would've hit him somewhere else the first shot." 


"I
want to see the assault tape," Gibbs ordered.  A tv was pointed at so
he went to play it. "McGee, sit down.  Work on the paperwork." 


"I'm
trying, boss.  It's my writing arm that got the graze."  He held
the injury while he slowly wrote.  "Can't I type this?" 


"It's
part of the torture of the experience to write it out, Probie.  That way
it'll make you think twice the next time you have to pull your gun." 


"What
would happen if I couldn't write?" 


Tony
looked at him.  "The last time I had one of those I got to go over it
verbally on tape about fifteen times." 


"Oh. 
Never mind.  I'll write, even if it isn't readable."  He went
back to rubbing out the cramps.  Tony took his arm and worked on them,
making him hiss and relax.  "Thank you." 


"You're
tensing up so you don't hurt the injury further.  It's the natural
reaction.  Like limping when you turn your ankle." 


"Some
day I'll be as tough as you are," he teased. 


Tony
gave him a look then burst into a grin.  "It's all downhill after you
get the plague." 


"I'll
remember that the next time my chance comes up to get it."  He went
back to writing, ignoring the horrified reactions around them. 


Gibbs
looked over.  "Boys." 


"Yes,
boss," they said in unison. 


"Getting
practice for the son?" Kate asked as she limped in.  "Shut up,
leave me alone, and you'd better have a *damn* good reason for pulling me out
of bed when the doctor wanted me on bed rest for the next few days," she
said firmly. 


Tony
patted himself down but McGee found the piece of chocolate candy he carried for
emergency situations, nudging Kate and handing it to her.  "Here you
go, Kate.  Tony said chocolate is nearly as good as painkillers." 


"I'm
sure he's on a few right now," she said dryly. 


"They
don't work right on me," Tony said in a sing-song voice. "Or don't
you remember having to drive me home the last time I got some?" 


"I'm
trying very hard to forget that day ever happened," she reminded
him.  She sat down to eat the candy, her foot up on another chair. 
"Why are we in here instead of at the office?" 


"Because
we were ordered to leave Ari alone," Tony reminded her. 


"Oh,
yeah, stupid people in charge syndrome."  She looked at said stupid
people.  "And?"  She finished the piece of candy. 


"Agents
did die, Special Agent Todd," the lady said firmly. 


Kate
nodded. "I saw that.  I was there.  One of them fell in front of
me.  Two of them fell around Tony trying to protect him from
Ari."  She gaped in horror.  "The same as the one who fell
in front of me took the bullet for me probably.  I'd like to speak to his
family if I may." 


"You
may not," the man said sharply. 


She
looked at him.  "Last I knew I didn't take orders from you and I
think it'd be a better comfort to his family to let him know how he died. 
If you don't like it, bite me." 


McGee
looked at her. "I said that earlier." 


"It's
lack of pain killers," Gibbs reminded as he came back.  He smacked
Tony on the head.  "As soon as you're healed, you and I are going
into the ring to work on your hand- to-hand again, DiNozzo." 


"Yes,
boss.  I tried but I was already grazed twice by then." 


"I
saw.  That's the only thing saving you from going today."  He
looked at her.  "Kate, pain?" 


"Ya
think?" she asked.  She moved her culotte shorts leg out of the way
so he could see her bandage.  "Mine wasn't Ari, it was one of the
other people in the cell." 


Gibbs
nodded. "I saw that too.  Papers from the ER?"  She handed
it over.  "McGee?"  He handed his over. 
"DiNozzo?" 


"Didn't
get any, boss.  It's only some bruises.  I'll just be slower this
week." 


"They
wanted to keep him, boss," McGee reported.  "He walked off
before they could stop him or make him sign papers." 


"Nark,"
Tony said, glaring at him.  "They wanted to keep Kate too,
boss." 


"I
would've stayed but I can't sleep in hospitals and I wanted a shower,"
Kate told him. 


Gibbs
popped Tony on the head again.  "You drove my son home like
that?" 


"Yup. 
Willow watched over me I'm sure but yup.  Not like I'm going to let her
use my car, boss."  He looked back at the growl.  "I went
very slowly.  I even got pulled over for going so slowly,
boss."  He dug that ticket out and handed it over. 
"See?"  He went back to writing.  "You know I'd never
endanger your son, Gibbs.  He's as close as I'm probably ever going to
come and Abby would kill me." 


"She
will when I tell her," Gibbs assured him.  Tony shuddered. 
"Ducky too." 


Tony
looked at him.  "You do know that Ducky's mom believes he's Ducky's
son?" he asked with a small smirk.  "When Ducky and I brought
him over, she thought it was very sweet you let your gay lover Ducky have a
child for her to have a grandchild finally, boss."  He got another
pop on the head.  "Couldn't resist it." 


"She
still think you're a furniture moving gigolo?" Kate asked. 


"Yup. 
But now I'm the nanny as well.  She warned me not to ply my trade near him
or else her son would spank me with a belt." 


"I'd
horsewhip you if you brought your women around my son," Gibbs assured
him.  "Finish writing."  McGee handed over his first. 
Tony had more papers to fill out.  Kate's last answer to 'do you think
this was a justified shoot' was 'yes, ask me in person if you need more
elaboration'.  That got her a bad look.  She glared back.  Tony
ended up putting in a few 'see form...' answers for the redundant
questions.  Gibbs gave him a look.  "Fill it out right,
DiNozzo." 


"I'm
going to pass out if I have to write more, Gibbs.  They can ask me or they
can see the exact same question on the other form."  He stood
up.  "I'm going to the bathroom.  Excuse me for a
minute."  He walked that way slowly. 


"Can
I watch while you beat on Tony, boss?" Kate asked.  "Ari nearly
kicked his ass." 


"No." 
He looked out the door at the thump, finding Fornell had caught Tony. 
"He pass out?" 


"No,
someone ran into him on their way to puke."  He handed him
back.  "He passed out from that pain."  He walked in. 
"They done yet?  I need reports from them about the assault and the
situation."  That got him glares.  He glared back and he was
their boss.  "Are they done yet?" he demanded again. 


"Nearly,"
the woman said coolly.  "There's still the shooting review and
they'll still have to answer questions about why they persisted in an
investigation when they were ordered not to." 


"No
we weren't," McGee told her.  "I wasn't ever ordered not to
investigate Ari.  Especially since he's an open case ever since he shot
Gibbs and Gerald, Ducky's assistant, the last time he showed up." 


"You
hacked our information server," she said grimly. 


"Of
course I did.  You guys weren't sharing it.  Our lives were in
danger.  Like I said earlier, I'm not suicidal or expendable.  I'm
not going to let someone sacrifice me for shits and giggles when there were
better ways to catch this cell.  Including the fact that Ari was still wanted
for two counts of attempted murder.  I may be a geek but that doesn't mean
I'm going to go to the slaughter like a cow." 


"Where
did you get the programs you used?" the male asked him. 


"Some
hackers I know and I traded programs.  They're mostly legal ones, the sort
who find flaws in programs and report them. One of them actually works for you
here.  I used something I had gotten off their contacts when my own
programs didn't get it well enough." 


"I
see.  The name of this hacker?"  McGee just stared at him. 
"If you do not tell me we can charge you with that." 


"And
I can charge you with intentionally trying to kill my team," Gibbs said
firmly.  "Because you did.  I can easily go to your director
about this."  That got some more heated looks.  "Are we
done yet?  My people are injured and should be in bed.  McGee, help
me get DiNozzo up." 


"He's
out, Gibbs," Kate noted.  "He's not waking up for a
few."  She shifted with a hiss of pain.  "But hey, no
concussion this time.  He's always complaining that he can't sleep when
he's injured on the job.  This time he can." 


"And
will be even if I do have to sic my son on him." 


"Your
son's scary?" Fornell asked. 


"With
the way he stares at you?" Kate offered. "Yup." 


"Just
think, it could've been Tony's son," McGee said happily. 


"Don't
wish that on the world, Probie," Kate ordered.  "Him spawning
would mean the world was about to end.  It's a sign of the
apocalypse." 


"I
thought that was Xander being triplets," Tony moaned as he sat up. 
"What happened?" 


"Someone
ran over you on their way to puke." 


"Oh. 
Okay."  He laid back down.  "Give me another ten,
boss.  Please? I'll make up the time later." 


"You
need to go to bed, DiNozzo, not lay on the floor." 


"I
will once the room quits spinning, boss.  Not like I won't puke in the car
like this." 


He
walked over him.  He didn't want to clean that mess up.  "Are we
done?" 


"There
is the shooting review." 


"Is
that today?" Fornell asked.  They nodded.  He made a call. 
"It's Fornell.  Is the NCIS joint assault shooting review
today?  Because they're all three injured.  DiNozzo's presently
passed out on the floor and Todd's about to gut someone so she can go back to
bed.  Preferably with her teeth."  He listened then nodded,
looking at Jethro.  "I heard that.   That's fine. 
Thank you."  He hung up. "Three days due to their
injuries.  He handcuffed you to your desk?"  Gibbs growled at
him.  He laughed.  "I knew he had balls." 


"He's
lucky I didn't feed them to him last night when he brought my son
home."  He looked at his team.  "Three days.  McGee,
have Abby check on both of you tonight." 


"Ducky's
promised to come over to see me tonight to change my bandage, Gibbs," Kate
assured him.   "I've got too big of a headache to be bounced and
cuddled by the incredible mother figure." 


"Don't
pick on her about wetnursing Xander," McGee said, scowling at her. 
"It's an incredibly generous gift she's giving him." 


"Still
odd to see her whip a tit out and put him on it."  She stood up with
some help from Fornell, nodding at him.  "I'm going back to
bed." 


"Did
you drive?" McGee asked. 


"No,
I cabbed." 


"I
don't have a standard, I can drop you," he promised, going to do that with
a nod for his boss. 


Fornell
came over to help Tony off the floor.   "Need help getting him
to the car?" 


Gibbs
pulled out his PDA/phone and found a file, playing the sound of his son
crying.  Tony snapped awake at that.  "We've got three days off
due to all the injuries.  To the car, DiNozzo."  He nodded and
trudged that way, heading to sleep in the car.  "Thanks,
Fornell.  See you in a few days."  He walked off, following the
slowly limping man.  They didn't sign out but he didn't care.  Tony
was back out by the time they got out of the parking garage.  So he took
him home and set him on the couch, with his son beside him to watch over
him.  He sat down to read and Xander crawled over to pull himself up to
look at the book.  "It's on guns, Xander."  The baby cooed
and smiled.  "Want me to read you Military Weapons for Military
Police?"  The baby babbled and patted his knee. 
"Okay."  He pulled him up and put on his glasses to read to him.
Xander apparently liked weapons and it was fine with him. 


***


Tony
limped in on his first day back at work, snarling at everyone.  He sat
down with a hiss of pain, then put his head down and let himself pass out. 


Gibbs
looked over at him.  "DiNozzo?"  Not even a grunt. 
"Someone check his pulse."  McGee got up to do it.  He even
nodded that he had one.  "Is he bleeding that you can see?" 


"Not
that I can see, but he's wearing his vest, boss." 


Gibbs
got up and came over, pushing Tony back so he could open his vest, seeing the
two shiny bullets in it.  "What happened?" 


"Didn't
get a call either, boss," McGee offered. "I know Kate called to ask
why he was late.  She got hung up on." 


"Go
check his car."  McGee went to do that while Gibbs tried to wake Tony
up.  Even the audio file of his son crying didn't help this time.  He
called the morgue.  "Ducky, DiNozzo won't wake up."  He
hung up and waited for him to come check on him. 


Ducky
took one look at him and sighed.  "I had heard on the radio that
there was a car chase and someone was shooting at someone else.  I'm was
hoping that wasn't him."  He checked his pulse.  "Fairly
steady.  Get him out of his vest so we can check him properly." 
Gibbs did that, wincing at the new bruises he had.  Ducky listened to his
heart and lungs then nodded.  "It's the pain."  He felt
along Tony's ribs, backing away quickly when he yelped and bent over in pain. 
"Broken." 


"DiNozzo,
how did this happen?" Gibbs demanded.  Tony continued to hold his
ribs.  "DiNozzo!" he asked more firmly.  "Tony!"
he finally yelled, getting a glare.  "How did this happen?" 


"Remember
Claudia?" 


"The
last one with the restraining order.  Why?" 


"Her. 
She decided I had to be eliminated since losing her turned me gay; she tried to
put me out of my misery so I couldn't go near your son, boss."  He
leaned back slowly and closed his eyes again.  "Just let me
nap." 


"You
should go to the hospital," Ducky chided.  Tony glared at him. 
"I know you don't like them." 


"Send
me there and I will bitch," Tony said firmly.  "Especially since
she's a nurse." 


"Never
mind then.  It's probably too big of a risk and they can't do much for
broken ribs anyway.  Come down to the morgue so I can tape it for
you." 


"Sure." 
He let Gibbs help him up, looking at him.  "I called Janice to warn
her.  Local PD dropped me off after she shot my car.  They're chasing
her down."  He let Ducky help him into the elevator, leaning against
the wall.  "I'm going to give up dating for a while.  This is
the second one that's decided Xander's mine and therefore I was a bad human
being."  He closed his eyes. 


"Don't
sleep yet, Anthony.  I'll let you have my couch for a few minutes once I
do your ribs."  Tony just nodded at that.  The elevator doors
opened and he found his assistant waiting.  "Let me turn this off so
we have time to move him," he offered, flipping the switch.  They got
Tony out slowly and into the morgue, letting him lay on a table.  He could
tape him when they could wake him back up.  "I do wish you'd go to
the hospital." 


"Why
won't he?" 


"The
person who did this is a nurse.  He didn't want to risk it," Ducky
paraphrased.  "I know he's got broken ribs." 


"We
do have the x-ray, doctor." 


"True. 
Set that up for me.  Chest shots."  That got a nod and Palmer
went to do that for him.  He looked at Tony.  "Lad, you've had
enough bruises for three people this month.  Try to share instead of
hogging them."  Gibbs walked in and flinched at the sight of Tony on
the table and Ducky talking to him.  "He's passed out again. 
We're going to do an x- ray." 


"Good." 
He walked up to Tony and poked him on the stomach - close enough to the pain
but not so close it was cruel.  No response.  He poked a bit higher
up and Tony took a swing at him.  "You passed out again.  Once
more and I'm sending you with guards, DiNozzo." 


"You
send me she'll gut me," he said simply.  "Help me
up."  Gibbs helped him sit up while Ducky held his ribs.  The
morgue assistant came back.  "Hey, Palmer.  Never, ever date
women." 


"I
don't get much dating in anyway, Tony.  I've got the x-ray set up, Doctor
Mallard." 



"Excellent. 
Come along, Anthony.  That way we can see how bad it is."  That
got a nod and he let them walk him that way.  He skimmed him out of his
t-shirt once he was in there.  "Oh, dear.  When did that
happen?" he asked, pointing at a new graze. 


"LEO
guys let me change shirts since mine was so bad," Tony admitted.  He
looked at the x-ray setup.  "Standing?"  Palmer nodded and
got him to lean his arms on a bar in front of him, which hurt but it gave him
support.  "Okay, shoot me before I can fall."  They went to
the safe area to do that, coming back a few minutes later. Gibbs caught Tony,
making him yelp again.  "Ow, boss.  Quit." 


"I'm
making sure you don't fall, DiNozzo." 


"Yay
me."  He sat down, holding his side.  "Ducky, can I borrow
your couch for the day?" 


"Let
me tape those, Anthony."  A roll of medical tape was gotten and he
got to work on his ribcage.  "I'll know how badly broken in about an
hour."  Tony looked at him and nodded.  "Good
lad."  He patted him on the head and they helped him into the office,
ignoring the director for a moment.  He came out. "I know you don't
mind but I did x-ray him." 


"What
happened?  I got a report of him being shot at and him shooting
back?" 


"He
said an ex-girlfriend of his decided my son was his and he was gay so therefore
she had to fix him because she obviously broke him when they broke up,"
Gibbs said blandly.  He pulled out the bag of bullets he had McGee pull
from Tony's vest.  "Two into his vest." 


"There's
also a graze to his back," Ducky reminded him.  "So his vest was
a late addition.  We know he's got severely bruised or broken ribs,
Director." 


That
just got a nod.  "Okay.  Why isn't he at the hospital?" 


"This
ex is a nurse," Ducky said blandly. 


"Oh. 
Too risky then.  The local Chief assured me they had the case with their
best people.  She apparently ran him off the road and then opened
fire.  He had to abandon his car because it was so damaged.  He
managed to evade her mostly and the officers tracked them and saved him. 
They drove him over after letting him get into the emergency bag in the
trunk." 


"Makes
sense," Gibbs agreed. "Ducky's letting him borrow the couch." 


"That's
safer," he agreed.  "Keep me informed, Jethro."  He
walked off. 


"Abby!"
Gibbs yelled.  She came jogging in.  He handed over the
bullets.  "Two from Tony's vest." 


"Are
they from today?" 


"They
look new, he was wearing it when he stumbled in.  It had better be from
today." 


"Okay." 
She went to run them through the system. 


Gibbs
looked at Ducky.  "Call me first." 


"Of
course, Jethro.  Go check on your son."  Gibbs nodded and went
to warn Janice about the psychotic woman after Tony.  Ducky shook his head
at his assistant.  "Go run the film." 


"It's
in the machine, doctor." 


"Good
lad.  Thank you, Mr. Palmer.  Now, let's pull out our first body,
shall we?"  He went to do that for him.  Ducky checked on Tony
then went to scrub up and start work. 


***



Gibbs
led Tony in and put him onto the couch, making his son squeal in delight. 
"Go easy on him, Xander.  He's got booboos."  His son
stared at him.  "Sorry, forgot for a minute.  Broken ribs and
things."  The baby came over to hug Tony's arm, getting a smile and a
pat from him.  "Good boy."  He looked at Janice. 
"It's payday, isn't it?" 


"It
is," she agreed. He wrote out a check and handed it over.  "Did
you catch his ex?" 


"Yup,
about an hour ago.  She was trying to break into his place.  I'm
hoping the judge keeps her without bail." 


"That'd
be nice but the system isn't always that great, Jethro."  She took
the check and kissed him on the cheek.  "I'll see you tomorrow."



"Thanks."



"Welcome." 
She headed out, going back to her place.  She watched Xander there anymore
but she had agreed to drop him off tonight since he said Tony was in
pain.   Poor guy looked like he could use a mother himself. 


Gibbs
got to work on dinner, making his son babble at him.  He smiled at
him.  "He'll be fine.  Go get him to read to you if you
can."  Xander crawled that way again.  "Good
boy."  He checked the basement stairs, the door was still
closed.   His son had tried to crawl down them the other day. 
It hadn't made for a happy father or baby when he'd fallen down a few of them
on the way.  His son came back and tugged on his pants leg trying to
stand.  "Need a walker?"  The baby beamed at that
idea.  "We'll see if I can find one this weekend, Xander. 
What's wrong?"  Xander pointed.  "Tony?"  The
baby babbled at him and patted his leg.  He took the pan off the heat and
went to check on him.  He was sweating and the house was cool. 
"We've got to find painkillers that work on you, DiNozzo."  He
tested his forehead.  Fever.  "Crap." 


"Boss?"
Tony asked sleepily, blinking up at him.  "Why am I here?" 


"The
kid demanded.  You're staying until you're better too."  Tony
shook his head.  "Yes you are.  You're sick and now you're
running a fever." 


"She
works at Georgetown." 


"We
can hit Bethesda." 


"She
could be there." 


"Yay. 
We'll guard you."  He went to put dinner into the fridge so it
wouldn't get eaten by flies or the hellhound that he found drinking out of the
dirty dishes in the sink.  He swatted it and it disappeared.  Then he
put Xander in his backpack system and went to help Tony up.  "Come
on." 


"No."



"Quit
or you're changing the next gross diaper. I'll feed him milk for two days
first." 


"Eww."



"Then
shut up."  He walked him out to the car and got him in, then Xander
into his seat.  It was a decent night for a drive.  Not too much
traffic going their way.  He parked by the ER and got out, putting Xander
back into his backpack and then getting Tony out and dragging him inside. 
He held up his ID.  "This is my senior agent...." 


"We
know him by sight, Agent Gibbs.  What's wrong this time?  Another
concussion?" 


"An
ex who decided he needed to be eliminated.  At least one new graze, broken
ribs on his  left side, and now he's running a fever.  Even the kid
was concerned about him." 


"Love
you too, Xander, but I still hate hospitals."  The baby cooed and
petted him.  "You're a very good little boy.  Thank
you."  He looked at the nurse. "I'm fine." 


"I
heard how fine you were the last time, Agent DiNozzo.  Let me get you a
wheelchair."  She got one because Tony complained compulsively when
he was in the hospital.  He wasn't complaining, just a weak protest. 
They got him seated and back into a room.  She smiled at the baby. 
"Hi, snookums.  What's your name?" 


"Xander. 
He's Gibbs' son.  My ex thought he was mine," Tony said weakly,
laying down again.  "I'm tired." 


"I'm
sure you are.  Let me tell the doctor what he said.  Would Ducky have
official notes this time?" 


"He
did an x-ray earlier so probably," Gibbs agreed.  She nodded and went
to call Ducky first.  He sent the files over with another agent and she
went to tell the doctor what was going on and what Ducky had said. 


***



Gibbs
looked at the director two mornings later.  "They managed to keep
DiNozzo this time, sir." 


"Really? 
He usually walks out or charms his way out of the hospital.  How
long?" 


"He's
still there and it's been a full day and a half." 


"Oh,
dear.  The last time he stayed like this he had the plague." 


"Yup. 
They're saying he's exhausted, he's in a lot of pain so they're keeping him
sedated, and he's got a bone chip on his spine.  An older one." 
That got a shudder.  "So they're keeping him for a while
longer."  He handed over the forms for Tony's absence.  "I
know he said he didn't have any more sick time." 


"I'll
have them move his vacation time over if I must, Jethro.  Will he be
okay?" 


"They're
a bit worried about the bone chip.  His ribs are just painful.  My
son coos and pats him every chance he gets." 


"Your
son is a very good boy." 


"He
tries really hard," he agreed dryly.  "Every now and then
though..." 


"He's
a toddler. Of course he's going to have hellish moments.  Wait until he
learns the word 'no', Jethro," he said with a fond smile. 


"He's
still calling me Mom."  The director laughed at that.  "He
doesn't seem to want to learn new words."  He shrugged at his amused
look.  "He's happy, what can I do about it.  Anyway, what do you
want me to do about DiNozzo?" 


"Well,
there was the suggestion you could use a better nanny, one with training."



"Janice
is doing good." 


"Janice
may need to run soon.  I've had someone keep an eye on her ex.  He
made bail."  Jethro groaned.  "So Anthony would be perfect
for that and it would let her run and escape if you wanted or needed to help
her with that." 


"Understood. 
Anything else?" 


"I'd
keep him on the payroll for now," the director agreed.  "Tell
him to call me when they finally let him wake up so he can go home." 


"That'll
be a few days.  Thank you for the information, sir."  He headed
back to his desk to call his nanny. "Janice, sit.  He made
bail."  He nodded at her swearing.  "I know.  It was
suggested we could help hide you better this time," he said quietly. 
"They're saying Tony can until he finally heals.  That'll give me the
time.  Because your kids are in danger, Janice.  If he's out, is he
the sort to act vindictively?"  He had bribed a judge, of course he
was in Gibbs' mind.  "Then we'll help you hide, Janice.  I'm
sure."  He hung up and looked at Kate.  "Start finding ways
to hide her.  Her ex made bail." 


"Will
do, boss.  How's Tony?  They won't let anyone visit him." 


"They're
keeping him sedated since the painkillers aren't doing much for him." 


"At
least we know where he is and that he's safe," McGee offered. 
"They got his girlfriend late last night." 


"At
Bethesda," Gibbs agreed.  They both stared at him.  He
nodded.  "The nurses there didn't recognize her." 


"Tony
needs better taste in women," Kate decided, going back to her task of the
moment.  "She has three kids, right?" 


"Yup."



"Okay." 
She factored that into her plans. 


***



Tony
woke up, finally, and found a familiar face above him.  "Last I heard
I wasn't allowed visitors." 


"Too
bad."  She smiled at him and stroked his head.  "It's nice
how they're keeping you sedated." 


"Most
painkillers don't work on me.  When you crashed into my car you broke my
ribs." 


"Pity.
You'll want them later."  She raised something and he hit the call
button.  She laughed, trying to hit him. "I disabled that already,
Tony." 


He
hit the alarm button.  Then he went back to trying to stop her. 


A
new nurse outside looked at the flashing light on the panel. 
"There's an alarm coming from Special Agent DiNozzo's room," she told
her superior. 


"He's
in here due to an ex, we should check that.  Life support alarm or regular
alarm?" 


"Regular
alarm," she said as she headed that way.  She walked in. 
"What are you doing!" she demanded.  The woman backhanded her
and knocked her into the closet, which knocked her out. 


The
senior nurse glanced in and called security then went in to help. 
"Get off him!" she snapped, grabbing her arm and the heavy thing in
her hand.  She threw her against the wall, letting the security people
take her.  "Oh, Anthony," she sighed, watching him hold his
side.  "Did she hit you?"  He nodded. 
"Where?"  He pointed at a few places.  "Blocking her
hurt your ribs again?"  He looked at her and nodded again, his eyes
watering.  "I'm sorry, dear.  Let's see what I can do to help
you."  He pointed at the other figure on the floor.  "Elizabeth!"
she called.  She came running in.  "Get Teri."  She
drug her out of the room while she checked Tony over and got him laying down
again.  "More x- rays for you I'm afraid." 


"Love
you too.  Can I sleep now?" 


"Yes
you may.  That's a good idea."  She reconnected his IV and
restarted it.  The wench had stopped it and woke him up apparently. 
"I'll let Gibbs know when he calls to check on you at lunch.  You
rest," she soothed, stroking his forehead.  He nodded and the doctor
came jogging in.  "She had that," she said, pointing at
something on the floor, "and was trying to brain him.  He blocked her
and got hit a few more times.  I was going to send him down to
x-ray." 


"I
can agree to that."  He checked him over and wrote the orders.
"Where did she hit him?" 


"Right
shoulder and arm it mostly looks like.  His side once.  His chest
once by the bruising starting to come up.  He pointed at his right
thigh.  He was trying to protect his injured side while stopping
her." 


"It's
an instinctive reaction.  I'll call Ducky once we know."  He
summoned orderlies.  "Get his bed reconnected."  She
nodded, getting down to do that while they got Tony onto the gurney to take him
downstairs for more tests. 


***



Ducky
walked off the elevator and looked at Gibbs.  "Jethro, she managed to
get free?" 


"She
did?" he demanded. 


"She
did," he sighed, nodding.  "Anthony's not much more hurt they
think.  His ribs are in worse shape.  His other shoulder is fractured
slightly.  He's got a lot of bruises.  They found her weapon, some
sort of heavy urn looking trophy.  She took him off his IV drip so she
could wake him up.  They've resedated him and moved him to the security
ward just in case.  He's still got a private room and there's always at least
one MP or SP there you know.  There was a small mixup about whether or not
he should be in the prisoner's room but the nurse threw a holy fit when she saw
his chart.  The Shore Police on duty at the time helped her move him back
to his private room. They did say he'd be fine but it'll be a few more days and
they want to do an MRI to check the bone chip they found." 


"I'll
go see him tonight." 


"Thank
you.  I'm sure you being there would cheer him up." 


"Is
she back in custody?" Kate demanded. 


"Oh,
yes, and there was a note made that she went after the person she had been
trying to hurt yesterday.  The judge had put in an automatic restraining
order when he heard what was going on.  She'll stay in jail this
time." 


"I
can only hope so," Gibbs agreed.  "Anything else I should
know?" 


"Oh,
yes," he said with a smile.  "Janice dropped off Xander and a
note for you."  He handed it over.  "Apparently she was
warned he was heading this way and had skipped bail?" 


Gibbs
looked at it then handed it to Kate.  "Go help her."  She
nodded, going to do that with McGee's help.  He looked at Ducky. 
"Xander's in your office?" 


"Well,
no, he's having a snack with Abby at the moment.  This gives her time to
let him finish up and all that." 


"That's
fine."  He went down to the former auxiliary closet and tapped. 
Abby opened the door and handed over his messy son. "Not
hungry?"  Xander blew kisses and giggled.  "Are you
drunk?" 


"Yup,"
Abby agreed dryly.  "I called Janice.  She didn't realize her
youngest one had gotten into the airplane bottles of liquor until after she had
dropped him off.  So he's had some whiskey.   Not a lot
though." 


"Good. 
He done with you for now?" 


"For
now," she agreed with a smile.  "How's Tony?" 


"She
got out of jail and went for him again earlier. He's on the secure ward so she
can't try it again." 


"Decent.
I'll pop in to see him tonight."  She patted the baby on the
head.  "Food, Gibbs.  Soak that stuff up."  He nodded
and went to the break room machines to get his son something to eat.  They
had those cracker packs with the fake cheese and the stick to spread it. 
He liked those.  He sat down to make some for him, letting him have the
first one to gum to death.  He was still drooling. "You're teething,
aren't you?"  His son beamed at him and blew more kisses, then
giggled.  One of the secretaries came over to look at him, staring in
awe.  "Yes, it's my son, and he had help getting into some alcohol
with the nanny's youngest." 


"Oooh,
poor baby," she cooed, patting him on the head.  He pulled her
fingers down to nibble on them, making her smile.  "You're so
cute.  Tony's going to teach you to be a heartbreaker when you're older,
young man."  She got free of the slobber.  "You be a good
boy for the daddy."   She walked off, going to wash her hands. 


Gibbs
looked down.  "Quit charming the ladies, son.  She's too old for
you."  His son gave him a look while licking the cheese off his next
cracker.  "Eat it all.  It'll help the headache you'll have
later."  Ducky's assistant brought up his carrier and put it
down.  "Thank you, Mr. Palmer." 


"He's
a great little guy, Agent Gibbs.  He's so adorable."  Xander
beamed at him and stuffed some crackers into his mouth.  "If you need
a few minutes' peace let me know.  I can practice for when I have some in
a few years."  He headed back down there. 


He
looked at his son.  "You want Palmer to watch you?"  His
son rocked his seat, giggling.  "Fine, you be drunk for the moment,
son.  We'll talk later."  His son ate another cracker by shoving
it in his mouth then chewing with his mouth open.  "Don't choke. I
haven't done baby CPR in a while." 


His
son continued to rock and giggle.  It was apparently a good day for him at
least.  An hour later the director came down and grabbed the carrier,
taking him off to his office, where he'd have some quiet to sleep it off and
Gibbs could get back to work, and so could the others on the same floor who had
complained about the giggling. 


***



Tony
woke up, which he was starting to hate.  "What?" he asked the
familiar face.  "No drugs." 


"I
know they can't," the director soothed, patting him on the hand. 
"I came to see you so I asked them to wake you up for a bit." 


"Why
does my back hurt?" 


"The
bone chip shifted.  They've had to do some minor surgery to remove
it." 


Tony
groaned.  "I don't have that much vacation time left, Director."



"You
do.  At least enough for the hospital stay and a week afterwards, but
you're also going to have to have some rehabilitation on that shoulder, Agent
DiNozzo."  Tony moaned more at that.  "Which is why I'm
going to make an ongoing joke a reality for a while.  Janice's ex-husband
has gotten out on bail and immediately came after her."  Tony let out
another small moan.  "Which means that Xander has irritated everyone
in the office today with his giggling since her youngest son got into some
airplane bottles of liquor." 


"Poor
Gibbs, a baby hangover later," he said, moving the head of the bed up some
so he could look at him. A nurse looked in.  "I'm awake." 


"I
know you are.  We'll deal with that later, Mr. DiNozzo."  She
left them alone again. 


Tony
looked at him.  "Am I really sleepy or are you actually going to pay
me to be Gibbs' nanny while I heal?" 


"I
am.  He needs it.  His son needs the protection.  You need the
time to heal.  I know the boy won't cause you that much
trouble."  Tony slowly shook his head.  "It would allow me
to put you on modified duty for the month or so it'll take for you to
heal.  It'll also give him the time to find someone new for a while. 
Plus keep you with the agency since Gibbs was considering how to keep you even
if you had to use all your stored time."  He shifted to cross his
feet.  "I know a toddler would be hard to manage with a fractured
collarbone and broken ribs, but by the time you get out of here you should be
feeling next to invincible again.  Or so I'm told."  Tony smiled
a bit at that.  "Which would mean you had the time to heal and
everything would work out fine, plus I'd have Gibbs back on track again." 


"I'd
still get the normal pay?" 


"You
would." 


Tony
smiled at that. "Did the boss okay it?" 


"I
haven't told him yet. I was going to hear your suggestions first.  He'll
take it because he'll have to or I'm going to have to put him on leave until he
finds a new nanny.  The office is no place for his son." 


"I
can do that." 


"Good." 
He smiled at him.  He stood up.  "I'll let the nurses come talk
to you and tell Jethro what I've decided."  That got a nod. 
"Get better faster, DiNozzo, your team misses you." 


"Thanks,
Director." 


"Not
a problem.  Gibbs' team works better with you around.  Gibbs works
better with his son guarded by someone he trusts."  He smiled and
walked out, heading back to the office.  Once he got up there he called
Gibbs up.  "Sit, Jethro."  Jethro continued to stand. 
"Fine, be that way.  I checked with the hospital.  DiNozzo will
be out in a week."  Gibbs nodded once at that.  "He's going
to need to be off duty for at least six weeks.  He's only got two weeks of
vacation time at this point."  Gibbs groaned.  "Now, I can
put him on unpaid sabbatical but that's not really fair to him.  Or I can
fire him." 


"Director...."



He
held up a hand.  "Or he can be your nanny and I'll have him listed as
being on modified duty.  That won't be too hard on him.  Those are
your choices." 


"What
about until he gets out?" 


"Abby's
asked for a leave of absence." 


"No. 
We need her." 


"This
office is not safe for your son, Jethro."  He leaned forward. 
"Or don't you remember how your best man got the plague?"  Jethro
shuddered at that.  "Therefore one of you will have to watch your son
at home.  Since they definitely won't release Anthony for at least another
three days since they had to remove the bone chip, someone's going to have to
watch him at home." 


"I
can get his mother out tonight." 


"Are
you sure?" 


"I
am." 


That
got a nod.  "Then I won't suspend you for frivolous reasons. 
Any comments about DiNozzo being the nanny while he's on rehabilitation?" 


"No,
sir.  Thank you." 


"That
will give you enough time to find another one, Jethro.  I don't expect the
same sort of problems again." 


"Yes,
Director.  Thank you.  He agreed?" 


"He
did after I told him why and how much leave time he actually had.  Any
other questions?" 


"No,
sir.  I'll get her out here tonight."  That got a nod and Jethro
went down to his desk to call Dawn.  "It's Jethro.  I was
wondering if you wanted to come out for a visit, Dawn.  Well, technically
my nanny just left due to someone trying to kill her and take her
children.  The new one won't be in for a few days, but DC is
educational."  He smiled.  "That would work. 
Tonight?  Early tomorrow?  That'd be great.  Thank
you."  He hung up. 


"Do
we need to go pick her up, boss?" McGee asked. 


"No. 
I will.  Giles was in the background saying it'd probably be a better idea
anyway."  He looked at them.  "Tony's going to be in rehab
for at least six weeks," he announced. 


"Are
we getting a stand-in?" Kate asked.  Gibbs shook his head. 
"He's going to hate sitting at home for six weeks, Gibbs." 


"I
didn't think he had that much vacation time left," McGee offered. 


"He
doesn't," Gibbs said dryly.  "It'll barely cover the rest of his
hospital stay."  They shuddered at that.  "Plus he'll need
help doing things for the first few days so he'll be the babysitter for a while
until I can find a new one.  Solves most of the problems."  They
all smiled at that, Xander would go insane having Tony all the time. 
"He'll be out in about a week." 


"We
can check on him then," Kate decided.  "Let Dawn fuss the first
night or so.  Is he going home with you?" 


"Depends
on what the doctor says," he admitted. 


"Works
for us, boss," McGee agreed.  "He'll still be available for
consults if we need him.  He'll keep his remaining sanity.  And maybe
he'll even get your son to the level of walking." 


"Maybe,"
he agreed, grinning a bit.  "Too bad the daycare I liked is shut
down."  That got nods.  "Okay, so work on that, work around
him if you need to.  He can do some limited consulting and sending ideas
while he's changing diapers for six weeks." 


"Sure,"
they agreed, getting back to work. 


He
emailed that to Abby, getting a pout back but she understood the necessity. 


***



Tony
was let into the house and Xander came crawling out to grab his ankle and gnaw
on it.  "Hungry?" he asked, bending down with a grunt of
pain.  Gibbs picked his son up and handed him to him.  "Thanks,
boss."  He looked at the staring baby.  "Hi." 
The baby smiled at him.  "We're going to get to play for *days* this
time," he said, making the baby smile and coo, then kiss him with an
open-mouthed, slobbering kiss.  "Thanks, little man.  Come
on.  Let's go eat since you're clearly starved." 


"I
fed him an hour ago, he thinks you're more tasty than pudding," Abby said
happily, hugging him carefully.  "Hi, Tony."  She smiled at
him.  "He's going to be a good pseudo- mommy, Xander.  You be
nice to him since he's got booboos."  Xander kissed her too then
wiggled until Tony put him down onto the floor so he could crawl around some
more.   He found his father's ankle and sucked on it a bit too. 


Gibbs
looked down.  "Still teething?" 


"He's
got to cut twenty-six of them, Gibbs," she complained.  She got him a
popsicle tube, letting him have it unopened for now.  He'd open it and
it'd be his treat for using his teeth. 


Tony
sat down slowly and carefully, making the baby smile at him.  "Those
are good for sore teeth."  The baby waved it and smiled at him. 
"You gum that one.  You'll get a nice surprise when your teeth go
through the plastic." 


"He's
had that one three times now and hasn't yet," Abby admitted.  Xander
went back to chewing on the plastic tube that made his gums feel better. 
"How are you feeling, Tony?" 


"Sore."



"I
bet."  She stroked his hand and smiled at him.  "Think you
can handle him?" 


"Yup. 
We'll get along great and my apartment is actually clean at the
moment."  Gibbs gave him a look.  "I can watch him
there." 


"You
can barely bathe yourself." 


"Yes
and I live closer to help if I need it, Gibbs.  He can come stay with me during
the days.  You know I won't mind." 


"You
don't have a crib or anything, DiNozzo." 


"Not
true, boss.  I have a playpen for him to nap in if he doesn't nap on the
couch with me.  I also have the neighbor's dog if he can come over. 
Plus all the little old ladies up the hall who hate my surround sound system
but love me dearly.  We'll be fine there."  Gibbs grunted but
let it go for now.  "How was Dawn?" 


"Decent
enough.  Things are going to hell out there since her sister died,"
he said quietly, glancing at his son, who was staring at him.  "It's
all right, Xander.  Willow said she had it well in hand." 
Xander went back to gumming on the popsicle.  He looked at Tony again. 
"She needed the break.  It was good having her here.  She got to
play with him and cry on him, then she got to take him outside for walks. 
She took him to some of the museums with her and it was good for her and
him." 


"Good." 
Tony smiled at the silent baby.  "Can you say 'daddy, feed me'?" 
Xander babbled mamas and nonsense.  "Huh, not yet.  We'll have
to work on that, Xander." 


"I
still think it's cute that he calls Gibbs mommy," Abby said with a
grin.  Gibbs reached over to smack her on the head.  "Sorry,
Gibbs, but it is cute." 


"He'll
learn more words soon." 


"Ducky
was trying to teach him the last time I knew," Tony teased. 
"Maybe he'll start to sound British, boss." 


"Not
funny, DiNozzo."  Xander giggled and hugged his ankle again. 
"Fine, if you want to speak with an accent, you can do that." 
He reached down to pat him on the head.  "Want a sandwich
too?"  His son squealed and beat him with the popsicle. 
"Fine.  Abby, put him into his highchair."  He brought food
over.  "Eat."  He sat a half of one on his son's tray and
he gave him an awed look.  "Yes, yours. Gum it to death.  It's
good for you."  He ate his own, watching his son suck and gum on the
bread until he could gum it up and swallow it.  "Pudding isn't a
lunch, Abby." 


"It
made his gums feel better, Gibbs.  Chill, he's not fat." 


"I
know he's not fat.  He's always on the go.  Did we find him a
walker?" 


"We
did," Tony agreed.  "Or at least I found one online before I got
beaten." 


Abby
nodded. "I found him one and it's being cleaned up.  It's used and
had some stickers on it.  I don't think he'd mind Dora and her monkey but
this way he can put his own on.  McGee's scraping them all
off."  That got a smile.  "Kate's even getting him some
stars to put on it." 


"Where's
his ID bracelet?" Tony asked. 


"In
the bedroom. He was gnawing on it and got his first tooth stuck so we took it
off for now," Gibbs admitted. That got a nod and Tony ate another
bite.  "You sure you can handle him with broken ribs?" 


"We'll
be fine and my place has less potential for reaching or pulling him out of
somewhere.  Most of the time he's either watching a movie with me,
crawling in circles around the couch or petting the couch throw because it's
soft and slightly fuzzy."  He ate another bite.  "Plus my
place is fully babyproofed still, boss.  I'll have to move something off
the coffeetable but otherwise it's completely Xander-proof."  Which
he had learned was a higher standard than usual babyproofing.  "Plus
all my movies are there and he likes to nap to them, plus all my books. 
We'll be fine.  I need to go grocery shopping I'm sure." 


"Kate
cleaned out your fridge," Abby told him happily.  "She said you
had furry things that shouldn't be in there." 


"I
probably did," he agreed, shrugging a bit. "I haven't been home in
two weeks, Abby, and I wasn't at home and cooking much the few weeks before
that happened.  Any word on when my car will be done?" 


"It
got taken to the shop yesterday," Gibbs told him.  "Two
weeks."  Tony moaned.  "You're right though, you are closer
to cab range at your place if something happens." 


"Or
if something really bad happens, like her ex shows up, I'm closer to
backup," Tony pointed out gently. 


"I
can agree with that reasoning.  I'm sure I can talk to the older ladies up
the hall from you, ask them to keep an ear out." 


"They'll
come fuss, coo, and feed us treats, Gibbs.  Your son will get fat from all
the cookies." 


"You'll
get fat from all the cookies," Abby teased.  "Xander knows he
can't eat that many yet." 


Xander
and Tony both looked at her then laughed. 


"It's
scary how much alike they already are, Gibbs.  Are you sure I can't do it
instead?" Abby asked. 


"We
need you at the labs, Abby.  I need DiNozzo able to consult if I need him
but he needs watched while I talk with the agency again.  They wanted to
send Elisa back." 


"Nope,"
Tony said, shaking his head.  "I will sic Kate on her this
time."  That got some smiles.  "I will."  He
finished his sandwich and moved Xander's closer, making him squeal for the
attempted food theft.  The baby took another bite and glared at him while
he sucked and gummed it to death.  "If you don't eat it I'll have to,
mini-Gibbs. Eat more, grow up like daddy." 


Gibbs
looked at Abby.  "When are we weaning him off you?" 


"About
a year old.  He'll start to want cups." 


"There's
intermediary cups now, boss.  Ones with spouts that are shaped like
nipples so he gets used to how they pour." 


"That
works.  He needs new clothes too.  Dawn said most of his are
outgrown." 


"We
can take the good ones to the thrift shop," Abby said firmly. "That's
where I got most of mine for him." 


"I
know.  We can do that this weekend."  She beamed at that. 
"Then we'll get him more stuff." 


"I
probably need to replace a few shirts too, boss," Tony pointed out
dryly.  "Next week I can take him shopping, when my car is finally
done." 


"We'll
see.  He's still mostly in roaming wear and t-shirts." 


"I
know, he likes wearing our t-shirts," Tony agreed happily.  Xander
smiled at him.  "Finish up.  Then I'll read to you." 
Xander tried to stuff the rest in his mouth but his father intervened to pull
some of it out before he choked.  "Not so much," Tony teased,
poking him on the stomach.  "It'll all get in there to be gobbled up
by the belly dragon."  Xander stared at him, looking confused. 
"The belly dragon grumbles when you're hungry.  Haven't you heard
him?"  The baby grinned at that and finished the stuff his father had
pulled out his mouth.  "Good boy!"  He got the dish cloth
to wipe his face, then carried him out to the couch to lay down with the baby
on his stomach and read to him. 


Gibbs
shook his head.  "He's good." 


"He
is.  Nearly as good as you and I are together at it," Abby sighed,
shaking her head.  "He needs some of his own, Gibbs." 


"Not
this year he doesn't," he countered.  "Some day, Abby." 


"Fine,
spoil my planning on setting him up with nice girls for a change." 


"I
thought the one who hit him was a nice girl," Gibbs complained. 
"Steady job, nice personality." 


"Hmm. 
So maybe I should introduce him to someone like Meredith?  She's a bit
more wild but still nice." 


"Isn't
she the one who likes to drink blood?" he asked with a grimace. 


"Well,
yeah," she admitted with a grin, "but she's still very nice." 


"Not
that sort of girl, Abby." 


"Fine." 
She went to watch the baby be read to.  He was nearly asleep on Tony's
chest. Tony was starting to drift off too.  She took a picture once they
were both out. 


***



Gibbs
opened his email, finding a picture of Tony and his son sleeping on his couch
and the caption 'I have what's yours' underneath.  He called Tony. 
"Where are you?" 


//In
the kitchen.  Xander's doing his baby bird impersonation for more
pepperoni.  Why?// 


"I
got emailed a picture of you sleeping with him on your chest and it says they
have what's mine." 


//Abby
was flashing around a picture she took the day I got out of the hospital. 
All right, Xander.  Let me slice a smaller chunk for you.  Hold on.
It's the daddy.//  He handed down the phone for a minute, letting his baby
babble at the daddy while he sliced some more pepperoni.  He took it back.
//There.  Call Abby.// 


"You
two stay in today." 


//I
would but I promised him that we'd go walk in the park and he's been staring
outside all day, Gibbs.  I'm sure he's not coming after Xander. 
Check on Abby.  She's usually more vulnerable.// 


"I'll
do that. You stay inside until you hear from me." 


//Can
do.//   He hung up. 


Gibbs
called Abby's cell, not getting any answer.  He called the lab, he got
Palmer.  "Where's Abby?"  He listened to him gushing about
her going out for lunch and then her doctor's appointment.  "Thank
you."  He hung up and called her cell again.  Not even
voicemail.  "Abby's been taken," he announced.  "I got
a picture she took of DiNozzo and Xander the day he got out of the
hospital.  He says he has what I want."  He put it onto the main
screen.  "McGee, trace her movements today.  Kate, call her
doctor's office to check.  Palmer said she was supposed to be there at
one."  That got a nod and he emailed that they had a missing person's
case with Abby, to send anything addressed to her up to his desk. 


McGee
looked over. "She used her credit card for lunch at McDonald's. 
Looks like a salad and water, her usual, boss.  That was listed as a
half-hour ago." 


Kate
hung up. "She's not there yet, Gibbs.  They said they'd reschedule
her since I told them there was a chance she was missing."  She stood
up.  "Which McDonald's?" 


"The
one by the Mall," McGee offered. "She likes to eat out there and
watch the strange people now and then." 


"I
watch the Republicans too.  Just in case they break out in more social
cuts," Kate offered.  "Did he leave any contact
information?" 


"I'll
get the email," McGee offered, going over to Gibbs' desk to download it
and decode the IP for him.  "Looks like he's using a wireless router,
boss," he said about ten minutes later.  "I'm tracing it
now."  He put the trace up onto the main screen, then smiled.
"That's where he last logged in two minutes ago, boss." 


"Keep
that up, tell us if he moves.  Kate?"  She hurried after him. 


"Sure,
I can do that," McGee agreed, refreshing it. 


***



Tony
heard the sirens and smiled.  "Look, Xander, it's daddy off to save
Auntie Abby from the mean guy again."  Xander clapped and waved from
his stroller.  He smiled at him.  "You're such a good boy. 
When I have sons I want them to be like you."  The baby hugged
him.  "I know, mushy.  Too mushy for guy stuff.  Come on,
let's go back to our walk."  The baby belched.  "I told you
you didn't really want the pepperoni," he teased.  He let the baby
have some of his milkshake and then they went on while he finished it. 
His phone rang so he let the baby have the cup while he answered it. 
"DiNozzo."  He listened.  "We're fine, boss.  He's
having some milkshake at the moment to make up for the pepperoni
heartburn.  Because he cried when I denied it to him.  I only fed him
a small chunk of it, boss.  He's fine.  We're having a strawberry
milkshake in the park.  I knew it was, boss.  Could it be her stalker
ex?"  He grinned.  "I know I'm full of good ideas. I
haven't had to use them this week.  Sure, I'm here."  He hung up
and took the cup when Xander held it up.  "Thanks, little
man."  He winked at him.  "Come on, let's go back to Uncle
Tony's PT for the week."  They went back to walking.  This was
much nicer than a treadmill in the gym and Xander liked looking at the jogging
tight butts in shorts too.  They both stared at a few of them. 


Their
next rest break, Xander smiled at the woman next to them on the bench. 
"Momma," he said happily, raising his arms. 


"I'm
not yours, little guy," she said with a smile, patting him on the
head.  She smiled at Tony.  "Does your wife look like me?" 


"No. 
He lost his mommy.  He just thinks you're pretty and very
cuddleable."  He pulled him out of the stroller and Xander tried to
climb into her lap to hug her. 


She
laughed and gave him a hug.  "There you go, little guy.  You
obviously take after your daddy because you're so cute."  She handed
him back once the baby had gotten a good cuddle.  "He's
adorable." 


"Thank
you.  Say thank you, Xander."  He smoothed down some of his hair
while the baby babbled at her.  She grinned and walked off smiling. 
He looked at the baby.  "You have excellent tastes, Xander," he
praised quietly in his ear.  "Let's go see some more pretty
women."  He put him back into the stroller, taking him off again to
do another lap of the park.  Gibbs called back.  "DiNozzo. 
Hi, boss.  No, we're out watching the joggers go past.  Boss, would I
use your son to pick up women?" he asked.  Xander giggled at
him.  "He's fine.  Here, talk to the daddy," he said,
handing over the phone.  Xander babbled and banged it a few times before
he got it back.  "See, he's fine, boss."  They both looked
at one buxom young redhead who was bouncing down the jogging trial.  Then
as she passed.  "No, we're doing fine."  He smiled. 
"You're sitting where, boss?  Sure."  He hung up and walked
around the path, going to where they were sitting surveillance. 
"Hey, boss.  Kate."  He let her have Xander for a minute,
watching as he snuggled into her chest and yawned.  "He's been a good
boy today." 


"You
were using him to pick up women, DiNozzo.  He's not a toy." 


"I
know that, boss."  Xander got handed back to him and he smiled. 
"How are you today, baby?  Has it been a good day so far?" 
He saw a van pull up and snorted.  "It is the stalker
twerp."  He handed over the baby again and strolled over there. 
Abby had told them his picture was of Gibbs so Gibbs needed him.  "Hi. 
You have what's mine?" 


"I
do. Why should I give her back?" 


Tony
grabbed him by the head and slammed it casually into the steering wheel. 
"Quit picking on Abby," he ordered.  "Abby is mine. 
Not yours.  Mine."  He let him go when a park cop came riding
over on his horse.  "Hi.  He's kidnaping our lab tech," he
offered, pulling out his ID.  "NCIS." 


"Is
she all right?" 


Tony
walked around to let her out of the back, undoing the gag and handcuffs. 
"You okay?" 


"I'm
fine," she complained, going to get the baby to cuddle.  She came
back with him.  He was like her personal teddybear.  "He was
mean to me," she told the cop.  "He's a stalker and there's a
restraining order."  The baby cooed at the animal.  "That's
a horsey, Xander.  Wanna pet the horsey?"  She moved closer so
he could pet the horse, making the horse look at him.  "He's a good
boy.  He likes to suck on Tony's neighbor's dog's ear." 


The
cop smiled and called for backup.  "We'll take him in, miss.  Is
your boss here, Agent DiNozzo?" 


"In
the car." 


"That's
fine.  Will he want him?" 


"Hey,
boss, you want him or can they have him?" he called. 


"He
threatened a federal agent," Gibbs said as he got out and came over. 
The baby squealed and grabbed him but went back to patting the horse. 
"Yes, it's a horse, Xander.  We'll go riding some weekend soon,
son."  He patted his hair down.  "Right after you get a
trim." 


"His
hair's fine for a baby, Gibbs.  It's not like it's too long," Abby
chided, taking him back. "My comfort snuggle."  She let him pet
the horse some more.  "For all I care you can have him,
Officer.  He's mean.  He keeps stalking me." 


"Sure,
Miss.  Can I move her, son?"  The baby scowled at him. 
"I guess that's a no.  Did Gibbs teach him that, Agent DiNozzo?"



"It's
inherited, he's mine," Gibbs told him.  "DiNozzo's the nanny
right now since he's on injury leave." 


"Ah. 
At least you're not bored."  Xander squealed as the redhead walked
past them, lunging to grab her hair and hug her around the neck. 


"Son!"
Gibbs complained. 


"Xander,
it's not nice to grab the pretty women," Tony chided, taking the boy back
and getting her free.  "Sorry.  He saw you jogging earlier and
was drawn to your hair.  He loves redheads."  She smiled at that
and petted the baby on the head before walking off again.  He looked at
the kid.  "Nice try, Xander.  By the time you're sixteen we'll
have you fully trained to pounce suspects or girls." 


"Give
me back my son before you warp him," Gibbs ordered, taking him back. 
A cruiser pulled in.  "We'll stay with Abby while she makes a
statement," he told the horse officer, letting his son wiggle over so he
could pet him again. 


"The
director said you couldn't bring him back to the office, boss.  We'll go
home."  He looked at Xander.  "Wanna come pet the couch
some more?"  The baby smiled and patted the horse, getting another
look from the animal.  "Gently, like I showed you on the Homer
dog."  Xander patted more gently and the horse shook his bridle a
bit.  Xander cooed at that. 


"He's
a fine, strong boy, Agent Gibbs.  He'll make a great agent some
year."  He smiled at his counterpart.  "The driver of the
van kidnaped the young lady here.  She said she's got a restraining order
and she works with Gibbs and DiNozzo." 


"That's
Abby, our lab tech," Tony told him.  He held out his arms and the
baby lunged over, earning a smile from him and Abby.  "Nice leap.
Nearly flew for a minute."  The baby giggled and patted him then
patted down Abby's hair like people always did to his. 


"I'm
fine, Xander.  Thank you, baby."  She kissed him on the
forehead. "Such a good boy.  Let Tony take you home now.  It's
bright out today."  Xander beamed at the horse officer then Tony
walked him off to grab the stroller from beside the car.  They had to walk
across the park so they still got to ogle some bouncing butts.  Abby
glared at her attacker. "You were going to endanger the Xander!  How
could you!"  She slapped him.  "You're an evil
bastard!  I never want to see you again. Get that through your
head!"  She stomped off, going to give a statement.  Kate came
over to help her. 


Gibbs
shook his head.  "Just don't ask," he said, heading back to the
car to tell McGee they had him.  He'd have to see if a local stable would
let them go riding for a few hours some weekend soon since his son liked horses
so much.  It was the only thing he wanted to think about today. 


***



Tony
looked at the pediatrician Xander went to.  "I'm his temporary nanny,
doc.  His father's on a homicide case out of the city today." 


"I
understand how that goes," he promised, smiling at the young man. 
"What seems to be the problem?" 


"Gibbs
said a regular checkup date and to look at his right ear since it's always
being played with recently.  Also, can you check the scrape on his
back?  He decided to try to wiggle between a cabinet and the fridge the
other day.  Nearly succeeded too."   Xander smiled at
him.  "Your daddy was not happy that you came home scraped but he did
like that you were so resourceful, Xander."  Xander clapped at
that.  The doctor laughed.  "He is.  We've had to add
precautions in addition to babyproofing the houses." 


"That's
normal."  He looked the boy over, smoothing some gel over the scrapes
and looking in his ear.  "There's a bit of grunge in there..." 


"Tony
DiNozzo.  His father's senior agent," he said.  "Sorry I
thought he had put me on the chart." 


"He
did but I forgot your name." 


"It
happens."  Even though Tony wasn't so sure of that.  "We've
been putting neosporin on it but it's not healing very fast." 


"That
also happens, son."  He smiled at him.  "You know how to
rinse out his ears?" 


"I
saw it online." 


"Good.
Try that when you get home.  He'll probably fuss a bit.  Most babies
don't like it.  If it keeps up I want to see him again so we can think
about tubes but if this is only the first time it should be fine." 


"As
far as I know.  He's not at all shy of putting his head down to have his
hair washed.  He loves water." 


"Some
babies do."  He smiled and made notes on the chart.  "There
we go.  Now, let's see.  He's about nine months?"  Tony
nodded. "That means it's time for a booster."  The baby did fuss
at that.  "It won't hurt that much, son." 


"Xander,"
Tony ordered.  "Look at me."  The baby stared at him. 
"He won't hurt you.  I promise he won't hurt you."  He held
the baby, letting him cuddle while the doctor administered the shots. 
"Thanks, doc." 


"Welcome,
Mr. DiNozzo.  Now, go home and clean his ear.  The scrapes look
pretty good too.  Any other worries?" 


"Not
really.  He's having a spicy food moment.  He's been craving
pepperoni." 


"We
don't encourage that for babies that young," he cautioned. 


Tony
looked at him.  "I read somewhere recently that research said it
didn't matter with the creation of allergies.  Were they wrong?" 


"No
but it can cause heartburn." 


"We
follow it with a milkshake."  That got a smile.  "Usually
some time in the park too.  That way he can belch and the women will think
it's cute."  That got a laugh from the baby.  "I
know.  You like to stare at that one redhead.  Keeps grabbing
her." 


"Babies
are attracted to colors." 


"In
this case his daddy married three of them."  That got a knowing
look.  "Anything else you see?" 


"Try
for more baby food now and then." 


"He
only gets the special stuff one meal out of five, doc." 


"That's
fine then.  He should be just fine."  That got a smile and the
doctor left them alone. 


Tony
looked down at him.  "See?  Not so bad but we've got to clean
your ears."  He picked him up and carried him out, letting the nurse
take the co-payment his father would be paying him back for.  The doctor
called their names.  "Again?" he asked. 


"Oh,
sorry.  Wrong folder."  He went to get another one, calling that
name. 


Tony
looked at the nurse, who smiled reassuringly.  He took Xander out to the
car, hitching him into the carseat. "Pretty soon he's going to have a
memory like Ducky's mommy," he said quietly, patting him on the head once
he was in.  He walked around and climbed in, starting the rental car so he
could back out.  He called his boss on the way, the call on speaker
through his radio.  "Hey, boss.  He's fine. We went to the
doctor's and he said we need to clean his ears tonight but otherwise he's
fine.  He got his nine month booster shots.  Did you realize his
doctor's starting to get a bit forgetful?" 


"I
hadn't," he admitted.  "Badly?" 


"Had
the wrong folder so tried to call us back in immediately.  Forgot my
name." 


"So
getting there.  I'll talk with Ducky.  Anything else happen?" 


Tony
looked back at the silent baby.  "He's staring out the window but he
looks fine so far."  He checked his rearview mirror and laughed.
"Hey, boss.  Claudia's out?" 


"She
is?  McGee, is that psycho chick of Tony's out?" he called. 


"Just
last night, boss, but she's supposed to be on home arrest," was heard
faintly. 


"If
she is she's right behind me.  Let me change lanes."  He did
that and turned a corner, making the baby grunt.  "What?  Did
you want to see the person who hurt me?"  He changed streets
again.  "Still with me, boss.  She's grinning ferally too. 
Not a good sign."  Xander let out a squeal of outrage.  "I
know.  We'll do what we can.  I'm thinking we're going to go visit
the nice cops down at the thirtieth, boss." 


"I'll
meet you there." 


"I'm
fine, boss.  Take care of the homicide."  He hung up and sped up
a bit, heading to the proper precinct.  He pulled into their parking lot
and got out, nodding at one of the officers.  "She's supposedly on
house arrest," he said when she pulled in.  "She's stalking
me.  She broke my ribs when she ran me off the road a few weeks
ago."  The officer went over to ask her what was wrong while Tony
pulled out his ID and put it on more prominently. 


"He's
got my son!" she shrieked. 


"Um,
no, I have Gibbs' son," he said dryly. "Unless you're sleeping with
my boss too?"  She shrieked and went for him.  He grabbed her
hands and held her off, letting the cops have her when more came over. 
"I'm on injury leave from the last time I ran into her." 


"Whose
baby, sir?" another officer asked. 


"My
boss, Gibbs." 


That
officer shuddered.  "I've had a case with him in the past." 


Tony
smiled.  "I'm DiNozzo, his senior agent and temporary nanny." 


"Okay. 
And her?" 


"My
ex.  There's a restraining order and I heard she's supposed to be on house
arrest for running me off the road and shooting at me, then later breaking the
restraining order and trying to kill me in the hospital." 


"That's
my son!  We had him together!" she yelled as she was drug away. 
"Don't listen to him!" 


Tony
looked at him.  "No.  I'm partially sterile."  That
got some nods.  "He's Gibbs' son Xander." 


"We've
heard there was a problem with how he came to be?" the officer asked. 


Tony
groaned.  "There was a paramilitary outfit with limited Pentagon
backing out in the mother's town.  They were trying to breed the better
soldier."  That got a shudder.  "Exactly.  They took
some of his DNA from somewhere and implanted it in his mother, who was fourteen
at the time.  Her older sister was dating one of the commandos." 


"Oh,
crap.  So of course she couldn't take care of it and they found him
through the system?" 


"Social
Services.  She gets all the visitation she can ask for.  She was in
while I was in the hospital."  That got a smile.  "But I'm
the temporary nanny for that little guy in there while I'm injured." 


"Bring
him inside for now.  That way we can call NCIS officially, or CPS if
they've got it on file." 


"We
did the DNA test again," he offered.  "Ducky has a copy of all
the forms in his office." 


"That's
fine."  Tony walked around to get the boy out, grabbing his diaper
bag too.  He also locked the car once he had grabbed his cellphone.
"Let's go inside.  It's cooler." 


"Air
conditioning is always good."  He looked at Xander.  "You
all right?  You're kinda quiet today, squirt."  Xander put his
head down on Tony's shoulder, hiding his face.  "Having a shy
day?  These are nice guys.  We've worked with them
before."  He walked inside, nodding at the guys he knew. 
"Gibbs'," he said at the first opening mouth. 


"So
that's Xander," one said, coming over to smile at him, getting a shy one
back.  "You're pretty."  Xander patted him on the nose then
sucked his finger.  "He's adorable." 


"He
was just at the doctor's for boosters."  That got a knowing look from
some of the officers.  "Where to?" 


"The
boss is handling it, Agent DiNozzo." 


"Thanks." 
He walked back that way and she lunged at him.  "Come nearer and I'm
hitting you."  She backed off looking scared.  "Thank
you."  He sat down and turned the baby around.  "His daddy
is Special Agent Gibbs." 


"I
remember him quite well."  He smiled at the youngster. 
"I'm sure you've got the paperwork somewhere?" 


"Last
I knew Ducky had backup copies.  Dad's out of town on a homicide and I'm
on injury leave because of her." 


"Really?" 
He nodded, typing in his name, coming up with the complaint against her. 
"Is this Claudia Adams?" 


"By
her ID, yes, sir," one of the officers in there with them agreed. 
"Special Agent DiNozzo pulled in and got out saying that woman was following
him, she's supposed to be on house arrest from what he heard." 


He
looked that up, getting a nod. "She is.  Let's fingerprint her just
in case.  That way we can confirm her ID."  That got a nod and
they took her to do that.  "Is he all right?" 


"We
were just getting booster shots.  I'm hoping he's not having a
reaction."  Xander looked at him.  "Are you?" 
The baby cooed and patted him but yawned.  "Tired?"  The
baby settled in.  He pulled out his phone and called the doctor's
office.  "Hi, this is Tony DiNozzo, the caregiver for Xander
Gibbs.  I forgot which shots he's had and I'm updating our personal copy
of his shot records.  What did he get today?  That's him." 
He listened and nodded slowly.  "I thought that was at a
year."  He frowned.  "Anything else?  No, he's really
tired."  He frowned at that.  "Sure, thanks.  I'll
have Ducky do that.  Thank you, Nurse Pritchard.  Of course. 
Thank you." 


He
hung up and looked down at him.  "No wonder.  You got the shot
meant for the kid who was getting his cast off."  He called
Ducky.  "It's me.  Do you have the custody paperwork for
Xander?  My ex just tried to say he was hers.  Also, is a ten
milligram shot of sedative going to hurt him?  The doctor had an oops with
the meds.  He got the one meant for the kid getting his cast off. 
No, he got one wrong booster and then that.  One of the ones he's supposed
to get at a year.  That one," he agreed when Ducky mentioned
it.  "No, we're in the Thirtieth precinct, Ducky. *She* followed me
here, parked, got out, and started to scream that Xander was her
son."  Xander spit.  "He doesn't like that idea
either.  Thanks.  I'll be right there as soon as this is cleared
up.  Thanks, Ducky."  He hung up and looked at him.  "He'll
fax over the custody paperwork." 


"Thank
you, Tony."  He smiled at the boy.  "It doesn't look like
it's going to hurt him." 


"Yeah
but I wouldn't want to be that doc when Gibbs gets him."  That got a
shudder.  The officer came back.  "She come up?" 


"She
did, sir.  Also, a fax just started to come over from NCIS,
sir."  He handed over the top sheet and went to get the rest,
bringing it back.  "There you go." 


"Thank
you."  He looked it over and nodded. "This does say that Xander
is Gibbs' son." 


"Can
I ask for one of those child identification kits?" Tony asked. 
"We've got a GPS ID bracelet but I'm going to be paranoid now." 


"I
can agree with that.  I'm sure you know how to collect it," he
offered with a smile.  "Go ahead and go see Ducky."  That
got a nod and the officer got him one of the kits then they headed back to
NCIS.  "I'd hate to be that woman when Gibbs gets her the next
time," he said grimly. 


***



Tony
looked over as the director came in.  "His doctor gave him the wrong
shot and a sedative by accident," he said grimly. 


"No
ER?" 


"Not
for being sleepy.  Ducky should be able to tell if it'd hurt
him."  That got a nod.  "Then we'll got to the ER. 
The ER would need paperwork that said I had authority to treat and I don't have
it yet." 


"That's
reasonable then.  Ducky didn't have a body." 


"I
was just finished with one this morning," he admitted, looking at the
boy.  Xander was fully asleep now.  "It doesn't look like it's
going to hurt him any but do keep a careful watch on him, Anthony." 


"I've
got that automatic blood pressure cuff." 


"That
might get too tight on him." 


Tony
nodded at that.  "Then he can sit in my lap all day." 
Gibbs strolled in.  "Boss, you didn't have to come back." 


"She
back in custody?" 


"Yeah,
got out screaming he was her son." 


Gibbs
snorted. "Funny, she didn't look like Dawn." 


"I
faxed over the custody papers," Ducky promised.  "As for today,
we need to keep a careful eye on him." 


"I
was going to ask what's wrong with him.  He never sleeps with people
around." 


"The
doctor screwed up which room got which shots." 


"Charming. 
Ducky?" 


"I'll
talk with him tonight, Jethro. Perhaps his son can make sure he gets his nine
month boosters in a few weeks." 


"We'll
see."  He picked up his son to cuddle.  Xander grunted in
displeasure at having his nap disturbed.  "Sorry, son." 
His son glared at him then snuggled his head down into his father's shoulder to
go back to his nap.  One hand went into his father's hair as well. 
"Is this sedative going to hurt him?" 


"It
shouldn't," Ducky promised.  "We'll have to keep a good watch on
him, make sure he drinks a lot tonight to flush out his system." 


"Could
it trap him in his nightmares?" Tony asked.  "He's still having
some now and then. Oh, boss, sleeping in front of noise, like the movies, brings
that down.  So maybe a white noise machine might help?" 


"You
mean like the sound of rain falling?" 


"That
could be.  Or even something like a quiet CD.  I've got one that's
classical music with forest noises overlaid.  He liked that one. 
We've used it a few times and he's only had one.  Not even a severe one
that time." 


"I'll
borrow it and see if it helps him tonight."  That got a nod and a
smile.  "Anything from the body, Ducky?" 


"Not
a whole lot, Jethro.  Mostly that he was stabbed with a triangular shaped
blade." 


"Like
it had three sides, pyramid style, or like it was a dagger?" Tony asked. 


"A
pyramid style," Ducky said, smiling at him.  "If you'd take him
back I'll let him see."  Tony took Xander back, letting him cuddle
into his shoulder.  The boy sniffled.  "It's all right,
Xander.  You can have him back in a few moments then go home." 
He pulled out the body, making sure the boy couldn't see it.  "There,
that was under the blood." 


"Can
we trace that sort of blade?" 


"We
can," Ducky agreed.  "I've given pictures to Abigail so she
could.  Also the relative depth and dimensions.  We casted it for
her." 


"Thanks. 
Was that the cause of death?" 


"It
was.  He bled out.  Poor man.  Just getting over a serious
kidney infection as well.  She found some very strong antibiotics in his
system and his kidneys were swollen with puss when I got to them." 


"Eww,"
Tony offered.  "Can we track that through the area med centers and
see which base he came from for an ID?" Tony asked.  "I know
Abby was fretting at lunch she couldn't get a hit off his fingerprints." 


"We
may," Ducky agreed, smiling at him.  "Speaking of, I saw the kit
in the diaperbag.  A splendid idea, Anthony." 


"Thanks,
Ducky.  Boss, I picked up one of those child identification kits for
him.  That way we can put his fingerprints, DNA, and picture into their
database, just in case something bad happens." 


"Good
idea," he agreed.  "We'll put his ID bracelet back on
tonight."  That got a nod.  "Anything else I should know,
Ducky?" 


"Just
one thing."  He pointed at the recent tattoo.  "I'm fairly
certain it has nothing to do with his kidney infection but it should be
noted." 


"I'll
do that.  Let me check with Abby."  He stopped to stroke his
son's hair, making him shift but murmur happy noises in his sleep. 
"Go home with Uncle Tony and I'll be home in a few hours, Xander. 
You nap for now."  He looked at Tony.  "My place." 


"Boss,
I want him closer today." 


"She
knows where you live, DiNozzo." 


"She's
back in custody, boss."  He got given a look.  "Fine, I'll
stop to get him some juice on the way home.  Anything you want for dinner
since I've got to stop anyway?" 


"I'll
get my own.  Do the kit and watch over him."  He headed off with
one last pet. 


Tony
sighed and picked up the diaper bag, heading back to the car.  Xander was
strapped in without any problems and the stop was made to get the juice just as
easily.  By the time they got home, Xander was starting to wake up. 
It had been a pretty mild dose.  He fed the baby a cup of juice, making
him smile.  "Yes, it's the big boy cup, Xander.  You can drink
all you want today.  Ooh, and look what Uncle Tim and Auntie Abby got for
you," he offered, getting out the walker.  He put him into it and put
the juice in front of him.  Xander took a step.  Then he beamed at
him and rolled around the downstairs.  "And hey, can't get up the
stairs or behind the fridge anymore," he teased, going to make them a
snack.  "Drink your juice."  The baby did that while he rolled
around, letting Tony take it for a refill when their snack was done.  A
bit salty to make the baby want to drink more.  Then again the baby loved
nachos when he did them.  Gibbs came home an hour later, while they were
still nibbling.  "Show the daddy how well you wander." 
Xander babbled and rolled his way, earning a smile. 


"Good
job, son!  Nearly walking all by yourself.  Drink your
juice."  His son banged the cup a few times but did drink. 
"Good boy!"  He looked at the nachos.  "Didn't I say
to feed him real food, DiNozzo." 


"I
do usually, boss, but this'll make him want to drink more often." 


"That's
fine then."  He shook his head, stealing a chip.  His son
squealed in outrage and chased after him to get it back.  Tony handed him
one and he stuffed it in his mouth, smirking at him.  "Yup, that
one's yours.  Those are salty."  He refilled his son's cup and
got some for himself.  "What is this?" he asked after tasting
the sweet, yet acidic, taste. 


"Crangrape. 
He likes it more than apple juice.  He likes pink grapefruit juice
too." 


"You're
strange, DiNozzo."  He sipped his own juice, watching his son do the
same.  Then he smiled, making his son smile back. "Having a mimicking
day?  I don't mind."  He reached down to hug him, getting one
back.  "Good boy, Xander.  You're a very good boy." 
He let go and smiled at him.  "Will you behave for a few more hours
if I have to go back to work?" 


"Caught
a lead, boss?" 


"Not
yet but we're hoping someone will have his ID within the hour," he
admitted.  "I'm only home for dinner." 


Tony
looked at him.  "Boss, I'm not your wife.  If you're hungry,
eat.  I only cook for the kid."  Gibbs snickered at that but did
make himself something to eat while Xander got another nacho.  Tony looked
at the little boy.  "Don't worry, even if he has to go back to work,
I've got your bath tonight." 


"Momma!"
he said happily, hugging Tony then his dad.  "Puppy." 


Gibbs
laughed.  "Well, it's better than being mom." 


"At
least he's got a few good moms and puppies," Tony agreed with a shit
eating grin. 


"He
does, but I still don't like the hellhound puppy that shows up." 


"He's
protective.  He growled at Abby because she scared him, boss.  I like
that about the beast even if he does stink and eat people." 


"That
I could get to like too."  His son stared at him. 
"What?  I said when you were walking we'd talk about a small
pet.  Something that comes with a cage." 


"Puppy?"
Xander asked, sounding hopeful, rolling over to hug his father's leg. 
"Puppy?" 


His
father smiled at him.  "How about a bunny rabbit?"  His son
scowled at him.  "You're not old enough to chase after a dog
yet.  You get a dog when you're six and start school.  Your first pet
will be something with a cage that doesn't need someone to pet it all the
time."  His son pouted. 


"We'll
go to the pet store tomorrow, Xander."  Xander beamed at him for
that.  "Want another nacho?  Have daddy refill your cup." 


"If
he pees purple I'll know who to blame," Gibbs said as he refilled the cup.
His son drank and stared at him.  "That's good to drink from the cup,
Xander.  Very good.  It's an important step."  His son
smirked at him.  "I know, you knew how to do that already you just
couldn't for a few months.  You'll get back to the point where you're able
to hunt and things."  He stroked over his hair.  "When
Uncle Tony has you out tomorrow, he can get you a haircut too." 


"I
can do that," Tony agreed.  "My hairdresser should be able to
fit us both in since I need one."  He ate a nacho.  "Should
I film it?" he asked when he swallowed.  Gibbs gave him an odd
look.  "That would be his first haircut, Gibbs.  Most parents
get a bit sentimental about that.  They even keep some of his hair. 
Speaking of, I've got to yank a few strands for the identification kit." 
He went to get that and a pair of tweezers from the bathroom, coming back to
pluck a few hairs, getting a hurt and pouty look from the baby. 
"This is in case someone mean tries to take you, Xander.  So we can
find you."  The baby settled down at that.  Then he took a cheek
swab for DNA. "I'll have Abby put in a full profile, boss." 


"That's
good.  What about pictures?" 


"I'll
take a new one specifically for that after his haircut. That way we don't have
to worry about whether or not there's copies made.  Have you started his
photo album?"  Gibbs gave him another of those looks. 
"Boss, the baby book is one of those prized possessions of
childhood.  It's also ammunition when he starts to date." 
Xander gave him one of those odd looks.  "Fine, I'll let Abby make
the baby book." 


"No,
I think we can handle that one," Gibbs assured him. 


"Should
I pick up one tomorrow?" 


"Sure,
go ahead." 


"Any
particular color or style?"  Gibbs shrugged.  "Blue, white,
black, red?  Quilted, a firm number of pages or a three-ring-binder
style?" 


"Just
find something, DiNozzo." 


"Sure,
boss.  I can do that."  He looked at his charge.  "We
can pick that out after looking at the pets." 


Xander
beamed and rolled over to pat him, then smiled at his father. 
"Mama?" 


"I
agree, we can look at pets and Tony will tell me which one you liked
best," he promised, smiling at him.  "Then we'll see about
getting one this weekend."  His son rolled back to hug him
again.  "I think you could use something to love, Xander.  It's
good for a boy."  He smiled and bent down to hug him.  "You
be good for Tony tonight and I'll be home when I can.  All right? 
Let him help you if you have nightmares."  His son stared at him then
smiled. "Good boy.  Daddy loves you."  He kissed him on the
head and headed back to work since his dinner was done. 


"Come'ere,
squirt.  We'll go check the Uncle Tony's email."  Xander
followed him into the living room, stealing some of the cheese sauce from the
nachos with a wicked smirk.  "Good boy!  Being sneaky is a great
thing as long as you don't get stuck behind the fridge again."  They
settled in to deal with the email problem Tony was having.  He hadn't
checked it in days.  It was getting backed up.  "Hey, Gwen
wrote," he said happily, reading that one.  He giggled and wrote back
to her that he was on injury leave but modified duty.  He was being a
babysitter for a very cute little person.  He looked at the rest, sending
the ones from Claudia to Gibbs for him to handle.  He found another one. 
"Hmm.  Heather wrote back too," he said with a grin that was
best not shown to the kid.  He wiped it and read hers, then wrote back
that he was okay, just on modified duty as a nanny for his boss while he was
injured.  He even mentioned Claudia to her since she would baby him for
it. 


He
answered the other stuff he needed to and wrote Kate back that he needed a good
site to go over what he'd need for the baby book.  She sent back one. He
wrote back a thank you and Tony looked it over.  "Oooh, we can make
shapes and things too, Xander."  Xander rolled off to look out the
window.  "I know, it's a girl thing.  Not like your father would
and someone will need it some year to look back and see how small and cute you
are now."  Xander gave him a look and patted the window.  He got
up to look.  He even smiled at the woman on the other side. 
"I'm still armed, Elisa!  I'm calling Gibbs!"  She ran off.
"Good."  He went to do that anyway.  "Boss, me, Elisa
was just here but she ran off.  Also, I sent you the emails Claudia sent
me."  He hung up and grinned at Xander.  "We should put in
a tape. Yes we should."  The boy rolled back and patted the stack
they had picked up that morning.  "Sure, we'll watch something
new.  Hmm.  Star Wars?  Comedy?  I know.  We'll watch
a semi-chick flick comedy."  He put one in and sat down beside where
Xander was standing, turning him around so he could see the movie too.  He
got a fuss so he picked him up to put him into his lap to hold instead. 


***



Gibbs
came home at two and found his son curled up on Tony's lap sucking his thumb
with one hand inside Tony's shirt.  Tony was asleep with his head tipped
back.  He smiled and took a picture.  That was one to save.  He
snuck closer and carefully lifted his son up, getting a gun in his face. 
"It's me, DiNozzo." 


"Sorry,
boss."  He put his gun back into the holster.  "Guess we
fell asleep during Star Wars."  He yawned and stretched. 
"I'll camp down here if that's all right?" he said as he laid down. 


"Go
ahead."  He walked Xander upstairs.  He changed him and got the
baby into the pajamas laying out.  Xander woke up and blinked at
him.  "It's just me, Xander.  Go back to sleep."  His
son yawned and closed his eyes again, letting his father put him into the crib
and stroke his back.  "Sleep, son.  No nightmares
tonight."  His son flipped onto his side, earning a smile. "If
that's what you want."  He watched him sleep for a few minutes before
going to his own bed.  He heard the first sniffle but Tony beat him into
the nursery.  He smiled as he climbed into bed with his sweat shorts. 


"Boss,
he's not going to go back down," Tony said quietly from the doorway. 
"Can he have a hug?" 


"Sure." 
Tony brought his son in and he lifted a cover.  His son crawled over,
snuggling into his chest.  "You cuddle.  Did you already have a
nightmare?"  His son spit.  "That's not nice." 
His son pouted.  "It's not." 


"That
could be a light saber sound, boss.  We fell asleep during the first Star
Wars.  He had a real like for Obi and his master, cooing whenever they
were together in a scene." 


"My
son probably won't be gay.  He's got too good of taste in
women."  He looked down. "If you do, I'll deal."  His
son snuggled in again.  "You think you could go back to your own
bed?"  His son wrapped his non-sucking hand into his chest
hair.  "One of those nights, huh?  If we have to.  I've got
him, DiNozzo." 


"Sure,
boss.  I'll head back to the couch."  He went back there. 


Gibbs
looked at his son.  "Did you dream about being a jedi?" 
Xander grinned at him and said a quiet 'momma' before closing his eyes. 
Gibbs had to wince at a soft pull to his chest hair but Xander wiggled closer
and went to sleep that way.  He rolled his eyes.  "You're very
loved, son.  You don't have to be insecure."  He patted his back
and let him sleep.  He did kick off the blanket so they only had the sheet
over them.  That way he couldn't suffocate by accident.  After all,
he was still really little. 


***



Tony
watched father cradle his son while they both slept, taking a few good
pictures.  Gibbs snapped awake at the sound.  "It's eight,
boss," he said quietly.  He nodded at the small body. 
"Wake him before you get out of the bed.  He'll scream and get more
insecure if you don't." 


"I'd
have to anyway.  He's got both hands in my chest hair."  He
looked down, slowly untangling his son from his chest.  
"Xander," he whispered.  His son blinked at him and cooed. 
"Can I get up to shower?" 


"No!"



Gibbs
moaned. "You learned that word already?" 


"Puppy,"
Xander said with a shiteating grin just like Tony's. 


"Sure,
you can call me that.  I still have to take a shower.  DiNozzo, call
me in another hour late."  Tony nodded that he had done it. 
"When did you tell them?" 


"I
told Kate ten.  That way you have time to eat too.  Come on,
Xander.  We'll get you a bath once daddy's done."  Xander
scowled and clutched the chest fur again, making his father wince. 
"Ask him if you can shower with him."  He shrugged and grinned.
"If you want, boss, he loves his showers.  Watch out for his
diving." 


"I
can do that if he'll let go."  Xander's fingers got pried off his
chest hair again and he took him into the bathroom.  The damp diaper got
tossed into the trash.  "Take out the trash today, DiNozzo." 


"Sure,
boss."  He shook his head, going to pick out something for Xander to
wear today.  It was put onto the bottom of Gibbs' bed long before they got
out.  Xander was giggling and having fun with his father.  He pulled
out clothes for Gibbs too, that way he'd match.  Father and son would
coordinate very well.  Tony went down to the kitchen to start on the
baby's breakfast.  Not like he was Gibbs' wife, no matter how many
household chores he did around the place.  Gibbs came down with them both
dressed, handing over the baby.  "Hi, Xander.  Want eggies?" 
Xander squealed and grabbed some from the bowl to stuff into his mouth. 
"Let me put you into the high chair," he said with a smile.  He
got him locked in then handed over the food, grabbing his own breakfast. 
Gibbs gave him a look.  "I only cook for those I sleep with,
Gibbs.  If I'm the wife in this 'ship, I'm missing out on the perks of the
job," he said blandly. 


"Want
a kiss?" he retorted.  Xander squealed and clapped.  "I'm
only teasing him, son.  I don't do boys."  Xander pouted. 
"I know, you think he's the mommy since Abby's not feeding you
anymore." 


"He
loved his Abby meals," Tony agreed. 


"Bad
joke, DiNozzo."  He got the eggs back out to make his own breakfast,
coming over a few minutes later to sit and eat.  "I seem to have an
extra hour." 


"Pet
store?"  Xander bounced and stuffed his mouth again with his
hand.  "I think he likes that idea.  That way you can plan what
sort of cage you'll need, boss." 


"We
can do that."  He ate another bite, letting his son steal his fork to
suck the food off it. "Eat yours."  He took his back with a
smile once his son had used his hand to stuff his mouth again.  "Do
you let him eat like that all the time?" 


"Only
with scrambled eggs.  The rest he gets fed.  This way he doesn't try
to steal my breakfast too." 


"Good
plan."  Xander stole his fork again.  "Okay."  He
ate with his toast to scoop up his eggs, watching his son stare at the fork,
then stab his food a few times with an insane cackle.  He waved it around
and Tony caught a clump of egg before it hit the floor, stuffing it into the
baby's mouth.  "Like this, son," he said, taking it back. 
He stabbed some eggs and fed it to him.  Xander pouted.  "That's
how big people eat." 


"It
is," Tony agreed.  "Let me feed you this morning to show your
daddy what a big boy you are?"  Xander threw the fork and pulled the
bowl up to lick out of it like the dog did.  "That works too at your
age," he agreed.  Gibbs snickered at that.  "Hurry up,
kiddo.  We'll go to the pet store."  Xander threw his bowl and
they both looked at the very little mess.  "Done?" he asked
dryly.  Gibbs got up to get a paper towel to clean it up. "You
could've eaten the last few bites, Xander.  We would've waited." 


"He
wasn't about to."  He handed over the dish cloth, letting Tony clean
his face.  Xander hated it when he did it.  He must rub too hard or
something.  Tony got Xander down.  "You going to change?" 


"Give
me two to get stuff out of my bag."  He went out to his car to do
that, noticing the flat tires.   He came back with his bag. 
"Boss, we've got flats on my car." 


"You
can get the auto club out later," he promised.  He handed Tony the
backpack system once they were outside.  Tony put on the harness and
Xander went into the carseat for the drive to the pet store.  They got
there and Tony got to walk the boy inside.  But as soon as he saw the
animals he was struggling to get down.  "You can't walk on your own
yet, son.  Let us hold you."  They steered him to the pets that
were out in easily reached display cases.  Xander picked up a long haired
rabbit and wouldn't let it go, growling when someone tried to take it. 


"Looks
like he's got it," Tony offered.  "Xander, do you want that one
or a smaller one, one your size?" he asked, letting him look at the other
rabbits they had.  Xander let his father take the one rabbit so he could
pet a smaller one, grinning at them.  "That one?" 


Gibbs
looked at the hovering salesgirl.  "Are they good with
toddlers?" 


"They
can be but they're not often let out to run around the house."  She
took the first one back to his cage, letting him calm down.  "There's
other options."  She took that rabbit, smiling at the pout. 
"There's others, young man.  Let's go see what else we have that
you'll love.  Something you can play with and pet."  She walked
them off to show them some more playable pets. 


Xander
squealed at the miniature horse, nearly lunging to the ground so he could go
over to look.  The horse sniffed him and let him pat him on the
side.  He hugged the horse and refused to let him go. 


"Xander,
I don't think that'll fit in the house," Tony said. 


"Actually,
they are house pets," she told him.  "They're bred specially to
be that small.  She won't get any bigger.  She's just about two if I
remember right.  They're even used as helper animals by some people who're
paralyzed."  She smiled at them.  "They're very smart and
very friendly, but she's also very protective.  She's a good first
pet.  If he gets a bit rough she'll walk away from him." 


"Yeah,
but then we'd have to have hay inside," Gibbs said. 


"No,
she's yard trained, sir."  Gibbs gave her a look.  "Just
like a dog.  They're more than smart enough for that.  She's already
house broken and she's very good with children." 


Xander
cuddled the pet.  "Son," Gibbs started. "It's a big
decision.  Are you sure you wouldn't rather have a rabbit?" 
Xander turned his head away from the rabbit Gibbs found that he had been
petting.  "Please want the rabbit more?" 


"What
would she eat?" Tony asked. 


"We
feed them a specialized oat mixture. It's not much more expensive than a good
dog food."  She led them over to let them see it.  "That'll
last her about three weeks," she told them. 


"Dog
food is twenty bucks a bag?" Gibbs asked. 


"The
*good* stuff is," she assured him with a smile.  She smiled when
Xander crawled over and hugged his father's leg, pointing and squealing at the
horse. 


Gibbs
sighed, looking at Tony.  Then down at his son so he could pick him
up.  "Son, we'll talk with Ducky tonight," he said
quietly.  "If he says it won't be a problem, we'll get her this
weekend."  He could only hope Ducky said no or Xander forgot. 
His son pouted.  "Xander," he moaned. 


Tony
patted him on the back and leaned closer.  "We can't take her home
until cartoon day, Xander," he said quietly.  "We have to set
things up at home first.  We'll come back for her on cartoon
day."  Xander relented and went back to pouting at his father. 


"We
can do that," Gibbs agreed. "That way we can figure out where she'll
sleep and things."  Xander snuggled into his shoulder, making him
smile.  "When we've got things set up, Xander."  His son
nodded and hugged his neck.  "Sure, you're a good boy.  Now,
let's take you and Tony home so his car can be fixed.  Then you and he can
go shopping while I talk to Ducky.  How about that?"  The baby
gave him a small smile.  "I'll try to be home early
tonight."  Xander nodded, smiling at that.  "Good
boy."  He kissed him on the forehead and handed him back to
Tony.  "How much for her?" 


"Six
hundred."  He winced and shuddered.  "We've got a few
purebred dogs here that'll closer to a thousand, and one that's two and a
half," she offered. 


"Six
hundred is bad enough," he decided. "We'll be back Saturday if our
doctor says it's okay." 


"I
understand."  She patted Xander on the back.  "If he can't,
there's always the rabbits." 


"True." 
He nodded at her and took Tony off.  "No more taking him to the park
to pick up women and pet the big horses, DiNozzo." 


"Yes,
Gibbs." 


She
sighed.  "They're such a cute couple and their son is just
adorable!"  She went to tell her manager.  "The very cute
gay couple with the son who wanted the rabbits decided he wanted the miniature
mare instead.  They said they'd be back Saturday for her if they could
figure out some logistics and got doctor approval." 


"Good. 
She's been here for a while.  She's adorable but some work." 


"No
more than a large dog," she offered.  That got a smirk from
him.  "Really."  She went back to check on the
rabbits.  They weren't any worse for the wear after being cuddled by the
rambunctious toddler. 


***



Gibbs
walked into the morgue.  "Please tell me you have a reason why Xander
can't have the miniature horse he nearly threw his first fit over." 


Ducky
looked at him.  "Miniature horse?" 


"I
told him he could have a pet when he started to walk.  He went from
rabbits to that one. He almost refused to let her go.  She's about as big
as a sheepdog."  Ducky smiled at that.  "She's still a
horse, Ducky!" 


"Miniature
horses have been used as service animals, Jethro.  They're very good and
long lived pets.  A rabbit would die within a few years.  As far as I
know a beast like that one would be around for at least ten."  Gibbs
gave him a horrified look.  "I know, goldfish are better but the
traumas of death should not be given to any child, especially not your
son.  Unless we want to prompt thoughts he shouldn't have?" 


"No,
I don't want that," he sighed. "What happens if I get
transferred?" 


"Then
you move the beast as well," Ducky reminded him. 


"Please
stick up for me," he requested.  "Tell Xander he can't have it? 
Please, Ducky?" 


"Jethro,
he's your son," he said, patting him on the shoulder. "Pitiful
sniffles, pout, and all. It could be a much worse pet." 


"Yeah,
it could be the hellhound that keeps showing up," he said dryly. 
"Ducky?" 


"No,
Jethro.  It would be your pet as well." 


"I
don't need a pet." 


"Your
son will not like you if you take your word back, Jethro." 


"Point. 
I don't want to be a bastard like my father was." 


"Then
I'd cut down my work hours and find someone to take Anthony's
place."  Gibbs looked sheepish at that.  "Soon,
Jethro.  He'll have to come back to work sometime soon."  He
went to look at the bodies he had.  "Now, what shall you tell us
today, young man?" he asked as he pulled one out. 


Jethro
went upstairs to consider that.  He did need to find a new nanny for his
son.  DiNozzo would need to come back to work in a few weeks.  He
hoped he could find someone as good as Janice was.  He called the agency
to talk to them and to tell them that Elisa was still harassing them.  He
looked in his email, finding a letter from her.  He hung up and called
their legal department instead.  Someone had to stop her and Tony's
stalker as well.  Before something worse happened to his son. 


***



Tony
looked at Gibbs when he walked in. "We're going to have a small
issue.  My PT wants me without Xander next week." 


"Why?"



"Because
he said I'm not focusing."  He shrugged and looked at the kid, who
was still pouting.  "He thinks the horse can live in his room." 


"I'm
not sure she could do the stairs," Gibbs admitted.  He sat down to
look at his son and his senior agent.  "The agency can't find anyone
else and they've told the other agencies in town what went on." 


"That
you helped Janice?" 


"That
we did deep background checks and Elisa is stalking us now for ruining her
career for a prior drug bust." 


"There's
always hiring a private nanny, boss." 


"There
is," he agreed.  "They'd be more expensive and not bonded,
DiNozzo.  I don't want to leave him with just anybody and I can't leave
him that long at a daycare." 


"Sounds
like you've got problems, boss.  I'll ask some of my ladies, see if they
know someone good."  That got a nod.  "I'll send out the
email tonight when I get home." 


Gibbs
looked at him.  "I don't meant to leave you with him all the time,
DiNozzo." 


"I
remember how cases go, boss.  It hasn't been that long since I was
there." 


"I
know that."  He looked at him.  "How long before he
releases you?" 


"He
said I'm doing poorly at it because I can't focus." 


"Which
is going to cause another conflict," Gibbs agreed.  "You can't
focus while he's crawling around there." 


"Or
here.  He's been coming to my place or out here." 


"How
did you work that out?" 


"I
claimed Xander was mine and that I couldn't leave him." 


"Oh. 
I didn't mean to make you the mommy." 


"Momma,"
Xander said, pointing at Gibbs.  "Puppy," he said, grinning at
Tony. 


"That
and he wants her to be named Puppy, Mom." 


 Gibbs
snorted.  "Xander, I'm the daddy."  Xander looked
confused.  "Daddy." 


"Mommy."



"Fine. 
You can call me mommy if you have to.  Until you learn how to say
daddy." 


"I
caught him calling the fridge that earlier," Tony offered with a smug
look. 


Gibbs
just shook his head and got comfortable.  "So, Puppy, what's for
dinner?" 


"I
told you, unless we're married, at which point I'm missing out on some of the
perks, I'm only cooking for the kid, boss." 


"Is
that an offer?" 


Tony
looked at him.  "Depends, boss, you willing to go on your back at
least twice a week?" he shot back. 


"Not
really." 


"Then
no." 


Xander
scowled at them both.  "Momma," he said angrily. 


"It's
all right, son, we're picking on each other," Gibbs promised, patting his
head.  "You didn't get him a haircut?" 


"We've
got to do that tomorrow.  It took them until three to get here to change
the tires for me." 


"Sorry."



"I'm
not.  I filed a police report."  He gave him a look. 
"Elisa is in trouble when they find her, boss.  I gave them every
time we've seen her." 


"Good. 
That works for me.  Maybe they'll make her stop."  He leaned on
the table.  "What did you two have for dinner?" 


"I'm
going to have Mexican tonight and he's had spagehtti-ohs." 


"That
works.  Not too much of a mess either."  Tony pointed up so he
looked, snorting at the few drops of sauce up there.  "That can be
cleaned too," he agreed.  Tony smirked at that.  "Anything
else I should know?" 


"He's
been a good boy all day."  He kissed Xander on the head. 
"There you go.  Back to daddy."  He shifted the high chair
over, letting Daddy be within better reach.  Xander scowled at him. 
"What?  I'm going to go home, Xander.  Remember, I don't live
here.  Only you and your father live here."  He gave him a kiss
on the head and headed for the door.  Xander burst out crying so he came
back to hug him, whispering that he'd be back in the morning.  Xander
finally settled down so he handed him back to his father and headed out again. 


Gibbs
looked at him. "Xander, he's not the mommy.  I couldn't live with him
for real, son.  Besides, he probably has a date."  Xander scowled
at him.  "He'll be back in the morning, Xander."  Xander
settled in to pout, wiggling to be put down.  He got put into his walker
and headed to stare out the front window while his father made himself
dinner.  Gibbs brought it out to watch his son.  It was going to be
hard breaking him to a new nanny.  At least his son had good tastes in who
he fixated on.  First Abby and now Tony.  He ate another bite and his
son looked at him.  "Want some?  It's turkey."  His son
rolled over with his mouth open.  "Good boy.  He'll be back in
the morning, when you get up and I go to work."  His son rolled back
to the window while he chewed.  Then he came back to grab some of the cake
from his tv dinner and walked off licking it off his fingers.  Gibbs
snorted.  "You didn't need that.  You got spoiled all day I'm
sure."  His son continued to lick his fingers and stare, waiting for
Tony.  He finally started to get tired and knew his son was. 
"Come on, bedtime, Xander."  Xander started to fuss and throw a
fit.  "Hey!" 


He
picked him up, staring at him.  "The more you sleep the faster he'll
be back.  So let's take a bath and go to bed."  Xander kicked at
him and started to cry again.  He sighed and walked him off to do it
anyway.  He'd settle down.  Though not even a bottle sleeping with
him helped.  Xander ended up crying himself out and falling asleep that
way.  "What am I going to do about this?" he whispered, cuddling
his son.  He took off his t-shirt because Xander wasn't being cooperative. 
The chest hair got grabbed and yanked.  "Fine, I probably deserved
that.  I'm sure DiNozzo knew this was going to happen and that's why he
broke it now."  He watched his son sigh and settle in against his
chest, making sucking faces.  "No, I'm not Abby.  She doesn't
have chest hair.  At least I hope she doesn't."  His son fell
fully asleep and Jethro couldn't get him free of his hair.  The foot
trying to go down his shorts he could combat, the clutching hand in his chest
hair he couldn't.  So they ended up together again that night too. 
But he only had the three nightmares. 


It
was definitely time for some decisions to be made. 


***



Tony
walked in the next morning and found them both asleep.  He shook his
head.  "Boss, it's seven," he called.  Gibbs hopped up but
yelped.  "Guess Xander's in bed with him," he said dryly,
heading up to help.  Xander blinked at him.  "See, I told you
I'd be back this morning."  He lifted his arms and Tony gave him a
hug. "There you go.  Now let's change the smelly diaper so daddy can
shower and shave."  He walked him to the nursery to do that, then
downstairs to pour him some cheerios.  Gibbs came down ten minutes later
and took the box.  "How was he?" 


"Three
nightmares.  He ended up crying himself to sleep last night because you
went home." 


"I've
noticed that." 


"Figured
you did."  He looked at him.  "How do we break him of
you?" 


"Get
the new nanny before I have to go back. That way we can both be here for a
while.  He'll get used to seeing her and then I can wean myself off."



"Not
a bad idea.  I'm going to call the agency the FBI recommends today. 
Maybe we'll be able to find someone decent."  Tony nodded at
that.  "What were you two doing today?" 


"Scrapbook
hunting, his haircut.  Probably another walk in the park." 


"That's
fine.  Try to keep him away from the horses if you can."  Xander
spit at him.  He shook his head.  "I'm not sure it's safe for
someone your size, Xander." 


"There's
an owner's group somewhere around here, boss.  I found them online." 


"Not
a bad idea," he agreed.  He finished his breakfast and looked at his
son.  "Will you behave for Tony today?  Unless we get a case
I'll be home on time." 


"Sure."



Gibbs
patted his son on the head, giving him a hug when he held his arms up. 
"It's all right, son, we'll figure this out."  He smiled and
headed off, going to do the paperwork on the last case.  If they were
lucky they wouldn't have another one before they were done. 


Tony
looked at Xander.  "I told you I'd be back.  Remember, I live at
my place.  Which isn't such a bad idea," he decided.  "We
can go to my place later on," he said, making Xander smile. 
"Good boy!  Eat."  Xander stuffed another few hard o's in
his mouth to crunch and gum up.  "Excellent job!"  The boy
beamed at him. 


***



Gibbs
knocked on Tony's door, opening it at the tired sounding grunt.  He found
his son staring at the door.  "You're crawling?" 


"Your
son was a holy terror in the park.  They were having a meeting with some
of the horse cops.  I turned my back for one minute to get something out
of the diaper bag and he managed to get off the bench we're sitting on and
crawls over to pet the horses." 


"He
okay?" 


"He's
fine.  One of the officers recognized him and picked him up to let him pat
and ride the horsey."  Xander squealed.  "That noise was
how I found him.  They were understanding, said it happened to all parents
and nannies at least once." 


Gibbs
looked at him.  "He's stubborn." 


"I
wonder why," Tony said flatly, glaring at him.  "Quit passing
that trait on, boss, he's got a deep enough well." 


"Fine. 
You okay?" 


"Migraine."



"Why?"



"My
mother called and heard him.  She said being a nanny was better than being
a cop but it still wasn't fit for the family and hung up." 


"Sorry."



"Not
your fault I was raised by wolves.  Take your son home." 


"Sure. 
Come on, son, let's let Tony nap."  His son scowled and crawled over
to climb up Tony and sit on his legs.  "No, he's got to nap. 
He's got a headache."  He picked him up to look at him. "I
promise you'll see him tomorrow." 


"Only
if this clears, boss." 


"It
should." 


"It
didn't the last time." 


"I
thought that was a hangover." 


"No,
that's what you wanted to believe it was, boss," he said tiredly. 
"It's pretty rare I get that drunk."  He flipped onto his
side.  "I'll see you when I can tolerate noise and light,
Xander.  Go home with the daddy.  Make him give you a real bath since
you smell like a horse."  Xander pouted at him.  Tony opened his
eyes a bit more.  "I'm fine.  It's a headache.  My head
hurts."  He patted the top of his head.   "Let me nap
and I'll be back as soon as I can."  Gibbs grabbed the diaperbag and
walked out with his still-pouting son.  Tony sank back into the cushions
and decided that beheading wasn't that bad of an option after all. 


***



Gibbs
checked his watch then called Tony again.  No answer.  He sighed and
looked at his son.  He tried his other number, getting his
voicemail.  "Crap.  DiNozzo, call me," he ordered. He
called Abby.  "Have you heard from DiNozzo?  He had a migraine
when I left last night.  I thought I was his medical contact." 
He nodded.  "Is he still in the hospital?"  He
shuddered.  "Sure, we'll do that.  Thanks.  Tell Kate
what's going on."  He hung up and looked at his son.  "What
did you two eat yesterday?  He was throwing up blood."  He
called the Director. "It's me....  Oh, you heard already.  I'll
have to stay home, Director.  You said I couldn't bring him in.  I
can do that.  Thanks."  He hung up and took his son to change his
clothes, grabbing his carrier and diaper bag.  Then he headed into the
office.  McGee smiled and took the baby to hold. "He's not allowed to
roam in here." 


"Sure,
boss."  He settled him on his lap, letting the baby help him
type.  "Where's Tony?" 


"Apparently
his migraine somehow turned into throwing up blood and he went to the ER. 
They kept him overnight for observation." 


"Ow. 
Will he be okay?" 


"I'm
going to call and check now."  He found the number for the hospital
and called.  "This is Special Agent Gibbs.... thank you." 
The only good thing about having Tony in Bethesda, they knew the whole team
there.  "This is he."  He listened to the nurse. 
"So he'll be fine?  Any idea what caused it?  Because he's been
watching my son.  Okay.  Thanks, nurse.  We can be
there....  Why not?  Still has the migraine?  Sure.  I can
come visit him later.  Thank you."  He hung up. 
"He'll be fine in a few days." 


"Boss,
I know they're diverting cases around us today," McGee said. 


"It's
Thursday.  I'll figure something out." 


"We
have weekend call, boss." 


Gibbs
moaned and nodded. "I forgot.  Come up with a good reason why he
can't have a miniature horse?" 


"I
talked with some of the women in the owner's group and they said that they're
very protective but he should probably be walking before you get one. 
Otherwise the horse might step on him by accident."  He looked at the
boy.  "You don't want stepped on, it'd be like the daddy stepping on
you."  The boy pouted. 


"So
we'll have to wait a few months on the horse," Gibbs told him, staring him
down.  That special switch of Xander's that brought back the old memories
and personality flipped - you could see it in his eyes. "It's dangerous to
have something so large in the house while you're still crawling, Xander. 
So once you're walking we'll see about your birthday."  The boy
pouted.  "You can still have a bunny rabbit until then
though."  That got a shy smile.  He grinned back. 
"Now, we'll see if you can see Tony tonight since they won't release him
with how sick he is at the moment."  Xander pouted again. 
"Not his fault his stomach decided to rupture because his migraine made
him puke." 


"Momma!"
Xander said firmly, scowling at him. 


"If
I can sneak you in I will," he promised.  That made him pout
less.  "For now, wanna come sit and watch me type?  I'm sure
McGee has things he should be doing." 


"He's
helping me write my report, boss."  Kate came in. 
"Traffic?" 


"Slashed
tires."  She looked at Gibbs.  "Your almost nanny is
annoying."  She sat down behind her desk and heard the quiet
babbling, looking over.  "What are you doing here?" 


"DiNozzo's
in the hospital.  His migraine last night caused him to vomit blood."



"Charming. 
How long is he going to be off?" 


"They
think he can be out tomorrow."  She looked at him.  "We're
not sure yet.  They're trying to break the migraine now." 


"Wonderful." 
She grimaced but got to work.  "Any luck finding a nanny?" 


"I'm
emailing the agency I got recommended to now," he sighed, turning to do
that.  He also included what he did, what Elisa was doing, and that he had
his injured agent playing nanny at the moment. He got back one fairly quickly
that they'd see him later today at two sharp.  He sent back an agreement
and looked at his son.  "Pretty soon you'll have a real nanny." 
Xander started to fuss.  "Oh, quit.  You'll still see DiNozzo
all the time, kiddo."  Tim got him calmed down by rocking and patting
him on the back, whispering in his ear that Tony would still be there, just as
an uncle, not as his nanny.  "We had that talk the other night
too.  He didn't want to let him go home." 


"If
you two start dating I don't want details," Kate said. 


"Not
funny, Agent Todd." 


"Truth,
Gibbs.  The truth."  Xander scowled at her.  "I
don't.  I don't need details of them dating to give you two
parents."  His scowl got worse and she frowned back.  The baby
spit at her and glared at his father instead. 


"Behave,
son, or you'll have to sit in the carrier with a juice box."  His son
made begging noises and opened his mouth so he dug one out, looking at the
little box and straw.  He found the hole and unwrapped the straw. 


"Watch
out for squirting, boss," McGee warned.  Gibbs moved it off his desk
and punctured the small foil circle.  A bit went up the straw but not
out.  He walked it over to his son, who was sat down next to McGee's desk
so he could drink it.  "No wandering off."  He went back to
his own seat and got to work on his own reports. 


Xander
stared and listened, then went to look out the windows.  His father
watched him the whole way because he was paranoid but there was stuff going on
down there.  He heard a phone ring and his father walked behind him and up
some stairs, making him watch that for a moment, but he knew he wasn't being
abandoned.  Not with the auntie and the uncle in the room with him. 
So he went back to watching all the people in uniform and all the
vehicles.  He looked over when the elevator dinged, smiling at the
doggy.  He put down his juice box and lunged to hug him when he came closer,
patting and cooing at him. 


"Sergeant,
freeze," Kate ordered.  "Freeze the dog too."  He
looked down and looked amused.  "Sorry, his nanny's sick. 
That's Gibbs' son.  He likes furry things." 


"At
that age most of them do, ma'am."  He squatted down. "His name's
Doomer, son.  Can you say that?" 


"Puppy!"
he said with a bright grin, patting his dog.  The dog licked him on the
head and he squealed licking his cheek back.  The dog settled in to lick
the boy's hair for him.  They all heard the groan from the stairs. 


"Xander,
let the doggy do his rounds," he ordered.  "Sorry,
Sergeant." 


"Not
a problem, sir.  If he was older he'd have asked."  Gibbs
nodded, picking up his son, who pointed and babbled.  "Maybe you can
watch him play fetch later, Xander."  He patted him on the
head.  "He was very careful, sir." 


"Thanks. 
Have a good patrol."  That got a nod and they walked on, Xander
waving at the doggy.  "Maybe you'll be a vet when you grow
up."  He grabbed the juice box to toss out since it was empty and
took his son to get cleaned up. 


McGee
put up his camera and looked at Kate.  "He's very fast." 


Gibbs
came back.  "I want copies of any pictures of that.  DiNozzo's
doing an album for him."  He sat his son in his carseat and have him
a toy, which got thrown.  "No, play with it  it."  He
handed him the squishy book and his son gave him an expectant look. 
"What?" 


"Read
to him, boss," Kate sighed.  "I'm sure both maternal ones
have." 


"It's
just pictures."  He did pick his son back up with his book. 
"Hmm.  Train.  Have you went on a train?"  Xander
beamed at him. 


"Tony
took him on a subway to go to the train down by the museums," McGee
offered. 


"He
did?" 


"Last
week, boss," he agreed.  "I found them out on lunch when I was
getting orders.  He told me." 


"Wow,
Tony does a lot with you," he said, making his son smile.  "If
he didn't have to work here I'd let him do this forever.  Or at least
until you didn't need him anymore."  He pointed at the other
page.  "Cat?  Have you seen a cat?"  Xander looked up
at him. "You've seen the stray cat that likes to meow at the back
door.  The gray tabby that snuck in that once."  Xander smiled
at that, patting the book. "Yup, she's one of those."  He turned
to the other set of pages.  "Hmm.  Boy.  You're a
boy."  He poked him on the stomach.  "You're being a good
boy even if you did pet the guard dog."  His son grinned. "I
know, you like furry things."  He pointed at the other one. 
"That's a girl.  Like Kate's a girl and Abby's a girl." 
Xander looked at Kate, who nodded. 


"I
am a girl," she agreed. "Otherwise this whole team would've had
testosterone poisoning years ago," she finished dryly.  Xander
squealed and wiggled so he put him down, watching him crawl over to Kate so he
could hug her leg.   "Hi, Xander.  Go back to your seat or
the windows.  I've got to write a report."  He pouted up at her
and she sighed, giving him a hug.  "There, a hug from a girl. 
Go look outside," she said, pointing at the windows.  The boy went to
do some more looking.  She shook her head.  "There, I've had my dose
of why I take birth control for the month." 


Gibbs
gave her a look.  "He could be a lot worse." 


"I
know, a few friend's kids are holy terrors at that age.  He's a very well
behaved youngster, Gibbs.  Doesn't mean I like them." 


"That's
your right," McGee assured her.  "That's why you'll get to hold
Abby's hand in labor and delivery since she said she'd be too embarrassed to
let whoever did that ever look at her again." 


"Is
she pregnant?" Kate demanded. 


"Not
yet but she was thinking about doing it sooner instead of later." 


"No. 
No no no!  No more babies."  She glared at Gibbs. 
"This is your fault." 


"Hey,
she fed him before I knew about it," he defended. 


"You
still had to have a son." 


"Not
like I planned him," he noted dryly.  She still scowled and stomped
off for a break.  "McGee, raid Tony's chocolate stash for her
please?" he asked quietly.  Tim did that with a grin, putting a candy
bar onto her desk then hurrying back to his.  They both got back to work
on their reports, only glancing at the baby now and then to make sure he was
still watching outside.  It could be better than tv now and then. 


***



Ducky
looked down when he felt something grab his ankle, smiling at the baby. 
"How did you get down here, Xander?"  He stepped away from the
body.  "I'd pick you up but I'm rather a mess.  Mr. Palmer,
you're still clean, please pick the lad up?  But keep him away from the
body."  His assistant smiled and did that, letting him kiss him on
the cheek.  "There you go.  Is your father around?  You
shouldn't be wandering through the building, lad."  Jethro stomped
in.  "I wondered how long it would take for you to come get
him." 


"He
made it onto the elevator with Kate when she went for lunch.  She didn't
notice him sitting in the corner.  So he went down to the lobby and they
simply put him back into the elevator and hit the button when his ID bracelet
set off the metal detector.  It came here first because someone got on the
next floor up." 


"He's
no worse for the wear," Ducky soothed.  "Though lunch may be in
order." 


"We're
going late; then we're going to talk to the nanny agency." 


"Ah,
well, I suppose that's for the best so Anthony can come back to work once he's
finished his therapy."  He smiled at Xander. "I hope they find
you someone as nice as Janice was, young man.  Now, out of my
morgue.   You are much too young to talk to the dead." 
Xander let himself be carried out, waving at them with a smile. They both waved
back.  "He's quite charming.  Even charmed Mother.  She
thinks he's mine for some reason." 


Palmer
looked at him.  "She probably wants grandchildren, Doctor
Mallard.  I know every now and then my mother's hinting about it already
too." 


"Yes,
most parents do hint," he agreed, getting back to work. "She has six
though, I don't know why she wants more.  They used to aggravate her to no
end when they came for visits."  His assistant gaped at that and he
smiled.  "That sort of thing does happen.  They do still visit
now and then.  Just not as frequently since they're all older now and
starting on their own lives." 


"I
didn't know you had been married, Doctor Mallard." 


"I
was, twice, Mr. Palmer, plus I do have a few siblings you know." 


"I
didn't."  He smiled and came back to help. 


***



Jethro
looked at the agency's social worker, then down at his currently behaving
son.  "I'm sure you've had time to do a background on me, or go find
gossip at the very least." 


"I've
done both," she agreed with a small smile.  "Who's doing his
care now?" 


"My
senior agent, DiNozzo.  He's out on injury leave.  Today he's in the
hospital for a migraine that made him vomit blood." 


"Oh,
I'm sorry." 


"He's
been throwing a few fits when DiNozzo goes home for the night.  He thinks
that they can overlap the last few days and wean the baby off him." 


"That's
usually the easiest way," she agreed.  "Now, I did hear that
you've filed charges against one of your other ones?" 


"She
was my first choice so I let my team do a deeper background since my son hated
her on sight and contact."  That got a nod.  "Hated to let
her near him.  Threw fits.  They found a drug possession charge as a
minor and we decided to use someone else.  She's been stalking my team for
it." 


"Oh,
I see.  Your last nanny?" 


"Her
ex-husband had stolen her children.  She finally got them back when he was
arrested for drugs down in Miami.  We worked it out after she got them
back, he went to her house instead and played with her kids, but then her ex
got out of jail and came after her.  We helped put her into protective and
hidden custody." 


"That's
very good of you.  Now, what sort of hours do you work?" 


"Depends
on the case," he admitted.  "I've been cutting back on the times
I spend overnight in the office." 


"Excellent. 
So we'd need someone with a fairly open schedule?"  He nodded. 
"Any pets?" 


"I
promised him a rabbit.  He wanted a miniature horse and I said we'd see
for his first birthday to ease that pout and fit.  Earlier today he
pounced a guard dog doing rounds at the office to pet and cuddle." 
She smiled at that.  "He loves furry things." 


"Then
maybe he'll be a veterinarian." 


"I'd
like that," Gibbs agreed.  "I just want someone nice,
responsible, and who isn't Mary Poppins.  He's my son, he'd hate anyone
that cheerful."  His son looked up at him then used his leg to
stand.  "You would."  He picked him up, letting him look at
the lady.  "She's going to help us find someone to help
Tony."  Xander beamed at her for that. 


She
smiled back.  "He's certainly a very nice young man, Mr. Gibbs. 
Now, let's see who I have open at this moment."   She tapped
some things into her computer's search engine, frowning a bit. 
"Well, we have one open but she's fairly new." 


"I'd
rather have someone experienced," he agreed. "Xander's already gotten
stuck behind the fridge once this week." 


She
looked at him.  "How many times all together?" 


"Four,
five." 


She
nodded. "My second daughter did the same."  She paged
down.  "Most of the rest of ours are taken already." 


"Do
any of them watch them at their home?  I could go for that," Gibbs
offered. 


"No. 
Ours is a home-based service, but it's your home."  She looked at
him.  "Let me make some inquiries.  I did have one that just
left recently to get married.  I'll see if she wants to come back. 
She had some of the best luck with youngsters around his age."  He
nodded at that.  "If not, would you like to meet with the other
one?  I could have her come out to interview tonight?" 


"That'd
be great," he agreed, shaking her hand.  He gathered up the few toys
Xander had unpacked, looking at him.  "Did we have that blue
truck?" 


"Probably
but if not we've had toys borrowed in the past," she assured him. 
Jethro smiled and packed it as well since his son snatched it to chew on it. 
"He's a charming young man." 


"Ducky
says the same thing. Especially since he made it into the morgue somehow
earlier today."  That got another smile and a nod. "Thank
you."  He shook her hand and let Xander pat her on the head before
taking him back to work.  Via Bethesda.  They found Tony on his bed
with a mask over his eyes.  "Being kidnaped?" 


"No,
this hurts worse than being clubbed in the head," he admitted.  He
sounded tired.  "If I wasn't in this much pain, I'd
sleep."  He lifted the mask when he felt the little body crawling up
his legs. "Hi, Xander."  Xander squealed and hugged his
chest.  "Awww.  Did you miss me today?   I missed our
walk today too."  He stroked over the baby's back.  "Any
luck?" 


"A
bit.  Maybe.  We'll interview tonight." 


Tony
nodded.  "Sounds good, boss."  He smiled at the baby. 
"We'll get you used to her over the weekend, then on Tuesday I'll spend a
few hours away during PT, then come back to make sure she handled you
correctly, then slowly disappear for longer and longer until I finally make it
back to work and only come over for dinner." 


"If
that works I'm all for it," Gibbs promised, sitting on the foot of the
bed. "They can't stop this one?" 


"No. 
They've tried but it's too noisy in here too."  He smiled at the
baby.  "If they knocked me out I could sleep and then it'd probably
be over with." 


"I'd
hit you if it'd help," he offered dryly. 


"I'm
about ready to take you up on that offer, boss."  The nurse came
in.  "Will the doctor sedate me now?" 


"He
will."  She smiled at the baby. "Did you miss your second
daddy?" 


"I'm
the nanny," Tony said dryly. 


"Uh-huh. 
To him you're another daddy."  She injected something into his
IV.  "There, that should take effect soon, Tony.  Need to use
the head?" 


"No,
I'm good," he promised, wiggling to get more comfortable, which made the
baby stare at him. "I'm going to nap soon, Xander. You've got to be good
for daddy today." 


"He
lunged over to hug a guard dog doing rounds in the office," Gibbs said
dryly.  "Doomer was very nice and licked his head for
him."  Tony gave a weak smile at that.  "Get kisses,
kiddo.  They're going to make Tony nap for a while.  It's time for
yours too."  Xander crawled up further to hug and kiss him then
smiled sweetly at the nurse. 


"You're
so cute.  Is he teaching you to flirt?" she teased, giving him a pat
on the head.  "Go with daddy for now."  Xander gave Tony
another pat and hug then crawled back to daddy so they could go. 
"He's adorable." 


"He
is.  If I ever have kids, I want that one," Tony agreed quietly,
nearly asleep.  "Likes to help me flirt in the park too.  Has
good taste."  She laughed and helped him adjust his bed, then left so
he could sleep.  He yawned.  "Maybe I should dream of
them.  It'll make the headache go away faster."  He fell asleep
thinking about a carousel of women that he could ride on the backs of. 
That was the downside of sedatives.  They gave him odd dreams. 


***



Tony
grabbed his phone his first day back.  It had been three hours and it was
good to be back in work clothes and doing work things, even if he was still
weeding through his email.  "DiNozzo."  He listened. 
"Captain..."  He groaned.  "Where is he?" 
He nodded.  "His caretaker?"  He tapped his fingers a few
times.  "I'll be right there with his father.  Thank
you."  He hung up and looked around.  "GIBBS!" he
bellowed.  He came out of the bathroom looking amused at that method of
summons.  "Your nanny left your son alone in the house. A jogger
heard him screaming and went to check. Found him alone.  The local station
called me because I told them to if there were problems." 


"Let's
go."  They grabbed their stuff and went to pick him up.  It was
a long enough ride that they both calmed down but not that long.  Gibbs
grabbed his son from the front desk, holding him.  "The nanny?" 


"Not
a clue, Agent Gibbs." 


"She'd
better have been kidnaped or it had better have been an emergency," he
vowed. "Who found him?" 


"We
did but the Captain wanted you." 


"Sure." 
They walked that way and he pulled out the agency's card, handing it
over.  "We got her from there.  They came highly recommended by
the FBI.  She's new, this was her first assignment." 


"She
did okay when we weaned him off me and onto her," Tony offered. "How
long was he there alone?" 


"Probably
not too long," he admitted.  "Long enough that he panicked and
started to scream.  He also got into the phone and started hitting
numbers.  We hung it up when we went in.  Do you know her
name?"  Gibbs wrote it down.  "Thank you, Agent
Gibbs.  At least it wasn't a tragedy." 


"It
will be if I get my hands on her before you do," he vowed. 


Tony
took the baby, getting snuggled into. "Shh, Xander.  The daddy's here
and so am I," he soothed, letting him cry on him.  "Shh, the
mean lady won't ever come near you again.  Daddy will shoot her.  We
didn't know she'd leave you alone that way or else I'd have shot her when I did
my therapy."  Gibbs gave her an amused look.  "I would
have.  I could've counted body hauling as part of it, boss."  He
sat down to make the baby calm down more.  "Shh, I've got
you."  Gibbs came over to hug him too, making him finally calm down.
"There we go," he soothed.  Xander looked at them. 
"Captain, do we need to sign anything to file charges?" 


"Oh,
no.  Since we found him, we can do it without parental involvement. 
I'll tell the agency myself." 


"Any
problems coming from social workers?" 


"No. 
You told the guys last night that he had a new nanny going fully solo today for
the first time so we were even out that way just in case there was an
issue.  We know this wasn't parental misconduct, but she's going to lose
whatever license she had."  That got a mean, cruel smirk from
Gibbs.  "Go ahead and take him, boys.  We didn't pick up his
diaper bag because we couldn't find it." 


"It's
in the front closet," Gibbs told him quietly.  "Thank you."



"You're
welcome.  Have Ducky check him over just in case and let us
know."  That got a nod from Tony.  They headed out to get the
diaper bag and then take him in so Ducky could look him over. 
"Someone's going to die," he told his assistant when she came in. 


"Good! 
If that was my kid I'd skin the bitch!" 


"No,
he'll torture her and then kill her.  He'll even hide the body so we don't
find it."  He called agency's phone number.  "This is Captain
Ferguson with the 45th's detachment.  I need to speak to a Mrs.
Aballard?  I can hold."  He was put on hold and leaned
back.  "Go," he whispered.  She nodded and took the
information file with her to type up for him.  "Mrs. Aballard. Yes,
this is about the Gibbs' child.  A jogger out near his house heard the
baby screaming and when we went to check we found him alone.  No, the
father's just now picked him up.  We called them first and he gave us your
card.  Ma'am, to be truthful, it'd be best if we find her first.  The
father is livid.  As any good parent would be," he noted patiently. 


"Yes,
I'm quite sure he was alone.  We searched the entire house and she wasn't
there."  Tony tapped then walked in with another note, handing it
over then leaving.  He looked at it.  "Special Agent DiNozzo
brought in a note saying that some things were missing as well," he
admitted.  "Two video cameras they use on the job and Gibbs' scene
kit?"  He nodded at that.  "I would like to talk to her,
yes, ma'am.  Today if possible.  Within the hour would be best. 
Yes, ma'am, she's going to be charged.  I would appreciate that.  You
can bring it out to us and we do have a car out there waiting on her in case
she comes back.  Thank you, ma'am.  Do you need our fax number or would
you like to bring it out?" He smirked.  "That's fine, I'll see
you shortly.  Thank you for your cooperation."  He hung up and
shook his head, going to hand his secretary that note as well.  That way
it got added to the charges. 


***



Tony
looked at the director when he came down.  "She left him alone for at
least an hour," he said. 


"One
day back and back to your other job already?" he teased. 


"He's
a bit clingy but it's understandable.  A jogger heard him screaming from
the road, Director." 


"Then
he was scared.  It's a good thing they heard him."  He patted
the boy on the head, earning a sleepy look.  "Hi, Xander." 
He waved and went back to his nap.  "We need to talk." 


"I
know.  Gibbs is outside ranting at Ducky before he hit someone." 


"Good." 
He went to find him and drag him back inside first, then they'd gather DiNozzo
and the baby.  "Jethro."  He got glared at. 
"Your son is safe." 


"No
thanks to her." 


"True. 
Which is going to bring up questions now."  Gibbs moaned. 
"Exactly.  Are you calm enough to talk?" 


"No,"
he admitted.  "Let me get coffee and take a walk." 


"That's
fine.  Come up to my office and bring DiNozzo with you.  I can at
least give you another week with him." 


"Thank
you, Director.  I hate having him off the team." 


"I
know you do, Jethro, but right now there's not a lot of
alternatives."  He smiled at Ducky.  "Is that a
bruise?" 


"Yes,
Mr. Palmer slipped earlier and flailed." 


"Ah.
That's fine then."  He looked at Jethro.  "Go calm
down.  Better yet, go hold your son.  That should calm you
down." 


"I
don't know what to do.  We've had one good nanny out of three trials,
Tom." 


"I
know," he soothed.  "If worst comes to worst, you can always go
buy a foreign bride, Jethro."  That got a shudder and he went to find
his son and cuddle him.  He smiled at Ducky.  "It is an
option." 


"Yes
but he makes a mess out of those things."  Ducky went back to his
office. 


Morrow
went to his.   The two agents came up a half hour later. 
"Now, are we all calm?"  Everyone nodded, even the baby, making
him smile.  "It's good you're calm, Xander."  He looked at
them.  "What are your immediate plans, Jethro?" 


He
looked at Tony.  "Would you mind a few more weeks?" 


"Not
really but I can't do it permanently, boss.  I like being an agent. 
Being a nanny is great fun but I like being an agent." 


"I
understand.  It'd drive me nuts too.  If it helps, I'll shoot you in
the arm or something." 


Tony
gave him a look.  "The scary thing is that I believe you would,"
he said dryly. 


"I
suggested a foreign bride," the director offered. 


Tony
looked at him.  "No thanks.  I've seen some be burned with that
issue."  He looked at Gibbs again.  "Can you cut back on
your hours, boss?"  That got a nod.  "Then we'll figure it
out.  Even if we do have to do a daycare situation." 


"I
did raise that point with the Sec Nav recently," the director
offered.  "There is a decent one that he recommended, but again,
you'd have to pick up the baby by eight every night, Jethro." 


"We
only have two or three overnight cases a month," Gibbs said, considering
it.  He looked at Tony, who shrugged. 


"You
have quite a few more that end around ten or eleven at night," the
director offered. 


"True." 
That got a sigh from both of them. 


"I'd
like to cut some overtime from your team anyway," the director offered.
"Your team costs us more than all the others combined."  He
patted his desk.  "Also, there's another issue coming.  I'm
going to be moving over to Homeland shortly." 


"Define
shortly?" Tony asked. 


"Within
three months."  That got shudders from both of them.  "We
need it fixed before then.  Because if we have to put DiNozzo on as the
official team's nanny I'll need to have him switched before she gets a look at
the books.  She probably won't agree." 


"Who's
coming in?" 


"I
believe you know her, Jethro.  Jen Sheppard?"  That got a
look.  "Yes, that one." 


He
shook his head quickly.  "No, I want her far away from my
son."  He looked at Tony.  "If we had to, we could let you
work more from home." 


"Boss,
that isn't really an option unless I got demoted to secretary." 
Gibbs frowned at him.  "I can't interrogate people with the son on my
back, boss." 


"Oh,
I don't know, he might like it," Tom said dryly, smiling at them. 
"He's got the stare down already."  Gibbs and Tony both looked,
finding him staring at the other man. 


"He
scowls just like his daddy too," Tony quipped, getting bopped on the head
for it.  "I almost missed that."  He got another one. 
"Not that much."  He scowled at his boss, making the director
laugh.  "Director, I love the little guy but I'm not permanent nanny
material." 



"I
know and I do understand, Agent DiNozzo.  I'd nominate Abby in a heartbeat
if we didn't need her." 


"Ducky's
mother thinks he's her grandchild," Tony offered with a small grin. 


"Palmer
seemed to like him but I don't want to have that thought," Gibbs admitted.
"Where's this daycare?"  The address was handed over. 
"I went there, they were closed down."  He handed it back. 
"They've been closed since he was about six months old." 


"Someone
said his secretary was still taking her son there."  He made a note
of that.  "What are we going to do, gentlemen?" 


"For
right now I can go back," Tony agreed.  "That'll give him a few
weeks to find another alternative." 


"Agreed. 
Jethro?" 


"That
works for me.  I trust Tony to have my son well in hand. Even if he does
take him to the park to pick up women." 


Tony
looked at him.  "He's got a fascination for redheads too,
boss."  That got him smacked on the head again. "Ow! 
Remember I just had a migraine." 


"Tough. 
You've had more in an hour before." 


"I'm
still not your wife and doing your cooking, boss." 


"Good. 
You feed my son nachos." 


The
director smiled.  "Have you two ever thought of getting
together?" 


"He
wouldn't cuddle," Tony told him.  "Or bottom.  Ends that
thought right there, director." 


The
director smiled.  "At least you've had to think about it
before." 


"It
was suggested by someone else." 


"Ah." 
He nodded, looking at Jethro.  "With her coming in, more emphasis
will be placed on the anti-terrorism angle," he noted.  "Even
with the usual cases going on." 


"I
understand." 


"Good. 
Because I'd rather have you doing regular cases and that stuff only when you
have to."  He looked at the yawning baby. "He's had a long
day." 


"He
has," Tony agreed.  "Let me get my check since it's payday, and
then I'll head home with him."  He stood up and held out the
kid.  "Kiss the daddy so we can go home, Xander."  Xander
smiled and kissed his father, giving him a hug too. Then he gave the director a
hug and they walked out together to head home.  Kate gave him a knowing
smirk.  "The nanny abandoned him for over an hour, Kate.  Wipe
it."  She lost the smirk.  "I'm taking him home.  I'll
be there if you need me.  Probie, the backgrounds I was running are on my
screen and should be completed."  He opened a drawer to get
something.  "Kate, did you eat my entire chocolate stash?" 


"Sorry,
needed it." 


"That's
fine.  I can pick up more since today's payday."  He grabbed his
backpack, his jacket, and his keys, plus his cellphone, and headed down to his
car.  The carseat was easily gotten out of Gibbs' car.  Xander was
more than happy to be in his car this time, and it was all good.  He drove
through the bank to take out some of the direct deposited paycheck so he could
get them lunch, then headed out to his place.  Gibbs' would be a trigger
for him.  They'd have to both be there when they brought Xander
home.  Besides, he had movies so Xander could nap in front of them. 


***



Gibbs
came home to an empty house.  Of course he knew Tony had his son safe,
somewhere, he didn't know where though.  He called him.  "Where
are you?"  He listened.  "That sounds like a plan. 
When are you bringing him back?"  He smiled at the 'we're eating
dinner, you eat too' remark right before Tony hung up.  His second in
command had it well in hand so he did take his advice. He had missed
lunch.  By the time his leftovers were warmed up, he was starved so he dug
in, eating quickly when he saw the headlights.  The door opened and Tony
put Xander down immediately. 


"There,
crawl.  Daddy's in the kitchen."  Xander beamed and crawled back
there.  He shook his head but went to get the diaper bag and the carseat
for him.  "He wanted to play in the mud with the hellhound
puppy." 


"Mud
can be later this weekend if we don't get a call," he promised.  Tony
disappeared and came back with a rabbit in a carrier.  "We don't have
a cage set up."  Tony went back to his car and got the other two
bags, bringing them back.  "That'll definitely soothe any worries
he'll have tonight."  He let his son have a bite of stuffing, making
him smile.  "Let's go set up your new friend."  He finished
his dinner and brought his coffee out, finding a good spot for the
rabbit.  It was low enough that Xander could see him but safe enough that
the toddler couldn't pull the cage down.  They spread the litter and put
food in there, then put the hiding/napping spot into the cage as well. 
"Receipt?" 


"In
the bag with the litter, boss." 


Gibbs
looked at it and nodded.  "Much better than six hundred and twenty
bucks a bag of food.  Let me hit the bank and I'll pay you." 


"Sure." 
They got everything ready and Xander looked, smiling at them. "Think he's
ready to go in there, Xander?"  Xander beamed and patted the carrier,
startling the napping bunny.  "Quit.  Let's put him into the
cage."  He picked up the carrier and let Gibbs put him into the cage,
then shut the door.  "There, now let him nap, Xander.  It's been
a long day for your bunny." 


Xander
cooed and petted him through the bars, smiling when the rabbit found the litter
and crapped in a corner.  "They do that," Gibbs sighed.  He
used one of the plastic bags and the litter scooper to clean up the new mess
while the rabbit nibbled and drank.  Xander clapped for that performance
then the rabbit got some more pets.  Gibbs threw out the mess and came
back to help his son calm down.  Because he was hyper and nearly bouncing
tonight.  "Did you feed him caffeine?" 


"Lasagna."



"Oh. 
Did he make a mess?" 


"Yup. 
Fortunately he cleans and so does his other shirt."  That got a
smile.  Xander came crawling over and up into his lap, smiling at
him.  "Do you like your new friend?"  He nodded and hugged
him.  "Good boy.  Go see daddy to thank him too."  Xander
got handed over and Gibbs cuddled his son, letting him watch the bunny
investigate his new cage.  "They said it'd be big enough for a pygmy
rabbit, but I'm not so sure you won't be expanding onto the cage some year
soon, boss." 


"Is
it pregnant?" 


"Fixed."



"Very
good. Thank you, DiNozzo."  Tony stood up and Xander immediately
started to fuss and held up his arms. "No, you live here.  You can't
go home with him tonight, son."  Tony gave him a hug but it wasn't
going to work well enough this time.  They both sighed and changed into
something to sleep in, putting Xander down in his crib.  He struggled and
fought and screamed until they both ended up in Gibbs' bed with him between
them.  "This is getting to be a habit." 


"It's
not a permanent one, boss.  He'll settle in soon.  It's all the
shocks recently," Tony said quietly, stroking the baby's back. 
Xander moaned and stretched out across his father's chest, one hand still
firmly in his fur. 


Gibbs
smiled at him.  "One of these days I'm going to shave that. 
That way you can't pull it out by the handful anymore."  Tony
snickered at that.  "He does." 


"I
don't have much, he pouts when he can't find mine." 


"So
he'll be a gay vet," Gibbs said dryly. 


"Could
be."  Tony grinned and they got back to work soothing the baby. 
They eventually fell asleep that way, even though they had intended to put him
back to bed. 


***



McGee
paced the next morning.  "Gibbs is never late, Kate." 


"You're
rhyming again," Kate complained. 


"Well
he's not!" 


"He
probably had a long night with Xander after the traumas of yesterday,
McGee.  Calm down.  This is Gibbs we're talking about." 
Even if she was worried because Gibbs was now *three* hours late.  She
called out there, getting a sleepy, grunted voice.  "Boss, look at
your clock," she requested politely.  She got hung up on.  She
gave him ten minutes and did it again.  "Boss, look at your
clock," she ordered less politely.  This time it sounded like Tony
grunted and hung up on her.  Ten more minutes and Xander screamed into the
phone then Tony definitely hung it up, she could hear him complaining. 
"Give him an hour to shower and change.  The baby's up." 
McGee gave her an odd look.  "What?" 


"You
woke the boss up?" 


"He's
late!  I'm not dong DiNozzo's and his work!" 


McGee
just nodded and broke into his own chocolate stash so he could give her
some.  "Here, you apparently need it, Kate."  He went back
to his desk. 


***



Xander's
yell into the phone woke him up the third time for real.  He looked at the
mostly asleep Tony, who had his arm around both of them.  Xander was
nibbling on his phone's antenna.  "Don't do that.  It's probably
got gunpowder on it."  He took it back and flipped over to look at
the clock, blinking at it.  "Shit."  Xander giggled at
that.  "I'm late," he announced. 


"Still
not the wife, boss," Tony mumbled.  Gibbs spanked him, making him
yelp.  "What!" 


"It's
ten." 


"Oooh,
yay," he said dryly.  "Xander slept that long, throw a
party."  He put a pillow over his head.  Xander crawled under
with him to cuddle. "Hi, Xander."   He moved the
pillow.  "Why am I in your bed?" 


"We
fell asleep soothing the savage monster there."  He went to shower,
shave, and change, coming out twenty minutes later.  "I'm going to
work.  Have fun with him.  No more picking up women." 


"Yes,
boss."  He yawned and Xander decided to play with his teeth.  He
gagged before he could pull the little fist out.  "Play with
yours.  I've got to brush mine."  He got up to do that, bringing
the baby with him.  Never too young to start that lesson.  Xander
liked the foam but hated the taste.  It was a good start though.  He
took him into the shower with him for his morning bath.  That got a lot of
happy squeals.  He came out and found someone in the bedroom. "Who're
you?" he asked her. 


"I
should ask the same." 


"Special
Agent DiNozzo, I'm watching Gibbs' son, lady.  Now, who are you before I
arrest you?" 


"Does
he know you shower with the baby?" she demanded. 


Tony
grabbed his phone and called his boss.  "Get back here, there's some
woman here, boss."  He hung up.  "We'll see."  He
looked at the kid in the shower pack, then put him onto the bed. 
"Stay, let me put on clothes."  He found his bag and came back
to find them still staring at each other.  "Don't, she might poison
you too, kiddo."  He went into the bathroom to change, hearing Gibbs
come in.  He came out in his boxers.  "She came in while we were
showering." 


"Do
you know he showers with your son?  And speaking of, where did your son
come from, Jethro?" 


He
looked at her.  "Special military project against mine and the
mother's will, Jen.  Yes, Xander likes showers so we go in with him or he
goes in with us when we shower.  It keeps him from trying to dive and
snorkel.  What are you doing in my bedroom?" 


"I
followed the only noise in the house," she said.  "Then this
one...."  She waved a hand at the still mostly undressed Tony,
"smarted off to me." 


"As
he should.  He's on injury leave so watching my son until I can find a new
nanny." 


"Oh." 
She grimaced. "Why?" 


"Boss,
this is who?  So I know whether or not to disinfect your son's mouth since
he's going to bite her." 


Gibbs
looked at his son. "Don't.  She'll taste bad."  His son
scowled at him.  "Tough. DiNozzo, finish dressing.  Take him
with you?"  Tony grabbed the kid and they both went to dress in the
nursery.  "That's my son, Jen.  What are you doing here?" 


"You
weren't at work." 


"I
know that.  He had nightmares all night since the last nanny abandoned him
yesterday for a few hours.  He wouldn't let him leave." 


"Why
was he in your bathroom?" 


"Only
one in the house," he said dryly.  "Anything else you needed to
know, future Director?"  Tony moaned from the doorway. 
"Yes, that's the one Morrow told us about yesterday." 


"How
long will your injury leave last, Special Agent DiNozzo?" 


"Probably
about two more weeks, ma'am.  As soon as I get clearance and Director
Morrow agrees I'm fit." 


"Oh." 
She nodded.  "Then I suppose it's good you can fill in during this
difficult time." 


"I
have been filling in during this difficult time, even before the last
nanny."  He looked at Gibbs.  "Want me to do a load of his
wash, boss?  We all know I suck at getting stains out." 


"Not
like he cares.  Use the stick on them and let them sit at least six hours
with it on the spots." 


"Sure." 
He nodded. "He'll probably be naked when you get home.  He's down to
two outfits." 


"That's
fine.  It's a warm day and you can turn on the heat a bit more if he needs
it.  Or he can wear one of my shirts, he likes to." 


"Sure,
boss."  He smiled at the crawling baby.  "Did you get out
of the rocking chair again, Xander?"  The baby beamed at him and
crawled in to pull himself up on his father's leg.  "He's a good boy,
ma'am.  A very good boy."  He looked at Gibbs. 
"Breakfast or should I call Kate?" 


"Call
Kate."  He nodded, going to do that.  He looked down at his son.
"Pretty soon you won't need that walker at all."  He picked him
up, rubbing noses with him, earning a smile.  "Are you going to be
fine with Uncle Tony while I'm at work today?"  The baby cooed and
patted his cheek. "I know, I didn't get very close today. I need a new
razor."  He patted his back.  "This is Jen.  Can you
say Jen?" 


"Shit!"



"Where
did you learn that?" he demanded. "DiNozzo!  My son
swears!" 


"I
noticed that yesterday, boss.  She must've taught him that." 


"Well,
break him of it!!" 


"Boss,
I'm not the guy on TLC who's a baby doctor," he called, sounding
sarcastic.  "I'll look on the tips page but that's the best I can
do."  He came back up the stairs.  "Kate's still worried. 
She wanted to know if you needed more backup.  I told her it wasn't
necessary.  She said the last nanny was arrested late last night when she
went home.  Elisa was formally charged today and denied bail.  My
stalker is back in real jail since she escaped home confinement and tried to
hurt him too.  Director Morrow and Probie were both pacing wondering where
you were.  I told her we had a long night soothing his nightmares and she
said she had expected that.  She said to be in by lunch, Morrow wanted to
be briefed about the incident yesterday in case the trial involved the
agency." 


"Agreed." 
He handed the baby back, getting a pout.  "I've still got to go to
work, Xander. That way we can afford to do the wash you make dirty." 
Xander pouted worse.  "Don't do that," he sighed.  "If
you do, you can't pull the bunny out to play with."  That got a
sniffle and a pitiful look. 


"He's
certainly got you both wrapped around his fingers," she said
impatiently.  "Can't you do something about that, Agent
DiNozzo?" 


"He's
got separation anxiety since he was abandoned yesterday, ma'am.  What do
you want me to do?  Suddenly start to read minds so I know what to say to
him?  He's ten months old."  He looked at Xander. "Just
like yesterday, Xander.  We'll be here together and Daddy will go to work
then come home for supper." 


"If
I can," he agreed. 


"No,
you'll come home and leave again if you have to," Tony ordered. 
"That'll ease the majority of it."  Gibbs nodded at that
wisdom.  "He needs to know he can count on you to be there. 
We'll even call later, Xander.  How about that?"  The baby
nodded, settling in against his shoulder.  "Good boy.  Now,
we've got to eat breakfast and Daddy's got to get to work.  Say bye bye
for a few hours."  Xander waved listlessly.  "It'll only be
for a few hours, squirt," he promised as he walked off, kissing him on top
of the head.  "Did you make the appointment for him to get his real
boosters?" 


"Yeah,
it should be on the fridge." 


"Thanks."



Jethro
looked at her.  "He's still pretty little.  Just crawling."



"I
saw that earlier.  You're certainly very hands-on as a father." 


"Of
course I am.  He's my son, no matter how he came to be," he said
dryly.  "Shall we?  Need a ride to NCIS, Jen?" 


"No,
I drove out to see you since they said you weren't there yet."  She
walked out first. 


Gibbs
glanced up, saying a prayer that she wouldn't hurt his son.  Then he
followed.  "Heading to work.  Be a good boy today, Xander, and I
love you."  He closed the door. 


"See,
just like yesterday after we rescued you."  He fed him a bite of his
cereal, getting a smile.  "Good boy.  You learn to appreciate
cocoa puffs too."  He ate a bite then fed him another one.  Two
eating out of the bowl was why there were small mixing bowls to eat out of
after all. 


***



Gibbs
walked into his row.  "I'm here.  Didn't turn on the
alarm.  Xander was throwing fits about not sleeping anywhere but in my bed
with DiNozzo nearby."  He sat behind his desk, going over the
messages.  He balled up a few.  "Saw her all ready.  Heard
that from DiNozzo."  He found one last one.  "Ducky's
mother is worse off?" 


"She
fell earlier," McGee told him.  "He had to rush home,
boss.  He said he'd be back as soon as he knew if they were going to
release her today."  That got a nod and he put that one aside. 
"I ran it up to the director already."  That got another nod and
a small smile.  "How is he?" 


"DiNozzo
is feeding him cereal.  He's edgy and fussy but he'll be fine since
DiNozzo only has to help do some laundry today and Xander likes to play in the
clean clothes." 


"Good." 
He smiled.  "Can I babysit this weekend?" 


"If
you want.  One less diaper for me to change," he agreed dryly. 


"Don't
you mean for Tony to change?" Kate asked dryly.  Gibbs scowled at
him.  "He reinjured himself?" 


"I
can't bring him to work, Kate." 


"Then
call Fornell and see if he's got any guys on injury leave, Gibbs.  I'm
tired of doing DiNozzo's paperwork." 


"He
shouldn't have any since he's been on injury leave for so long."  She
snorted at that.  "What?  Answering his love letters?" 


"God,
no, they'd make me sick," she complained. "That man strings along a
harem." 


He
shook his head.  "It suits him and makes him a good agent, Kate. I
can't complain since they're all over age and consenting adults."  He
called Fornell.  That had been a good idea.  "It's me. 
Kate suggested I call to see if you've got anything for me or someone on injury
leave.  No to take his *other* spot, Fornell.  Yeah, that
one."  He sat up.  "Really?  He's good?"  He
smirked.  "How long is he expected to be off?  That works
perfectly for me actually.  Can we borrow him?" He grinned. 
"It would keep him off desk duty, it is important, and will teach him
patience.  Ten months. That's up to you guys."  He smiled at
Kate.  "I owe you a coffee." 


"Sure. 
Get my usual, the large size."  She got back to work. 


Gibbs
nodded.  "Send him out tonight when I get home.  DiNozzo's there
right now, yeah.  That's fine.  Thank you."  He hung up and
smirked.  "One of his agents got into a car crash while in pursuit. 
Totally screwed up his upper back.  He can't lift more than twenty pounds
and Xander only weighs fourteen."  That got some smiles. 
"He'll be on restricted duty for three months." 


"Hallelujah,"
Kate said, looking up.  "Thank you, God, for not making me do more of
DiNozzo's paperwork for the four upcoming trials we've got."  She
looked at Gibbs.  "By the way, he's due in tomorrow." 


"I'll
let him know," he promised, writing that down.  "Where and what
case?" 


"Manzetti,
theft.  Nine, JAG, courtroom four," she said, handing over that
note.  "I'm called at the same time." 


"That's
fine, Kate.  Am I?" 


"Nope. 
You know they hate calling you, Gibbs."  He put the notes together
and looked at McGee, who shrugged but shook his head.  "He wasn't
there, that was a weekend call and he was out of state for a wedding," she
reminded him. 


"I'll
look it up in case."  That got a nod.  "Anything
else?"  She shook her head.  "Then I've got a small
announcement to make.  Morrow is leaving in a few months.  His
replacement is Director Jen Sheppard.  She's my former probie." 
That got a horrified look from McGee.  "Think it's funny?" 


"N..no,
boss.  I'm worried she'll bark like you do when you don't have any
coffee?" he asked, looking for reassurance. 


"Not
a clue.  Haven't seen her in a leadership position yet," he
admitted.  "She was a field agent at the time, McGee.  Calm
down."  He looked at Kate, who looked smug.  "You
heard?" 


"I
had.  Was she the one who startled Tony and Xander playing in the
shower?" 


"Yup." 
One of the people from the next row came over to give them an odd look.
"Xander's my son.  He was letting him play while he bathed him."



"In
the shower?" 


"They
make this nice plastic stomach carrier," McGee said happily. 
"He loves water.  Keeps trying to snorkel during his bath according
to Tony." 


"One
of those.  Some babies are like that.  How is he?"  Gibbs
handed over the picture from his desk. "Awww.  He's still
adorable.  How's his mother coping?" 


"Not
well. Things are going to hell out there for her but they're starting to see
some rays of sunshine ahead."  That got a nod from her. 
"We'll see what happens.  Got something for us?" 


"No,
I came to be nosy.  You heard about the new director?" 


"Jen
Sheppard." 


"I'll
look her up.  When is she starting?" 


"Morrow
said three months before he leaves so that depends on how much overlap.  I
know she's in town.  She was at my house." 


"Sure." 
She smiled and went back to her desk to look up the woman and her
qualifications.  She wanted to know the risks with the new person in
charge.  "You trained her, Gibbs?" 


"As
a field agent." 


"She
any good?" 


"As
a field agent.  Haven't seen her in command yet," he called back. 


"Works
for me.  Thanks."  She went back to checking on her other
postings.  New commanders could seriously screw a comfortable, working
system by making stupid changes to prove they had power. 


Gibbs'
phone rang.  "Gibbs."  He listened then smirked. "He's
on Fornell's injured list, DiNozzo.  Make sure he can handle Xander
today.  Upper back injuries with lifting restrictions."  He
beamed at the story of his son trying to eat him and showing him his
bunny.  "So they're handling it okay?  Good.  Then start
the weaning process after today.  Once we're sure he can handle it. 
Thanks."  He hung up and leaned back, looking happy.  "I
owe you lunch too.  He's got two kids of his own, both girls.  Xander
tried to eat him already and then showed him his bunny." 


"He's
got a stuffed rabbit?" she asked, looking cute. 


"No,
he's got a pygmy long haired rabbit of some sort," he said dryly. 
"He and DiNozzo picked it out yesterday.  I told him he could have
one when he was older.  At least it's not the miniature horse.  I
told him he could play with one for his first birthday."  McGee
smiled at that.  "Even if they are handy little mutant animals."



"You
could train her as a service animal too, boss."  He got back to
work.  He found the new director's credentials and read it over, frowning
some.  "Boss?"  He came over to look.  He
pointed.  "Is that right?"  He nodded. 
"Why?" 


"I
don't know, McGee.  That was a congressional decision," he said
blandly, going back to his seat.  "I know Xander almost bit her
hand." 


"He's
still teething?" McGee asked.  Gibbs nodded.  "Ooh, I feel
sorry for Abby." 


"She's
not feeding him anymore. He's weaned off bottles completely," he said
proudly.  "He's got an intermediate cup and he likes it." 


"Congratulations,
boss.  Two months early even," Kate praised.  "Can you
break him of the sucking the pacifier to sleep habit before it ruins his
teeth?" 


"He's
only got four, Kate.  He only does it when he's sleepy.  He'll break
it soon enough."   He shook his head. 


"Then
comes potty training," McGee reminded him.  Kate made the 'bum bum
bummmm' music noises, getting another head shake.  "If you want, I
can ask my mother how she did my nephew's, boss.  They had the worst time
with him.  He refused to go in the water and went on the carpet beside the
tub instead for three months." 


"At
least he was in the right room," Kate offered.  "My sister's kid
*refused* to get near the potty chair or toilet.  She screamed and had
panic attacks for almost a year before they broke her of it and made her use
it.  She used to use the cat's litterbox." 


"Did
they end up toilet training the cat?" McGee asked. 


She
nodded.  "That's how they transitioned her.  That and candy
treats.  It worked eventually.  They're both toilet trained
now." 


Gibbs
put his head down.  "I'm hoping it'll be easier with Xander," he
complained into the desk. 


The
director came down the stairs.  "Bad night, Jethro?" 


"Telling
him horror potty training stories, sir," Kate said with a bright, happy
grin. 


"Xander
will potty train when he's ready and not before.  It'll be easier than you
think, Jethro.  Did you call Fornell to get one of his injured
people?" 


Gibbs
raised his head, nodding.  "I did, sir.  It worked.  Xander
loves him.  Showed him his new bunny.  Tried to eat him like he does
Kate.  They're going to start weaning him from DiNozzo starting tomorrow,
once we're sure his injury won't get in the way. He's expected to be off work
for at least three months due to the upper back injury from the car
crash." 


"Excellent!"
he agreed happily.  "Plus he'll still be protective in case something
happens."  He smiled at him.  "Good thinking."  Gibbs
pointed at Kate.  "Expect a little something extra this time, Agent
Todd.  That was a great thought." 


"Tired
of doing DiNozzo's paperwork, Director.  He doesn't have time while he's
spoiling his son rotten." 


"Yes,
I've heard he takes Xander to the park and the boy's shown an affinity for
redheads already."  Gibbs put his head back down, shaking it. 
"At least he has good taste, Jethro." 


He
looked up. "He tired to bite Jen, sir." 


He
snickered.  "Not that I blame him.  He's not used to women like
her.  Agent Todd and Abigail are much more feminine creatures." 
He smiled at Kate.  "Did that one not fade yet?"  She
covered it and blushed.  "Ah, never mind.  I won't pry,
Caitlyn.  Good work.  What's coming up?" 


"A
few trials," Kate told him. 


"Submit
the schedule to me today if you can."  She printed it out and handed
it over. "Thank you, Agent Todd.  Call home before his afternoon nap,
Jethro.  It'll keep him calm."  He went to check on his other
people. 


Gibbs
looked at her.  "Would Tony approve?" 


"Of
me dating a vampire last night?  Probably," she said dryly, getting
back to work, her face still red. 


***



Tony
beamed when Gibbs came home, even though he didn't look happy.  "He's
*wonderful*, boss.  Xander sat in his lap and let him read to him all
day.  He's got a great deep voice for stories and he does voices. 
Your son nearly made him hoarse today."  The note was handed
over.  "I heard.  He can take him for that amount of time. 
Xander's already down.  He put him down an hour ago for a late nap and he
didn't even fuss.  He's got the magic touch."  Gibbs smiled at
that.  "Case tonight?" 


"No. 
New director." 


"Pity."



"She
wanted to know why we had a nursing room.  A few of the other nursing
mothers on shift pointed out it was better and easier than doing it in the
bathroom on a smoke break.  She gave them horrified looks and Abby
produced detailed information on why it was better for the babies and how she
had nursed Xander.  Abby nearly drove her to drink today." 


"Pity
but good for Abby." 


"Not
if she gets vindictive." 


"If
she does, can we stop it?" Tony asked. 


"We
can try.  She'll still be the director, DiNozzo." 


"I'm
foreseeing 'just because I can' rule changes." 


"Me
too."  He sat down.  "Did you make extras at least? 
I'm too tired to cook."  Tony sighed and warmed something up. 
"Thanks, DiNozzo." 


"I'm
still not your wife, Gibbs.  Taylor will be in tomorrow at
oh-seven-hundred.  Which means you can get there by eight.  I already
told Xander I'd be gone for a few hours and Taylor would watch him.  He
didn't seem in the least bit concerned.  Taylor helped him feed and pet
his bunny, plus scoop the litter.  He's damn good.  His own family
must be a great place to be." 


"I'd
hope so."  He smiled at him.  "Any more gushing like a
schoolgirl?  Have a crush?" 


Tony
looked at him.  "Keep it up, Gibbs.  I'll spike your coffee with
ex-lax again."  He smirked and walked out. 


"I
thought that was Kate," he called after him. 


"One
of us, boss.  Won't say which one." 


"Bastard,"
he muttered, but it was in appreciation.  The microwave went off so he
reached over to grab it out and get a fork from the nearest cup in the
strainer.  He was too tired to move.  His son belched on the monitor
on the table.  "Manners, son."  His son burbled something
unintelligible.  He ate fast and went up to check on him, finding him
awake and staring at the ceiling.  "So you liked the new guy? 
Will you behave for him?"  The baby beamed at him and reached his arms
up.  Gibbs groaned.  "Ooh, too heavy tonight, Xander.  Come
on, let's go work on the boat."  His son beamed and curled into his
arms, holding on while his father carried him downstairs.  They got a
visitor later and he looked at her.  "Back again?"  He checked
his son, who was sucking on the non-metal end of a screwdriver while watching
him.  "He's making sure I make it even." 


"I
can see that."  She smiled at the baby.  "Hi,
Xander."  He sniffled and wailed. 


"Get
away from him.  He doesn't like women," he said patiently. 
"He only likes Abby, Kate, and Ducky's mother." 


"I
heard he was picking up women in the park." 


"No,
he was being cute and charming while DiNozzo was picking up women in the
park.  It was part of his physical therapy to walk since she broke ribs
and one shoulder as well as bruised a hip." 


"Ow. 
Case related?" 


"Ex
he had a restraining order against.  She even tried to claim Xander was
hers and DiNozzo's to some cops.  We were not amused."  His son
made agreeing noises.  "See?"  He looked at her. 
"She attacked him in the hospital too."  She shuddered at
that.  "Fortunately he has good insurance." 


"Good. 
I'm glad.  Did he have enough leave time?" 


"Not
for his recovery so Morrow put him on modified assignment since my last good
nanny had to leave suddenly to keep her ex away from her children and
her.  It worked out well." 


"I'll
keep that in mind.  Is he back?" 


"As
soon as we wean Xander off him and onto the new guy.  His last one
abandoned him for a few hours upstairs." 


"Poor
little guy," she cooed, reaching out to him again.  "I promise I
won't hurt you."  Xander tried to bite her again then stab her hands
with the screwdriver so she pulled back and gave him a look.  He went back
to sucking on the handle of the screwdriver. 


"Good
because if you do I'm going to have to kill you," Tony said as he came
down the stairs.  "Boss, made it home, found my apartment repainted
and all my stuff gone."  Gibbs moaned. "Did you have me
moved?" 


"No. 
Weren't you there yesterday?" 


"Yeah
and I talked to my landlord, who said he had an email from me saying to please
move me to a ground floor apartment that has an extra bedroom for my new wife
and son.  That she'd cover the difference." 


"I'll
have her 'net access restricted too, DiNozzo.  Is the new place
nicer?" 


"A
lot actually.  It's not that much more a month either.  I've got to
find a way to lock the back door now but I'll manage.  Just not
tonight?" 


"No,
not tonight. Is your stuff unpacked?" 


"Yeah. 
She used my bank account to hire movers." 


"File
for a temporary loan tomorrow, DiNozzo.  They can't refuse it since it's
this sort of problem." 


"I've
already called the bank.  She also bought silk sheets, a new neglige, and
a dog.  A purebred, expensive dog.  They gave me the breeder's number
and fortunately it's not too late to cancel that but she spent an extra two
thousand dollars of my money."  The new director hissed. 
"Yeah.  This is the same woman who ran me off the road and started to
shoot at me because I had a restraining order against her.  I had to grab
my vest once the car was crashed.  She hit me twice in it after I got it
on and went running for cover.  I knew better than to shoot back. 
I'd end up in a cell."  He sat down on the stairs, making Xander
smile.  "Hey, little man.  Abby was behind me.  I had her
escort me, boss.  She's rearranging the fridge.  She's upset about
something."  Gibbs nodded, going up there.  "Then she
attacked me in the hospital while I was recovering," he said dryly. 
"They had to move me to the convict's ward to protect me and she still
tried.  They put her on home confinement and she got free to chase me down
and tell some cops that Xander was our kid together.  Fortunately they
knew Gibbs."  She shuddered at that.  "Now she does this. 
My bank is very understanding and locked all my accounts until I can get in
there tomorrow after the trial."  He looked back up the stairs at the
crying.  "Need me, boss?" 


"No." 
He closed the basement door. 


"Pity. 
I wonder what happened.  Hey, little guy, Abby's upstairs and
crying."  Xander wiggled down and carefully walked along the edge of
the chair until Tony could grab his hand to steady him as he slowly walked
across the floor.  "Good job!  Nearly there."  He
watched him crawl up the stairs and push the door open since it didn't
lock.  He heard more sniffling then Xander was up there patting her leg
and cooing at her.  He looked at the new director.  "Abby's been
a great pseudo-mother to him." 


"I
heard how he came to be," she admitted quietly.  "That doesn't
bother you?" 


"Dawns'
a great young woman, Madam Director.  I love her like a sister. 
She's already had a hellish life.  Giving him Xander was a wise
decision.  She was only fourteen and her town was dangerous." 
She nodded at that.  "She gets visitation whenever she wants." 


"Good. 
What about you?" 


"The
whole team is invited over to play with him whenever we want." 


"Even
better.  Do you get along with him?" 


"He
loves me.  He called me mommy for weeks."  She smirked at that.
"He called Gibbs puppy though so I guess it's all right."  She
burst out laughing.  "He loves animals so fair warning if any of them
are brought in, like the sniffing dogs?  He pounced the last one he saw
and patted him until the dog gave him a bath." 


"He
sounds like he's a good little boy." 


"Most
of the time.  Then again, he's a toddler."  Gibbs came down and
handed him the baby.  "She okay?"  He heard the door
shut.  "She head home?" 


"Yes
and no.  Not in that order." 


"Can
I know?"  Gibbs gave a meaningful glance at the baby.  "She
is or she can't?" 


"Can't. 
They think.  She asked them to check," he said quietly. 


"If
there's a way we'll help her find it, boss.  She deserves it more than
most."  He nodded at that, going back to work.  "Xander,
want to help me make up the couch?"  The baby beamed at him. 
"Bring him right back, boss." 


"Remember
the door at the top of the stairs." 


"I
will.  He does navigate up them very well though."  He went up
to make up the couch. 


Gibbs
looked at her.  "Came over to chat?" 


"I
came to see you, see if you needed help." 


"No,
not really.  He's got it well in hand and Xander's a pretty calm little
guy most of the time.  A few panicked moments but that's reasonable with
what's gone on recently. I'm hoping this new guy works out so I have time to
find a real nanny." 


"What
about daycare?" 


"We
spend too many long hours," he said blandly.  "Cases still
happen in the middle of the night and sometimes you've got to be there all
night to catch a break." 


"That
makes a nanny more reasonable.  Can you afford one?" 


"Barely."



"We'll
see about a raise, Jethro." 


"I'll
get one next year.  That's when I'm due."  She nodded at
that.  Tony yelped.  "Problems?" he called. 


"Snake!"
he called back.  Gibbs jogged up the stairs, finding a rattler coming out
from under the couch and Tony and the baby up on the couch.  He was
keeping Xander from looking closely.  "Boss, I have no idea where it
came from.  I haven't seen it all day." 


"They're
not native to around here," he told him, watching how it was moving. 
He smirked.  "It's recently fed.  Looks like we don't have a
mouse problem anymore."  He snatched it up.  "Get me a
pillowcase, DiNozzo."  Tony took the one off that pillow and held it
open.  He carefully lowered it tail first, then let it go and let Tony
clamp the top shut while he found a rope for it.  He tied it and shook his
head, going to put it on the back porch.  "It's probably someone's
pet.  Keep him up there while I check."  He got a flashlight and
checked under the couch, not finding any others.  He checked the rabbit,
it was frozen in fear.  "It's all right, rabbit." 


"Bugs,"
Tony told him.  "He agreed with me." 


"Bugs
then," he sighed, shaking his head. 


"Like
the cartoon, boss." 


"I
remember them, DiNozzo."  He searched the rest of the house, not
finding any more. He found how it got in and put something heavy in front of
the hole so he knew where to fix.  Then he went to check outside. 
Nothing he could see.  He came back inside.  "It should be
safe."  Xander clapped.  "Thanks, son."  He
stroked over his head.  "Help Tony make up the couch.  We'll put
you down soon."  His son pouted.  "You know what a bedtime
is, Xander.  You can't stretch it too far tonight."  Xander
still pouted but he didn't fuss.  Tony finished getting his bed for the
night set up and then they both settled in to bathe him.  Since he was
still trying to drown himself now and then it was easier with both of
them.   Jen watched from the doorway, even when Xander decided to
play and flipped over, going onto his hands and feet to show his butt to her.
"Yes, it's very clean," his father agreed, swatting it gently.
"You don't show that part off, son.  Turn back around."  He
got him turned back around and they went to work on his hair, Tony making sure
he didn't dunk his head for too long to rinse it.  Then he got put into
pajamas and into his crib, making him smile when the CD by the door was turned
on quietly.  He fell asleep comforted and loved.  The director left
after a few pointed hints from Gibbs about how late it was, leaving the father
and nanny to their respective beds. 


***



Gibbs
got the call from someone in a car with a siren.  "Gibbs," he
snapped.  He listened.  Then he groaned.  "Where's the
other guy.... oh, that's right, court.  Fornell needed him today. 
Get there, save him, cuff them, I'm on my way."  He hung up. 
"And yet again but not the new guy.  Kate, keep me
informed."  He hurried off. 


"I
wonder what happened this time," McGee said, calling Tony, who hung up on
him.  "Sounds bad.  Tony answered with a 'not now' and hung
up." 


"It
does," the new director said from the stairs behind them. 
"Again?" 


"From
what little I caught the new guy had court so they had stand-ins." 
She nodded.  "Apparently Tony called on the way out there and Gibbs
went rushing too." 


"Which
is perfectly understandable.  It's a very daddy thing to do," she
agreed.  "When they get back, tell them to come see me so I can have
any reports I need for future legal actions."  That got a nod. 
"Will you need a sub to help with your current case?" 


"For
a wifebeater?" Kate snorted.  "Please, Director.  This
lesbian contractor is not going to be happy when she sees me the next
time." 


"That's
fine then.  Let me know if you do."  She went back up the stairs
to make notes. 


***



Tony
and Gibbs both walked up the stairs but Gibbs had Xander on his back. 
Gibbs pointed and got a nod and a smile for the baby, who waved shyly at the
secretary.  He walked in without knocking and looked at his former trainee.
"You needed a report?" 


"Just
in case I need it for future legal action. Is Xander all right?" 


Tony
nodded. "More or less.  Taylor's in-laws decided furry thing stew was
in order so they decided to do a lobster treatment on it and put him in the
cage because he was being a toddler.  It took us the last hour to get him
clean, ma'am.  Unfortunately the cops to transport them got there seconds
after I did.  They kept me from solving the problem in a way Gibbs would
agree with." 


She
nodded. "That's perfectly reasonable," she agreed. 
"Taylor?  The new guy?" 


"Fornell
needed him back for an out-of-town court case," Gibbs said grimly. 
He took off the backpack and sit it with the kid still in it in his lap. 
Xander looked at him so he smirked.  "What?  If I let you down
you'll go torment someone by trying to breast-feed again." 


"I've
heard it is better for him.  The other nursing mothers convinced me to
leave that room up."  She looked at Tony.  "I'm not going
to bite if you sit, Agent DiNozzo." 


"I'm
too wired.  I want to kill and maim.  The boss stopped me and so did
the local patrol guys." 


"He's
a sweet boy.  If that had happened to my son I would've shot someone and
then cackled," she assured him.  "This does leave us with an
ongoing dilemma.  We can't keep borrowing injured agents for daycare,
Jethro.   Have you had any luck?" 


"Not
a lot and no one that I've trusted.  There's only been one that Xander
liked, Jen."  Xander looked up at him.  "Yes, the little
old lady who couldn't keep up with you."  He looked at her
again.  She was smiling.  "He's very bright." 


"Then
we have a problem, gentlemen.  We can't really mommy track you,
Jethro.  There's no way to work from home.  Unless you wanted a more
administrative position?"  Jethro shuddered at that. 
"Agent DiNozzo, try to quit pacing, all right?" she requested. 


"Boss,
we've got to do something.  I love Xander.  He's as close as I'm ever
getting to my own." 


"What
sort of educational background do you have, Agent DiNozzo?" the director
asked.  "I ask because your file is locked." 


"They
thought I was dead there for a bit," he said dryly.  "I went to
Ohio State on a ball scholarship." 


"Ah,
so you have a PE four year?"  He nodded.  "Plus how many
years of other departments?" 


"Nearly
seven and now almost five here, Director. Why?" 


"There's
a cold case spot open.  It would mean more working from home but not
totally." 


"There's
that administrative spot, then he could chase a secretary around the
desk," Jethro said dryly. 


"Gee,
thanks, boss.  Really.  Remember what happened the last time I had a
week of desk duty?" 


"Unfortunately. 
No matter how much I drink I still remember it."  He looked at his
son. "You'd be bored anyway while he worked."  He looked at
her.  "I'm open to reasonable suggestions, Jen.  I've cut back
my hours.  I've reassigned duties.  We still work too many long
nights for any good daycare." 


"All
right.  I'll give you the rest of this week to figure out things,
Jethro.  Bring me a solution by Friday.  It's Tuesday.  That
should give you some time to formulate a plan.  You and Agent DiNozzo
could actually split a position.  It's not unheard of by mommy trackers in
other organizations.  Both be part time basically.  You can find another
nanny, or a daycare and have someone else take him on the long nights. 
Come back to me Friday morning with a suggestion so we can work it out. 
You're not the only single parent here, Gibbs, and you can ask some of the
others.  I know some have relatives who watch their kids.  Some have
nannies.  A few do split a position.  One took a sabbatical until
their child was older and could handle a daycare better, I think hers had a
medical condition though.  Bring me a list of options on Friday
morning.  That'll give me time to implement them.  Until then, work
out how you're splitting the time.  Agent Todd said she had the
wifebeater." 


"It's
not fair to make DiNozzo spend so much time off work.  His paychecks are
just now being straightened out.  I'll take the rest of this week off. 
DiNozzo, come out when you get off?" 


"Sure,
boss.  We'll work it out.  Should I invite Kate and McGee?  Or
Abby or Ducky?" 


"No,
it's been us for the most part.  We'll keep it that way."  That
got a nod.  "Thank you for understanding." 


"Being
a parent brings special joys and problems, Jethro. That's why I'll never have
children."  He nodded, getting up and letting Tony help him back into
the backpack.  His son patted his hair and grinned at Tony. 


"Yes,
you pet him. He could use a pet," Tony said with a grin.  Gibbs
smacked him.  "Ow!  Xander, yank his hair.  He's being mean
again because I told you he needs love."  The baby cackled and went
back to petting his father.  "Should I stop to pick up food, boss?" 
They walked out, making her shake her head. 


She
closed her eyes.  "I can't ask them if they're together, they know
that," she reminded herself.  She heard the secretary squeal and got
up to look.  Xander was hugging her with one hand down her shirt and
sucking on her neck. 


"Sorry,
he does it to Kate," Tony said, looking embarrassed as he pulled the kid
off and handed him back to his father.  "Sorry." 


"No,
it's okay.  I'm sure he's happy to find a tasty woman, Tony.  Though
I would expect it more from your child than his son." 


Tony
smirked.  "Xander's as close as I'm coming this decade.  I
hope."  She laughed and swatted him and they headed out. 


"Are
you all right?" the director asked. 


"Oh,
yes, ma'am.  You should've seen it when he was younger.  Agent Todd
would come in with hickeys on each side of her neck from him.  There for a
while there was a betting pool about who she was seeing."  That got a
head shake and she went back to her desk.  "Did you need some coffee,
ma'am?" 


"I've
got some.  Thank you." 


"Welcome." 
She finished straightening out her shirt and got back to work.  It
wouldn't do to look like she had been having fun with Tony in the
closets.  People would say things. 


***



Tony
came over later that night, handing Gibbs some juice.  "I remember
you were out." 


"I
still am," he agreed, pouring some into his son's cup and handing it
over.  His son beamed and gulped.  "Dinner was a bit spicy but
he loved it." 


"I've
noticed that."  He looked at them.  "So, boss?" 


"I've
got retirement time in," he said. 


"Yeah
and you'll be nuts within a week, boss.  Besides, if you take him I'll
gang up with Abby to kidnap him."  That got a small smirk. 
"What about that sharing idea?  We can't do it individual days but we
can do it by cases." 


"We
could," he agreed.  "Can you afford your place on part time
pay?" 


"I
think we can include leaving me on salary, boss.  I'll be consulting from
home, even if I'm giving him a bath.  Or I do have training time logged
and saved.  I can use it to learn a few new skills with some online classes. 
That'll pay for some of those hours." 


"What
about another degree, DiNozzo?" 


"Not
gonna happen, boss. I was thinking something like forensic accounting or
something useful that way." 


"We
could use it now and then," he agreed.  "You're not
hourly?" 


"No,
I went to salary a few years back.  They did it to me after they figured
out I wasn't dead." 


"Oh. 
Sorry to hear that.  I like my overtime." 


"I
liked mine too.  I've even complained but they said it was cheaper on the
agency this way.  Even though I don't claim about half of my
overtime." 


"Morrow
was complaining about the team's overtime too.  You could go for some
languages." 


"I
could," he agreed.  "Women do like it too."  Gibbs
gave him a look.  "Hey, I've got to settle down some day, just not today."



"Point." 
He looked at his quiet son then back at him. "Case by case?" 


"I
get one case while you're here barking orders over the phone and then you'd get
one case while I'm here consulting and doing backgrounds.  I'd need a new
laptop to do that from." 


"Which
she might agree to."  He smirked.  "You want a new
toy." 


"No,
boss, if I wanted a new toy I'd go finance a new toy," he said
dryly.  "I can bring in our specs for home systems and have one built
that'd make Probie drool, complete with a DVD player and a huge
screen."  That got another smirk and Xander wiggled at that. 
"I know, you'd help me watch movies.  He does like to watch
movies.  Hates anything before the sixties but likes sixties and eighties
or later movies.  Doesn't like disco either.  Though he did like _The
Wall_ and _St. Pepper_ when I rented them." 


"Was
my son high?" 


"No
but he enjoyed all the colors and movement.  Babies are like that,
Gibbs." 


"Uh-huh. 
You'd still have to work from the system, DiNozzo." 


"I
know, boss.  I'll need a new headset as well."  He
grinned.  "If she would put me back on hourly I'd gladly start
claiming my overtime."  Gibbs snickered at that.  "Hey, the
last time I did we went so far into overtime that we were getting double
overtime rates because we were at ninety hours for the week.  I enjoyed
the hell out of that check." 


"I
remember those.  They were good."  That got a smile from his
son.  "I know, you could use some new clothes," he agreed. 
He looked at Tony.  "You left the stain stick stuff on for over a
week?" 


"Did
it help?" 


"With
everything but the green stain." 


"Guacamole."



"Why?"



"He
came over to grab the taco I was having for lunch." 


Gibbs
shook his head.  "Did he enjoy it?" 


"No
and he made some faces I caught on camera," he said happily. 
"Oooh, I finished the first part of his baby book."  He got up
to grab it, handing it over and taking the baby.  Gibbs burst out laughing
about three pages in and smiled most of the way through.  "That'll be
the one you show his girlfriends," he agreed. 


"I
like this. Thank you." 


"Welcome. 
You can add more pages to that style.  Any good craft shop has the
non-acid stuff.  Tell them you're looking for scrapbook and archival
quality materials.  They'll lead you to it, boss."  He looked
down. "I even got a picture of you cooing up at the horse, young
man."  Xander spit at him for that.  He grinned even
brighter.  "It was cute."  He tickled his belly. 
Xander swatted at him, scowling.  He chuckled. "Someone is very much
too serious, Xander."  He did it again even though the baby was
trying to hold down his shirt.  Gibbs rescued the cup before it went
flying and took his son back, letting him curl against his shoulder and spit at
Tony. 


"Quit
spitting," Gibbs ordered.  He put the baby book down carefully. 
"Thank you for that." 


"Those
are the ones you'll want when you look back, boss.  Like when he comes
home with his first detention or his first girlfriend." 


"A
long way off I hope."  He patted his son on the back. 
"Sleepy, Xander?"  Xander shook his head but he was
yawning.  "We'll suggest a three month trial?" 


"Four,
boss.  A full quarter with time for adjustment and evals.  She'll
want it that way so we might as well give it to her." 


"That'll
work.  We should be fine with just that, right?"  Tony
nodded.  "Good."  He patted his son on the back again,
hearing the burp.  "Good job.  What's down the list?" 


"A
real sabbatical by one of us or me going on modified assignment again." 


"Not
what I want either.  I've talked with Fornell.  Taylor won't be back
for a few weeks. He would be available if we both had to be doing
something.  Hell, Fornell volunteered to babysit tomorrow." 


"Budget
meeting?" 


"Manpower
analysis for Homeland." 


"Eww."



"We've
got to do ours this week." 


"It's
on my computer at work.  I was going to let Kate look it over
tomorrow."  He called her.  "You still there?" 
He smiled.  "When we've got it broken we've got to go over the
manpower analysis for Homeland.  It's on my computer.  Of course I'm
coming back, Kate," he said patiently.  "Kate, the stand-ins for
me and Taylor put him in the rabbit cage," he said quietly. 
"We're working that out now.  I don't know.  How would Gibbs and
I alternating cases work for you?"  He smirked.  "She's
saying a prayer I go away and leave her alone about the hickey she has on her
chest, boss." 


"Can
she stand that idea?"  He listened then nodded.  "Then call
the team together after this one's solved for a dinner.  Here, somewhere,
whatever." 


"Sure,
boss.  Hear that, Kate?"  He nodded. "Okay, let us know if
you need help.  I'll be back tomorrow."  He hung up and looked
at him.  "We had to break for the night.  We weren't going to
get any more information until tomorrow when some offices send us what we asked
for." 


"That
works."  He looked at his son.  "Watching?" 


"Sleeping." 
Gibbs got up carefully so he could carry him upstairs.  Xander went down
and he came back down.  "Is he still having nightmares?" 


"I
don't know but I'm sure he'll have a few tonight."  He sat down again
after getting some the juice for himself.  "This can work?" 


"I
think it can.  We'll have to have some patience.  You can still be
looking for a new nanny anyway and anytime I'm on injury leave I can handle
him."  That got a smirk.  "Same goes for you though,
boss." 


"I'm
never injured." 


"Uh-huh."



"I'm
not."  Tony gave him a look.  "A lot less often than you
are." 


"Uh-huh,"
Tony repeated. 


Gibbs
gave him a look.  "I'm not." 


"I'll
remember that the next time I have to visit you in the hospital." 


"Good
point."  He headed toward the basement.  "I'm going to work
on the boat." 


"I've
got some new movies rented," Tony agreed.  "See you tomorrow,
boss."  He headed home, formulating how to write up the
suggestions.  Because she'd need it in writing. 


***



Friday
ended up being a paperwork day so Xander got to come back.  Tony presented
him with the written suggestions and got a nod for it.  Xander wandered
over to McGee to help him type.  He was looking at the screen then at
him.  "He says you type faster than he can think," Tony told
him. 


"I
only type ninety words a minute, Tony," McGee told him, but he did slow
down.  The boy liked that better.  Especially when he went back to
his game for a few minutes.  Then Xander smiled and clapped at him
shooting orcs. 


"McGee,
does he need to know how to play video games?" 


"To
fit in with his generation, yes," he said bluntly, going back to it. 
A few more orcs and he had to go back to his report.  He grinned at the
kid in his lap. "For lunch."  Xander hugged him. 
"When you're older we'll teach you how to play too."  Xander
beamed at that.  "Now," he whispered.  "Kate's looking
like she could use a cuddle.  She's not had one in *days*,
Xander."  Xander wiggled down and paused to give Tony a hug, making
him smile and give him another hershey's kiss.  He loved that guy. 
He crawled over to Kate and climbed up in her lap, giving her a hug too. 


"Thank
you, Xander.  I love your hugs.  Don't suck on my neck this time,
okay?"  He sat sideways, curling up against one of her breasts, head
on her shoulder.  She smiled at him.  "You're adorable but
you're the only baby I'll ever have."  He pouted.  "Ask
your father for siblings."  Xander spit at that idea.  Tony
laughed.  "Being an only child can be lonely," she said when Tony
and Gibbs both stared at her. 


"I
know that, I was one," Tony agreed.  He went back to his reports,
watching as Xander started to pet Kate like he would a pony.  He managed
to hide his smirk when Kate, who was proofreading, didn't catch him at it for
at least two minutes. 


"I'm
not a pony, Xander." 


He
stretched and kissed her.  "Mommy." 


"Oh,
no, I'm not Abby either." 


"That's
his pet name for DiNozzo," Gibbs said dryly. 


"Gee,
thanks, Gibbs, now I have this mental image of Tony in some of Abby's clothes."



"No,
the time I did drag for a charity show in college I was fabulous but a classic
beauty.  A few of the other guys went for terror drag, Kate.  I've
got a picture somewhere if you wanted to see it."  She gave him a
horrified look.  He smiled sweetly.  "You know that blue skirt
and white blouse you wear now and then?"  She got up and handed Gibbs
the baby then stomped off.  He cackled.  Xander joined in. 


"You
did it for charity?" 


"Yeah,
we were raising money with our sister organization on campus for
something.  We even got one of the local Queens to come in and MC." 


"More
than I *ever* wanted to know, DiNozzo." 


"But,
boss, she said I was a very pretty woman." 


Gibbs
held his head.  He put his son down.  "Make him take you down to
Ducky, Xander."  Xander squealed and walked over there. 
"Huh."  Tony and McGee both captured it on their camera
phones.  "Good job, son.  Another important step." 
Xander smirked at him.  "Be a good boy, make him go tell Ducky that
story." 


"Sure. 
We'll go show Uncle Ducky and Auntie Abby how well you walk," he cooed,
taking him down there. 


"Wow,"
McGee said.  "Was that his first time walking?"  Gibbs
nodded, looking proud.  "Excellent, boss.  I'll download the
video off my phone for you and translate it so it can be put onto a better
medium."  He got to work doing that.  He also sent it to Abby
and Kate. 


They
heard the squeal through the floors. 


Gibbs
smiled and made a note in his PDA about this date.  The baby book had a
sheet for the important dates.  Tony had written in when he first crawled.
He could fill in this one.  He looked up when the director came down the
stairs.  "He's down telling Ducky a story." 


"Your
son or DiNozzo?" 


"Both. 
DiNozzo was talking about a charity drag event he did in college.  I got a
headache.  My son just walked." 


"Congratulations." 
McGee waved her over so she came to look at the video, smiling at it. 
"That's very cute.  Is that a video game?" 


"I
have it paused.  I was letting Xander play it, ma'am." 


"He's
got a very high score." 


"I
only play it off work hours." 


"Good." 
She walked back over to Jethro.  "As soon as he gets back up here
I've got a few free minutes." 


"Thank
you."  Abby brought his son up, his face smeared with
chocolate.  "What did you give him!" he demanded. 


"My
candy bar.  He deserved it," she said firmly. 


"DiNozzo's
been feeding him hershey kisses every time he goes over for a hug." 


"So! 
He walked!  It's an important day, Gibbs!"  She smiled and
licked a bit of the chocolate off his cheek, making Xander giggle and
wiggle.  So she did it again and he wiggled more. 


"Go
use the sink," he said finally. "There's someone in the next row who
hates giggling." 


"Fine." 
She walked him in there.  By the time she got him clean Tony was back and
stole him. "Hey!" 


"He's
going to wander around in the director's office for a few minutes." 


"Oh. 
Okay.  But I get him back later!" 


"Of
course."  He smiled at her.  "You can even help with lunch
if you want." 


"I
can do that."  She went to find him something to eat.  Her baby
needed better than pizza! 


Tony
walked him up the stairs, waving his hand at the woman who stared in
horror.  He paused.  "Gibbs' son Xander." 


She
said a loud prayer that he wasn't his.  "Tell Gibbs he's
adorable." 


Tony
smirked at her.  "I've been babysitting.  He's as close as I'm
coming." 


"Hopefully
Gibbs can straighten him out." 


Gibbs
came over to the railing, glaring down at her.  She wilted.  "My
son is perfect even if DiNozzo does let him pick up the pretty women and the
horses in the park.  DiNozzo?" 


"Had
to wait for Abby, boss.  She's helping with lunch." 


"Which
is appropriate with how many times she was his lunch."  He walked
them into the office and shut the door. 


McGee
burst out giggling at that.  "How very true," he agreed
quietly.  One of the other people came over.  "What?" 


"Abby
did what?" 


"Took
some medicine and volunteered to breast-feed Xander for him." 


"No
wonder they finally got a breast-feeding room." 


"She
was doing it in the lab now and then." 


"Even
better reason.  Gibbs lets DiNozzo babysit?" 


"While
he was injured Tony was his nanny," Kate said from her desk. 
"Xander was a pervert before then." 


"Awww,
just because he used to give you hickeys...." Tim started.  She
glared.  "He did.  You were his favorite pacifier." 
The other agent walked off blushing at that.  "Her neck." 


"You
mean that wasn't her finding a good girlfriend?" 


"I'm
not gay!" she complained. 


"So?" 
He shrugged.  "We think it'd be hot."  She growled and he
wisely ran.  Before Kate found her gun. 


"I
wouldn't care if you were or weren't, as long as you were happy," McGee
assured her. 


"I
work with way too many perverts," she complained. McGee smiled at
that.  "I do!" 


"You
do but you have Abby." 


"She'd
giggle." 


"And
Ducky." 


"Ducky
would make them stop."  She went to get some sympathy from him. 


McGee
went back to his game since his report was now done.  He did need time to
let it sit before he proofread it. 


***



Tony
looked at the director.  "I wrote out the proposal for you," he
offered.  Gibbs handed it over. 


She
looked at it then nodded.  "That's what I thought you'd do. 
Would you need another agent on the team?" 


"No,
whoever was at home would consult," Gibbs said. 


"He'd
still bark orders like he did when he broke his leg a few years back,"
Tony agreed.  "If I had a better computer I could still run
backgrounds.  That and a new headset.  Xander nibbled on my last
one." 


"That
would be a reasonable accommodation.  Gibbs would have access to it?"



"If
he wanted to use it.  I've included the specs on the back."  She
looked at the back of the paper, smirking at it.  "It would be the
best system and would mean less need to update in  the next few
years.  McGee can put in the small router box in Gibbs' house or in my
apartment.  We switch off places to let him roam."  Xander
wiggled.  "Don't touch anything.  Go look out the
window."  Xander looked at him so he pointed.  Xander beamed and
went to look out the window, with a quick stop to pet her skirt and grin at
her. 


"He
is very smart, Jethro," she praised.  "You've done a good job
with him."  She put it down.  "I found out you're on
salary, Agent DiNozzo?" 


"When
they accidentally got me mixed up with a dead guy I got switched during the
fix.  I've complained, director.  I miss my overtime." 


"I'm
sure you do but you're being paid more than you should by your
experience." 


"No,
I'm making less than McGee is," he told her.  She blinked at
that.  He pulled out his last pay stub, he had been meaning to talk to her
about that.  "That's my last pay stub." 


She
looked at it, then at his file, which she had pulled up.  "You
should've come in at that grade." 


"I
did come in at that grade.  I haven't gotten a raise in nearly four years
now." 


"Oh. 
Did you perhaps upset someone down there?" 


"Only
when I went to complain that they had me as a dead guy." 


"I
see.  After we're done here I'll talk to HR about this, DiNozzo." 


"Thank
you, ma'am.  I did get that figure and those specs off our own buying
agreement." 


"Good. 
That'll save some money."  She looked at Jethro.  "You're
sure you can handle being at home every other case?" 


"No,
but we'll give it a quarter to try it and see how it happens." 


"That's
fine, I can accept that, Jethro.  You as well, DiNozzo.  Now, who's
going to start?" 


"Depends
on what the first case is," Tony admitted. "We have weekend call and
I doubt we're going to go all today without it.  If I'm needed for
something like an undercover he'll get Fornell or McGee or even Abby to come
watch him so we can both work." 


"That's
reasonable.   You did tell the team that?"  They both
nodded.  "That works then.  I did hear that the stand-ins from a
few days ago were charged?" 


"Oh,
yeah," Tony agreed.  "They took a deal for probation and never
going near us again.  Taylor's apparently told all his family so they're
embarrassed and shunned.  If he's still on medical leave when they get
back from the trial, he said he'd sub in again as well." 


"So
you do have a handle on this.  Good."  She smiled at them.
Xander came back to pet her skirt some more.  "I know, it's very
soft." 


"Pony,"
he said, looking very serious. 


"Do
I feel like a pony?"  He beamed and nodded.  She gave him a careful,
tentative hug.  He didn't even bite so she was happy.  "You're a
good boy, Xander.  Go watch outside." 


"That's
the boring side of the building," Tony reminded her. 
"Xan?"  He came running over and climbed up him, earning a
smile.  "Was there no one out there?"  Xander made car
noises.  "There was a car?"  He frowned.  "Is
there supposed to be a car out there, boss?" 


"No. 
That's a closed street."  He went to go look, then called
security.  "It's Gibbs.  Looking out the director's window
there's a parked truck on that side of the building.  Not
maintenance.  Looks like a Ford pickup.  Let me know."  He
hung up and smiled at his son.  "Good catch, son!"  His son
squealed and wiggled so he took him back.  "That was a very good
catch.  We'll let Abby have a picnic with you for lunch.  How about
that?"  Xander patted him on the cheek then kissed him. 
"Good boy."  He settled down to be held for now. 
"Thank you for being accommodating, Jen." 


"You're
welcome, Jethro.  Raising him to be a good man and a possible future agent
is very important.  Even more so than catching terrorists."  She
smiled at them.  "Begin whenever you can.  I'll talk to HR
today, DiNozzo." 


"Yes,
ma'am.  Thank you."  He stood up and followed Gibbs out. 


She
smiled. "They do make a good couple.  Jethro seems happy and
content."  She found the number for HR and called down there. 
"Barbara, can you please bring me DiNozzo's file?  I've found a pay
discrepancy.  Thank you."  She hung up and looked at the pay
stub.  He was right, McGee made more than him.  The HR secretary came
in with the file.  "I needed your boss to fix this." 


"She's
about to go into a meeting, ma'am.  She said to call her when you know
what you need.  She'll be done after lunch." 


"I
wasn't aware HR had a meeting this week." 


"It's
with an outside source, ma'am." 


She
nodded.  "That's fine.  Tell her to come right up here after
she's done."  That got a nod and she left.  Then she called
security to see who the outside source was.  No one had checked in. 
She checked the snooping software, finding her calling a number out in McLean,
Virginia.  She looked it up and found a lawyer's office.  She'd ask
her when she saw her.  She checked on McGee, he was switching from one
screen to his report.  Which did look to be complete.  Well, at least
he wasn't really goofing off.  Just taking a break. 


***



Tim
pointed at the little blinking light on his computer toolbar.  "And
that, Xander, tells me when someone's trying to snoop on my computer," he
told him.  "Because they installed really old software to do
that."  The boy looked at him and grinned.  "That's right,
that means I know when someone's trying to figure out what I'm
doing."  The boy clapped.  "That's right, it's a good
thing."  He kissed him on the head.  "You're such a good
boy.  When I have kids I want ones like you." 


Xander
snuggled back into his arms to help him work on his computer.  He liked
this one, he was nice and sweet, even if he didn't feed him candy like Tony did
as a bribe to behave. 


***



Gibbs
watched his son wander around the house, going after him to take things and put
them up higher.  "Will I have to nail stuff to the ceiling?" he
asked finally.  His son just gave him this wicked smirk that let him know
the ceiling wasn't safe either.  Someone knocked then walked in. 
"What's wrong, DiNozzo?" 


"I
came home to a dead puppy," he said quietly, well above where Xander could
hear.  Gibbs' face tightened.  "I think she's out again,
Gibbs.  Or it's the lady in HR that got fired today for intentionally
screwing up my paychecks because I never hit on her.  Did you hear? 
She was talking to a lawyer before the director got her earlier." 


"I
did.  You okay?" 


"They
cut me a back-check for the rest," he said grimly.  "Which is
why I can stay at a hotel if you want." 


"No,
you're welcome to the couch.  Did you call the cops?" 


"I
did.  They came in to dust for fingerprints and take it away.  I told
them the two possible causes.  They said they'd check."  That
got a nod.  "I'm going to have to move, boss.  That means I can
take a few days off so you can head back there." 


"We'll
work it out." 


"At
this rate I should move into Fort Knox." 


"That
might not stop her either," he pointed out.  Tony slumped at
that.  Xander came over with the cookie he'd stolen earlier to hug and pat
him.  "See, he knows it'll be all right." 


"You're
a good friend to have, Xander."  He put him into his lap to cuddle
him.  "Uncle Tony's going to give up women.  They all
suck."  Xander cooed and petted him.  Gibbs' phone rang. 
"I'm not here if that's Abby.  She's probably heard." 


Gibbs
found his cellphone where Xander had tried to put it in the microwave. 
"Gibbs."  He nodded.  "He's fine, Abby, he told
me.  What?"  He groaned. "She's out?  How is she
out?"  He nodded at that.  "Okay.  Thank you." 
He hung up. "You're staying more than a few days.  They let her
out." 


"Why?"



"I
don't know.  She was released on probation."  Tony groaned
again. "I knew they should've went for attempted murder." 


"They
did," Tony said, looking at him.  "The judge lowered it to
stalking in the first."  He looked around then at him. 
"I'm going to go to a hotel, Gibbs." 


"It
won't be safe." 


"Oh
yes it will.  It'll be very safe."  He looked at the baby on his
lap then at him. "You two should come, boss.  She knows about
Xander." 


"True." 
He called the director.  "Slight issue you should hear about. 
The stalker that injured DiNozzo just got released from jail.  He came
home to a dead p-u-p-p-y in his apartment.  No, Xander's in the room." 
He nodded at that. "That's what he suggested.  Thanks."  He
hung up.  "Okay, we'll split the hotel room." 


Tony
shook his head and found his phone, making a call.  "Marta, it's
Tony," he said quietly.  The baby babbled. "Thank you, Xander. 
I need a place to hide with my boss and his son.  One of my exes just
killed something small and cuddly and put it in my apartment.  Marta, she
tried to shoot me and tried to claim the kid was hers.  She broke into my
hospital room to kill me.  Please?  You know I wouldn't ask. 
Just a discount would be fine.  That's all I want. 
Please?"  He nodded. "Thank you, Marta.  Within an
hour.  Thanks."  He hung up.  "Pack a bag.  I've
got one in the car, boss."  That got nod and he held Xander while
Gibbs went to find clothes for both of them.  "You'll like this
place.  It's very nice," he promised.  The baby smiled at him.
"We'll take the daddy's car."  He put his phone back into his
pocket once he was standing and walked around to gather some things  that
were too important.  Including the baby book.  It got put into his
bag in the trunk.  Gibbs came out.  "I've got some limited
supplies.  I know you were going to pick up diapers." 


"That's
fine."  He saw the bag and the extra box.  "We think she'll
try something?" 


"I
wouldn't put it past her, boss.  She hacked into my bank accounts somehow
and got a new card for herself as my supposed wife." 


"Point." 
He went back inside to get some other things, coming out to put them into a
larger, rolling suitcase.  The other stuff went in there too.  Then
they tucked it into his car.  His car was less noticeable and handled
better in a chase.  "Where am I heading?"  Tony whispered
an address.  "You know someone who works there?" 


"No,
I went to school with the owner's wife." 


"Oh." 
He nodded and got them moving.  He did call Kate.  "It's
me.  DiNozzo's psycho ex is out of jail.  He's already had to leave
his place.  We're going to safety.  Call me."  He hung up
on her voicemail.  "You all right?" 


"I'm
fine.  It was one of the strays in the neighborhood.  Not one I fed a
lot."  He looked at him.  "I'm going to kill her this time,
boss." 


"I
know, DiNozzo.  It'll be fine.  We'll stop her.  That's got to
violate her probation.  Why did the judge reduce it from attempted
murder?" 


"She
ditched the gun she shot at me with.  They couldn't find it so even though
there were bullets present she tossed it."  He grimaced. "She
won't be on the bench long, Gibbs.  Or she's very new." 


"Probably
new.  The election was last fall."  He sped up once he hit the
main road, heading for the very nice, upscale hotel.  When they got there,
Tony got Xander out, letting him cuddle him.  Gibbs got their bags with a
nod for the bellhop but let the valet take the car so it'd be closer. 
They walked inside and Tony walked right up to an elegant woman waiting and
looking around. 


"Hi,
Marta." 


"Anthony." 
She blinked.  "He's adorable." 


"That's
the usual reaction to Xander.  He's Gibbs' son."  He nodded
behind him. "My boss." 


"Hello. 
Welcome to the Regal."  She shook his hand.  "What is going
on?  An ex?" 


"She..." 
He handed Xander back and walked her off to tell her everything, making her hug
him.  "All I want is a discount," he promised.  "Just
until they can catch her again." 


"It's
all right, Tony.  This is the off season," she promised. 
"My husband did want to meet you.  He heard how you used to torment
me about my first bra," she teased.  Tony grinned at that.  The
baby started to fuss.  Tony took him back and he calmed down. 
"You're very good with him." 


"When
she injured me the first time I got to stay home with him," Tony told her
with a small grin. "I'm his favorite nanny." 


"I
see."  She smiled at them.  "Let me get you some
keys.  My husband has already authorized it."  She went to the
desk and came back with a set of keys.  "Here we go, boys.  Come
along."  Gibbs got the bags.  "We do have bellhops." 


"It's
my exercise for the day since I haven't had to carry him.  He's just
learned to walk." 


"Congratulations,
young man."  He beamed at her and she fell into his big brown
eyes.  "You're going to be more of a heartbreaker than Tony was when
you're older, Xander."  She smoothed down some hair and got them into
their room.  "There you go, boys.  I had them send up a crib as
well."  That got a nod and Tony hugged her, which let Xander hug
her.  He giggled and kissed her neck, making her blush.  "You
are quite fresh.  Tony used to pull that now and then too."  She
tweaked his nose.  "You be a good boy." 


"Son,
no tasting the women," Gibbs ordered.  His son pouted. "Tough.
It's a bad habit to start."  He took his son and put him down. 
"There, wander."  His son beamed and wandered off. 


"He'll
be a great investigator some year, Gibbs." 


"He
will be.  He's nosy," Gibbs agreed, going to stop his son from
crawling under the couch. 


Tony
smiled at her.  "How are you?" 


"I'm
wonderful.  He's making me very happy, Tony.  Thank you for
introducing us." 


"Not
a problem. You deserved someone special to spoil you rotten and appreciate your
brilliant mind."  She nodded and left them alone.  He sat down
and Xander crawled up beside him, snuggling into his side.  "Hey,
squirt."  Xander grinned at him. "They'll find the psychotic
woman very soon.  I know they will.  Then we can go home." 
Gibbs' phone rang and he walked into the bedroom to answer it.  He smiled
at the baby.  "You have very good taste.  She was always a very
sweet woman, even when I used to torment her in school."  Xander
smiled at that and wiggled some.  "Behave."  Xander got
down and went to wander around some more.  "Don't touch the pretty
things, Xander.  They're expensive."  Gibbs came out. 
"We might want to watch him with that vase, Gibbs.  It's about three
hundred years old."  It got moved out of reach and so did the other
breakable stuff.  Xander pouted so he looked at him.  "I know
you, you'd want to touch."  Xander went over to the window to watch
out it.  "An update?" he asked hopefully. 


"Jen
called Fornell.  He wanted to know what was going on and where we
were." 


"That's
fine.  I'm still a federal agent so the FBI would take the case," he
agreed.  "Now what?" 


"Now,
you sleep, Tony.  Or you go run out for food if you're hungry." 
Tony nodded, heading out to do that.  Xander fussed but he looked at him.
"He'll be right back.  He went to get dinner."  Xander came
over then pulled him back behind the curtains with him.  They were thick
and heavy tapestry curtains and his son loved them apparently.  He helped
him watch all the lights outside, sitting down so his son could stand in his
lap to get a higher viewpoint even though they were floor-to-ceiling
windows.  Tony came back and he peered out of the drapes.  "You
went for fast food?" 


"Not
totally.  I got him some apple slices." He handed that bag
over.  He sat down with his  more discreet bag.  "I got
extra if you want some, boss." 


"I
had dinner, DiNozzo.  You eat."  He opened up the fruit pack,
making his son a happy boy.  Someone knocked on the door and Tony answered
it, hand on his gun.  The bellhop brought in a crib.  "Put it
near the couch," he ordered.  That got a nod and it was put
there.  "Thank you."  Tony tipped him for it and then he
left.  He fed his son another apple slice and Xander happily nibbled on it
while Tony set it up.  "We'll bathe in a few." 


"That's
fine, boss. You sure you want him out here?" 


"I
figured I'd take the couch." 


"Boss,
it's a king size bed," Tony said dryly.  "If we have to, we can
share and he can be in there too.  That way he won't be woken up when one of
us gets up in the middle of the night to work."  Gibbs nodded so he
brought it into the bedroom and set it up next to the window.  That way he
could see outside.  Tony didn't like total blackness at night
either.  Gibbs came in a few minutes later and they went to bathe the
baby, coming out to find a maid turning down the bed.  "Thank
you." 


"Welcome,
sir.  I closed the lid on your food to keep it warm."  She
accepted the tip and left. 


They
got Xander settled in, letting him watch the city while he laid there. 
They went back to the living room.  Gibbs sat down and turned on the
tv.  Tony settled in to finish his dinner.  It felt incredibly
domestic. It also comforted his nerves. He finished his dinner and threw away
the container, settling back into the couch.  "What's the next move,
boss?" 


"We
wait for someone to find her and put her away, DiNozzo." 


"Boss,
she could've done it and fled," he pointed out. 


"The
FBI is everywhere.  Even watching you pick out wedgies," he said
dryly, paraphrasing something McGee had said the last time he had worked with
Fornell. 


"I
hate it when they check to see what I'm doing when I do that."  Gibbs
gave him an affectionate swat on the head.  "Sorry, couldn't
resist." 


"I
know.  Go sleep."  Tony nodded, going in there to lay
down.  Gibbs got comfortable, watching the news.  He even fell asleep
out there. 


***



Tony
came down to get lunch, smiling at Marta when he ran into her.  "Hi
again." 


"Any
new news?" 


"The
FBI has it," he said with a small shrug.  "We've worked with the
guy who has it.  He's furious that they reduced the original charge down
from attempted murder to stalking in the first," he admitted. 
"Then they let her out after only a few weeks served, even though she had
broken home confinement to come after me *again*.  She even tried to claim
Gibbs' son as hers to some cops when she did that."  She gave him a
stroke on the arm.  "I'm going to find something for fussy and his
son to eat.  Check in with Fornell." 


"Sure. 
Let me know how long you think it'll be." 


"They'll
release my apartment in three days.  I'm finding somewhere more secure
after that.  So hopefully not more than a week.  Like I said, I'll
gladly just take a discount, Marta." 


"It's
not a problem, Tony. It's the off season.  We weren't going to rent a room
that size for a few more months."  She stroked his cheek. 
"I heard from your aunt." 


"Why?"
he asked, looking confused. 


"She's
not totally a happy woman with husband number three. Wanted to know if I could
find a use for him." 


Tony
shook his head.  "Bait chunks?" 


"That's
about what I suggested too," she agreed.  "Have you heard from
any of your family?" 


"Mom
called to nag recently.  She said that being Gibbs' nanny was better than
being a federal agent or an officer but not by much then hung up." 


"Ah." 
She nodded.  "You should've told her you're with Gibbs and that's
both your son." 


He
shook his head.  "I can't lie like that."  She gave him an
odd look. "I can't." 


"Tony,
it's fairly obvious to some of us.  Remember, I'm not my sister, I could
care less if you're sleeping with a goat.  Gibbs seems very nice.  I
appreciate that you like him that much."  He went pale at that. 
"You're seriously not seeing him?" 


"No,
he's my boss, Marta.  I love the guy but it's closer to what I should feel
for my father than as my lover." 


"Hmm. 
Then your director has the wrong idea as well."  Tony pulled out his
phone and dialed it, handing it to her as he walked off shaking his head. 
"Mr. Gibbs?"  She smiled. "It is.  No, I was just talking
with Anthony about some family gossip he hadn't heard and I offered him my
congratulations on your relationship.  No, your director said you were
with him and that you were a very good couple, that you let Tony play but held
him with a good leash.  Yes, it did appear that way to me as well,"
she said delicately.  "Oh, dear, should I have put you in a double
room?"  She winced at his assertion it was fine.  "Oh, I'm
so sorry.  Tony's mother is in town for some reason," she
admitted.  "She's staying here, Mr. Gibbs.  What should I tell
her?"  His answer of 'nothing' didn't give her a lot of leeway. 
"That's fine then.  No, she won't be down until later this afternoon
probably.  Thank you for clearing that up.  I'm very sorry for the
misunderstanding.  Of course.  I'll leave his phone with his
messages, dear.  You have a better afternoon."  She hung up and
handed it to the desk clerk.  "For Mr. Gibbs.  The one with the
crib."  He nodded and put it in his cubby.  There weren't any
other children in the hotel.  Most people didn't bring their children to
hotels like hers. 


***


Gibbs
dialed his phone.  "Jen," he said dryly.  "You were
bragging on my new relationship with my senior agent?"  She laid out
why she thought they were together and he blinked at why she had made that
assumption.  "No, he's only my senior agent, Jen. 
Really."  His son giggled at him.  "You, quit.  He's
not really your mother."  He shook his head at her continued
assertion it was fine with her as long as she didn't ask and he didn't tell her
blatantly that it was a relationship. "It's not, Jen.  It never has
been."  He shuddered at what she put out next.  "No, it's
not.  It's staying not.  Thank you."  He hung up and
covered his eyes with his free hand.  Xander crawled into his lap and gave
him a hug. "Thanks, kiddo. I needed that."  He gave him a kiss
on the head.  "How about a nap?  Daddy could use a
nap."  They laid down to watch the late cartoons on
Nickelodeon.  Xander hummed along with some of the songs.  He decided
Tony's migraine from a few months back was a reasonable thing.  Tony came
back.  "Your phone's at the desk." 


"I
got it.  Fornell called.  She's hiding but he has a strong lead
where.  Also, you need to call him."  He looked at him. 
"She told you?" 


"Yes
and then I talked to our new director, who decided you were good for me and the
son.  Even if I did let you play too much.  She also said it showed
so much trust when you said you had my six in the elevator.  She assumed I
was letting you have me," he said flatly. 


"I've
heard that one before," he admitted.  "Half the men in the
office who hate us for being good think you're my stress relief.  We play
kinky bondage games and I make you break and beg."  Gibbs just stared
at that.  "I've told them time and again my stress relief in
moderately kinky sex with women, boss.  They don't want to listen because
then you're just like them only better.  Which they can't accept. 
With those thoughts you're gay and therefore in a special category of
alien." 


Gibbs
shook his head and his son came back to pat him on it.  "I
know.  They're wrong, but it's very nice of you to take care of me,
Xander.  Thank you.  Lunch?" 


"Deli?"



"Works
for me.  Get something for him?" 


"Of
course."  He sat down to hand out food, making Xander a happy boy for
his salad with meat chunks.  Tony smirked at the older man. 
"I'll eat the lettuce if he won't.  I could use some roughage." 


"I
didn't need to know that either."  He ate a bite.  "Your
mother's here?"  Tony choked.  "Marta called me to confirm
that we're not actually a couple."  He removed something from his
son's hands, putting all the breakable things back onto the higher table so he
couldn't get to them.  "Thank you, son.  I can't afford to buy
them a new one of those."  He sat down to eat again, pushing his
son's food closer.  Tony added some dressing off to the side, letting him
have some messy fun too while he dunked.  Gibbs looked at him. 
"Is that a good idea?" 


"Yeah. 
He'll have fun and eat the lettuce.  It's good for him."  He
grinned.  "So, my mother's here somewhere?"  Gibbs nodded,
eating another bite. "Can I hide the whole time we're here?" 


"Until
she leaves.  "Is she going to eat you?" 


"Marta
suggested I should have told her Xander was our son together when she called to
nag me."  Gibbs choked this time.  "That's how I broke her
sex fantasy about us."  He ate another bite. 


Gibbs
pushed that thought to the back of his mind before he got sick from it. 
"Whatever.  How did you introduce her to her husband but he wants to
meet you?" 


"He
didn't connect the guy I was with the guy from her stories.  He's a former
frat brother.  None of them knew I came from money and power." 


"Oh." 
He nodded and finished his sandwich, taking a bite of his son's lettuce. 
Xander squealed and stuffed more in his mouth, chewing and then smirking when
he swallowed. "Eat the rest before I do."  His son continued to
stuff his mouth.  "Slow down." 


Tony
smirked at him. "You're good, boss." 


"I
try."  He got up when someone knocked, letting Fornell in. 
"I was going to call you after we cleaned up the little guy." 


"You
got him to eat a salad?" 


"Yeah,
I stole a piece after Tony added dressing.  He's very possessive of what's
his." 


"You
should've seen him scowl at the women with kids who stopped to talk to me in
the park," Tony said dryly, sipping his tea.  Xander scowled at him
again.  "What?  They were nice and mostly pretty." 
Xander pouted.  "Hey, you could have a sibling some day," he
offered.  "A baby brother or sister." 


"Pony!"
he said firmly.  "No!" 


"Or
maybe not," Fornell said dryly.  "Hi, Xander."  Xander
beamed at him. "Are you being a good boy?"  The boy pointed at
the window and made squealy noises.  "Yeah, that's a pretty
view.  Finish lunch while I talk to your daddy, okay?"  Xander
came over to drag him to the window, showing him what he had seen. 
"Huh, there's a very large limo downstairs and a bride getting out. 
Interesting." 


Tony
came over to look.  "Unless she dyed her hair, that's not her." 


"Good
to know."  He looked at him.  "I didn't hear we had anyone
that high profile here this weekend." 


"Marta
doesn't brag," he said with a shrug.  He looked across the way. 
"Um, boss, forgive me if I'm wrong but is that someone on the next roof
over with something pointed at this hotel?" 


Fornell
looked.  "Could be a paparazzi." 


"Maybe,"
Gibbs agreed.  "Better to be safe than sorry, Fornell."  He
nodded and called it in.  Some of his agents stormed up there a few
minutes later and drug him off, holding up his gun and the camera. 
"Good call, DiNozzo.  You're a big help, son."  Xander
beamed and went back to steal some of Tony's sandwich. 


"Hey! 
I wanted some of that.  Now I'll have to eat your salad."  He
snatched a bite and Xander went back to it, leaving Tony his sandwich until he
was done, then he snatched the meat out of it and wandered off to look out the
window again.  Tony shook his head but finished his bread, using it to sop
up the rest of the dressing from the salad.  "I guess he was hungrier
than I thought," he said dryly. 


"Apparently." 
Fornell looked at him.  "Keep the kid for a few?" 


"Sure. 
Go for it."  They went into the bedroom.  Tony came over to help
Xander watch the incoming wedding.  "Please let my mother be here for
that," he begged any God who might be listening.  "Please?"



Xander
patted him.  "Momma?" 


"Yeah,
my momma, Xander.  She's a mean old lady too."  He gave him a
cuddle.  "Oooh, look, horsies."  They stared as the groom
got out of a horse-drawn carriage and walked inside.  "I thought that
was the bride's thing," he muttered.  Xander grinned at him.
"Some day you can ride in one of those," he agreed. "Maybe after
you get married."  He poked him on the stomach and they went back to
watching the stuff going on below. 


"Don't
wish wives on my son, DiNozzo," Gibbs said from the bedroom doorway. 


"Just
one good one, boss," he said, looking at him.  "You okay?" 


"You
have excellent instincts."  Tony stared then his mouth fell
open.  "She decided to torch the boat.  The fire department got
it before it fully engulfed the bottom floor but it's mostly gone." 
He came over to sit with his son.  "Thank you for having that
one." 


"Not
a problem, boss.  Are we missing anything precious from there?" 


"Everything
precious I had was in the car with us, in my safety deposit box, or in a fireproof
filing cabinet and safe."  Tony hugged him.  "Thanks. Now
get off." 


"It's
a time to be mushy and you can have my couch as long as you need it,
boss.  You know that."  That got a silent nod. "You
okay?" 


"Grieving
for the boat," he admitted. 


"It
happens."  He looked at Fornell.  "When?" 


"Five
this morning.  How survival trained is she, DiNozzo?" 


"She
was a nurse but when I suggested we go to the park, she said she hated the
outdoors. I'm not sure what to tell you.  She has a sister in Richmond
she's close to.  You might check her." 


"I'll
do that," he agreed, making a note about that.  "Anything else
you can think of?" 


"It
depends.  Why did she do that?  I mean, is it part of what the
director spread around?" he asked Gibbs, who had more experience profiling
than he did. 


Gibbs
shrugged.  "Could be," he admitted. 


"What
did your new director and his former girlfriend spread around?" Fornell
asked Tony. 


"That
we're a very cute couple and Xander's our son instead of his son." 
Fornell blanched at that.  "My former school friend Marta owns this
place with her husband.  She heard it from her so she's said it in
public." 


"Crap,"
he muttered. "That could be a reason.  If she thinks Jethro is taking
you from her, she'd react to that threat."  He walked off shaking his
head, calling that information in.  Including that he didn't think it was
true but others had heard that suggestion.  It was reasonable, especially
with how hands-on Tony was with another guy's kid.  Not that he believed a
hole-hound like DiNozzo would give up women.  Ever.  Though he had
heard a nasty drag queen rumor about him.... 


Tony
handed Xander over, then went to the bathroom to give father and son time
alone.  He had to grieve his house and things that were lost. 
Especially the boat. 


Gibbs
took a minute then called Kate.  "She burned my house starting with
the boat," he said patiently.  "I want this woman found and
presented to Fornell in handcuffs and without more than a slap on her.  If
there's any torture I get to do it," he said firmly.  He
listened.  "How destroyed was his place?  DiNozzo?  She
struck your place again!"  He listened.  "What was the
furry thing?"  He nodded at that.  "Thanks for the update,
Kate.  No, he didn't.  He was here to tell me about my house. 
Thanks."  He hung up and Tony came back out.  "The thing
you found at home last night wasn't her, it was the cranky, delusional person
in HR who you never hit on.  She's since been arrested.  The later
trashing of your place, including some of your movie collection, and then the
arson at my place was your ex." 


Tony
hung his head.  "I'm sorry, boss. I have no idea what I did
wrong!  I didn't even hit on her!" 


"Which
fouled her ego," he said blandly.  "She decided you were
overlooking her. That she did meet up to your standards." 


"She's
nearly twenty years older than any woman I've ever dated," he pointed
out.  "I date pretty young things.  Not middle aged mostly
pretty things.  Really!  I even gave her a compliment on the weight
she lost last year!" 


"It's
not your fault you've got a psychotic fanclub," he said calmly. 
"Any others I should know about?" 


"Two
back in Philly and Peoria.  That's why I left."  He went back to
swear in the bathroom so Xander couldn't hear him. 


Gibbs
looked at his son.  "You will never be allowed to date women like he
did, Xander.  I don't care what your ex thinks.  You're not
allowed.  I'd welcome you being gay first."  He kissed him on
the head and his son smiled at him before going back to the window
watching.  "Huh. Horses.  Who came in the carriage?" he
called. 


"The
husband." 


"Why?"



"Not
a clue," Tony said as he came out.  "Boss, would you mind really
a whole lot if I started to date the Probie?" 


"You'd
kill each other and then I'd have to replace my hacking and computer
tech," he said dryly.  "Pick someone else, DiNozzo." 
Tony nodded and sat down, holding his head.  "Local PD could probably
use a call about the new wreck." 


"I'll
do it later, when I'm calmer." 


"Sure. 
I get that.  Want to take him down for ice cream in the restaurant?" 


"That'll
work.  Get his shoes on while I put on some."  They did that
then headed downstairs.  He saw a familiar back and groaned, hiding his
face in Xander's hair.  "This is not my year," he complained
quietly. 


Gibbs
looked then nodded.  "Apparently not."  They walked around
the older woman, glancing at her.  Tony must take after his father. 
His eyes were the same as hers but nothing else it seemed.  Except maybe
his height. 


"Anthony,
I know you saw me," she snapped.  He turned and she looked at the
child in his arms.  "He doesn't have the DiNozzo eyes?" 


"He's
Gibbs' son, mother.  Are you here for the wedding we saw pulling in?"



"No,
dear.  I've heard some rumors about you."  She smiled at the
boy.  "Hello, young man.  I'm your grandmother." 
Xander burst out crying.  "I'm sorry."  Gibbs took him to
calm him down.  "He was charming looking." 


"He's
a very good and smart boy, mother.  That's the one I watched while I was
injured." 


"So
I heard," she admitted.  "Is this a new thing?" 


"Mother,
he's my boss," he sighed.  "What did you hear?" 


"That
you had a good and loving man on your arms, that you had adopted his family as
your own.  That he made you see some reality about life." 


"Mom,
he's my boss at NCIS," he said more firmly.  "Mother, let me
introduce Special Agent and Gunny Jethro Gibbs.  Gibbs, this is my
mother." 


"Pleasure,"
he said bluntly.  "We should take this out of the open." 


"I'm
not ashamed of my son being gay, Jethro." 


"Mother,
we're here because I've got two women stalking me.  One of them killed
things and put them in my home," Tony said bluntly.  "One burned
Gibbs' house."  She gasped at that.  "We need to take this
out of plain view."  He led her into the restaurant, giving Gibbs a
'sorry' look.  They were seated.  "Can the baby and I have ice
cream?  Chocolate for him, vanilla with strawberries for me?  Water
for both of us.  Gibbs needs coffee, and ice cream?" 


"Vanilla's
fine," he agreed. "Pineapple sauce if you have it.  If not, no
topping."  The waitress nodded.  "Mrs. DiNozzo?" 


"I'll
have some tea, dear.  Thank you."  She nodded and walked
off.  She looked at the young boy on his father's lap.  "May I
hold him?" 


"He's
not always fond of women, mother," Tony said quietly. 


"That
would be a drawback of being in a gay relationship," she admitted. 


"No,
one of his nannies abandoned him," Gibbs told her. 


"Oh. 
I'm sorry.  Was she fired?" 


"And
arrested, unfortunately before we could shoot her," Tony agreed
dryly.  "So, you heard about our supposed relationship where?" 


"Oh,
well, at a party dear.  Someone from around here was told by someone who
knew."  She smiled and patted his hand.  "I don't mind and
I now understand why Kitty wasn't right for you, Anthony."  She gave
him another pat and a smile.  "If you had *told* us...." 


"Mom,
it was a long time ago and she was wrong for many reasons," he said
bluntly.  "Did Dad start to shout?" 


"No,
it's fashionable you know."  She smiled.  "It gives him something
to complain about to his golfing buddies, how he won't have grandchildren to
carry on the family legacy." 


"I
can still have kids, mother, but I'm not sure if I'm sterile since I did have
to do some light radiation when I got the plague." 


"Why
wasn't I told?" she demanded, glaring at Gibbs. 


"I
called your house and his office, ma'am.  No one ever called back. 
Which I think is a shame that you tossed away a good son.  I wouldn't
blame him for being angry at the moment." 


She
sniffled.  "I'll take that up with his father's secretary.  She
will not get away with not telling me."  Their orders were brought
and she paid the check and a tip.  "There you go, dear." 
She poured herself some tea.  She watched Gibbs pour himself some coffee
and the child drink from his glass of water.  "We couldn't get
Anthony to do that until he was one and a half," she said, smiling some. 


"He
likes his cup," Gibbs said, staying polite.  He held up a spoon of
his son's ice cream. "It's chocolate."  His son dove closer to
suck on the spoon.  "Easy, kiddo.  You can't feed yourself
here.  This is not the place to get messy." 


"They
make bibs for that," the waitress offered when she came back with a
highchair and a bib with a wink.  "My own did that now and then." 
Gibbs smiled and let Tony put him into the high chair.  The bib was tied
on by the waitress.  "There you go."  His ice cream got
handed over with the shorter, fatter spoon.  Xander dug in and happily
sucked it all down, only dripping some and splashing a few other bites on the
floor.  They didn't have anyone seated nearby thankfully. 


"Looks
like he'll need a bath when we get upstairs," Gibbs said. 


"He
will," Tony agreed, smiling at him. "This time don't try to snorkel
on us."  He looked at his mother.  A cold finger got stuck in
his ear and he ducked.  "Eww, Xander."   The baby
giggled. Tony did it to him and he quit.  "Thanks."  He
wiped off his finger then his ear, balling up the napkin.  "So you
came to check on the rumors, mother?" 


"I
did, dear.  As I said, it's more understood today than it was when you
were younger."  She smiled and patted his hand again.  "I'm
perfectly all right with it.  Are you two living together?" 


"No,
he's over all the time," Gibbs said.  "Mostly to help me with
Xander.  Unfortunately, due to these circumstances, my house got burned,
his got trashed by the psychotic woman after him, and we're here in protective
custody of the FBI." 


"You
and my son must be very important agents then, Jethro." 


"I'm
one of the senior agents at the local NCIS branch.  Tony's my senior
agent.  We have the highest statistics due to your son's help." 


"Really?" 
She blinked at him.  "But surely that's still menial work." 


"Oh,
it is, but it's good work, mother.  The more killers I can put away the
better I feel.  It's a good feeling to put someone away because they did
something wrong."  He ate a bite of his sundae. 


"How
long have you two been together?" 


"Tony's
been on my team now for nearly five years," Gibbs told her. 
"He's one of the longest lasting on my team because I have some very high
standards." 


She
smiled at that.  "I'm glad we could raise him to have such a
promising work ethic, even though we would desire him to have a different
career." 


"It's
this or Xander's nanny, mom."  He stuffed his mouth again.  He
shot his boss a 'wtf' look and got back a small smirk.  Oh, damn, Gibbs
was going to eat his mother's soul instead of his ice cream.  "This
is really good ice cream, boss.  Maybe we should get them to do Xander's
cake and ice cream for his first birthday." 


"Maybe,"
he agreed, taking a bite.  His son beamed at him.  "You're so
messy," he sighed.  Tony leaned over with a dampened napkin to clean
his forehead and nose off.  "That helps some."  He shook his
head.  "Due to the current restrictions on the agency, we can't
confirm or deny anything about a personal relationship, Mrs. DiNozzo." 


"I
understand, but I am his mother." 


"And
you heard it from our director, who we didn't tell," Tony told her. 


"Oh,
I see.  Of course I understand then."  She smiled at them then
the happy baby, sipping her tea.  She stroked a hand over his cheek,
making him look at her.  "You are an adorable young scamp.  My
Anthony, your Poppa Tony, used to spread his food everywhere as well.  The
nanny never could keep him clean at meal times."  Xander blinked at
her, then he ate another bite, getting most of it in his mouth. 
"That's a good boy.  Do more of that so you eat more and wear less,
dear."  He ate another bite, looking at his father. 


"That's
Tony's mommy, Xander." 


"Is
that his name?" 


"It's
short for Alexander, but you know how full names are for punishment," Tony
said blandly.  He sipped some of his water, then dug back into his ice
cream. "His birthday's next month, right, Gibbs?" 


"It
is," he agreed.  "We're going to have the team over for dinner
and do the traditional cake and ice cream."  The waitress came back
and he smiled at her.  "Are we being too loud?" 


"No,
please," she said dryly.  "He's not loud at all.  He's
being adorable."  She smiled and handed over a few packages of wet
wipes from the bar.  "Works better than napkins, guys." 
She smiled at the boy, getting one back.  "My daughter would hug you
all day if you let her." 


"He
loves to cuddle but loves furry things best," Tony told her with a small
grin.  She grinned back and walked off again.  He looked at
Xander.  "Eat, squirt."  Xander slurped some of the melted
milk, then picked up his bowl to drink it, Tony lunging to help him so it wouldn't
spill all over the rugs.  He checked it when Xander was done, breaking
open the wet wipes to start the tedious cleaning process. 


"Feed
him some of yours, Anthony, he's still hungry.  He's just a little
boy," she chided. 


"When
I get him clean, mom.  You can't have a kid that messy somewhere like
this."  She nodded that was true and he finished cleaning him then
shared his own sundae with him, getting baby beams of joy and love. 
"Love you too, Xander.  Now, behave?  For another few
minutes?"  The baby babbled and grabbed one of Grandma's earrings to
play with.  She squealed and got free of him.  "Sorry." 


"No,
they are tempting targets.  You used to play with anything shiny that I
wore," she admitted, taking off the other one, then smiled at him.
"There, that's better.  Now you can't grab the grandma." 
She patted him on the head. "You're adorable." 


"Say
thank you," Gibbs ordered, giving his son a look. 


"Pony!"
he squealed and beamed at her. 


"Very
close," she agreed.  "Anthony used to call my kitty cat at your
age." 


Tony
shoved a large bite of ice cream in his mouth then gave Xander more when he
opened his mouth.  "Boss, not hungry?" 


"Here,
I'll feed the poor thing," his mother promised, taking it to do
that.  "Did you go with a surrogate to have him?" she asked. 


"No,
someone in the military decided to use me to start a better race of
soldiers," he said grimly.  "They implanted his mother, who I
never met, and who was underage when it happened.  They found out through
DNA testing." 


"How
on earth did they get her?" 


"Her
sister had been dating one of the commandos associated with the project,"
Tony told her.  "We've captured most of them." 


"Does
she not want to see him?" 


"She
comes out as often as she can to see him," Gibbs told her.  "She
was out a few months ago." 


"That's
good then.  I suppose at her age she didn't have much of a choice." 


"All
she wanted was him to be loved and protected," Gibbs assured her. 
That got him a smile and a pat on the hand.  Tony scraped his bowl and ate
the last bite.  His mother held out one for him so he took it, slowly but
he took it.  She smiled at him.  "We really should go back to
our room, Mrs. DiNozzo.  Not to cut the reunion short or anything but we
don't know if she's close or not." 


"Of
course.  I understand.  What room are you in?"  Tony showed
her the key.  "Then I'll try to pop around tonight,
Anthony."  She smiled at Xander.  "You're so
handsome."  She finished her tea and left. 


Gibbs
slid over to finish his ice cream, making sure she was gone.  "You
good?" 


"I'm
going to throttle someone," he admitted, looking at his boss. 
"She *bragged* about it?" 


"It
makes her look progressive and tolerant," he said blandly. 
"It's political."  Tony put his head down.  "Let's
finish up and go up there."  He found the waitress. 
"Check?"  She shook her head.  "Nothing?" he
mouthed.  She shook her head.  He put down money anyway, earning a
smile.  She had given excellent service and had kept Tony's mother from
saying too much to them.  They grabbed the baby and took him back
upstairs.  The few people in the lobby smiled at the few chocolate smears
Tony had missed.  "Ice cream break," he told Kate when they ran
into her. 


"I've
had those."  She got onto the elevator with them, going up to check
their room.   "I'm sitting guard." 


"Sure,"
Tony agreed.  "My mother promised she'd be over later." 


"Is
the bathroom soundproofed?" 


"No
but the basement is."  He walked out, going to find somewhere he
could scream in frustration.  Someone came to check on him.  "My
mother's here," he explained.  That got a nod and a smile and the
security guard left him alone to finish screaming in peace.  By the time
he was done he was nearly hoarse but he didn't care.  He stopped in the
gift shop to get a soda and a juice for the baby then went back to the room, tapping
to be let in.  He handed Gibbs the juice and collapsed in a chair. 
"Any more horrible news, Kate?" 


"We
got the probies at the agency to box up all your stuff once they took the
damaged stuff, Tony.  It's all in storage over on East."  She
handed over a slip.  "Pay me back this week." 


"Thanks. 
Gibbs' stuff?" 


"The
same storage place.  There wasn't much left.  The upstairs was barely
touched," she offered.  "The living room sustained very little
damage.  Only one wall was on fire when the trucks got there.  They
put it all out from the back of the house since it was worse out
there."  That got a nod.  "So we did manage to save most of
the stuff in the living room and the upstairs bedrooms."  Gibbs
relaxed at that.  "I'm sorry about the boat, Gibbs." 


"Not
your fault, Kate.  Or DiNozzo's."  He shook the juice and his
son beamed at him, coming over to help him drink it.  "You've been a
black hole for food today, son." 


"Means
he's hitting another growth spurt, boss," Tony said tiredly. 
"Did he tell you about my mother?" 


"I
heard the rumors," she said dryly, looking at him.  "So, how
long have you two been seeing each other?" 


"According
to some sources the day I joined," Tony said blandly. 
"According to others, I went to him after I got the plague."  He
took another drink and looked at his boss.  "This is going to ruin
your rep and mine, Gibbs.  Can we do anything about her?" 


"Your
mother?" 


"The
director," he said firmly. "It was bad enough with what Kate tried to
pull." 


"I
apologized openly," she pointed out.  "McGee googled your name
and came up with one blog that mentioned that rumor.  He did leave a note
saying that it had been a malicious coworker who had been tired of hearing
about your dating life.  She amended her earlier entry to say it was a
false rumor and took it down after a day."  She looked at Gibbs
again.  "His mother thinks...."  He nodded. "How did
she hear?" 


"The
director apparently told a whole social gathering," he said blandly. 
She shuddered. "It made it back to her via mutual friends." 


"I'm
so sorry, Gibbs.  Being in love with DiNozzo must be rotten." 


"Kate,
corner," Gibbs ordered, pointing at one.  She glared at him.  He
glared back.  She stomped that way and Xander 'ooohed' at her
punishment.  "You'll get that when you start to understand the
concept of bad too, son," he promised. 


"She's
going to ask us about marriage, Gibbs," Tony said quietly. 


"Hell
no!" 


"You
played along," he reminded him. 


"It
helped!  Besides, I didn't say anything." 


"Yeah
but you didn't protest either." 


"Yeah
but we can't due to the job." 


Tony
leaned his head back.  "Can I have another migraine?" 


"No. 
They gave you medicine for that." 


"Which
is probably in storage." 


"Point.
You still can't abandon us to your mother, DiNozzo." 


"Fine,
boss.  Turnabout's fair play though.  You can't abandon me
either." 


"Kate
can stay." 


"Then
she'll think we're a threesome," he said flatly.  "Or she's our
surrogate for another grandchild." 


"I
have more class than that," Kate said sarcastically.  Someone knocked
and she went to check, looking at Tony.  "Is your mother a
brunette?" 


"Tall,
leggy, my type?" Tony asked.  She grunted.  "That's Marta,
she owns the hotel."  Kate let her in.  "Hey, Marta, that's
Kate." 


"It's
a pleasure to meet more of Anthony's teammates," she said, smiling and
shaking her hand.  "Is everything all right?"  Tony looked
at her.  "I was told you ran into your mother," she admitted,
coming over to give him a hug.  "Are you all right?"  He
nodded, patting her on the back.  "Good."  She smiled at
him.  "I heard someone got adorable with his ice cream," she
teased, finding Xander to tickle him.  He giggled and swatted at her,
running away.  His father caught him.  "Aww.  He's so
cute." 


"Until
he sucks on your neck," Kate admitted.  "Thank you for
protecting Gibbs and his son, and stuffing Tony in a closet that's large enough
to be bragged about in travel magazines.  It was probably better than his
usual closet." 


She
smiled at her.  "I adore Tony, dear.  I went to school with
him.  He tormented me about my first bra, my first boy, my first
pimple." 


"Your
first woman, your first hangover," Tony teased with a small grin. She
smirked at him.  "Your first..."  She swatted him. 
"Fine, not time for that story yet?" 


"NO!" 
She gave him a look and a smile.  "Be a *good* boy, Tony." 


"He's
never good," Kate told her. 


She
looked at her, then at Tony.  "You never told them about
Madeline?"  He shook his head.  "Or the kitten that would
only come down when you went up after her?" 


"Nope."



"How
you babysitting your grandmother?"  He shook his head. 
"How you pounced the coach that was freaking out with a shotgun?" 


"I've
never heard of any of those," Kate admitted, coming closer. 


Marta
shook her head.  "No wonder they all think you're sleeping with your
boss." 


"Gibbs
has better taste." 


Marta
looked at her.  "You *obviously* don't know Anthony then, dear. 
Anthony was...." 


"Marta,"
Tony warned.  "She's like a sibling.  Please don't give her
ammunition." 


"Fine,
I won't." 


"You
can tell me," Gibbs offered. 


"No,
she can't," Tony said firmly.  "You'd use it to blackmail me
into doing *more* of the mundane paperwork." 


"You're
my senior agent." 


"Get
Kate!  Or Probie, he can type ninety words a minute!"  He stood
up.  "Come on, Xander.  Let's go for a walk so you don't look at
me funny too." 


The
little boy smiled at him and tugged on Marta's skirt, smiling at her. 
"Go bye bye?" 


"Soon,
sweetie.  Very soon." 


He
nodded and followed Tony back to the bathroom, squealing at what he found in
there.  He came toddling out a few minutes later.  "Fair,"
he said, smiling at his father and handing over the PDA. 


"Fair?"
he asked, looking at the picture.  He nearly blanched.  He didn't
know Tony caught that one day when Xander had run him so ragged he was passed
out leaning against his chair in the living room with his hair messed up and
his son had drawn on him with markers.  "Yeah, I guess that's
fair."  He turned off the picture and took his son back to hold. 
"You can come back, DiNozzo.  Kate's not allowed to pump her for
information." 

Tony opened the bedroom door, leaning in the doorway.  Marta grinned at
him and he crossed his arms over his chest so he could smirk back. 


"Fair
is fair," she agreed. "Still have that picture of me?" 


"Both
of them." 


"You
gave one to Greg." 


"Yes
but I kept the negative, Marta."  She blushed at that. "No
giving my team blackmail material until I'm gone." 


"Not
even the one about Arabelle's kitten?" 


"That
one's okay." 


She
smiled at the other two.  "When we were about twelve, thirteen,
somewhere around there, one of the other girls in our neighborhood got this
*adorable* little cat.  Just a tiny little thing.  Barely weighed
five pounds at full growth."  She smiled at Xander, who was
cooing.  She sat down next to him.  "Arabelle was, of course,
gone most of the day at school and her mother loathed that cat.  It had
been a present from the second stepmommy's new husband.  So she let the
cat out every single day about ten minutes after her daughter had caught the
bus.  The cat wandered around the neighborhood for a few days but then
decided his favorite place was in the neighbor's maple tree."  Tony
let out a snort at that.  "A sugar maple.  The problem was, she
couldn't climb up after it and the cat couldn't or wouldn't come down.  If
anyone climbed up to rescue it, it'd claw the rescuer up and then run back up
the tree, even more scared now.  Until Tony hopped up there one day and
petted him.  Then he slowly brought him down and handed him back to mommy.



"From
that day until her mother ran over that cat two years later Tony had to stop
and get her cat every single day on the way home.  He'd wake up when the
bus stopped, start swishing his tail, meowing greetings to Tony.  He'd
move so he could catch him easier.  Then he'd come back down, hand him to
his mommy and head home.  His mother complained for *months* about the
dirt he was getting into.  His mom's just a bit germphobic," she told
Gibbs.  "She might've done therapy for that by now but I doubt it. His
father told him he was stupid and the girl was just too lazy to train her
cat.  Yelled at him for saving him and ruining his clothes.  But he
still did it.  Every single day until she lost him.  Then dear, sweet
Tony held a funeral for the poor dear, and backhanded her mother when she came
out to sneer and interrupt.  He claimed he tripped and fell but we all saw
him intentionally hit her.  His father yelled even more that night and he
yelled back then stomped off.  Spent the night on my couch.  But that's
just one of the neat things about Tony.  He rescues kitties and little
boys named Xander."  Xander beamed at that. 


"He
certainly does," Gibbs agreed, looking back at DiNozzo.  "Why
couldn't you handle that one cat then?" 


"It
didn't like me."  He shrugged.  "Besides, Probie needed to
toughen up a bit more."  He came over to smile and hug her. 
"No more sharing." 


"Yes,
Tony.  So, what is she doing?  All I know is that she was calling
home by the phone logs." 


"Apparently
having a gay son is fashionable," he hissed.  She nodded at
that.  "So she's probably bragging to Dad about that."  He
shrugged. "Not like I care." 



"Good
point."  She stroked his cheek.  "You should come over for
dinner more often." 


"I
would but your husband gets jealous." 


"Well,
yes," she admitted. "You always were the real threat to him,
Tony."  She stood up and kissed him on the cheek.  "Be a
good boy.  Let me know if I can help more." 


"Just
make sure she doesn't get in here.  Did Fornell hand over the information
file?" 


"He
did and we haven't seen her.  He went over it with all the security
guards."  She smiled. "Did you have a good scream?" 


"Yup. 
The guard seemed to understand." 


"I'm
sure he did."  She smiled and kissed him again, still on the cheek,
then left. 


Tony
looked up at the camera she had hidden in a corner. "It was on my cheek,
Greg.  Really."  He sat down again and looked at his boss. 
"I used to climb trees." 


"I
heard."  He smirked back.  "Any other skills we should hear
about?" 


"Um...no." 
He grinned and took Xander back, letting him snuggle in his lap.  "I
will always come rescue you, just like I did her kitty, Xander." 
Xander gave him the most trusting look. "I promise I will." 
Xander nodded and snuggled against his chest, tired now.  "Good boy,
Xander.  You rest.  Do you want to nap in your crib?" 
Xander shook his head.  "It'd be more comfy." 


"No."



"Okay.
You can sleep there.  Let me put my feet up."  He did that and
got comfortable, putting a pillow behind his lower back.  Xander nuzzled
his cheek against Tony's shoulder and fell asleep that way.  Tony
yawned.  It had been a stressful and emotional day.  He let himself
drift off as well. It was a good time for a nap.  Maybe he'd miss his
mother showing  up. 


Kate
looked at Gibbs.  "Are you okay with this?" she asked
quietly.  He shrugged.  She nodded and let it go, going to watch
their backs for now. 


Gibbs
watched Tony sleep with his son. They did look a lot like what he thought
fathers and sons should do on Sunday afternoons.   It was almost
sweet.  He took a picture of them then set his phone aside. He could
download it later. 


***



Gibbs
opened the door when Tony's mother knocked, glancing at the still sleeping
agent and son.  He nodded at them and she smiled, cooing a bit.  That
woke Xander, who blinked at her and yawned, then held up his arms for his
father to take him.  Tony grunted in displeasure.  Xander licked him
on the cheek so he let him go.  "We can talk while I change
him," Gibbs ordered, leading her into the bedroom.  He looked at his
son. "Do you need a bath or just a change?"  Xander wiggled his
bottom half.  "Sure."  He went to get a wet cloth to clean
him up.  He knew he was messy.  "So, how's home?" 


"Good,
Jethro.  You... change your own diapers?" she asked, looking
confused. 


Gibbs
nodded.  "He doesn't have a nanny at the moment." 


"Oh. 
I couldn't have lived without mine." 


"I
find he lets me clean him and he enjoys having me do it.  He thinks Tony
wipes too hard."  He got to work cleaning him up and putting on a
clean diaper.  He changed his clothes too, they were a mess with ice
cream.  He looked in the bag and moaned.  Then he called Kate. 
"It's me.  Where are his clothes?  I only packed an overnight
bag for him, Kate.  Actually, for both of us. Fine. Thanks.  No, most
of that wasn't fitting him anymore.  We were going to give it back to
charity.  Thank you."  He hung up and looked at his son, then at
the dirty clothes.  He had some that weren't *too* filthy.  He put him
back into his sleeper, getting a frown.  "You need new clothes,
son.  We've got to go shopping." 


"I
know just the *perfect* place," she encouraged. 


Gibbs
looked at her.  "We usually take him to some second hand shops and
consignment shops.  That way we can trade out what we have so other parents
can find good clothes." 


"That's
fine, I'm sure he doesn't care at his age, but it does look better if he's in
good, fitting things," she complained.  She looked him over. 
"You could probably use some as well, dear." 


"Mrs.
DiNozzo, I wear this to work," he told her simply.  "It's easier
when I have to find out why someone killed someone else."  Xander
poked him on the chest.  "What?"  Xander made sucking
faces.  "You're hungry *again*?"  Xander beamed at
him.  "Fine.  Let's go wake up Tony." 


"No,
let him sleep.  It's better if I get to know my son's fiance and his very
adorable stepson."  She patted Xander on the head.  "Come
along, Jethro, we'll take the baby shopping properly so he's got very sweet
clothes.  That way we can get a nice picture taken by someone good and
sent up for the mantle.  His grandfather wanted to see him." 
She led the way out. 


Gibbs
called Kate, who was downstairs with the security guards. 
"Apparently I'm leaving with Mrs. DiNozzo and Xander for a bit.  Come
watch DiNozzo nap."  He hung up and picked up his son and the diaper
bag, checking it.  "We need more diapers too," he complained,
grabbing a few from the pack.  He walked out stuffing them into the bag
one handed.  He grabbed one of the keys and followed her to the elevator
then down to her hired car.  "He has some cute outfits, they're all
in storage, Mrs. DiNozzo." 


"Call
me Mother, please, Jethro." 


"Mother
then," he said, mentally grimacing.  Xander looked at him. 
"That's Tony's mommy, Xander.  Remember, we had ice cream with
her."  Xander smiled at her and let her hitch him into the carseat
Jethro got from their car. 


"I
never would've thought to put that in here.  In my day the baby sat on the
backward facing seat so he'd be fine if anything happened." 


"His
safety is one of my first concerns," Jethro told her.  "He
always uses his seat and it turns into a carrier for later on."  She
smiled at that.  He checked the size in the sleeper. "You're in
eighteen months clothes, son.  I'm proud."  Xander beamed at
him.  "Good boy."  He smoothed down his hair. 
"We'll get you a real bath when we get back." 


"He
didn't have one earlier?" 


"He
decided to nap instead." 


"Have
you had his sugar checked? 


"He
wore himself out watching out the window," he told her.  "Plus
we think he's hitting a growth spurt.  He'll get one later." 


"Good. 
It's good that you take such good care of him." 


"Pony!"
Xander said, pointing at one. 


Gibbs
looked.  "That's right, that's a horsey, Xander.  Very good
job!"  Xander smiled at him.  "Should we take you riding on
your birthday?  Would you like to go riding on a horsey?" 
Xander babbled and swatted/patted him.  "Okay, we can do that." 


"Tony
does know how to ride," she offered. "He learned in school you
know." 


"I
didn't, he never told me, but he's more than welcome to come with us.  I
don't think he's been since he moved to DC a few years back." 


"That's
such a shame," she sighed.  "Well, we'll have to fix
that."  She smiled at him.  "Now, do you have any pets yet?"



"He
had a bunny but we had a problem with a temporary sitter and it," he said
quietly. 


"Oh,
dear.  Does he want a new one?" 


"Probably
but I'm wary of giving him a new rabbit and I'm not home all the time for
something needier, like a dog."  He looked at his son then at
her.  "He had wanted a miniature horse but we made him see some
reality.  He can have one of those when he's older and won't be stepped
on." 


"Of
course.  You must be careful about those things.  Especially since
dogs could bite." 


"He
likes to cuddle dogs.  Even the sniffing ones we have around the
office.  He pounced the last one he saw." 


"Aren't
you worried he'll be bit?  We didn't allow Anthony around dogs until he
was nearly eight." 


"No,
I watch my son or someone else is watching my son.   No matter what's
going on."   He pointed at a shop.  "That's where we
normally go." 


"Yes,
but that's so *common*," she complained.  "For those lesser folk
who don't make enough money, Jethro." 


He
looked at her.  "Xander is a very common child, Mrs. DiNozzo. 
He'll always be one, even if he ends up with an extraordinary gift he'll still
be living on my salary." 


"Nonsense,
he's the DiNozzo heir," she complained. "We're going where I'd shop
for him."  She patted Xander on the head.  "He is still
sleepy." 


"Car
rides do that to most children." 


"I
wondered why our nanny used to take Tony for car rides." 


"The
action and vibration of the car is soothing," he said, settling back into
his seat.  He decided he was going to get the root cause of this issue for
making him go shopping with Tony's mother.  Their director was toast when
he saw her next time.  He looked at the shop they pulled into. 
"I don't make enough in a month for a single outfit," he complained. 


"Jethro,
this is my only grandchild.  I'll gladly outfit him so he has something
suitable for his portrait."  She got out and led him inside, smiling
at the saleswoman.  "This is my son's fiance and their son. 
He's recently had a fire you know," she said quietly.  That got a
nod.  "He does like animals if that helps you decide.  Whatever
he needs, dear." 


"Of
course.  This way, sir?"  She smiled and led Gibbs off, looking
at the boy in the carrier.  "Do you know what size he's
wearing?" 


"These
are eighteen months and they fit." 


"So
that if they're cut generously or the next size up?" she suggested. 
He nodded that would be fine. She noticed his unease and showed him one with
zoo animals.  "First time here?" 


"We
usually go to Linda's.  Abby knows her." 


"I've
heard she's got a great store," she agreed happily.  "At his age
it's only the parents and grandparents who care what he looks like." 
Gibbs nodded at that.  "Things to crawl around in?  We do have
some with extra knee protection." 


"He's
barely started to walk Friday." 


"All
right, then we'll see what we can do.  He's not too pudgy either." 


"He's
not.  Even though he has been a hoover today."  That got a smile
and the next size was gotten for most everything.  "Have one?" 


"Three,"
she offered with a small smile.  "All girls."  She glanced
at the browsing mother then at him.  "I loved Linda's," she
admitted quietly.  Gibbs nodded. She pulled down something. 
"This is unisex.  Does he like horses?"  The overalls had a
large pretty pony on the front. 


"He
goes into fits of joy at horses," he admitted, putting that in the
basket.  Since she had offered and all... 


"Jethro,
that's for a little girl," Tony's mother complained a few minutes later. 


"Actually
it's for both sexes, ma'am, and if he likes horses he'll adore it.  He can
pair it with a solid colored t-shirt so it's suitable for play or other things
with a better shirt."  Xander started to wake up.  "Let's
let him decide."  She held up the overalls and the boy squealed while
grabbing it. 


"Fine. 
Every child has odd things.  My son used to have this adorable sailor
suit." 


"I
heard," Gibbs agreed. 


"You
did?  Did Anthony tell you, Jethro?" 


He
looked at her.  "No, as part of his background check to join the
agency we had to talk to some of his acquaintances and some of yours." 


"Oh. 
You did that?" 


"The
FBI does those.  I had a basic one done within an hour of meeting
him.  The full one took a few more days while we wrapped up the case I met
him because of.  Your son was one of the best poaches I've ever
done." 


"You
don't like me, do you?" 


"I
think you need to make amends with your son before you spoil mine," he
said bluntly.  "Considering I haven't heard that your son talked to
you in at least the last four years, except for the call recently, I think that
should be a first step." 


"I'm
working on his father, Jethro," she assured him.  "It'll take a
few weeks but he'll come around."  She smiled.  "Spoiling
your son today is just a small first step," she assured him.  He
nodded at that.  "Please let me spoil him?" 


"If
you must."  He looked at his son.  "Tony's mother wants to
spoil you, son.  You mind?"  Xander beamed at him then at
her.  "Go ahead."  She and the salesgirl took off. 
"Is there somewhere I can change him?" he called a few minutes later.



"The
bathroom's got a changing area," she promised, leading him to it. 
She smiled at him. "Thank you for not using one of the dressing
areas." 


"I
don't do that without asking unless I don't like someone," he assured
her.  He took his son in there to change him.  He stared down at
him.  "You're confused too, huh?"  Xander nodded. 
"Yeah, me too.  You back again?"  The baby nodded. 
"That's Tony's mother. She's trying to move closer again." 
Xander held up his arms even though he was naked.  "Let me diaper you
first, Xander.  Then you can have a hug."  He finished cleaning
him up and diapered him then gave him a hug before getting him dressed
again.  The boy cuddled him. "It'll be okay.  You won't ever
date women like Tony has and we'll be fine." 


Xander
kissed him then put his head down.  "Sleepy." 


"That's
fine.  We'll take a nap when we get home.  Let her dress you for
now."  His son nodded and he saw the other memories fade again. 
He got him dressed and threw out the dirty things, then brought him back
out.  "Sorry, he needed a hug." 


"All
babies get very sleepy right before they get sick and right before a growth
spurt," the saleswoman offered.  "That was always a clue with my
girls." 


Gibbs
smiled. "He's a pretty healthy baby so far.  I'm a pretty healthy
person.  Tony's not but that's reasonable after he got a major
illness."  He looked at his son.  "Remind me to tell Ducky
to make the idiot get his flu shot this year, okay?"  His son
nodded.  "That way he doesn't end up with pneumonia. 
Again." 


"He
did?" his mother asked. 


"Yes,
Mrs. DiNozzo.  That other illness he had made his immune system a bit
weaker.  He's more prone to respiratory infections and the flu." 


"They
have shots against pneumonia and the flu," she pointed out. 


"He
didn't get around to getting them last year," he told her.  "He
was out for two weeks after a bout of the flu." 


"Maybe
he should retire.  Being in an office means that colds and flus will pass
around much more often." 


Gibbs
stared her down.  "Tony retiring would kill him within the
week," he said bluntly.  "Tony's a very dedicated agent. 
He's the only one I've ever see who comes back after everyone's left to do
*more* work.  Especially since he doesn't claim it.  Making him
retire due to the *chance* he might get the flu would destroy his soul." 


"I
understand, Jethro.  Now, I told you to call me Mother?" 


"Yes,
ma'am."  She looked at him. "I'm a Marine, Mrs. DiNozzo. 
The only mother I know is the Drill Sergeant." 


"Of
course, dear."  She took Xander, sniffing him.  "Well, you
don't smell sick.  Did my Anthony ever tell you how sick he was when he
was six?" 


"No. 
He hadn't.  I hadn't heard about many illnesses.  His pediatrician
was dead when they did the background so they couldn't get anything from his
office to include in the report." 


"Oh." 
She blinked then nodded.  "He did get very sick.  One of the
poor girls in his school ended up with something.  M...something." 


"Mono?"
the saleswoman asked. 


"No,
something with her spine." 


"Meningitis?"
Gibbs suggested. 


She
nodded. "That's it.  Poor little Anthony had to have the tests twice
because he was ill at the time.  As soon as we heard and we noticed he was
sniffling we stuck him in the best hospital in New York City.  They were
very good to him.  It took three weeks because he caught another dose of
sniffles and we told them to keep him until he was *well* that time. Just in
case you know." 


"I
can see how that would worry you," he agreed.  It also explained why
DiNozzo hated the hospital now.  "Was he hospitalized any other
times?" 


"When
he had the chicken pox.  They didn't think it was necessary but he had so
many sores," she sighed, looking at Xander.  "At least you won't
go through that wretched disease since they have a vaccine now.  Like
polio." 


"Actually,
it only covers three of the five major strains," the saleswoman offered.
"They can still catch a case from the vaccine as well but it'll be
lighter.  My daughter did that." 


"Oh. 
And they're letting children have it?" 


Gibbs
looked at her.  "The FDA said it was fine," he reminded her. 


She
snorted.  "What do they know?  It's all politics," she said
bitterly.  "They should hire doctors and actual researchers to do
those things.  Then no one would have drug allergies." 


"Oh,
someone still would," Gibbs told her.  "They go for the greatest
good .  There's allergy warnings on all medicines, the same as those
people with food allergies are looked at but it's only about five percent of
the population." 


"Are
you going to have him tested?" she asked. 


"No. 
The test is painful and unless he shows a sensitivity there's no reason for me
to.  If he does we can get the dozens of needles into his skin to see what
he's allergic to.  It doesn't often run in either family." 


"Oh,
good."  She smiled at Xander, who was holding onto her
necklace.  "Do you like pearls?" 


"It's
a handhold because your hips are so tiny and trim," the salesgirl said
with a smile.  "How about this one, ma'am?" 


"I
do like that one," she agreed, smiling at the compliment. "I can
almost fit into my original wedding gown as well." 


"Congratulations.  
I never quite got back there after my children.  My husband doesn't mind
the padding though.  Says there's more of me to cuddle." 


"My
husband visited his mistress until I slimmed down again," she
sighed.  "It was horrible how I had to have her sent away,
twice."  She walked off to get more things for her grandson,
including things that he could wear in a few years so they could have pretty
pictures of him. 


Gibbs
understood DiNozzo so much more now.  As soon as they finished picking out
things, he took Xander and the overalls with the pony and a solid t-shirt to go
dress him in real clothes.  It woke him back up.  He was used to
going to sleep in jammies but not real clothes so it helped him stay awake for
a bit longer.  His son smiled and petted the pony.  "Yeah,
that's a pony.  It's a good pony, huh?"  Xander nodded. 
"Good.  Let me put on your shoes."  He got them back onto
his feet then carried him out.  The old outfit went into the diaper bag
and the new things were put into other bags.  "Did we get him more
sleepers?  He won't sleep in anything but."  She squealed and
went to do that and get some longer t- shirts as well.  They were rung up
and put into bags as well, then she paid the nice young woman, letting her
driver take the bags when she waved him inside.  "Thank you for
taking him shopping, Mother," he said; he could humor her until she went
away again. 


"But,
Jethro, we're not *near* done, dear.  You need clothes too." 


"Most
of mine were all right.  My room was mostly untouched." 


"Nonsense." 
She watched as the carrier was put back onto the base of the carseat and
resecured.  "Is that the type that comes with the stroller?" 


"No. 
I'm using a backpack system for him.  It's easier most of the time. 
Tony has a stroller for their walks in the park so people can admire him and he
can flirt." 


She
giggled at that.  "My poor son used to flirt so much when the nanny
took him out to the park.  There was almost no woman my Anthony didn't hit
on.  Especially the minister's wife.  She was a charming lady but not
of our kind you understand.  He still loved and adored her.  She was
always baking cookies and gave them out freely to any child she met." 


"She
sounds kind." 


"She
was.  Such a darling young woman until he changed parishes.  A small
scandal you understand but not too bad.  Just a minorly flirtatious wife
who hit on her husband." 


"Why
was that his problem?" Jethro asked.  "She should've known
better.  My mother's church would've beaten that woman to death for
flirting with a married minister." 


She
nodded.  "It was thought best if he moved and she went to get
help," she explained.  "That's how it was when Anthony grew
up.  It was a more genteel time, Jethro." 


"I
understand that," he agreed.  She smiled at that.  They stopped
at an upscale men's place.  "No, I'm not going in there." 
She looked hurt.  "I'd ruin the clothes within a week," he
reminded her.  "I still have to crawl around on the ground sometimes
and we still deal with crime scenes.  I routinely get dirty and bloody,
Mrs. DiNozzo." 


"Mother,
dear.  If you insist.  Go to the other place, Henry."  He
nodded and put up the dividing wall, heading on again.   "I know
my Anthony dresses very well." 


"He
does but he's got to wear jeans now and then too," he told her. 
"Anymore he picks out clothes he knows he can get blood out of.  Or
that his dry cleaner can."  She nodded at that, smiling a bit. 
"One of our recent ones was in a park," he told her.  "One
of the greater National Parks actually.  Had to climb down a forty percent
grade hill to get to them, and then back up when he found a bomb." 
She gaped in horror.  "He made it up the hill but he was really
dirty.  It exploded and showered him with dirt and things about
three-quarters of the way up.  He saved his teammates by making them go
first." 


"Oh,
my.  I had no idea it was like an action movie." 


"Now
and then, on the bad days," he agreed.  "Mostly it's like any
other form of police work. Interviewing, investigating, doing
paperwork."  Xander laughed at something.  "Yes, you've
come in to help us do paperwork now and then, son.  It was very
helpful.  McGee played his videogame a lot less time this
time."  He patted him on the head.  "We'll go back to the
hotel soon."  His son made sucking motions.  "We'll have
dinner when we get back."  She smiled at that.  "Not in the
restaurant.  He'd throw food at others.  We've been having takeout in
our room.  It's safer." 


"I
understand completely, dear.  I'll have dinner sent up and come eat with
my boys."  She patted him on the cheek.  "You're very good
to my son."  They got out and she let him have the baby again, taking
him once they were inside.  "He needs clothes, dear.  He just had
a fire and my son-in-law does need to look better." 


He
looked at the saleswoman.  "I'm also a Federal Agent with NCIS."



"Investigative
or crime scenes?" she asked. 


"Both."



She
nodded and led him to the heartier things.  Still dress pants but not as
bad.  "Do you know Tony DiNozzo?  He shops with us now and
then." 


"I'm
his team leader," he admitted. 


"Oh,
*you're* Gibbs then," she said with a smile.  "Would you please
tell him to call us?  We've got an order in for him and have for the last
week." 


"Of
course. We're in protective custody at the moment."  She nodded,
understanding that.  "I basically need something like that only I'm
less fashionable." 


"He's
told us about you so we could make sure he lived up to your expectations,
Gibbs."  She showed him something.  "Now, this is actually
machine washable and he brags he can get most every stain out of
it."  He felt it then nodded.  She got him a few of those, some
new jeans, then worked on the shirts.  Simple, plain styles were best for
him.  He came out with a lot less stuff than the baby had. 
"Remember to have Tony call us." 


"I
will."  He smiled. "Why don't you take Xander back to the
car?"  She nodded.  He looked at the saleswoman. 
"Tony's being stalked by one of his exes.  Did she mess up his bank
account?  She stole some we know."  She nodded.  "How
much?" 


"Sixty-three.
Nothing too bad.  The bank held it because they said there was fraud on
his account." 


"Yup
and she tried to kill him. I'll send him down tonight." 


"Thank
you, Special Agent Gibbs, and please remember us.  We love working with
Tony." 


"Sure." 
He smiled and grabbed his bags, walking out.  He hitched the baby in
better, then sat down again, pulling out his phone.  "Kate, wake Tony
up, tell him his ususal shop on eighth had a problem with his
stalker."  She did that and he took the phone.  "You need
to call your bank, they stopped a payment on you.  There, yeah. 
Probably stopped them all due to what she did, DiNozzo.  She said to have
you call.  Sure."  He hung up.  "Sorry." 


"That's
all right. You can't be too careful.  She had access to his money?" 


"No,
she hacked into his account," he told her.  "No one has access
to your son's funds but him." 


"Oh." 
She nodded and smiled.  "We knew he wasn't very good with it." 


"He's
doing fine right now." 


"Yes
but he's horrible at investment and making more money for the family,
Jethro." 


He
shrugged.  "I've got someone to do that for me.  That's why
there's investment counselors." 


"Oh. 
They have people to tell you where to invest?" 


He
nodded.  "They'll even do it for you for a slightly larger fee. 
I've got one overseeing both my retirement accounts." 


"You
have two?" 


"One
from the Marines and one from NCIS." 


"Oh. 
Well."  She smiled.  "That's interesting." 


"They
offered."  She nodded and settled in again.  He was feeling very
odd.  She hadn't asked him about himself at all.  Then again she
never talked to her own son so she was pumping him information on him. 
That made sense, even if she was a bit shallow.  "How long did Tony
have a nanny for?" 


"Nearly
twelve years," she said, smiling a bit.  "He had five of them
overall.  We lost a few to sickness and he loathed one.  Drove her
completely insane wanting to go out and do sports and things."  She
shuddered.  "Fairly nasty and common things that made him get dirty
all too often.  She was right to restrict him but his father said it'd
toughen him up so we had to let him.  She quit over the unhealthy nature
of his after-school activities.  The one after that was much too
lax.  She said he was eleven and should be allowed out with his friends
for parties and things.  Well, when we got rid of her for letting him go
to slumber parties, we decided he was old enough for us to deal with it on our
own.  He wasn't so much of a baby."  She smiled at Jethro.
"I'm sure Xander will be similarly protected?" 


"If
he wants to play sports, all he has to do is ask.  I played in a child
football league until I was thirteen and then played baseball and wrestled in
high school."  She stared in horror.  "Really." 


"You
weren't injured?" 


"Once
or twice but it was the nature of the game.  It got me out of the house
and around others.  My mother thought it was good for me to be around
others." 


"Oh. 
I see.  Well I suppose you and Anthony will have to discuss that
later."  He nodded.  "I hope it won't cause too much
stress, but a good wife, or husband, can always make a spouse see their
way." 


"True,
mine did," Gibbs agreed. 


"You've
been married before?" 


"Three
times." 


"Oh. 
Other men?" 


"Women. 
All fairly cranky redheads.  I had one before then but those three were
pale imitations."  Xander looked at him.  "We'll talk about
her later, son."  His son beamed and went back to trying to untie his
shoelaces. 


"No,
dear, you must wear shoes.  They're better.  You can't step on mud or
dirt or bugs with them on," she chided, pulling his foot back down. 


"Trying
to figure out the knots is making him smarter," Gibbs told her. 


"They
have some very good daycares up in my area that help with brain and
intelligence building, Jethro." 


"We
probably have a few down here but we work some long hours, Mrs. DiNozzo. 
What I want for him right now is to play.  He'll learn plenty from
that." 


"Yes,
but it's important to start early.  They're so easy to teach languages and
math at this age." 


"He'll
get plenty of that once he can speak in complete sentences," he assured
her.  "Tony's helping with that, so is our friend Abby and our
teammate McGee." 


"Did
his parents name him that?" 


"No,
his first name's Tim.  They're both geniuses in their own right and
fields." 


"Yes,
but he could be learning a language, Jethro." 


"He
is, English.  One of his favorite cartoons does teach him some limited
Spanish as well," he admitted at her defeated look.  "He is
learning. Right now he's learning to speak better.  He can't even say a
whole simple sentence yet.  Until he can, it's best if we concentrate on
one language so he doesn't get confused." 


"Did
his doctor say that?" 


"Ducky
did." 


"Oh,
good."  She brightened up at that.  They pulled back into the
hotel's parking garage and the driver got out with the bags.  "Carry
them to Jethro's room, Henry.  I'll be right up." 


"Yes,
ma'am," he said politely.  He let Jethro get the baby and his bags,
following him. "Thank you, sir." 


"Is
your name Henry?"  He shook his head.  "Thanks." 


"Welcome,
sir.  We get used to it.  Sort of..."  He cleared his
throat.  "Sorry, forgot myself." 


"She's
one of my teammate's mothers," he said dryly.  "I'm a former
Marine, son.  It's like a call girl saying her name is whatever you want
it to be?"   The kid grinned, nodding at him.  "I
understand."  He nodded down to the door. "Kate!" he
snapped.  The door opened before they got there.  "Thanks. 
Tip the nice man too.  He's been a packmule." 


"Baby
clothes don't weigh that much, sir."  He took his tip with a nod of
his hat.  "Have a nice night, sirs."  He left, going back
down to the car to clean it up so it would be ready for her to leave in the
morning. 


Xander
walked over and climbed into Tony's lap, waking him back up again.  He
looked at him. "Why do you look like Baby Gap?"  He checked the
t-shirt.  "Never mind, she took you to a baby boutique, didn't
she?"  Gibbs nodded as he sat down with a groan. "You
okay?" 


"You
should get cleaned up for dinner." 


Tony
put down the baby and went to clean up.  He came out in a different
outfit.  "You let her railroad you, boss?" 


"Some. 
She insisted I let her spoil Xander so they could have pictures." 
Tony sat down with a moan, holding his head.  Xander gave him a kiss on
the cheek. "Thank you, Xander. That's very helpful.  Why don't you go
show Kate your pony." 


"Pony!"
he squealed, running over to Kate, petting the pony.  "Pony!" 


"It's
a very pretty pony, Xander.  You look good in your pony."  She
smiled at him and patted him on the head.  "Did you have a good
shopping trip?" 


"He
was in his sleeper for most of it so he napped mostly," Gibbs told
her.  He looked at Tony, who had moaned again. "She's one determined
woman, DiNozzo." 


"She
is," he agreed, looking at him.  "What did she tell you?" 


"The
meningitis scare.  The chicken pox issue.  How you drove a nanny off
because you wanted to go outside and play.  How you used to suck up to the
minister's wife for cookies." 


"She
was the sweetest and most motherly woman, Jethro, and a lot of us wanted him
and his wife to stay and the one hitting on him to go.  Is the same family
as the kitten."  That got a nod of understanding.  Xander came
back, still petting his pony.  "That's a beautiful pony,
Xander.  Did you name him yet?"  He straightened out his shirt
for him.  "There, less wrinkled for my mother." 


"She
insisted I call her Mother."  Tony glared at him.  He shrugged.
"She wants pictures." 


"That
means a formal portrait," he noted dryly.  "If you'd go pick
them up from Sears, she could have one tonight."  Gibbs nodded and
called Abby, who went to do that.  She wanted a copy anyway. 
"We had them taken last week.  They liked him in his black shirt and
pants outfit mostly but they also liked him in his blue shirt and black pants
so you've got one of each of those and then the green outfit you liked so much
as one large portrait, boss." 


"Thanks,
DiNozzo.  Define large?" 


"8X10. 
The others are 5X9." 


"That's
fine then.  I thought you meant over the fireplace large." 


"Those
come later."  He looked over when someone knocked on the door. 
He straightened Xander out again.  "Go ahead, Kate."  She
checked then let the woman and the waiter in.  "Hi, mother." 


"Anthony. 
It's good of you to finally wake up.  Jethro told me you had been
dreadfully sick last year, baby."  She kissed him on the head. 
"Aww, you didn't change him?" 


"He
can stay in that until he gets messy again," Jethro agreed.  "By
then it'll be time for bed."  He got up to give her the chair. 


"Put
it here, dear.  Since there's no table."  He nodded and did
that, accepting a tip from Tony.  Then the waiter and his cart left. 
"There a proper dinner for my boys."  She smiled at them. 
"Go ahead and eat." 


Jethro
opened them, finding Xander's dinner of rigatoni in tomato sauce. 
"Thank you, he can pick those up with his fingers."  He sat
Xander in front of the low coffee table.  "You sit there and eat,
son.  Be a good boy and no throwing food tonight.  Eat it all." 


Tony
stroked his hair and smiled.  "Make daddy proud by cleaning the
plate," he prompted.  Xander picked up the first one to nibble,
smiling at him.  "Good boy!"  He added some of the sprinkle
cheese that had been left.  "There, try that."  Xander
dunked his present one in some of the extra on his plate then nibbled.  He
liked that better so he ate another one.  Tony looked at his plate then
changed it with Jethro's.  "Sorry, not in a steak mood," he
explained.  "I had beef for lunch." 


"That's
fine, dear," she assured him, taking her own plate to nibble once she had
cut everything up and salted it to perfection.  "When does he usually
go down?" 


"About
eight," Jethro admitted.  "Before then we'll both be giving him
a bath.  He likes to dive under the water," he explained.  She
smiled at that.  He watched his son eat and stare at Kate. 
"Kate, can you and he go to the window to eat?" 


"Sure." 
She came over to get the baby and his plate when he fussed, walking him over so
they could look out the window and eat.  He cooed and patted at the
lights.  "That's right, that's DC, Xander." 


"Your
whole team takes a very strong hand with him.  It's a good thing he's got
a feminine influence," Tony's mother said happily. 


"He's
got another mother in the unit," Tony assured her.  "Abby
actually took the medicine so she could breast-feed him, mom.  It was an
incredible gift," he said at her shocked look. 


"It
made sure he'd have a very healthy immune system," Gibbs agreed.
"Plus she found research saying it was going to help with later
socialization and learning capabilities." 


"We
should have done that with you then, Anthony." 


"I
was fine, mom.  That would've meant you would've had to give up some of
your social rounds since it's best when it comes from the mother or someone
like her.  Abby's the same blood type.  She'll be here soon. 
She went to pick up the pictures I had made of him the other day." 


"May
I have one for the house?" 


"Sure. 
There's duplicates," Tony assured her.  She smiled at that. 
When someone knocked he got up, hand on his gun when he checked the door. 
"Boss, it's Fornell."  He opened the door, getting the
package.  "You took it from Abby?" 


"We
escorted her."  He looked around then let Abby inside, watching her
hop on her new crutches.  "Your ex ran into her car, DiNozzo." 


Tony
said something that made Xander and Gibbs both clap.  "Thanks, sorry
you had to hear that, Mother.  Mother, this is Abby and FBI Deputy
Director Fornell," he said, checking the hall, nodding at the agents out
there.  Then he shut the door and sat down with Abby between him and
Gibbs.  "Kate, let Xander go."  She let him go. 
"Abby's here," he called.  The boy quit staring at the lights
below and squealed, coming over to hug her and climb into her lap, showing her
the pony he was petting. 


"Ooh,
that's a beautiful pony, Xander!" she squealed, rubbing noses with
him.  "He's so pretty!"  Xander beamed back and kissed
her.  "I love you too.  Tony, I want one of the ones of him in
black." 


"Tell
Gibbs." 


"I'll
get copies made if there aren't enough," Gibbs said, putting down his
plate to take the envelope from Tony.  He looked at them and smiled. 
"He does look good in that blue shirt and the black outfits." 
She leaned her head on his shoulder to look.  He counted and found some
scissors on the table, cutting out one for her.  She squealed and kissed
him on the cheek then Tony.  "Mrs. DiNozzo, do you want one of him in
green, blue, or black?" he asked, letting her see them. 


"Oh,
he's adorable in the green one.  That one please."  He nodded,
giving her one of them  "Thank you, Jethro, and I believe I told you
to call me Mother?" 


"Sorry,
Mother.  Kate, want a baby picture?  We've got some wallets and a 5X9
left of him in the green shirt.  Two left of him in the blue, and a lot of
him dressed like Abby."  She came over to look and tapped one of the
wallets so he cut one out and handed it over.  He cut one for
Fornell.  "Give that to Taylor too, just in case." 


"Sure." 
He put it into his own wallet.  Gibbs handed him another one with a smirk. 
"Always good for identification." 


"That's
where one of the wallets is going," Tony agreed.  "Cut me off
one of those too please, Jethro?"  That got a look.  "I
can't have a wallet sized one?" 


"Sure." 
He handed it over to let him cut out what he wanted.  He got the rest,
including the 8X10 large picture of his son giving the camera his best wicked
smirk.  He kissed his son on the head.  "You're very cute,
son.  Go back to eating and staring out the window with Kate." 
He wiggled down and ran that way, under his father's arms.  He pounced
Kate from behind and then crawled into her lap once she had squeaked
prettily.  "Any problems with McGee?" he asked Fornell. 


"He's
refusing to come out tonight until he switches off with Kate," Fornell
told him.  "I should put an agent in the hall, Jethro." 


"Put
one with security, Tobias.  It'll be enough." 


"Are
you sure?" 


"She
comes in here I'm shooting her," Tony told him. 


"Surely
you wouldn't do her harm, son," his mother said. 


Tony
looked at her.  "Mother, I've had to shoot others in the line of duty
before.  This is the same woman who tried to kill me, wrecked my
apartment, burned Jethro's house, starting with the boat he was building, and
then tried to kill Abby.  Yes, I'll shoot her then go hug Xander until I'm
no longer angry and wanting to shoot her a fourth or a fifth time." 
She looked stunned.  "Most of them have been a me or them situation,
mother, but this time she deserves it and the system broke where she was
concerned.  If she breaks in here, she'll be shot somewhere.  I might
be nice and make it a nice shot in the leg instead."  He stuffed his
mouth and looked at Abby.  "How bad is your car?" 


"Not
too bad.  It was a cab anyway."  He nodded at that. "I only
really sprained my ankle getting away when she got out of her car to come kill
me." 


"That's
fine, Abby.  Good job getting away," Gibbs praised, giving her a
one-armed hug. 


"Gibbs,
can we make Tony not date for a while?" Kate called. 


"I'm
swearing off women anyway," Tony said dryly.  He looked at
Fornell.  "I'm sure you've heard about the one in Peoria." 


"I
did.  She committed suicide because you said she wasn't your type." 


"She
was eighteen and living in a fantasy world where I was some knight in shining
armor to take her away from her family, Fornell." 


"I
heard.  The one in Philly?" 


"Needed
to take her meds again.  She stopped taking them.  Once she did it
was okay but I couldn't stand the looks."  He ate another bite. 


"You
mean this has happened before?" Kate demanded, leaning back so she could
see him. "How?" 


"More
like the lady in HR who got upset with me because I didn't hit on her,
Kate.  This ex of mine is the first real stalker.  The one who
committed suicide was eighteen and her parents were abusive.  Sexually and
physically.  She saw me as a knight to rescue her because I reported him
and arrested her father for beating her in the grocery store one night. 
She got fixated on that and killed herself because I told he she was too young
and she needed to heal first.  She said she'd never be good or pure enough
for me in her note."  She shuddered.  "The one in Philly
was a coworker who quit taking her anti-psychotics and got fixated on me. 
She was partnered with a dirty cop and thought I could get her away from him
since I'm the only one who didn't know.  Once she went back on her meds,
it stopped and I helped her turn him into IAB."  He ate another
bite.  "I'd never date anyone in Human Resources.  They can
screw up your paycheck, which she did, or make it so you have complaints in
your file that can get you fired.  I still think she was behind the whole
'you're dead' thing I got that one month, boss." 


"She
was," Fornell agreed.  "It was asked and she admitted that was
her doing as well."  Xander came over and tugged on his hand, making
him smile down at him.  "Hi, Xander.  That's a very pretty horse
you're petting on your clothes."  Xander beamed and went back to the
window.  "He's a smart boy, Jethro.  Congratulations." 


"Thanks,
Tobias.  You still can't borrow him to get your mother off your back about
a sibling for your daughter Emily."  He ate a bite and smirked while
he chewed. 


"Pity. 
She'd adore him and knit him afghans every year."  He shrugged. 
"Abby called me when her cab was hit.  We lost her in Crypt's
territory." 


Tony
pulled out his phone and looked up a number.  "Jose, Tony
DiNozzo.  Knotty there?"  He nodded.  "Tell him I'm
calling in that favor he owes me.  There's some psycho ex of mine who lost
the FBI in Crypt territory.  I want her found so I can shoot her. 
She endangered me, my boss, my boss's eleven month old son, she ran into Abby,
yes, that Abby.  Then she ran into Crypt territory.  Have them call
me, someone on the team, or Fornell.  He's a Feeb.  Thanks,
man.  Tell him it's canceled."  He hung up and looked at
Fornell.  "I doubt the Crypts want to house her." 


"We
were trying to get their help.  They weren't wanting to." 


"You
were trying to strong arm them and move in on their turf, Fornell.  Think
about it as invading their lawn with groundhogs." 


"Point." 
He walked off, going to call his agent from the bedroom to tell him that. 
He came back twenty minutes later.  "How does Abby know them?" 


"I
sat down to compare tattoos with them one night when I was getting my next to
last one," Abby told him, smiling at him. "Is Gregor down
there?"  He nodded. "That's kinda cool.  I thought he was
doing time for murder." 


"Well,
apparently attempted murder only gives you a few weeks," Tony said
bitterly, finishing his dinner.  He looked at her. "You okay?" 


"I'm
fine, Tony."  She gave him a hug. "It's just a sprained ankle
and one of them very nicely shielded me and pulled his gun on her so she ran
from him and the FBI." 


"She
said he protected her so I couldn't arrest him for pulling a gun," Fornell
said. 


Gibbs
nodded.  "That works for me.  He wanted on anything else?" 


"That's
a local matter," he said dryly.  Abby beamed at him.  "It
is.  I can't get involved in those without a good reason."  His
phone rang and he answered it.  "Fornell."  He listened
then nodded.  "That works.  Where is she and do we need a
tactical team?"  He looked shocked.  "They can?  Hey,
if they want her that gone, we'll gladly let them get shot at to get her out of
that bar and anyone else they'd like us to take in for them," he agreed.
"As long as they have proof, I wouldn't care."  He hung up.
"They know where she is, your friend told them what was going on,
DiNozzo.  They don't like guys who threaten kids either."  That
got a nod.  "So they'll get her out and hand her over." 


"Probably
no shots needing to be fired if they do," Tony agreed. 


Gibbs
smirked.  "It's always better.  Do I get to interrogate?" 


"We'll
let you come in tonight to see if you can discomfit her enough to make her
stupid," Fornell agreed.  That got a mean smirk.  "By the
way, she's still claiming your son as hers." 


"Figures,"
Tony sighed.  "Now all we've got to do is find somewhere to
live." 


"Timmy's
making lists for you, Tony," Abby promised.  "That's what we had
been doing." 


"I
can rebuild," Gibbs reminded her. 


"It'll
take months, Gibbs," she said patiently.  "You'll need a place
to stay until then.  Unless you're going to stay in Tony's spare
room?" she teased. 


"Did
the director tell you too?" Tony asked dryly.  She looked shocked.
"Yeah, that's why my mother's here.  She heard the rumors that I was
in a stable and loving relationship with Gibbs and had adopted his son as
ours." 


Abby
giggled.  "That woman gets around," she said dryly. Gibbs
nodded, finishing his dinner.  She hugged Gibbs arm once his plate was
down.  "If you need to you can have my spare coffin, Gibbs." 


"That's
all right. I'd like to keep Xander from that fate for a while longer.  He
can be goth when he's older."  She nodded and snuggled into his
side.  Fornell answered his phone again, then nodded.  "Well,
it's done with unless she gets out again." 


"If
she does I'm waiting and shooting her, then putting her back on the courthouse
stairs with a note about justice being done," Abby said firmly. 


"I'll
lend you something," Gibbs assured her.  He looked at his son, who
was cuddled up in Kate's lap.  "He asleep?" he called quietly. 


"No. 
Watching traffic patterns and the lights," she called back. 
"Sucking his thumb." 


"That's
fine.  It's getting nearer to his bedtime.  Did he eat?" 


"All
but the last few pieces and I ate those."  Abby hopped over to sit
against her side and take Xander to hold and watch traffic with him.  He
squeaked when he was grabbed, then cooed at Abby and snuggled in to watch some
more.  "He's got a very artistic bent, Gibbs."  Kate got up
and came over with the plate.  She looked at Tony's mother. 
"Done, ma'am, so I can call them to get them?"  She nodded and
handed over her plate.  Kate piled them together by the door and called
down there, getting the room service person back.  She handed over the
plates.  "Thank you."  The agent nodded and left
again.  She closed the door.  "His badge shows through the white
jacket, Fornell." 


"I'll
make sure he's trained better, Kate."  He looked at Gibbs. 
"Next time put the boat in a shed, Jethro."  That got a
snort.  "I'll let you know if we need you.  Have a better night,
people.   Good night, Mrs. DiNozzo."  He let himself out. 


Kate
looked at him.  "I'll take Abby home and tell McGee we're on stand
down," she said. 


Tony
got up to get Xander, making him smile at him.  "Kiss Abby and Kate
good night, Xander."  He kissed Abby, a loud, wet kiss.  Then he
pulled on Kate until she leaned down and let him do the same. 
"Thanks, ladies."  He kissed their non-wet cheeks, making them
smile.  He looked at Xander.  "Want to hug Grandma goodnight
before we start your bath?" 


"That
can wait, Anthony. I wish to talk to you." 


"I'll
get him started," Gibbs promised, getting up to get his son.  He let
him kiss 'grandma' on the cheek then took him back to the bathroom. 


Tony
sat down in Gibbs' spot, curling up some.  "So why did you really
come down, Mother?  It's not like you'd normally give a damn if I was in a
relationship or not." 


"Your
father's ill," she said quietly. 


"Tell
him I'm sorry to hear that.  Is it curable?" 


"It's
his liver, son." 


"Need
a partial transplant?  I'm not a good candidate with the plague,
mother.  They've banned me from even donating blood for the rest of my
life."  She nodded at that.  "Wish I could help.  What
about Uncle Evan?" 


"He's
a match and they've done the minor transplant.  He's back at work
now.  It's still not going to be forever."  He nodded at
that.  "You don't care?" 


"No
one lives forever, mother.  I've had that revelation a few times," he
said quietly. 


"We
still wish you were in a better job, Anthony." 


"I
love what I do, mother.  Anymore I could care less that you think it's
menial, beneath me, and dangerous.  It's what I want to do and I'm happy
at NCIS.  The team is my family. Xander's like my own son."  She
looked at him.  "He is.  He's probably as close as I'll ever
come." 


"Are
you two planning on getting married?" she asked bluntly. 


He
shrugged.  "Right now we're not that close, mother.  It's a hard
thing watching your family go into dangerous situations.  I don't know how
I'd react to my husband getting shot sometime.  Or me getting shot and
he'd have to react, as well as Xander."  She nodded at that. 
"Right now we're very casual.  We're friends." 


"I
understand.  Your father and I started out that way, Anthony.  
We can still consider him our grandson?" 


"I
don't mind if Gibbs doesn't.  Boss, you mind if she's his
grandmother?" 


"As
long as she doesn't spoil him too much," he called back. 


"See?" 
She smiled at that.  "You're right, he's probably the only one you'll
ever get."  She nodded at that.  "Tell dad I hope he's
okay.  Be well as well, mother." 


"I
will, Anthony.  Walk me up to my room?" 


"Sure. 
Be right back, Gibbs." 


He
stood up and helped her up like any good gentleman should, walking her up to
the elevator then up to her suite.  She smiled and handed him
something.  "That's from your father and I for his birthday." 


"What
is it?"  He looked then looked at her.  "Riding club?"



"He
likes horses." 


"He
does but I haven't hunted since high school." 


"You
can take him for regular or trail riding, son.  He'll enjoy it just as
much.  Plus maybe you can make sure he takes lessons.  It does change
your posture and it's good for a boy." 


Tony
nodded, putting it into his back pocket.  "Sure, mom.  Thank
you.  He'll love it."  She smiled and kissed him on the
cheek.  "Have a good trip home." 


"You
as well, dear.  Let us know where you move to."  He nodded and
left, leaving her alone.  She called her husband.  "Dear, it's
Margaret.  He's still denying it but he said it's mostly because the job
is so dangerous.  He's scared of getting that close and being hurt or
getting hurt and making his spouse deal with it," she said quietly. 
She considered it then nodded.  "Jethro is a very nice man. A former
Marine."  She listened to what her husband had found out with his own
background check.  It did make her proud.  Her son had chosen a very
strong, honorable man to be with.  She smiled. "I have pictures of
the baby as well, dear.  Of course a good one.  Anthony had it
done.  He's even in green so it'll go so well with the one of Anthony that
we have on the mantle."  She found it in her purse and looked at it. 


"He
is an adorable little boy.  Eleven months.  We got him a pair of
overalls with a pony on it, I thought it a bit girlish, but he's been proudly
showing it off and petting it all night," she said with a sweet
smile.  "No, Jethro is very against coddling his son but Anthony can
win him around. A spouse always knows how, dear.  That as well.  Sex
can be a great motivator in the early days of marriage."  She smiled
at his assurance it still was with him.  "Then you'll go with my
plan.  Actually, Jethro said he has someone who deals with his retirement
funds.  I wasn't aware you could hire someone for that.  Is that what
Morgan does?  Huh.  Well, he has one for his retirement funds from
the Marines and his current agency.  I'm sure he could set Anthony up with
his if he doesn't have one."  She listened to him. 


"Thomas,
that is the only grandson we're getting," she said firmly.  "By
the way I'm firing your assistant.   No, not because you're sleeping
with her.  I could care less unless she gets pregnant.  You know
that.  She didn't tell us when our son had the plague a few years back,
Thomas.  Jethro said he called the house and your office.  I want her
gone by the time I get home."  She smiled at his reassurance. 
"Thank you, dear.  Make the next one a prettier girl anyway. 
That one was a bit of a cow.  Always chewed with her mouth open.  I'm
sure she had skills that made up for it, Thomas.  I don't care and I meant
it."  She relaxed again.  "Of course I'm coming home
tomorrow.  No, Jethro said Anthony's more prone to getting sick now than
when he was younger.  Apparently last year he got the flu and pneumonia
from it.  He was off work for weeks from it.  Yes, I do think he
could use it.  It would also encourage him to slow down and perhaps even
retire.  Though Jethro said he'd die emotionally if he did that." 


She
sighed in pleasure.  "That would be fine, dear.  No, he's banned
from even giving blood, Thomas.  He had the plague.  I doubt they'd
want that in the blood supply."  She nodded.  "It does make
sense.  He is ill.  Even if it was his choice to go into the service
industry he is our son.  Our only son.  Unless you want your Cousin
Evan to have the house?"  She nodded.  "Exactly. 
Well, start off by giving him back what your mother gave him, dear.  Let
him show how well he does with that.  Of course I'll be back
tomorrow.  Don't worry, dear.  I'll be fine.  I bought little
Xander some very pretty clothes.  He looks adorable and Jethro tried to
complain so much about me spoiling him.  Wouldn't even let me get him any
good clothes," she complained.  "No, he said very bluntly that I
had to make up with our son before I could truly spoil my grandson.  Which
I have every intention of doing."  She listened to him complain but
give in.  "Good, dear.  Have everything ready for when I get in
tomorrow, Thomas.  Or fax it to me here if you must.  That way I can
sign it before I get on the plane since you're so paranoid about flying." 


She
rolled her eyes.  "I'm sure I don't want to drive, dear.  It'll
take nearly all day to drive.  It'll only take an hour and some to
fly.  It'll be *fine*, Thomas.  If not, I've at least told my son I
love him again.  Now, have those papers sent to me here, dear.  I'll
sign them before I get on the plane.   Thank you, Thomas." 
She hung up and leaned back, calling down to the front desk.  "This
is Mrs. DiNozzo in the gold suite.  I'm expecting a fax in about an hour.
If it comes later, do wake me up, dears.  Thank you."  She hung
up and went to start her nighttime ritual preparation.  She'd have to
moisturize extra tonight and tomorrow morning because flying always dried out
her skin and she couldn't look anything but her best.  Her son had looked
very nice earlier, even if it wasn't designer clothes.  He had chosen things
that made him look very pleasing to his boyfriend.  He had her tastes
obviously. 


***



Tony
got up when someone knocked on the door.  "Hi, Marta.  I'm
moving tomorrow." 


"I
know, Tony, I got the earlier message," she said, looking serious. 
She walked over and turned on the tv, making him frown and come over to
watch.  He blinked a few times and sat down.  "That was your
mother's flight." 


"Well,
dad was always paranoid after some fortune teller told him he'd lose everything
to a plane crash."  He called the number on the bottom of the
screen.  "This is Special Agent Anthony DiNozzo, NCIS.  I think
my mother was on the flight?  Margaret DiNozzo.  Long
Island."  He listened then nodded.  "Thank you, I'll tell my
father.  Who do we make arrangements with?"  He wrote that
down.  "Thank you, ma'am."  He looked at Marta.
"Thanks." 


"Welcome,
Tony."  She kissed him on the cheek.  "I'm so sorry,"
she whispered.  He nodded and gave her a pat then she left. 


Tony
called his father's office. "Is Mr. DiNozzo in?  Tell him it's
Anthony.  His son Anthony.  Yes, he has a son, Penelope.  Put my
father on before I come up there and kill you.  I'm in a violent
mood.  Penelope, my mother just died, put him on!" he snapped. 
He was transferred over.  His father complained first thing. 
"Dad, you know how you didn't like flying?  Turn on the news. 
Yes, father, now.  Mother's plane crashed," he said quietly, watching
the news. "Marta told me.  It's all over the news.  I do know
who you contact.  I've already called.  They confirmed they've found
her."  He swallowed and waited while his father checked. 
"That's fine, father.  I'll call them if you want."  He
listened.  "I don't want it, father.  It comes with strings, I
don't want.  Dad, I don't care.  I'm sorry as hell that you're
sick.  Yes, mother told me.  I'm still not going to join the firm or
go to Wall Street.  I'm staying at NCIS with Gibbs and all the family down
here.  I'm not leaving.  Now, if you want I can start the
arrangements for you or I can give you their name and number, father. 
Your choice.  I know she was my mother.  I had dinner with her last
night."  He held his head.  "Dad." 


Jethro
took the phone.  "Mr. DiNozzo, Jethro Gibbs.  Yes, that
Jethro.  Right now's not the time to fight with your son.  You have more
important matters to attend to, both of you.  Now, do you want us to make
the arrangements to have your wife's body shipped home or do you want it? 
Everything else can come later.  I'm sure you did, sir.  I don't
care.  Right now we have to handle the immediate tragedy.  Now, would
you like your son to handle it or you would you like to?  That's fine, I
can arrange for him to have leave.  If he wants me there.  Thank you,
sir.  I'll have him do that.  Anyplace in particular?"  He
nodded, making a note on the same sheet.  "Thank you.  I'll have
that arranged today."  He hung up.  "He'll arrange things
on that end if you can get her shipped home." 


"Of
course."  He called the number to do that.  "Hi, I'm
Special Agent DiNozzo, my mother was on that plane."  He got
transferred. "Margaret DiNozzo.  I'm Anthony, her son.  My
father is making arrangements at home but I know who's going to be picking her
up at the other end.  Please.  Moretson's Funery. Long Island. 
Yes, that's my father's assistant.  He said so.  Thank you. 
Yes, let them know, they'll have all arrangements made by tonight.  Thank
you.  How long?  I have to arrange for leave."  He
nodded.  "That's understandable. Thank you."  He hung up and
looked at his boss.  "I'll probably need part of next week off,
boss." 


"I'll
let the Director know." 


"Did
he ask if you were coming?" 


"Yup. 
I told him if you needed me." 


"Want
to go to Long Island?  At least you kinda liked my mother. The rest of the
family is him and Uncle Evan, plus her garden club members and a few older
ladies she went to school with.  One of them's an honorary aunt by a
former marriage but she lives on the West Coast and won't travel." 


"If
you want." 


"Thanks,
boss."  He gave him a pat on the arm and called his father's office
back. "Penelope.  Anthony DiNozzo.  They'll ship mother's body
back in about three days.  They have to do an autopsy first." 
He smirked at her sniffling admission she wouldn't be there.  "Okay,
is Father back from his meeting?"  He was transferred. 
"Three days before they can transport her, father.  Because it's
mandatory they do an autopsy.  Exactly.  Do we know why?  The
news isn't being very forthcoming."  He nodded.  "That's
fine.  I'll be there.  If he wants.  I'm leaving it up to him
since he's got to consider Xander."  He smiled.  "If you
want, you'd have to ask him, father.  Gibbs?"  He handed over
the phone.  "My father." 


He
took it.  "Yes?"  He listened.  Then he nodded slowly.
"In that case if I have the leave time I will come, sir.  Thank you
for inviting me, Mr. DiNozzo.  Yes, I did.  I called the office
number Tony had for you and the home number as well."  He
shrugged.  "I did try a few times, sir.  Yes, your son nearly
died from it.  They gave him a fifteen percent chance of
living."  He heard the shudder.  "Exactly, sir.  I'll
be there.  Thank you."  He hung up.  "I've got to
arrange for both of us to have leave.  Your father's decided you could use
the shoulder to lean on." 


"That's
fine.  I've got to look at the new place McGee found for me today
too." 


"That's
this afternoon.  Go do that and I'll have your leave arranged by
then." 


"Thanks,
boss.  It's a two bedroom so you can move in with the squirt for a
while."  That got a nod and he went to do that, weathering the pitied
looks from the desk staff.  "It's all right," he promised. 
That got a nod from one.  "Gibbs is up there if anyone
calls."  He left, heading to drive around for a few minutes before
going to meet with the landlord at this new place. 


***



Tony
walked back into the hotel room.  "The first was crap.  He
didn't like me inviting you over to stay while your house was rebuilt. 
It's for singles," he said at the amused look.  "They really
didn't like Xander.  But the second one was nicer.  It's safer
too.  Fairly bland but it's got a gym in the building."  That
got a nod.  "I've already signed the lease and everything; I've got
the movers moving my stuff over tomorrow." 


"That's
fine.  What about mine?" 


"You
can have your stuff moved but you should go through the house soon." 


"I
should," he agreed, looking at him.  "You sure?"  Tony
nodded.  "Then we'll try it for now.  Hopefully it won't take
that long to rebuild the house." 


"At
the very least you can use a few days of that time off to meet with
contractors, boss." 


"True. 
It needed a wiring and plumbing update anyway," he sighed, standing
up.  "You in for the day?" 


"Yeah. 
He call back?" 


"No."



"Didn't
figure he would."  He shrugged.  "How's the kid?" 


"Napping,"
he said with a small grin.  "Don't wake him." 


"Of
course not. A sleeping child is a gift from the gods, or so I've heard,"
he said with a smirk.  "How was the director?" 


"I
kept myself from wringing her neck," he admitted. 


"Good,
saves some for me."  He sat down, going back to watching the
news.  He wanted to know what happened.  They were promising a
simulation of their last few minutes. 


Gibbs
watched.  "Something hit them." 


"Yeah
but what is the real question."  His phone rang. 
"DiNozzo."  He smiled.  "I saw, Abby.  Anything
I'm not seeing on CNN?"  He nodded.  "That's good. Thanks,
dear.  No, I'm okay.  She did but I'm still okay.  We weren't
that close."  He smiled at her concern.  "I'm fine,
Abby.  I'll have to go up for the funeral but I'll be fine.  He
invited Gibbs."  He hung up on her laughter.  "She said
they've already said it wasn't a large bird into the jets.  It wasn't a
small private plane either.  She did say that there were hints from the
pictures she had downloaded that there was extra things that shouldn't be there. 
She said something about a parachute, boss." 


"An
ultralight?" 


"Maybe. 
It just said they were in the process of coming down for landing in twenty
minutes."  That got a shoulder pat and Gibbs went to check on his son
and read some more.  "Boss, my computer's in my bag.  Why don't
you look up contractors," he called.  "That way you see what
they've done before." 


"I
know who I want to use, DiNozzo." 


"Oh,
okay." 


"I
meet with them tomorrow." 


"Sure. 
I'll watch him.  We'll go learn our new spot." 


"Good." 
He shut the bedroom door. 


Tony
watched the cameras pan across the area.  "That is a parachute,"
he said.  He frowned. "Or a hot air balloon."  He called
Abby back.  "Am I seeing a *basket* on tv?  A hot air
balloon?"  He shuddered.  "I didn't think...." 
He just nodded at her hypothesis.  "Okay, that's odd.  Thanks,
Abby.  I've found a spot. Tell him I'm going with the second one. 
That one, yeah.  Gibbs has an invitation to move in if he needs it while
he's rebuilding.  He meets with one tomorrow.  I don't know, ask him,
Abby.  Sure.  Thanks."  He hung up. "Gibbs, hot air
balloon," he called, bringing him out.  He pointed at the basket that
was on the edge of the screen.  "There's the basket and the parachute
is apparently the balloon part.  Abby thinks some of the balloon got
sucked into a jet or the wind currents fouled with the balloon's gas tank and
it exploded on contact with the plane." 


"A
hot air balloon?  People still use those?" 


"They
hold races and things at some major fairs."  They looked at each
other.  "Only my mother could go out in such a unique
accident."  Gibbs smirked at that.  "Really.  Someone
at NTSA has got to be throwing fits because I don't think ballooners have to be
licensed or anything." 


Gibbs
called Fornell.  "Tony's mother was on the plane that crashed. 
Is that really a hot air balloon?"  He nodded at Tony. 
"You're right, someone's throwing an awesome fit in the halls according to
someone on scene.  I'll tell him, Fornell.  His father did invite
me.  I never told her we were, Fornell.  I told her we weren't."



"At
the end of the night she was so happy I burst it by telling her that we
couldn't really marry due to the stress of the job."  Gibbs looked at
him.  "If I married you I couldn't stand to watch you get shot. 
Same for you.  She understood that and pared you back to a boyfriend
instead of a fiance." 


"Thanks,
DiNozzo."  He listened. "Yeah, that's what he said,
why?"  He shuddered.  "Tell her to quit."  He
hung up. "The director has publically expressed her grief to you, her
agent who lost his mother, and the others who lost their relatives to the
horrible accident."  Tony hung his head.  "At least she
didn't mention me." 


"Yet."



"Yet,"
he agreed.  His phone rang.  "Speaking of..."  He
flipped it open. "Gibbs."  He looked confused.  "I was
invited up to help DiNozzo, Director....."  He stared, then he opened
his mouth but apparently she hung up.  "Your father strong-armed
her.  We both have a week of grief leave." 


Tony
moaned and held his head.  "Boss, I think I need the migraine
medicine."  He looked at him.  "I'm not playing,
Gibbs," he said at the amused look.  He got up and went to lay on the
bed.  But he knew.  It felt the same.  Either that or he was
having a stroke. 


After
an hour of Tony being unable to do anything but lay there with his eyes closed
he called Kate.  "Where's his migraine stuff?  Either that or
he's having a stroke.  Yeah.  We'll both be gone.  His father
strong-armed the director so I'd have time too.  We're here.  We're
moving tomorrow.  Thanks, Kate."  He hung up and went back to
watching the simulation.  No one had picked up that was a balloon
yet.  Amazing.  Kate knocked a few minutes later and used their spare
key to get in.  "You took the other key?" 


"Of
course I did."  She handed it back.  "He okay?" 


"Migraine. 
DiNozzo, meds are here," he called.  Tony wandered out, his eyes
mostly squinted shut, hands over his ears.  He took it, shook out one,
took it dry, then wandered back to bed. 


She
shook her head.  "That's a bad one.  Remember, last time they
had to sedate him, Gibbs.  Can I help?" 


"No. 
Not unless you want to help move stuff." 


"No
thanks.  I supervised last time.  This time it's McGee's job or
Abby's.  She's scary today for some reason." 


Gibbs
smirked at that. "As opposed to her normal scary self?" 


"Yup." 
She walked off, going back to the office.  Marta stopped her in the
lobby.  "It looks like a hot air balloon may have hit the
plane," she offered.  "Tony's got a migraine and is in bed."



"I
can understand that.  Are they going to be okay?" 


"They'll
be fine and his father wanted Gibbs to come up for the funeral as well." 


"He
doesn't know?" 


"Last
night they were trying to dissuade her but she was just as stubborn as Tony
was." 


"She
got papers faxed last night to change her will." 


"Did
she include Xander?" 


Marta
shrugged.  "I don't know.  They didn't snoop that far. 
Just that it was a revised copy of her will by the cover sheet." 


"Oh." 
She nodded at that.  "You might wanna warn Gibbs then." 


"I
will.  You have a better day." 


Kate
grinned. "I am.  The probies moving Tony tomorrow are getting
supervised by McGee or Abby.  I did it the last time."  That got
a smile.  "You have a good run of luck with this place, ma'am, and
thank you for stuffing Tony in a closet somewhere." 


"They
were delightful to have and we now know how to set up some rooms for people
with children."  Kate walked off laughing.  She left a message
for Gibbs and then went back to her office. 


***



Tony
walked up to where his father was standing, shaking his hand.  "You
look good for having a partial liver, father." 


"You
look tired." 


"I
had a migraine the last two days." 


"I'm
sorry.  An aneurism?" 


"No. 
Just a migraine.  I have medicine for it." 


"Good. 
Modern medicine is a great thing or I'd have died two years ago."  He
nodded politely at the older man walking up behind his son.  "A
friend of her garden club?" 


Tony
looked.  "That's Gibbs, dad.  Xander's being watched by Abby,
who came up for the day.  They're in the car." 


"Oh,
I see.  Thank you, Anthony.  Nice to meet you as well, Jethro. 
She said some nice things about you," he said, shaking his hand. 


"I'm
sorry for your loss, Mr. DiNozzo." 


"Call
me Father, Jethro."  He walked them into the funeral home. 
"It's a small, quiet, private ceremony.  She wouldn't have wanted it
to be more of a spectacle than it already is." 


Tony
looked at him.  "Simulations say that a hot air balloon flew into the
path of the plane; part of the balloon got sucked into the engine by a few
inches.  Just enough to bang the gas tank against the side of the plane
and let it explode, which blew a hole," he said quietly. "It was over
within a minute and a half, father.  She didn't suffer." 


"Good,"
he sighed, pleased with that. "Is that the official version?" 


"It's
the preliminary based on estimates of what was found at the scene.  The
official version won't be out for over a year," Tony told him.  That
got a nod. "I asked some of my contacts in DC to give me some
information." 


"Thank
you, son.  Come, sit."  They walked up to the front bench and
sat down.  They stared at the tasteful casket, Gibbs ramrod stiff in his
seat.  Tony was trying to look relaxed, he could tell.  "It's fine,
son.  She was nearly seventy years old," he said quietly.  Tony
nodded at that.  "It'll be fine." 


"I
know it will, dad.  It's just freakish timing." 


"Exactly." 
He looked at him. "Thank you for handling the people at that office."



"It's
nothing, dad.  They're used to it."  That got a nod.  The
minister stepped forward and he smiled.  "He came back?" he
whispered.  His father smirked and nodded.  "Good." 
They settled in to listen to him once the music started.  It was a
beautiful service, but short.  It highlighted the many things she had done
for the community and her family.  Then they went to the grave-side
service.  It was also short but Abby brought Xander out.  He fussed a
bit so Tony took him.  Xander turned away from the casket so Gibbs took
him and let him hide in his shoulder.  Abby stood behind him to give
Xander someone to stare at, stroking his forehead and cheek to keep him
calm.  At the end, they went back to their car. "Are we doing a
wake?" he asked. 


"No. 
We've said not to."  That got a nod from Gibbs.  "He
could've stayed in the car." 


"He
wanted his dad," Abby told him.  She took Xander back but he
clung.  "Okay, you can have Daddy or Tony," she promised,
smiling and patting him on the head.  "Gibbs, I'm heading back to the
airport.  I've got to report tomorrow.  I'll take one of the waiting
cabs.  Let me know if you're going to be late, I'll cook the night you get
home."  She kissed Xander on the head.  "Be good, little
man.  Remember I love you.  Nothing will ever change
that."  Xander gave her a smile.  "I'll be fine, you know
that I'll be fine.  I'm very strong and I'll be fine."  He put
his head down again.  Gibbs and Tony both kissed her on the cheek and Tony
gave her a hug too.  She smiled and nodded at Tony's father. 
"He looks a lot like you.  I'm sorry for your loss, sir." 
She turned and headed to get her overnight bag from the car and take one of the
waiting cabs back to the airport. 


"That
was Abby, dad.  She's like a sister to me," Tony told him. 


"That's
fine.  I'm sure you know the way home?" 


"We
can stay at a hotel, Mr. DiNozzo," Gibbs offered. 


"Nonsense. 
It'll be too quiet.  Come home, Anthony, and drag them with you. 
Even if he does break the same vases you used to."  He headed for his
car. 


Tony
looked at Gibbs.  "He'll have us flogged if we try to
refuse."  Gibbs let out a small laugh.  "I'm not
kidding," he said flatly. 


"Fine." 
They went to their rental and headed to Tony's childhood home.  Gibbs
looked at it.  It was a very large house.  Very impressive.  Not
quite a mansion. 


"The
estate's in Wales," he said dryly. 


"I
heard that when I did your background."  Tony glared at him. 
"I did.  And the one in Italy." 


"That's
Uncle Evan's."  He parked behind his father's car and got out,
letting Xander go with his father since he wanted him more.  They walked
inside without knocking, even though he felt like he should.  A maid
started to scream and he glared.  "Shut up!  I grew up here,
woman!"  She settled down and stared at him.  "How new are
you?" 


"Three
years," his father's butler said from the stairs.  "Master
Anthony.  Is this your fiance?" 


"Boss
and friend," he corrected.  "Leroy Jethro Gibbs, this is Hawkes,
my father's butler, and this is Xander, his son." 


"Ah. 
The Misses had a lot to say about that one," he praised, smiling at the
boy.  He grinned back.  "We'll make sure it's safe for you to
roam, little one." 


"He's
only been walking a few weeks but he's been doing stairs for longer,"
Gibbs warned. 


"That's
fine.  Master Anthony trekked up and down the stairs many times a
day.  Every day.  We had to replace the runner on the stairs six
times by the time he was ten."  Tony grinned and nodded. 
"Your suite is set up, Anthony." 


"Tony."



"Your
father would skin me and take my retirement account." 


"Does
he think...."  Hawkes nodded.  "Why?" 


"It's
very clear to some of us," he said patiently.  "Your
things?" 


"I'll
get them from the trunk when I need a break," Tony told him.  That
got a look and the older man held out a hand.  He sighed and put the keys
into them.  "Thank you, Hawkes." 


"Welcome,
Master Anthony.  Also, your mother had some things set into your closets
that she thought you might like over the last few years.  She was rather
hoping you'd storm the castle and kill the old king I believe." 


Gibbs
shook his head.  "He's not that sort of knight." 


"Yes,
but his mother had a whimsical bent now and then, sir," Hawkes said. 


"I
remember.  She took Xander and I shopping since we had a fire." 


"Ah. 
I've done that many times," he agreed.  "Let me get your things,
gentlemen.  Go take off your jackets.  Your father's in his study
seeing if anything happened."  They nodded and Tony led the way up to
his suite.  He looked at the maid.  "That is Master Anthony and
their only grandchild.  We will make sure he doesn't get hurt." 


"Of
course, Hawkes, sir," she agreed, going to tell the housekeeper. 


Tony
looked around his room.  "Hey, no candelabra," he said
happily.  He walked over to the closet and opened it, standing there in
awe.  "My mother had good tastes." 


"Is
that Armani?" 


"And
then some," he agreed, taking one out to look at it. 
"Huh.  This is in your size, boss."  He held it up for him
to see.  Hawkes walked in with their overnight bags.  "When did
she plan this one?" 


"Last
night, sir.  She had it ordered and sent over.  She intended to mail
it to him." 


Tony
just nodded and put it back.  "Thank you." 


"You're
welcome.  Your father's staring at the decanter again." 


"I'm
going."  He took off his jacket and hung it up, then looked at Xander
and got him out of his jacket too, taking him downstairs.  Might as well
play on the delusions until he could break it more gently.  He let Xander
knock on the door then walked in.  "Don't you dare destroy the borrowed
liver too," he said grimly.  "After all, you still don't have an
heir to take over the business, father." 


"I
do.  He's a brilliant young man.  MBA from Harvard and Yale for his
undergrad," he said proudly. 


"Did
you adopt him?" 


"No,
son.  I don't like the man personally.  Especially since he's
colored, but I do appreciate that he knows what he's doing and he runs the
business nearly as good as I do.  When I got sick he took over after the
one I chose screwed up so royally that the SEC showed up in my hospital room. 
They're the ones who told me he had taken over and was fixing the
issue."  He sipped his ginger ale.  "Let him down. They're
just things, Anthony."  He let Xander down, watching as he went to
touch a leather couch.  "Yes, that is Italian leather, little one. I
got that from my mother."  The baby beamed and patted it, running a
hand along it as he went to look out the windows.  When he didn't find
anything going on he tried to climb into the chimney but Tony stopped him, much
to his father's amusement.  "Let him go.  He can't get that far
up." 


"He'll
be a mess and we'll never get him clean," he complained.  He put
Xander in a chair, letting him stare at the wall of pictures and books. 
"There, look at the pictures."  Xander got down and climbed up
in a chair that was closer so he could see better.  "You all
right?" he asked quietly. 


"No. 
Nor will I be.  Did you know she changed her will?" 


"Marta
didn't tell me she did that." 


His
father finished off his ginger ale and refilled his glass.  "Want
some?  It's all I'm allowed to have." 


"No
thanks.  I had a bottle of water on the way to the cemetery." 
Gibbs walked in.  "Baby pictures." 


"I
haven't seen any of yours," he agreed. 


"His
baby book is the blue album next to the one of him in the green uniform,
Jethro." 


"Thank
you."  He grabbed it and sat down with his son.  "This was
Tony as a baby," he said quietly.  Xander stared at it then at Tony,
who nodded.  Xander went back to staring at the baby, then at his
father.  "Yeah, that's Tony.  He was your age once." 
He turned the page.  From the first one on it was all professionally taken
pictures.  His newborn one.  Every year but his sixth year was in
there.  Professional prom picture.  Professional graduation
picture.  Not one of him getting his diploma but one of him afterward with
it.  Nothing after that one.  His son made him turn back a few pages,
back to the one labeled 'Anthony, age Fourteen'.  It was a good picture of
him.  He looked a bit scrawny but still strong and proud.  Sort of
like how he was standing now.  It was clear he didn't like what was going
on.  "Tony?"  He looked at him.  He gave him a look
and Tony came over. "Where was that?" 


"Um,
right after the championship game for my school.  We won.  Mother
hustled me out of uniform, cleaned me up, and had a professional come take my
picture."  He looked at him, saying a silent 'thanks' then he went
back to his father.  "I don't want it." 


"Use
it to make sure that son of yours is given every opportunity, Anthony." 


"Dad,
we're friends." 


"Bullshit,
son.  Really.  I heard you moved him in." 


"His
house is being rebuilt.  We're not that serious that way, dad." 


"Bull,
son.  Don't try to lie to me.  It's not like I care anymore. 
The same as this house, they're just things.  Things with price
tags." 


Tony
looked at him.  "I figured that out when I was sixteen, dad, and you
laughed at me." 


"I
was stupid, son." 


"Agreed."



His
father stared him down.  "I can still paddle you." 


"I'd
like to see you try," he said dryly.  His father burst out
laughing.  He shook his head.  "Give it to charity, help
others." 


"I
am, son.  I'm helping my grandson grow up to the be man you wanted to
be." 


"I
am the man I wanted to be, father.  I'm very happy at NCIS." 


"This
way you could hire him a great nanny." 


"We
can do that on our salary." 


"Quit
being so stubborn!" his father yelled.  "It's yours. 
Whether or not you like it, she made it all yours!"  He panted,
staring at his son. 


"If
you die today, mother will kick your ass all the way to hell," he reminded
him. 


"The
same one who saw the crash said I'd lose everything important to me right
afterward and then I'd die, son.  I've already cheated death for two
years.  Evan died a few months back." 


"How?"



"Infection."



"From
the surgery?" 


"No. 
His mistress stabbed him and he got an infection in the wound," he said
dryly.  "I told him to lay off the peasant girls but he did not
listen.  You get that from him."  He stared at his son, sitting
down again.  "I don't care if you don't like it.  I don't care
if you live in the house, sell the house, whatever.  Give the servants a
good severance package.  Give Hawkes his retirement fund.  Give Macy
hers." 


"Of
course.  You're talking like you know it's days from now." 


"By
what she said, why wait?  Deathbed orders are so trite and often used out
of panic, son.  You know how I'd do things.  Do them that
way."  He smirked at him.  "You'll handle it. 
Also."  He dug out an envelope, then looked at it for a bit then
handed it over.  "Your grandmother left that for you." 
Tony sat down hard, looking at it then at him.  "I've had it in trust
for you.  That's where you've got that allowance from, son," he said
quietly.  "It's time it goes back to you.  I'm sure he can help
you with that." 


"I
don't know what to say."  He stared at his father.  "Why
now?" 


"Your
mother said you've changed.  You have some sense now." 


"We're
talking about the woman who spent nearly half a million dollars on shoes in one
year and she says I'm suddenly *responsible*?"  His father nodded. 
"How was I irresponsible before?" 


"You
were wasting it on frivolous things." 


"That
made me happy and content.  That's not frivolous." 


"If
you say so.  I still say comic books aren't worthwhile reading." 


Gibbs
looked at him. "It's something every normal boy goes through," he
said dryly.  The other man glared at him.  He glared back.  The
older man slumped down.  "I'll make sure he spends it on worthwhile
things, like replacing the wardrobe that was lost due to his psychotic
ex-girlfriend."  He looked at his son again.  "Go hug
Tony."  Xander slid down, toddling over to hug him. 


Tony
gave him the envelope to gum on.  His father rolled his eyes.  He
pulled his son into his lap, giving him a hug.  "I'll make sure you
go to a great school with that.  Even if your daddy disagrees." 
He looked at his father.  "Thank you for finally giving that to
me.  I still don't want the rest." 


His
father shrugged. "Too late.  It was all your mother's money,
son.  My money was mostly that trust held for you and the business. 
Even this house was your mother's people."  He sat up again. 
"You might want to keep him from drooling on the check in there, son,
before the ink runs.  Can't be good for a boy."  Gibbs took it
and put it in his back pocket, then took his son, putting back the baby
book.  They left them alone.  His father looked at him. 
"He's a strong man.  I haven't met many people who could stare me
down." 


"He's
a Marine, father.  He's stared down worse than you."  His father
nodded, accepting that.  "Any other shocks that I should go scream in
the orchard about?" 


"No,"
he admitted.  "She signed an updated will that night.  She had
it faxed to the hotel.  I'm sure you'll let me continue to live
here?"  Tony nodded slowly.  "Any changes you want to
make?" 


"Put
back up my swing," he said, standing up.  "I'm going to go rest
before dinner."  He walked out, finding Gibbs unmaking a bed for
him.  "Thanks, boss," he said quietly, taking Xander and kicking
off his shoes, laying down with him to cuddle.  Gibbs tucked them both in
and left the envelope on the desk, then he left them alone to look at the
grounds. 


The
maid came in.  "He should be in his own bed," she chided. 
"He could suffocate." 


"Get
out," he said firmly.  "Hawkes!" he yelled. The butler came
back and drug her off. "Thank you." 


"We
have the heirloom family crib pulled down, Master Anthony." 


Tony
looked at him.  "He can nap later; I need a cuddle."  That
got an understanding nod.  "We should talk later." 


"Of
course, sir."  He drug the maid off, chastising her.  She
shouldn't nag the family.  They knew what they were doing. 


Tony
kissed the back of Xander's head.  "Let me cuddle, okay?  Then
we'll talk about great schools for you."  He yawned and let the quiet
baby soothe him into sleep. 


***



Gibbs
ran into his father at dusk.  "This is a beautiful estate." 


"Do
you want to live here?" 


He
looked at him.  "No," he said honestly.  "I can't
stand to have this much land without trees.  I'm more a nature
person." 


"There's
a beautiful orchard, Jethro." 


"I
saw.  It's very beautiful, but it's still too sculpted for my tastes, Mr.
DiNozzo.  I like my trees a bit more wild and less fancifully
trimmed," he said, pointing at a nearby bush that was trimmed into a
unicorn. 


"That
was his mother.  She always wanted to be a fairy princess," he
sighed.  "You can let them go wild when it's yours.  I wouldn't
mind in the least." 


"We
have time before that becomes a necessary decision but when it does I'll help
him through the difficult times."  That got a nod and a small
smile.  "Any more shocks?  So I know when to hand over my son
for cuddle duty?" 


"Is
he?" 


"In
bed being your son's teddybear." 


"That
could suffocate him." 


"I
doubt it.  The sheets are too thin for that and he's not that young."



"Oh. 
You really don't protect your child that way?" 


"He's
climbed in with both of us before when he's had nightmares.  We've had a
few incidences with caregivers while we were at work." 


"I
see.  They were punished?" 


"As
stiffly as I could make the system do it," he agreed. 


"Good." 
He patted him on the shoulder.  "You'll do my son good.  We
tried very hard to protect him." 


"I
heard." 


"Good. 
I hope your son turns out all right even though you're not that cautious,
Jethro." 


"I
played Pee Wee football until I was thirteen, Mr. DiNozzo.  Kids are
supposed to get dirty, messy, scraped and banged up, and have fun.  That's
the joy of being a child," he said plainly.  He nodded. 
"There's no way I'm going to overprotect my son to the point where he
needs drugs." 


"I
nearly let them talk me into giving Anthony medicine for his attention problem
but then the pediatrician stepped in to stop it and pointed out he was
bored." 


"We
have that problem at work now and then.  It's usually solved fairly easily
by making him do my paperwork."  That got a laugh.  "It
is."  He shrugged.  "Is there anything I should know? 
I wasn't listening." 


"I
thank you for that.  He's had a bit of a shock.  My wife changed her
will and this was all hers." 


"She
split it among you?" 


"No,
she left it to him and her only grandchild."  He smiled. 
"Thank you for lightening up her last few days, Jethro, and
mine."  He walked back inside, going back to his study to make sure
everything was in order.  He had a sneaking suspicion his son wasn't as
involved with Jethro as his mother had thought but it was clear that they did
care for each other deeply and that boy was the only grandchild he was
getting.  He pulled out the forms that had mirrored his wife's and looked
them over.  Then he corrected one thing before calling the family
attorney.  "Phil, it's me.  You left in that stupid marriage
clause."  He smiled.  "Well, no but he and his boyfriend
are here and they'll never allow it in their lifetime.  You know how
strong the Church is in some things."  He nodded.  "Fax me
over new copies without that.  Did you find little Alexander's birth
certificate?"  He listened to what he said. "That's what she
said, yes.  That's fine.  They obviously wanted the best of the best
to breed, no matter what," he sighed. 


"It's
a shame, he's a fine, strong man.  Good for my son too.  He's settled
down.  Took the baby up to cuddle in bed when I told him about the will
and things.  No, not like that," he complained.  "My son's
not like that.  He's his teddybear.  It's unbelievably cute I would
assume.  Thank you."  He hung up and leaned his head back. 
"There's too many perverts in this world.  No wonder my son wanted to
work on eradicating them.  I wish him luck."  The fax machine in
the corner started to spit out pages and he got up to get them, reading them
over.  He found one questionable clause but he didn't care.  The business
would go on.  The one getting it there would see to that.  Making him
pick someone that he'd have approved of wasn't really an issue.  He found
a nice clause in case of other grandchildren. That was nice but probably not
going to happen.  If so he doubted his son would discriminate against the
original one for not being his by birth.  He came to the last page and
nodded, signing it.  Then he faxed it back.  He put it on the blotter
in front of him and smiled, relaxing again. 


That's
how the butler found him a few hours later.  Already cold and smiling. 


***



Tony
walked back into work the first day back, nodding at the director. 
"There's going to be a probate hearing in a few days.  I'll take that
as Gibbs' time on and take Xander with me, Director," he offered quietly. 


"I
understand.  How are you holding up?" 


"Well
enough.  It's not like either of them really knew what to do with
me.  My mother thought dirt was created by aliens so therefore was going
to eat me.  My father decided I had no sense and was stupid for caring about
others."  He shrugged.  "We'll make sure Xander knows
better." 


"Good." 
She patted him on the arm.  "Is Jethro coming in today?" 


"Ducky
needed the day off and he demanded late last night to have the baby
today.  His mother wanted to see him." 


"Is
that wise?" she asked, looking concerned. 


Gibbs
came in.  "What's going on?" 


"Telling
her about the probate hearing and Ducky having Xander, boss." 


"His
mother thinks he's her grandchild by Ducky and I," he told her. "It
makes her last few years happy to think that so I don't mind."  That
got a smile from her.  "He'll take Xander with him to the probate
hearings so I'll be on that week." 


"That's
fine.  I'm sure if you need him he can consult from up there." 
Tony nodded.  "What are you doing with the house?" 


"Right
now it's going to stay empty.  The staff is staying to clean up and make
it ready in case I decide to sell it.  That way they're getting paid and
don't have to find a new job.  It's a tough time right now for that.
Besides, not like I want to live there."  He shrugged and headed
off.  "I'm going to check my email, boss.  Director, my check
was wrong again.  I got a whole dollar fifty." 


"I'll
check into it, DiNozzo."  She looked at him.  "Are you all
right?" 


"I'm
fine, Jen.  They both thought we were together.  His father wanted us
to live up there.  It's a nice estate but too touchy and planned for my
tastes."  Tony let out a swear and he heard something crash. 
"What was that?" he called without having to look. 


"Um,
boss, Tony needs a new monitor," McGee called from his desk. 
"He's swearing in Italian too.  I don't know why." 


"She
struck again.  She's petitioning the court to get her fair share since she
claimed we were married, boss," Tony called.  "I'll replace the
monitor, director." 


"Please
do that."  She looked at him.  "Just shoot her this time,
Jethro." 


"That's
his fun."  He went back down there.  "You okay?" 


"A
few pieces of glass hit my hand," he admitted, holding a paper napkin from
his drawer on it.  "I'm fine, boss.  Can I shoot her?" 


"Go
ahead." 


"Thank
you.  I've apparently got court in about two hours."  He looked
at him.  "I'll fill out the requisition from the laptop or pick it up
on the way back."  He walked off, heading down to his car.  He
peeled out, not happy with the world.   He found her crossing a
street at the courthouse and thought about running her over but that meant it'd
be over too soon.  He parked and carefully got out, heading inside. 
His ID was shown so he got to keep his gun.  He looked at it then at the
woman strolling up the hall.  "No, keep it," he ordered, handing
it over.  "I will shoot her." 


"Divorce,
sir?" 


"Stalker
bitch." 


"Oh. 
Sorry." 


"She
will be," he promised, heading to the proper courtroom.  He nodded at
the judge since he was at his bench.  "Sir, I just learned about this
today.  I've been out of town at both parent's funerals." 


"I
can grant a continuance so you have the chance to get a lawyer." 


"Sir,
I can assure you there's an issue here that won't require a lawyer.  It
requires a straight jacket." 


"I'm
sorry for your loss, pookie," she said. 


He
turned and punched her, then smiled.  "I feel better.  That's
for destroying my movie collection.  That's also for burning Gibbs'
house." 


"You
left me for him!" 


"I
wasn't yours for more than two dates until I got some ass, and then I went
after about fifty other women after you.  And no, Gibbs is just my
boss.  I'm his *nanny*."  She stared at him in horror, scooting
back.  "There's an open warrant for her arrest," Tony said to
the bailiff.  "Can you please look that up?"  He produced
his ID.  "I know Fornell found new charges of her trying to hack into
my bank account again after he arrested her the first time."  The
judge coughed.  Tony came over to the computer to log in once the bailiff
had found that one and printed it off.  He pulled up all the files and
printed the summary pages, handing them over.  "A bit atypical, Your
Honor, but I'm fairly qualified for this part." 


"You're...."



"Special
Agent Anthony DiNozzo, NCIS." 


"I
see."  He looked over the former charges then at her. 
"This is a continuation of her issues?"  Tony nodded.  Two
more agents walked in.  "You can keep her in here while I hear
this," he ordered. 


"That's
fine, sir.  Afterwards we have orders to tie weights around her ankles and
toss her in the Potomac." 


"Would
you?" the judge asked. 


"She
burned one agent's house.  She tore up Agent DiNozzo's.  She injured
him severely, shot at him during the first one and then broke into his hospital
room to kill him while he was healing.  She shot at another officer out of
NCIS for going to help him.  She's endangered public safety numerous
times.  She tried to claim Agent Gibbs' son as hers and Agent DiNozzo's even
though he's Gibbs' nanny most of the time, and then she's decided to start
attacking us, sir, for protecting that team from her.  Not to mention the
six counts of hacking and other federal charges." 


"I
see.  That first one was reduced from attempted murder to stalking in the
first?" he asked the agents. 


"The
judge threw out the shooting part since the gun she used was never found even
though there were bullets present.  She said she couldn't be certain they
weren't from an earlier event or assault," the other answered.  That
got a nod from him.  "She was given home confinement then went after
Agent DiNozzo again, trying to run him off the road.  When he pulled into
a police station because he had Agent Gibbs' son in the car with him after a
doctor's appointment, she claimed that Alexander Gibbs was her son with him to
the officers.  She had violated home confinement regulations and they put
her in jail for all of three weeks.  Then she was released as time served
and put on probation, which she broke within two days, Your Honor, by trashing
Agent DiNozzo's apartment and burning Agent Gibbs' house.  Then she
stalked them around the city and tried to get into the hotel where they were
being hidden.  When she couldn't she went after another NCIS agent, their
lab tech Abby Sciuto.  We rescued her because a Crypt stepped in to help
her since she was on foot running away from the woman after she had crashed
into her cab.  We had managed to catch her once but some idiot judge let
her have bail.  She hacked into his accounts to pay the bail and then
left.  She's since hacked in again and heard about this issue, then filed
false claims with your court." 


"Like
I said, someone needs a straight jacket and if it's me, I'll gladly go take the
nice pills that make me take a long nap," Tony told him.  "I'm
going to shoot her.  I gave the security guards my gun so I wouldn't shoot
her in here, Your Honor.  My boss gave me permission to shoot her as
well." 


"It
sounds like a heartfelt wish.  Let's see her proof.  She's claiming
she married him?" 


"I
have it in my bag," she huffed. 


The
first agent got it out and looked it over.  "Ma'am, Virginia's
marriage licenses aren't that color or printed on plain paper," he noted,
handing that to bailiff.  He handed over the tape as well.  "I'd
like to see how she faked that." 


"Photoshop
probably," Tony offered. "I've been married once and widowed after
eighteen days," he said dryly.  She glared at him.  "It
sure as hell wasn't her since I was seventeen at the time." 


"Half
of DC thinks he's in a relationship with his boss," the second agent
offered. 


Tony
nodded.  "Including my parents.  Thanks for spreading that
further." 


"Sorry,
Agent DiNozzo." 


"That's
all right.  Is Ducky okay?" 


"She
chased him with a broom earlier claiming he had brought in fairy sprites then
Xander cooed at her and she settled down to hug the supposed grandchild." 


"Thanks." 
He looked at the judge.  "Can we dump her in the river for you, Your
Honor?  I'll tie the weights," he offered with a small smile. 


"Let
me watch the tape please."  He went to do that.  He came back
ten minutes later.  "She may be able to hack but she has a bad hand
at photoshopping the pictures onto the body.  They don't match colors,
tones, or size in some shots."  He looked at them.  "I'm
going to dismiss this one as long as she doesn't get bail this time." 


"Sir,
she's going to go before a Federal judge," the second agent assured
him.  "She's not going to get bail.  She might go to a Club Fed
prison as they're called but she won't get bail." 


"Thank
you, God!" Tony yelled.  The judge smiled at that.  "If she
does I'm not going to hold back.  One of us on the team will kill
her," he promised.  "I will swear it in blood that she'll die if
she gets out and comes near me again."  That got a nod and the agents
drug her off.  He looked at the judge.  "Thank you for being
tolerant of the strangeness." 


"I
knew there was something wrong with this case," he admitted. 
"You didn't know until this morning?"  He shook his head. 
"Very well then.  Thank you for attending, Agent DiNozzo." 


"Not
a problem, Your Honor.  Have a better and less exciting day." 
He walked out, going to get his gun.  He stood outside to check it over,
staring at her while he slapped the clip in.  She slumped down in the car
they stuffed her in.  Then he headed for his own. 


"It
was watched, Agent DiNozzo.  No bombs or anything," one of them
called. 


Tony
smiled.  "Thanks, guys.  Tell Fornell I owe him a
coffee."  That got a nod and they left with her.  He went back
to work, stopping to get Gibbs and himself a coffee.  He handed it
over.  "She's been taken into Federal custody this time, boss, and
they said she hacked my accounts again." 


"She
did," McGee agreed.  "Your letter of authority for Abby let her
check and they found more hits from her.  The bank has fixed it and paid
all the outstanding checks on your account." 


"Thank
you.  Anything else I should know?" 


"The
judge over the will's probate is an old golfing buddy of your father?" 


Tony
nodded.  "That happens in small communities.  I'm going to get a
new monitor, boss.  McGee, I need to know what I'm getting."  He
printed a sheet and handed it over.  "Thank you.  Did you order
it?"  He nodded.  "Decent.  Which store?" 


"Pentagon
mall." 


"Okay." 
He headed that way, going to get the good monitor.  They even carried it
out to his car.  While there he found the laptop he wanted, with
everything he wanted but the DVD player.  He found a clerk.  "I
want that but I want DVD capabilities and it's got to mesh and work within the
federal system since I'm an agent." 


He
looked at him.  "Don't you have buying programs?" 


"It's
slow." 


"Oh." 
He nodded, going to pick out what he wanted.  That was the machine but
they'd need to upgrade to the DVD player and burner, new harddrive, and more
memory.  He looked at him once it was ordered and paid for. 
"Two days, sir." 


"Thank
you."  He took his card back and headed back to the office, pulling
through to get a snack too.  He looked at the probies by the
elevator.  "Guys, got something to carry?" he called.  They
moaned and shook their heads.  "Good, come carry my new
monitor."  They came to get the box and head up to his floor. 
McGee came over to switch his for Tony's new one, smiling at him.  "Fine,
McGee.  Thank you."  He was even nice enough to hook it
up.  Tony sat down to nibble and get back to his email.  "Boss,
my new laptop is on order." 


"Good,
the director said she couldn't quite be that generous if we were going to fix
your salary." 


"It
happens, boss.  Did she?" 


"Keep
hitting your email.  She said she'd send a note when it was fixed." 


"Thanks,
boss."  He ate another fry, going through more spam and inter-office
memos.  He came to one and snorted.  "Hey, boss, did you know we
had a new dress code?" 


"I
did and I've already yelled at her.  Ignore it." 


"Thanks,
boss."  He deleted that one.  It didn't really apply to him
anyway unless he came in wearing eyeliner some day soon.  That was a
wicked thought and he looked over at his boss, then at Kate.  "Do we
have any undercovers going on?" 


"No." 
She looked at him.  "Is Ducky doing okay with Xander?" 


"According
to the agents who showed up to arrest her, his mother chased him and the baby
around with a broom for a few minutes for being fairy sprites, then Xander
cooed and cuddled so she's back in grandma mode." 


"Oh,
good."  She nodded and went back to work, shifting her shirt. 


"Yes,
Kate, I saw the hickey earlier," Gibbs assured her.  "Did my son
use you as the pacifier again?" 


"No,"
she said weakly. 


"Don't
look at me, boss.  I was sucking on someone else's neck last night,"
McGee said dryly. 


"Xander
got my arm," Tony offered. 


"We
need to get him a new crib." 


"He
can have the heirloom one from home, boss." 


"No
thanks.  That thing weighs a ton." 


"It
is a baby jail," he agreed. 


"Was
the girl with the kitten there?" McGee teased. 


Tony
looked over and nodded.  "Yeah, if there's pictures she's the one in
the fuschia and black hat.  She married a stupid bastard who wanted to
suck her dry and make her have multiple babies.  Her mother ran over him
too.  Was the first nice thing she did."  He got back to
work.  Then he looked at them.  "Do we have a case since I'm
going to be doing this for days?"  Gibbs shook his head. 
"Damn."  He went back to his browsing. 


"Your
turn to get lunch, Tony." 


"I
locked it all away in an investment account, Kate." 


"Crap. 
I tried, McGee.  No lobster today." 


"He's
allergic to shellfish," Gibbs reminded her.  "DiNozzo, how many
of those emails were from her?" 


"Six
so far, boss.  I'm on page thirteen of twenty two."   He
checked some more to delete then he undid that one and read one.  He
snorted.  "Huh.  She's pregnant.  Interesting." 
He deleted that one and went on.  After he was done narrowing it down he
went back to reading.  He found the new one from the director and clicked
to open it, finding her saying it was fixed and how much his paycheck should be
last time and this time.  He sent back a simple 'thank you' and got back
to his email.  "Hey, boss.  Since when can't men wear
cologne?" 


"There's
a person with severe allergies in the building," Kate told him. 


"What
about scented soaps?" 


"Not
a clue," she admitted.  "Gibbs?" 


"Haven't
heard anything about it."  He lifted his head. "Paulette, come
here for a minute please?" he called.  She came jogging over. 
"DiNozzo had a question about the no cologne rule.  Scented soaps
since most are?" 


"It's
usually worn out by the time you get here," she said.  "He'll
tell us if anyone's bothering him.  He's one of the interrogation
techs." 


"That's
fine," he agreed.  "Any particular brand that sets him off worse
than most since DiNozzo and I didn't know?" 


"I
only use a scented body wash, boss," 


"Really? 
I thought you used aftershave." 


"Scent
free.  It doesn't irritate my skin."  He clicked on another new
one.  "Huh, death threat from the former head of HR." 
Paulette glared at him.  He motioned her closer and let her see. 
"She's mad because I never hit on her." 


"Really? 
We thought you dumped her."  Tony shook his head.  "She's
mad because she's one of the eight women in the building you haven't hit
on?"  He nodded.  "I'll go fix that crap, Tony.  Don't
worry about it.  I know he reacts to Drakkar." 


"That's
fine.  I can change scents."  She nodded at that. 
"She did tell you about the switching and sharing things?" 


"She
did and I'll send up time cards," she promised.  "Just try to
keep the overtime down, guys, please?"  They all nodded. 
"Thanks.  Oh, the other one on the dress code, about men being in
ties?  We've already taken that one off." 


"I
told her to leave Abby alone too," Gibbs agreed. 


"Good." 
She walked off. 


"Hey,
boss, the good news is Old Spice makes soaps and other things," he
offered.  "That way you won't miss your aftershave too much." 


"I'll
look into that tonight, DiNozzo." 


"Sure,
boss."  He saw his hand creep over to the phone.  "Ducky
was taking him for his last set of boosters," he reminded him. 
"Plus the ones he missed." 


"Good." 
He let his hand fall since they should be in the doctor's office at the
moment.   He'd call in a half-hour instead.  He finished going
through his email and watched Tony read his.  "Girls?" he asked
dryly. 


"No,
boss.  Legal crap out the butt."  He answered another one. 
"Probie, the blinking light is what?" 


"Her
spying on you." 


"Oh,
thanks."  He went back to typing the answer to that email about the
probate.  Then he went on, deleting the invitation to dinner.  And
the next one that was an invitation to dinner.  "Someone look up
Harriet Pierce?" 


"New
cleaning lady," Kate said.  "Young and kinda pretty, Tony."



"I'm
tired of women, Kate.  I'm going to shoot the next one."  He
deleted the ones from her but copied the address from the last one and wrote
out a nice note saying that he was presently with someone but that he
appreciated that she liked him that way and he hoped they could still work
together.  He'd had to write a few of those over the years.  The went
back to it and looked up when he heard footsteps behind him on the stairs. 
"I was being nice." 


"You
were," the director agreed.  "Thank you.  You told the
judge you were going to shoot her?" 


"Yup. 
Fornell's boys said they had orders to drown her in the Potomac."  He
shrugged and answered the new one from the lawyers.  He squeezed his eyes
shut then answered him as politely as he could.  No, he didn't want to
challenge the will.  He didn't participate in banking.  He was a
federal agent in an investigative agency.  He didn't know the first thing
about banking and he let others balance his checkbook for him.  It was as
polite as he could come.  Then he went back to the email.  He got one
back from his new admirer saying she understood and to keep her in mind. 
That she had heard the rumors he was bi and that was fine with her, she'd even
be his beard.  He sent that one to Gibbs and went on with it. 


Gibbs
looked at him.  "What do you want me to tell her?" he asked. 


"I
don't care, boss."  He answered another one to HR, then got back to
the new one from the lawyer.  That was answered easily enough and he went
on.  "Anyone want an estate on Long Island?" he called. 
"I'm selling my parents' house most likely.   Let me know if you
want it." 


"Sure,"
someone called back from a few rows over.  "No baby?" 


"Ducky,"
Gibbs called back, losing the fight and calling him.  "How is
he?"  He smiled.  "He did okay with the shots?  Did
she smother him or just hold him?"  He nodded.  "That's
fine, Ducky.  Thank you."  He hung up.  "We'll have
lunch with him, Xander, and Ducky's mother." 


"Sure,"
McGee agreed.  "She's a pisser, boss." 


"She
was before she got sick, McGee.  The woman used to embarrass Morrow all
the time by hitting on him." 


"And
you, boss," Tony reminded him. 


"I
can put your name on that corner as well," he said patiently. 
"Or tell her you'd love to have her as a beard." 


"No
thanks.  I'll behave for a few more." 


The
director laughed.  "I'm sure you'll try, Agent DiNozzo.  Did you
get the new dress code statement?" 


He
looked at her.  "Director, I can't wear heels in the field.  It
hampers me any time I have to climb to get to the body or do the crime scene
and they don't really help your back any.  It's been proven that wearing
heels can throw your back out of alignment and lead to later back
problems.  Besides, they make my feet swell after an hour or so and then
I'd be unable to perform my duties for a few more hours until they go
down." 


"I
don't think I meant you for the heels, DiNozzo." 


He
grinned at her.  "Are you sure, Director?  Because the only way
you get me into a germ catching and passing tie is when Gibbs buries me. 
Oh, boss, I'm not taking the flu shot. That's how I got sick *last* year. 
Pneumonia I might take, flu no way in hell." 


"That's
how you got the flu that gave you pneumonia?" Kate demanded.  He
nodded.  "Crap. Bad batch?" 


"Not
a clue.  Still not taking it.  I like breathing and I don't think
Xander needs the flu as well." 


"Why
would you need to?" the director asked. 


"He
had the plague, it got sent to us," Kate said matter-of-factly. 
"He came within minutes of dying with it.  Then he came back to work
a week too early because NCIS only gave him two weeks to recover and Gibbs told
him not to." 


She
looked at Tony. "It got mailed here?"  He nodded.  "Do
we have that on record?" 


"Look
up Y. pestis," he said with a shrug.  "Boss?" 


"It's
in the security manual. That and to not touch your blood, even now, because
they don't know if there's any dormant or if they can make an antidote out of
it.  There's also a note not to sneeze near you, DiNozzo." 


"Thanks,
boss.  Love you guys too.  And hey, I only *nearly* got blown up my
first day back." 


"You
did," he agreed.  He threw a balled up paper at him. "Shut
up." 


"Yes,
boss.  Sorry didn't want to remind you of the asshole Ari." 


"Good." 
He shook his head and looked at the stunned director.  "Yes, he did
have it.  It got sent here in a kiss-sealed envelope." 


"SWAK,"
Kate agreed. 


The
director went to look that up, then called HR.  "We only give two
weeks of paid leave if you have the plague?"  She listened to the
excuse of the doctor said so.  "Uh-huh.  Let's do a round of flu
and pneumonia shots for everyone but DiNozzo.  He said he got the flu from
last year's.  Thank you."  She hung up and called Jethro's
desk.  "Everyone's getting the flu and pneumonia shots this
year.  He can opt out of the flu one."  His thank you made her
warm and tingly.  "You're welcome.  I don't want it running
through the office anyway, Jethro.  Last year we lost nearly six hundred
man hours from it.  Have a better day of desk duty."  She hung
up and checked on what Tony was doing.  She shook her head at the blog he
was reading.  Then she saw his name mentioned and read closer. 
Apparently the woman on it was saying how his coworkers were so mean to spread
vicious rumors about him.  That she was sure he wasn't HIV positive and
that he'd never been, and that she had clean test results and a copy of his now
too.  She copied that entry and sent it to Jethro with a 'do you know
about this?' message.  Even she heard Kate complaining as she was put back
in the corner.  It was an interesting punishment for a full grown agent
but Jethro was a father now. 


***



Tony
looked up as Xander tugged on his father's hand before they could leave. 
"I'll go warm up the car, boss."  The FBI agent subbing for them
as a nanny was moping and had taken the day off to let Xander soothe the ache
of his oncoming divorce. 


Xander
tugged on his father's hand again.  "Kiss." 


Gibbs
picked him up to kiss him on the cheek. "There."  His son shook
his head.  "Not good enough?" 


"Kiss
mommy!" he said with a bright grin. 


"Son,
I'm not going to kiss Tony.  I'm not sleeping with Tony.  But thank
you for sticking up for my right to be straight, son."  Xander
cackled and got down to go hug his buddy.  He walked out shaking his
head.  "DiNozzo, those rumors have warped my son," he announced.



"He
wanted you to hug me?" 


"Kiss
you." 


"Ah. 
Well...  I'm not exactly your type, boss."  Gibbs snorted and
glared at him.  "It'd only be casual between us and we'd be together
for the son." 


"Too
true," he agreed.  He got in to drive.  "He stopped me to
tell me to kiss you.  I can't decide if he's brilliant or demented." 


"He's
a mad genius, boss.  We're going to be late."  Gibbs put the key
into the ignition and they backed out of the parking space, heading for the
office.  "Are we getting him the miniature horse for his birthday
like you promised?" 


"She's
been sold and they don't have any more.  But your mother did arrange for
riding stuff, right?" 


"Yeah,
at a local hunt club.  I was almost worried.  I haven't been on a
hunt since high school." 


"We'll
go together.  He'll love it." 


"Sure,
boss.  I arranged it for the day after his birthday.  Kate'll be in
charge."  That got a nod.  "Even if I get called in you two
can still go.  I told them it was a special treat for the kid." 


"Good.
Thanks.  You got taught riding at school?" 


"Yeah
it was a gym elective that got me out of the building.  It was that or
soccer and mother freaked." 


"I
heard how they overprotected you.  I'm surprised you're not
germphobic." 


"I
lived in a frathouse, boss. I got over it pretty fast the first time I walked
into the bathroom and the guy yanking off in there shot off in shock and hit
me." 


"Eww."



"Sorry. 
It happens.  He figured out how to lock a door and I learned to knock.
Served us right." 


That
got a smirk.  "Good to know.  Anything else I should know?"



"Not
yet, boss.  Take a left.  There's a wreck up ahead." 


"I
see it." 


"Boss,
they've got guns," he said. 


"Crap." 
He called it in and they headed that way to help.  Like they were supposed
to.  So much for an uneventful day at the office. 


***



Epilogues:
various cute points through the years. 


2
years old. 


***



Xander
slid into Tony's lap and grinned at him.  "Love you." 


"Love
you too, Xander, what's up?" 


"You
live with us?" 


"I
am for this week.  I'm having my place painted." 


"Ooh." 
He nodded.  "Smelly like diapers." 


"Yup.
That's why I'm sleeping on the couch."  He gave him a hug and a kiss
on the head.  "Good boy." 


"Fank
you."  He wiggled down and went to see his father.  "Nanny
coming?" 


"In
a few hours.  Then we've got to go check on a ship, Xander.  So I'll
be back late tonight.  Okay?"  He smiled and stroked over his
head.  "You've been a good boy today.  Get a cookie from the
fridge."  His son squealed and did that, taking two since his father
gave him a tolerant look.  Then he went back to Tony to have him turn on
the tv and let him watch cartoons.  He was still liking the bilingual
ones.  It was good for him he guessed. 


***



Later
that night, Tony stormed into the office. "Director!"  She
looked at him.  "Xander," he said.  She moaned, sounding
horrified.  "We have a nanny but I make him can't tell him." 


"You
tell him that his daddy got a booboo on the job. That he's in the hospital like
you were the last time and in a few days he can see him, but not until he's
better.  That should give us some time," she ordered.  He
nodded, going to do that. "I need you here." 


"He
needs me there.  The nanny doesn't know and I don't want anyone else to
tell him.  I'm coming back here.  Probably with him."  That
got a nod and they went their separate ways. He hurried back to the house,
calling Kate.  "It's me, I'm running to reassure Xander.  I'll
be back in a few minutes.  Have something for me when I walk
in."  He turned off the phone and hit the lights, going faster than
he probably should but he was angry.  He parked and turned off the lights,
heading inside. "Chad?"  He looked over.  "Is he
down?"  That got a nod.  "Gibbs got hurt on the bust,"
he said quietly, walking inside.  "He's in ICU due to a head
injury." 


"Bad
rap.  He be okay?" 


"We
think so.  I've got to get back but I'm bringing you and Xander with me
tonight, just in case."  That got a nod.  He went upstairs to
get the baby up and dressed.  Once he had him dressed and he was more
awake he looked at Xander, seeing the uncertainty.  "Xander, on the
thing we had to do tonight..." 


"Ship?"



"Yes,
that thing. Daddy got a booboo while we were doing that.  He's in the
hospital, like I was last time."  Xander stared at him and he could
see the past memories now.  "He'll be okay," he promised.
"I'm not taking any chances and you guys are going to be at the station with
us until we hear something.  All right?"  He nodded and hugged
him.  "He'll be fine, little guy.  I promise he will and I'm
still here."  Xander nodded, giving him a squeeze.  "Good
boy.  Now, let's go to NCIS with Chad."  He walked him down the
stairs, letting him cling until they got out to the car.  Then Chad put
him in the seat and climbed in.  "I'll let you guys have the
conference room.  Then my place if you have to." 


"I
thought it was being painted." 


"It
is.  It was done today.  It should be dry."  That got a
nod.  "We'll have to see."  They headed back to the station
the same way.  He didn't have the time to waste.  He walked them in
and signed them in, taking them to the conference room off their unit. 
"There, stay in here, Xander.  There's a book you left last
time."  He pointed and Xander nodded, going to get it. 
"Try to put him back to sleep."  Tony took off his jacket.
"Here, use this.  I'll be back in a while, Xander.  Once I hear
something."  That got a trusting look and a smile. "Try to go
back to sleep.  It'll make the time go faster."  He walked out,
letting Chad handle it.  "What do we have?" he demanded. 


"Not
much yet," Kate said.  "Still running down what went
wrong.  Abby's just gotten back and is doing a simulation right now, Tony. 
How's Xander taking it?" 


"Okay
so far.  He's in the break room with Chad.  Probie?"  He
looked over.  "Anything?" 


"Something
about the names.  I'm going over those again."  That got a
nod.  "Abby should have the simulation done in about an hour, Tony,
and we've got everyone in quarantine at the docks." 


"Good. 
Let me know immediately when we even have a hint, people."  He
glanced toward the break room then went back into agent mode.  He had to
be stronger at the moment. 


***



A
few days later Xander looked up when his father came storming in, smiling at
him.  "Bad day?" 


"A
very bad day."  He looked at him.  "How would you like to
see Mexico?" 


Xander
shook his head.  "No." 


"No?"
he asked, looking amused.  "I wasn't looking for permission,
son." 


Xander
carefully got up and got a knife he wasn't supposed to touch, handing it to his
father.  "Wrists," he said in explanation then went back to his
looking in the catalog Chad had left on the table. 


"Have
I mentioned those memory spurts annoy me?" he asked sarcastically. 


Xander
looked at him.  "Mexico near Dawn?" he asked then he smiled. 


"Aw,
crap, that is the west coast of Mexico," he agreed.  "It can't
be that close."  Xander nodded.  "How do you
know?"  He pointed at the map on the fridge that Tony and Chad had
put up to teach him about the country.  It had parts of Mexico on
it.  He groaned. "It'll be fine, son." 


"Wrist,
daddy.  Wrist."  He went back to his looking. 


"We're
going." 


Xander
looked up at him. "Plugs?" 


"No,
I won't need earplugs."  Xander nodded that he would.  "No,
I won't."  Xander nodded again.  "We're going to
Mexico." 


Xander
started to scream and cry. Throwing a fit as only a two-year-old could. 


Gibbs
held his head, moaning.  "It's not that bad!" 


Tony
walked in.  "Hey!" he called.  Xander went down to sniffles
and pitiful looks.  "If he takes you away I'm filling for custody,
Xander.  Abby and I will steal you back."  He smacked Gibbs on
the head.  "That's for leaving me the fucking team,
Gibbs."  He hit him again.  "That's for being a
bastard!" 



"They
didn't listen...." 


"And?"
Tony interrupted.  "They don't listen to me either!  Hell, Kate
certainly won't so no one else will!  Abby doesn't even listen to
me!  If you leave I'm quitting and leaving it to Kate.  Let her
terrorize the two new Probies she'll have to train."  He glared at
him.  "I don't command.  Get over it!" he yelled. 
"You're a fucking senior agent, Gibbs!  If they don't listen to you,
then tell someone else who can do something about them!  You quitting is
like Xander throwing a fit!" 


"You
done?" he asked. 


"Yes,
I fucking well quit.  Come on, Xander.  We're going to have ice
cream." 


"We're
going to Mexico." 


Tony
turned and glared at him, making him back up.  "Xander is as close as
I'm ever coming to a son, Gibbs.  You take him and I will hire someone
black ops to steal him back. Besides, taking him where there's an active
guerilla war and death cult going on not more than fifty miles away is damn
stupid!  Not to mention demons like him.  According to Willow and
Dawn, that's their vacation spot!"  Gibbs shifted at that. 
"Now, tell someone who can do something.  You stomping off like my
mother in a snit doesn't help them or let their families know what happened. 
You telling someone does.  I'd tell someone since you quit." 


"You
actually quit?" he asked. 


"Hell
yes!  I don't want to command and lead!  Are you stupid?" 
He took Xander and walked off. "We're going for ice cream. If you try to
stop me I'm shooting you in the thigh until you've regained sense." 
He slammed the front door. 


"He's
my son!" he yelled.  He'd go after them but he knew Tony would
protect him and bring him back in an hour or so.  He huffed and considered
it then decided he did have a point.  He had to let others know what had
happened.  He called his former CO to start that paperwork as well. 
Then he called a reporter he knew to sit down and talk with her.  At least
he only had small memory gaps now.  He could handle this for a
while.  Then he'd beat DiNozzo until he was black and blue.   By
the time he got done telling her what had happened it was dark.  He looked
outside, sighing in displeasure.  His son was out there somewhere. 
He called Tony's cellphone.  "Where is my son?" he asked into
his voicemail. He hung up and went back to watching.  Tony came back about
an hour later and he walked outside.  "Where did you take him?" 


"Ice
cream and then a movie."  He glared at him.  "See sense
yet?"  He got Xander out and held him up.  "Kiss daddy and
we'll go watch more movies at my place, Xander." 


"He's
my son," he said firmly.  "Not yours." 


Tony
shifted Xander, looking at him.  "Really?  I'd say right about
now I could get palimony, Gibbs." 


"You
were his nanny!" 


"I'm
the one who took care of him and still does.  You didn't even think about
him when you did that.  Or the fact that he loves it here and you've got
help here.  If you take him to Mexico, who's going to watch him when you
want an afternoon off, boss?  Or when you've got a migraine too?  Or
even when you're both sick.  You won't have Chad, you won't have Abby, you
won't have Kate and McGee, you won't have me.  You'd be stuck by yourself
and what's-his-name, your former boss.  I don't think he'd get along well
with kids.  Someone told him you had a son and he choked." 
Gibbs moaned at that.  "So make a decision fast, boss.  Are you
going to leave him where he's got love and support or are you going to
run?" 


"I
still have memory gaps." 


"No
shit, really?" he asked sarcastically.  "I didn't realize that
earlier," he said.  "Not like you said my name
properly."  Gibbs leaned against the hood.  "I can help you
with that, boss, but you've still gotta stay around."  Xander petted
his father, making him smile.  "That's right, he needs petted and
loved, Xander.  His booboo's making him do stupid stuff.  He needs to
think and not react.  This isn't how you plan."  He handed over
the baby and paced in front of him.  "I will help you, Gibbs. 
Everything you need I can do." 


"We
were together?" 


"Massive
rumors to the contrary, no." 


"Oh." 
He nodded at that.  "Didn't think I had switched teams." 


"Kiss
him," Xander said with a smile. 


"How
about I kiss you, Xander."  He kissed him on the forehead. 
"Why do you smell like cigars?" 


"I
ran into Fornell and he was having one in congratulations.  He told me to
stab you to give you the time to think.  I offered him my gun but he said
he had sniper who could do that."  Gibbs glared at him. 
"Not thinking, boss.  It's a bad thing.  Now, would you and
Xander both like to come over and watch movies?  We can do that. 
That way you have time to consider some things in private and without him
having to watch you do it." 


"He
got out one of the carving knives and suggested I slit my wrists when I said we
were going to Mexico." 


Tony
nodded.  "Might as well, boss.  The only thing you'd get down
there is VD from easy chicks and tequila poisoning." 


"No,
that's *your* vacation, DiNozzo, not mine." 


"Not
really.  I'm still not seeing women." 


Gibbs
frowned and stared at him. "You went on a date last month, didn't
you?" 


"Two
months ago and it was a nice guy named Harley." 


Gibbs
blinked. "You were serious about switching sides?" 


"Hell
yes.  That way I can still have sex but I don't have to deal with stupid
stalkers."  They both looked as a car pulled up.  "The
director, boss."  He looked at him.  "I'll help but I'm not
going to Mexico.  Sand gives me a rash.  We can even go to the
estate.  Not like I care." 


"Not
from what I remember." 


"Not
that one.  I haven't been to the one in Italy yet."  He smiled
at the director.  "I came to check on him." 


"That's
good.  I think someone should considering he called a reporter.  How
could you, Jethro?" 


"He
saw nineteen men die for a stupid reason," Tony told her.  "How
could he not?   The truth is always better than whatever lie someone
was going to tell their families.  Their families deserve better and he
was a Marine too so he knows what they deserve.  So don't start on
him."  She backed away.  "Thank you."  He looked
at him.  "Wales, Italy?  The new house out in the woods?" 


"New
house?"  Tony nodded.  "Where?" 


"Up
north."  He grinned. "I'll show you if you want.  Full
woods.  Has to run on a generator." 


Gibbs
considered it and looked at his son.  "What about him?" 


"I
handled him with broken ribs while he couldn't do more than burp, coo, and
dirty diapers, Gibbs.  I can handle him wanting to know about the woods
and so can you." 


"Point." 
He stood up.  "Want to go there, Xander?"  Xander smiled at
that.  "You sure, DiNozzo?" 


"I'll
have to go back to work sometime," he offered dryly. 


"You're...."



"I
don't want a command position," he said, glaring at her.  He did not
like how she hung all over Gibbs.  "Besides, he's going so I'm
going.  Remember, we're a team, Director."  He handed over his
ID and gun.  "There.  We've got to pack for a short trip. 
Or a not so short trip."  She still stared so he walked over and
kissed Gibbs, making her sigh in misery and stomp off.  He pulled back and
waved with a smile.  "I'll take good care of my family,
Director.  This frees us from the rules now." 


"You'd
better keep him safe, DiNozzo, or I will hunt you down and make your last few
hours miserable!" she yelled as she stomped.  She got into her car,
slamming the door, and drove off. 


Gibbs
waited until they were alone to smack Tony on the head. 
"Asshole." 


"Yes,
I have one of those.  Someone even showed me what it was for, boss, but I
don't expect that from you.  Solved your stalker problems too,
huh?"  He smiled at Xander, picking him up to cuddle. 
"Want to go to Vermont, baby?  See some trees, watch them do neat
stuff like turn colors?"  Xander nodded and beamed.  He looked
at Gibbs. "Pack for both of you.  We can be at my place tonight so I
can put some things on automatic and deal with the retirement fund
issues.  You'll have to fill out a few forms too." 


"I've
got an investment guy, I'm supposing." 


"His
name's Joe.  We can do that on the way out of town.  What about your
mandatory service, Gibbs?" 


"I've
already called to start my withdrawal due to catastrophic injury.  My CO
said he'd get me honorably discharged." 


"Good. 
Then we'll arrange things tomorrow morning, fly up tomorrow afternoon, and then
we'll be there by nightfall.  I've only been up there once, when I set it
up." 


"Sure. 
Sounds nice.  How many bedrooms?" 


"Three,
boss. It's a real house but it's in the middle of nowhere.  He's got a
real bed."  Xander beamed at that.  "That's right, a big
boy bed."  He smiled at Gibbs.  "Agreed?" 


"Fine. 
We'll go up there and try it out.  If it doesn't work, I'll go to
Mexico.  What about our desks?" 


"I
told Probie to pack them up for us."  He saw the look. "McGee,
boss." 


"Oh,
him."  He nodded.  "Let me pack." 


"Sure,
Xander and I will be here figuring out what we want to watch." 


"Good. 
Stay there.  Do not take off again."  The implied 'or I'll hunt
you down and kill you' was understood. 


"You're
being rational, I won't.  As long as you stay thinking instead of
reacting, boss." 


That
got a nod and he went to pack things for each of them.  He paused, then
looked outside; Tony and his son were both smiling and laughing with each
other.  His son didn't seem too concerned anymore.  Tony was keeping
him calm.  It was a good thing.  Now if only he remembered if they
were together or not.  If not, he'd smack him harder for the kiss earlier.



***



Gibbs
looked up at the a-frame house, then at him.  "You weren't
kidding.  A full house in the middle of nowhere. Generator?" 


"I
stopped to get extra gas when I got groceries, Gibbs.  Inside." 
He handed over the keys and Gibbs nodded, going inside with the kid.  He
found the two bottom bedrooms and the one with the twin bed got his son
deposited on it.  He wiggled him out of his clothes and covered him up,
letting him sleep that way for now.  Then he went to help Tony carry
things in.  "Gas?" 


"Small
shed off the back porch." 


Gibbs
carried them inside and through the house to the small shed off the back
porch.  He closed the door and stared.  There was a deer looking at
him.  He slowly sat down and watched it for a few minutes.  The deer
finally walked off, going back to grazing. 


Tony
came out and sat beside him, handing him a beer. "The last guy was feeding
him.  Within weeks we should have him coming up to us again if we're
careful about it."  He took a drink.  "We'll be here as
long as you need, Gibbs.  I can probably stand six months of doing not a
whole lot before my head starts to hurt again."  He took another
drink and got smacked once he had swallowed.  He looked at him. 


"That
kiss." 


"It
got her off your back, boss."  He went back to watching the
woods.  "The nearest neighbor's ten miles away that way," he
said pointing.  "And the village is back five miles. We can go back
for more groceries tomorrow and stuff to do laundry.  I don't have any
detergent here but we do have an old ringer washer and a line."  He
took another long drink, finishing the bottle.  "I'll be upstairs if
you want to talk.  If not, don't take off tonight.  Let Xander get
settled in and take a long walk tomorrow while we go for supplies if you
want." 


"That
might be good.  You'll watch him?" 


Tony
looked at him. "I've watched over your son since the day you brought him
home, Gibbs.  I've changed just as many diapers as you.  I've been
there for every single major step in his life.  I've helped with the
traumas and the happies.  You're not getting rid of me.  Come up if
you need to talk.  Don't stay up too late.  Xander will be up about
thirty seconds after dawn."  He stood up and dusted off. 
"If you don't remember a lot about Xander, he doesn't like it if you smell
like alcohol around him or if you have a temper near him," he said
quietly. 


"I
remember."  He looked up.  "The assault with Ari." 


Tony
nodded.  "Good.  It's a good step, Gibbs.   You'll get
the rest soon."  He patted him on the shoulder and went inside to
finish putting up the groceries, then headed up to his room.  He had to
come back down to start the generator for the hot water heater, making Gibbs
laugh.  "No way in hell am I taking a cold shower.  I'm not a
masochist."  He went back upstairs to take off his shirt and take the
time to warm up the water.  It still wasn't that warm but it was warm
enough to shower and then run a bath.  He heard Gibbs come in and go to
the fridge, then go back outside.  Hopefully he was having food with his
beer.  He was a real grouch when he had a hangover.  He heard the
stairs creak and looked out of the bathroom, seeing the little boy. 
"Hi, Xander."  He came in to hug him.  "Too excited to
sleep?"  He nodded and tried to climb in.  "Get me a towel
and let Daddy get you naked."  Xander handed over a towel then ran
toward the stairs.  "On your six, young man. You know not to run down
the stairs." 


Xander
sat down obediently on the top stair and slid down on his butt.  He ran
into his father at the bottom.  "Bath!" he said happily. 
"Naked!"  He tried to get the undershirt off.  "Naked
now!" 


"I've
got a towel over my lap, boss." 


"He
does this often?" 


"He
likes to snorkel.  Fair warning for his next one." 


"Sure." 
He walked his son upstairs and got him naked, then let him climb in once he had
seen that Tony had covered his *entire* lap.  "Do I do that?" 


"Not
a clue but when he was younger we took him into the shower in this little
plastic stomach pack.  He loved it."  He let the boy settle
in.  "Turn on the hot water for me?  I can manage off but not on
with my toes."  Gibbs turned it back on.  "Thanks,
boss." 


"Quit
calling me that." 


"Suck
it up, Gibbs.  I've called you less polite names in the past." 


"To
my face?" 


"I
plead the fifth until you remember," he said with an annoying smile. 
Gibbs groaned and turned on cold. 


"Hey! 
Chilly!" Xander complained. 


His
father changed it back.  "Sorry, son."  He looked at Tony,
who just smiled sweetly. "Does everyone think you're my fifth wife?" 


"All
but some of the other agents who believe I make you break and relax.  They
believe it's the only reason you've got a great solve rate." 


"We,
DiNozzo." 


"We,"
he agreed.  He smiled.  "You'll get there, boss.  Don't force
it or it'll never come and you'll end up remembering Xander's Barney fetish for
a few months." 


"Barney?"



"Large
purple dinosaur, Gibbs." 


He
suddenly shuddered.  "Bad.  Very, very bad." 


"Kate
joked that he was the forerunner to a new terrorist attack.  Softening us
up and getting our kids on their side." 


"I
remember why."  He walked off shaking his head.  "Not too
long, DiNozzo." 


"Kissies,"
Xander called. 


"I'm
not kissing him again, Xander." 


"Meany." 
Then he giggled when Tony tickled him.  "Quit!" 


"Fine. 
Enough water?"  Xander shook his head.  "We can't have too
much more or it'll run back out."  He turned it off when it hit the
bottom of the emergency valve, getting a pout.  "Sorry.  You can
have a bath in here tomorrow night if your dad wants." 


"'Kay." 
He snuggled in to get comfortable, one arm going across Tony's chest. 
"Love you." 


"Love
you too, squirt.  You rest and we'll put you back in bed when I get
out."  Xander nodded and settled in, comforted for now. 
"He's fine.  He'll be fine and back to your normal daddy in a few
days."  He gave him a cuddle, making him feel better.  Gibbs
came back an hour later and he looked at him.  He checked Xander then
looked at him.  "You scared him," he said quietly. 


"I
scared me." 


"Good. 
Then now you can start thinking instead of reacting." 


He
nodded.  "I can. It was a good point."  He settled in
facing the tub.  "I should still beat your ass for taking him that
way." 


"You
needed the shock and he needed the comfort, Gibbs.  It did both and got
him out of the way of you throwing mental fits. You were about to take him away
from everything and everyone he's ever known and loved by taking him somewhere
that's got a dirty little civil war close by and a lot of deaths. 
Including a death cult nearby.  Not to mention things like the
hellhound." 


"Can
it get up here?" 


Tony
smiled.  "I had a priest come up to bless the house and a mile
around." 


"Thanks. 
I saw him the other day I think." 


"No
think about it, Gibbs. You saw him under the porch watching Xander play. 
Do you remember why?"  He nodded.  "Good.  That'll
keep him safer." 


"You've
been his mother." 


"Gee,
thanks." 


"So,
Harley a nice guy?" 


"Decent. 
First date, probably won't go further.  I called him before I left but I
only got his machine.  He thought the job was going to get in the
way." 


"It
does," Gibbs agreed.  He took another drink of his soda. 
"I switched." 


"Thanks." 
He checked Xander again, smiling at him then at his father.  "He's a
great little guy, Gibbs. He's made us both make a lot of changes.  Some
very good changes." 


"What
happened to the house?  It's different." 


"My
psycho ex." 


"Why
did she ...."  He saw them then shook his head.  "She
thought we were together?" 


"Half
of DC thinks we're together, Gibbs.  The director let it be known that she
believed we were together and everyone believed her.  Everyone from
Fornell on down.  Did you bring me one?"  Gibbs took another
drink then handed it over.  "Thanks." 


"Keep
it, I don't know where your mouth's been." 


"Nowhere
in months," he said grimly, drinking the rest of the soda.  He tossed
the bottle in the nearby trash and Xander wiggled and turned his head and chest
the other way, smiling in his sleep.  "He's a special kid,
Gibbs.  I'll help you for him." 


"What
about your career?" 


"I
don't want to lead, Gibbs.  I never wanted to lead.  I don't need
those headaches on top of my usual ones." 


"You
should get that checked." 


"They
said it's all the concussions I've had and all the head smacks." 


"Did
they help or hurt?" 


"Depends
on the day," Tony quipped.  Xander's feet moved and he caught the
towel.  "Quit trying to make me naked in front of your father, young
man.  All he has to do is ask," he whispered.  Xander quit
moving and made cooing noises, then curled up with his thumb in his mouth. 


"Let
me have him," Gibbs ordered.  Tony handed him over.  "Where
did we put the diapers?" 


"In
the car.  Put him on the toilet for now.  Grab them and come
back."  Gibbs did that, letting his son rest on the edge of the
sink.  Then he went down the stairs at a jog.  Tony watched him,
smiling when Xander went in his sleep, waking up at the odd sensation. 
"Good boy, Xander!  Very good boy to go potty like a big boy!"
he praised.  "I'd give you a treat but I don't have one." 
Xander looked so confused.  "You went potty like daddy
does."  He looked down, moving his little penis out of the way to
look, then he looked at Tony.  "Yes, you did what you do in the
diapers in the potty.  That's what big boys like me and daddy do. That's
very good.  I'm very proud of you."  Xander smiled shyly. 
"Good job.  Daddy, come tell him how good it was."  Gibbs
came up the stairs with the diaper.  "He went potty." 


"I
heard.  Good job, son."  Xander smiled at him.  "Very
good job.  Let's get you cleaned up and diapered for tonight then we'll
work on that again tomorrow."  Xander nodded, holding up his
arms.  His father took him and some of the diaper wipes to clean and
rediaper him, putting his own t-shirt on him.  Xander smiled. 
"Let's put you back in bed." 


"Dark."



"I
can fix that," he promised.  He carried him down the stairs and put
him back into bed, opening the curtains a few inches.  "How's
that?"  His son nodded and curled up on his side, sucking his
thumb.  "Good boy, Xander.  Daddy's very proud of
you."  He stroked over his head and Xander smiled, falling asleep
like that.  "I'm going to go beat Uncle Tony for kissing me. 
You be a good boy," he whispered.  He left, closing the door most of
the way, then he headed back upstairs.  Tony grabbed the towel off the bar
and covered himself again.  "I've got one too, DiNozzo, and I've seen
it in the shower before."  He settled back into his spot. 
"We were together how long as a team?" 


"Five
years, boss." 


Gibbs
nodded at that.  "I was married three times after Shannon?" 


"Probably
trying to get that back.  I saw the after-effects of the last one and the
divorce.  I started two days after she clubbed you in the
head."  That got a small smile. "You married spitfires.  One
of them still calls on your anniversary to bitch you out.  It never
worked.  All redheads.  No other kids, but they were all like you
were reaching for something you couldn't get anymore.  Or at least that's
what Ducky said.  Apparently he's made a few pointed hints that you
should've stopped with the women a while ago and went gay." 


"If
I was trying to recreate what I used to have it wasn't a true choice." 


"Probably
not.  And hey, none of them burned your house or trashed mine." 


"True. 
Psycho ex?" 


"A
really bad week, boss.  My stalker.  The lady in HR who I never
flirted with.  The director deciding we could share a spot and switch off
baby care duties?" 


"I
remember that one."  He thought back.  "The woman in
HR.  She was kind of chubby?  Brunette?"  Tony
nodded.  "I remember her doing ...something." 


"Screwed
with my pay and records.  Put a dead puppy in my house." 


"What's
that about a rabbit?" 


"Stand-in
for the nanny we had at the time.  We had to be in court, he had to be in
court for an FBI case since he was one of them.  We met with his
sister-in-law and her new husband.  They seemed pretty nice. 
Unfortunately they took his pet rabbit and put it into a pot of boiling water
alive and put Xander into the rabbit's cage since they decided he was being bad
for being a normal toddler.  He had cried and screamed at them to leave
his friend alone.  Fortunately the cops got there first and called
me.  I sped over, calling you while I drove, and you abandoned an
investigation to handle it.  They were both arrested for endangerment of a
child and animal cruelty.  They took a deal and lost their license to
handle children.  Plus they were put onto a Child Protective Services
watch list in a few states." 


"We
didn't get to hurt them?" 


"Oh,
I took a swing.  By the time you got there they were in the back of a
squad car and I had Xander.  It took us an hour to clean him up and that's
when the director made her decision to mommy track us." 


He
nodded.  "I remember the long cleaning session.  We weren't
getting it with a bath so we turned on the spigot, setting him under it because
it had better water pressure than the shower head."  Tony nodded and
smiled.  "He hasn't had a pet since then?" 


"We
asked but he didn't want more than a miniature horse.  Your son is
horse-mad." 


"There's
worse animals to want, like a cow."  Tony nodded at that.  He
sat up straighter.  "I met your mother." 


"Yup,
because the director's decision that we were really together got back to
her.  Which is how I afford this place." 


"We
were in a hotel.  Something about a stalker." 


"Mine,
that's when your house got partially burned," he agreed. 


"She
took us shopping?"  He shook his head quickly.  "No matter
how much we protested politely she thought we were engaged or something." 


"Yup. 
Then she told dad and changed her will right before she died." 


"A
crash?  Plane crash?"  Tony nodded. "Who do I remember
balloons?" 


"A
hot air balloon got tangled with it and that made it crash." 


"Oh. 
Sorry." 


"Not
your fault. The pilot of the balloon had passed out from a heart
condition.  He died in the crash too.  My father invited you up for
the funeral." 


"I
remember him telling me how they turned you germphobic and overprotected you to
the point where you weren't allowed to play outside."  Tony nodded. 
"We had a talk about how I wasn't going to do that to Xander.  That
playing was part of being a kid."  Tony nodded again.  "He
died the night of the funeral?" 


"In
his office," Tony agreed.  "After amending his will.  The
cops looked at us for a few days...." 


"But
they found out it was natural causes," Gibbs agreed.  "We went
to his funeral then came home where we...  Hold on.  There was
another stalker?" 


"Same
bitch, boss." 


"She
said she was entitled to it because you two had married?" Tony nodded. 
"But the FBI got her during the trial?" 


"I
found out and had them called." 


"Oh. 
Okay."  He considered him and Tony flipped onto his side so he could
look back.  "Is that comfortable?"  Tony nodded, patting
the padded back.  "That's not a real tub." 


"Bull,
boss.  It's a great tub.  I love this tub.  It's a comfy
tub.  I can sleep in this tub and I'm sure your son will love it
too.  I told him he could use it tomorrow night if he wanted." 


"Sure. 
Thanks.  Where's the other one?" 


"Other
side of the kitchen.  The door that looks like the pantry.  It's a
full bathroom but only has a shower." 


"Even
better.  Now what?" 


"Now,
you think, you regain your memories.  I've got to get some groceries
tomorrow.  We'll be good.  You'll walk and think, teach Xander about
trees and the woods. Then we'll figure out what's happening from there. 
I've got offers to go work for Fornell.  You could stay retired if you
want.  You'll be bored within months but it'll be fine." 


"What
about preschool?" 


"You
decided to hold it off a year.  He's doing good on his own, doesn't have
too many socialization problems, and we're all teaching him things." 
He swallowed. "Do you remember Ducky's mom?" 


"Yeah,
kinda." 


"She's
still screaming that Xander's her grandson so we'll have to call Ducky to tell
him we went on vacation so he can explain it to her." 


"Because
we go over on Sundays."  Tony nodded.  "That's fine, I can
do that tomorrow." 


"Sure." 
He smiled gently.  "Go rest, Gibbs.  It's been a long day. 
Your son will be up nanoseconds after the sun comes up and will demand to go
exploring." 


"Sure. 
Don't drown in there."  He got up and headed down to the other
room.  The bed was comfortable and easy to sleep on.  He got up to
open a window, then went back to bed.   He was asleep pretty fast, he
was still healing after all. 


***



Tony
looked out the door when he heard a car a few days later, getting up to smile
at the older man and woman coming in. "Ducky and his mother are here,
Gibbs." 


Gibbs
came in off the back porch and Xander went pelting out to hug his unofficial
grandmother.  He followed more slowly.  "On vacation,
Ducky?" 


"Mother
did insist," he said plainly.  He smiled at her and Xander. 
"Let's go inside, Mother.  I'm sure Anthony has some tea
started."  She nodded and let the little boy lead her inside. 
"This is a beautiful house." 


"It
is.  I can think here," he agreed, clapping him on the arm. 
"Come on.  We've got food and things too."  They found Tony
puttering in the kitchen and went to help him.  "What can I do?"



"Put
the stuff in the blue tub on crackers."  Gibbs nodded, getting it out
of the fridge and a knife.  "Put it in a sandwich bag and cut off a
corner, Gibbs."  He snorted but did that.  He didn't even break
a cracker that way.  "Pays to have the housekeeper raise you,"
he teased.  He got some cookies down and put them onto a plate, putting it
onto the tray.  He checked the water, it was nearly boiling. 
"Start some hot water and warm the pot, boss."  He moved the
food out of the way and did that, then handed it over when it was warm to the
touch.  Tony poured it out the spout, then poured the boiling water in and
measured in tea leaves.  It got put onto the tray with a strainer. 
"Cups are in the cabinet by the plates."  He carried out the tray. 
"Hi, Mrs. Mallard, welcome to my home." 


"I
though Jethro and Ducky lived here," she said, looking at her son. 


"No
but I do let them use it whenever they want," he promised, smiling at
her.  "I just put in the leaves so it needs to steep but please, help
yourself.  Jethro is bringing cups."  He handed Xander a cookie,
getting a smile.  "Good boy, go tell Grandma Ducky about the rabbits
you saw in the woods." 


"Baby
bunnies," he agreed, crawling up next to her to cuddle into her
side.  Gibbs brought out cups. 


"I
can use the mugs, Jethro." 


"I
know, but she can't.  One was a bit dusty so I had to wash it out, Mrs.
Mallard." 


"I
understand, Jethro.  Thank you for the kindness."  She patted
him on the hand.  "Didn't I say to call me Mother?  If not, do
so." 


"Of
course, Mother."  He sat down in the chair, looking at Ducky. 
"How are things?" 


"Frantic. 
Kate's told the new agent that she wold turn her into bait chunks if she asked
another question." 


"Which
is why I don't want command," Tony agreed happily.  He checked the
tea.  "It's fairly weak, but how do you take your tea, Mrs.
Mallard?" 


"Let
it steep a few more minutes, Anthony.  She likes fairly strong
tastes," Ducky offered.  He got one of the crackers and nibbled then
smiled at it.  "Those are good." 


"The
local store has a wonderful cook who does some deli stuff," Gibbs offered.
"She made that.  Though, Tony's a really good cook.  We
definitely won't starve or be eating MRE's out here." 


"It
comes from my mother letting the housekeeper raise me," Tony said
dryly.  "I grew up in the kitchen going 'what's that' for
years." 


Gibbs
looked at him.  "At least the overprotection didn't get you
there." 


"It
did, I only go to watch until I was fifteen."  He checked the tea
then properly poured it.  "Milk, sugar, Mrs. Mallard?"  He
handed the first one to Ducky once he had put in a sugar cube. 


"Milk
please."  He added some first then poured hers, making her
smile.  "Perfectly done, even if you did serve him first." 


"He
looked like he needed a drink," he said with a small smile. 
"Xander's trying to tickle him." 


She
smiled at those two.  "My baby boy is such a good father," she
agreed.  "He looks happy and content." 


"He
is most of the time," Gibbs agreed.  "Every now and then he
turns into a toddler and causes hell and havoc." 


She
smiled.  "Even my Donald did that," she assured him, patting
Ducky's knee.  Xander stared at her.  "Donald, your daddy Don,
used to be quite the scamp for getting into trouble.  Once he managed to
get nearly a whole two miles away following the neighbor's dog home.  They
called because he was in the dog's house helping him eat dinner." 
Xander giggled at that because Ducky groaned.  "They thought he was
very adorable but a bit troublesome.  They suggested he get a
leash."  Xander grinned at that.  "Do you need one of
those?" 


"They
make baby leashes now," Tony assured her. "It comes with a chest
harness and a leash on the back."  She smiled at that.  "We
used one of those in the mall the other day." 


"You
had my son on a leash?" Gibbs asked. 


"It
helped.  He wanted to run and pounce people, Gibbs.  He still maxed
out the leash and pulled me through the mall to the candy store." 


"How
much chocolate did you feed him before then?" 


"None. 
Only a diet soda."  He shrugged.  "It worked.  I got
my walk for the day.  Even better than a jog." 


Gibbs
looked at him.  "I'll have to remember that."  He looked at
his son.  "You weren't behaving that day?"  Xander smiled
and shook his head.  "Why not?" 


"Horsies!"



"That's
why we went.  They had the Budweiser team there.  He crawled all over
those horses, boss." 


Jethro
nodded.  "I'm sure he did.  We were going to go riding for this
birthday too." 


"There's
a place about six towns over where you can rent a horse for a trail ride,"
Tony told him.  That got a smile.  Xander beamed at him. 
"If you're good I'll even let him have the car for the day." 
Xander squealed and got up to hug him then talk to his grandma about the
horsies he liked. They all smiled at his enthusiasm and how Ducky's mother seemed
to shed years around the young boy. 


***



Xander
woke up to a noise, sliding out of bed to look.  He opened his door and
stared in awe.  "Reindeer," he said in hushed awe.  The
white tailed deer shifted to look at him.  "Shh, Reindeer. 
Pretty reindeer.  Santa?" he called.  "You lost
one!"  He snuck closer, letting the deer sniff him.  He stopped
a few feet away, tipping his head to look at it.  Then he reached out and
let it sniff his hand. He moved closer.  The deer shifted. 
"Shh, reindeer.  It's all right. Santa will come back sometime
soon.  He's got to realize he lost you."  He stroked the deer's
nose, smiling at his daddy, who had the video camera.  "Reindeer,
daddy.  Santa lost him." 


"I
guess he did.  DiNozzo?" he called quietly.  Tony peeked down
the stairs. "We have a lost reindeer." 


"I
can see that," he said, looking over the white tailed deer.  He knew
you couldn't tell a two-year-old they were wrong, it'd cause a fit worse than a
teenage girl being told she was wrong about something.  "I guess
Santa must stash some of the extras down here so they don't get jealous because
only eight can pull the sleigh."  He came down slowly and carefully,
sitting on the stairs. "Xander, go ahead and get some of the lettuce from
the fridge?"  He went that way, slower than usual, and came back with
the unopened bag.  The other one was nearly empty and only the best should
be fed to reindeer.  He opened it and let the baby have a handful. 
"Let him eat it."  Xander came back and let the deer sniff the
lettuce.  The deer nibbled it from him, letting the boy pet him. 
Gibbs kept videotaping. Xander came back to get more lettuce for his friend,
who ate that too, making him smile at his father since he was closer. 
"Is that a buck, Jethro?" 


"Yeah."



"So
he's a young one, right?" 


"Probably
lost his mother."  He looked at Xander.  "Son, he's not
that old of a deer." 


"Reindeer,"
his son corrected as pompously as a two-year-old could. 


"Xander,
if he was a big boy reindeer, he'd have antlers.  Remember seeing the antlers
on the pictures?"  Xander got more lettuce, nodding at him. 
"Since he doesn't have any, he's just a baby.  His  mommy's
probably looking for him so he can go back to the special place where they hide
and wait for him to grow up.  That way he can have his turn when he's
bigger."  Xander grinned at that.  "So lead a trail of
lettuce to the door and open up the back door so he can go back to his mommy
and safety.  You can put out lettuce to see if he'll come back in a few
days, once he's rested and his mommy's sure he's all right."  Xander
came over to spread the lettuce back to the sliding door and opened it
further.  The deer nibbled and went out the door, sliding into the woods
again.  Tony closed the door and looked at Xander.  "Good
job!"  Xander beamed and danced around.  "We should write
Abby and McGee and Grandma Ducky about the visit." 


"'Cord?"



"We
can record it," he agreed.  "I'll get a new tape for the
recorder."  He winked.  "Now, go back to bed and say a good
night to the family of deers." 


"Reindeers,"
he said, frowning at him. 


"Of
course they were."  Xander smiled and ran back to his room, calling
out a good night to the reindeer and Santa. 


Gibbs
turned off the tape, smiling at him.  "Did you leave the door
open?" 


"No. 
Did you?"  They looked at each other then went to check the house for
intruders. Nothing was missing or out of place, no one was hiding in the
closets.  Tony looked at Gibbs.  "Maybe Santa did come to check
on the white tailed deer." 


"Maybe,"
he decided, heading back to bed, putting the precious videotape into his
bag.  That way he wouldn't lose it and he could copy it for Ducky. 
He heard Tony go back upstairs and settled in to smile at the memory and get
some of his own sleep. 


***



Ducky
looked at the package that had been delivered, smiling at it.  It had to
be a videotape and it was from a familiar town in Vermont.  He went to
Abby's lab.  "Did you get something from Jethro?" 


"No,
why?" she said with a pout.  He popped in the tape.  She put it
on the main screen and squealed, pointing at the picture of her boy staring at
the deer. They both laughed at his helpful nature.  His assertion it was a
reindeer made them both smile. 


"Could
you copy that for me, Abigail?  Mother would love that one." 


"Sure,
Ducky.  Blank tapes are in the cabinet.  Let me get Kate and McGee
down here so they can see."  She called McGee's cellphone, smiling at
his hushed speech.  "Ducky got sent the *cutest* tape of Xander and a
deer.  Yeah, go ahead, she could use some happiness from how she's been
acting."  She hung up and came over to set up the machine to copy
it.  The director came in after them. "Give me one second and I'll
replay it.  Ducky wanted me to copy it for his mom."  She set it
up and rewound the first one, then played it and recorded at the same time. 


Kate
went 'awww'.  McGee smiled.  The director stared.  But even she
had to giggle at the assertion it was a reindeer that Santa had lost. 
"That is adorable," Kate agreed, shaking he head.  "I'd
like a copy too, Abby." 


"Sure. 
Apparently we're getting a tape soon." 


"It's
on my desk, I was wondering who sent me a cassette tape from Vermont." 


"Go
get it!" Abby ordered.  He nodded and went to do that, coming back
with it and their probational officer. "Hey, Probie."  She ran
the tape, rewinding it, listening to the babble about the deer and the woods
and the horsies Tony had promised were nearby so he could go riding on his
birthday.  It went on for nearly an hour of Xander babbling to them about
everything, making them all happier.  It finally clicked off and she
checked the other side. It was an instruction to McGee to check Tony's
apartment, that his rent hadn't been taken out of his bank account and his
landlord wouldn't answer the phone.  Since McGee had limited authority to
pay Tony's bills, he could do that and make the bank pay it on time. Then Gibbs
saying they were all fine.  He was better now.  They all heard that
he was happier and more content.  Then Xander's voice came back babbling
about lunch and having 'sgetti' and 'nuts', making Ducky laugh.  They said
goodbye and the tape ended. "Awww.  I miss them!" 


"I
know you do but they'll be back sometime soon," Ducky soothed, patting her
on the back. 


The
director cleared her throat.  "It's good that they're all
right.  I wondered where they went." 


"Tony
bought a house in Vermont after the funerals," Kate told her. 


"It
is a beautiful place," Ducky agreed. "Very calm and peaceful. 
Mother enjoyed herself immensely when we went up to visit them."  He
smiled at Abby.  "They'll be back sometime soon.  You know
Anthony will be missing movies." 


"True,"
she agreed, smiling at that. "It's better than Mexico." 


"It
is," Kate agreed.  She looked at her team.  "Okay, now that
we've had the stress break, let's get back to the case."  They
nodded, going back up there.  "I'll brief you later,
Director."  She headed after them. 


She
smiled at them.  "May I have a copy of the audio tape, Abby?" 


"Sure,"
she said happily.  She got to work making all the copies that they would
all want. Including a copy of both for the FBI agent who used to watch Xander
now and then. 


***



Gibbs
looked at Tony later that night at dinner.  "Since when did you start
to date guys?" 


"Seventh
grade but I keep it very rare." 


"Oh. 
I never knew that, right?"  Tony shook his head.  Gibbs ate a
bite and chewed.  "Why not?" 


"Because
I didn't want to hear Kate pick on me about it." 


"Oh. 
So you didn't think I'd mind?" 


"I
didn't know if you'd mind or not but I definitely didn't want to hear Kate go
on about it so I didn't tell any of you.  Though McGee did catch me out
once.  I told him it was a frat brother and he just nodded and headed to
get his order."  He ate a bite and looked at Xander, who was staring
at them.  "What?" 


"Me
date?" 


"Some
year we'll have to help you date too," Tony agreed with a smile.  The
boy beamed back.  "You will not be allowed to date evil and vain
women." 


"'Kay,"
he agreed happily.  "Anny?" 


"No,
son, not Anya either," Gibbs said firmly. "Eat your dinner." 
He made a face.  "Eat it anyway or no dessert." 


"I
made dessert?" Tony asked. 


"There's
cookies." 


"Oh. 
I thought you ate all those." 


"I
hiked out and got more." 


"We
need to get more gas for the generator." 


"We
can go after he eats.  We'll let him pick out his own dessert at
Cumberland Farms." 


"It
is a nice convenience store," Tony agreed.  He scraped his plate and
looked around then at Xander, who was picking at it.  "Stuff your
mouth, take really big bites, and it'll be done faster than if you pick at
it."  Xander stuffed his mouth and grimaced as he chewed but he did
eat all the spinach.  "Good boy."  He got him cleaned up
then down.  "Go find your shoes."  He went to hunt them
down.  One kept wandering off on him.  He looked at Gibbs. 
"If you're coming with us you have to eat yours too."  Gibbs
finished his dinner, shaking his head at that.  Tony took the plates into
the sink, then came out to grab his own shoes.  They drove off the grounds
and as soon as they passed the holy ground line the hellhound puppy was in the
back seat sniffling at Xander and licking him, barking playfully. 
"Quit."  The dog growled at him.  Tony pulled over onto the
side of the road and swatted back at it, making it yelp and disappear.  He
put up the cross he had in his pocket and started the car again. 
"Ah, I feel better now since that thing needs a bath."  Xander
sniffled. "You can get a better friend, Xander." 


"There's
probably going to be a drug dog retired this year.  It'd be a good
companion for him," Gibbs agreed.  "Very protective." 
That got an awed look from his son.  "Yes, one of the dogs on
patrol.  Would you like us to get one of them?"  Xander nodded
and bounced. "Sit still.  I still don't think that booster seat's
very good." 


"That's
how they all are, boss.  It's only so he's tall enough for the seat belt
to work." 


"Oh." 
They pulled into the convenience store and Tony got out to fill the gas cans,
making the person inside smile and wave.  He grinned and waved back. 
Gibbs got Xander out and took him inside to pick out his own dessert, the
hellhound puppy following along sniffing everything. 


"Your
dog, Gibbs?" 


"No,
he likes to appear and follow Xander around," he admitted, glaring at
it.  "My son."  The dog growled.  He glared back and
it yelped then disappeared.  "He's sorry." 


"Should
we maybe get the baby baptized?" the cashier asked. 


"Been
thinking about that.  I've got to call Dawn to see if she did." 
Xander looked up at him and nodded.  "How do you know?" 


"Was
before," he said handing over the roll of gum he had been playing with,
which meant he'd get that for tomorrow.  His father gave him a look. 
"Pwease?" he asked with a sweet, innocent smile. "I'll be good
boy on walk." 


"I'm
sure you will be."  He put both on the counter and Tony came in to
pay for the gas.  "Maybe you should think about letting it run on a
different fuel source," he offered. 


"I'd
have to change the engine and find somewhere to put up solar panels.  Or
just change the engine and put in a big, ugly tank for the propane, boss. 
Though it's starting to be an idea."  The clerk smiled. "We've
got generator power.  Speaking of, it's going down tonight for a
rest."  That got nods and they went back to have the last of the ice
cream that was tucked in the back of the freezer once Xander had his bath and
was in bed.  "What were you two talking about?" 


"Baptizing
him again to make the hellhound go away." 


"I'll
call Willow in the morning." 


"Thanks,
DiNozzo." 


"Not
a problem, Gibbs."  They finished their ice cream then Tony went to
take a bath, Gibbs got a shower, and the generator got turned off for the
night.  They went to bed to sleep or read to the oil lamp he had up there.



***



Director
Sheppard looked at her copies of the tapes, then at McGee when he came
in.  "Tell me where they are?" 


"Vermont."



"Beyond
that?" 


"Oh." 
He looked it up online and let her see it.  "They've got it listed as
general delivery, Director, but that's a small town.  I'm sure about
everyone there can direct you."  She nodded, taking down the town's
name and how to get there.  "Is there a problem with a case?" 


"No,
I want Gibbs back." 


"That
would keep Kate's amazing PMS away," he agreed dryly.  The director
gave him a heated look.  "That's why she says she's so cranky. That's
her excuse.  It used to be once  a quarter or so but it's been
permanent recently." 


"That's
fine then.  I do hope you're not spreading that around?" 


"Ma'am,
the last time we worked with Alexandria LEO they came bearing hershey bars for
her."  He left, going back to his desk.  "She's going to go
Gibbs hunting." 


"Thank
you, God," she said, looking up.  "Get them both back.  You
tell worse jokes than he did."  Their probie made a quiet
noise.  "Don't worry, you'll probably still be here," Kate
assured her.  She got back to work.  "McGee, do you have
anything for me?" 


"No,
Kate, my chocolate stash is still empty," he quipped.  "But on
the case I have something.  I'm still running it down." 


"Thank
you."  She shook her head but got back to work. 


Director
Sheppard retreated to her office shaking her own head.  Kate was
struggling as a team leader.  She definitely needed Gibbs back. 


***



Jen
followed the imprecise directions out to the house, parking so she could look
at the house.  "This is nice," she decided.  She got out
and walked up to the door, knocking politely.  Gibbs opened it and stared
at her.  "Good, I don't have to find a bloodhound to find
you."  She walked inside.  Xander spit at her.  "Hello
to you too, Xander.  Where's Tony?" 


"Kitchen. 
Tony, it's Sheppard." 


"Yay. 
If I come back I want a pay raise." 


"I
want Gibbs back, not you, Agent DiNozzo," she called.  "He
retired, you quit." 


"No,
I quit," Gibbs told her.  "We both filled out the paperwork the
next day as well."  He sat down and patted his lap for his son to
climb into it.  Xander did that and let him put on his shoes. 
"There.  Break those in so we can go on a hike later." 
Xander got up to walk around in his new shoes Tony had ordered.  He didn't
know you could order shoes and clothes that way.  "Why would I want
to come back?" 


"Kate's
struggling, Jethro.  McGee said that Alexandria LEO came bearing chocolate
the last time they had to work with her." 


"Kate
does have PMS that makes her homicidal," Tony quipped from the kitchen. 


"That
rumor has spread far and wide now," the director said dryly.  She
looked at Jethro.  "NCIS could use you back, Jethro.  You can
take control of your team again." 


"I
don't want to go somewhere they won't listen to me." 


"They
didn't listen to me either," she protested.  Xander came over to
stare at her.  "Hi, Xander.  I'm Auntie Jen. Do you remember
me?"  He spit and walked off again.  "I would've thought
he'd have better manners by now." 


"He
does," Tony agreed.  He came out and looked at Xander. 
"Apologize." 


"Torry,"
he said, then he smiled at Tony.  "Milk?" 


"Boss?"



"Milk's
fine."  Tony handed him one of the little jugs they had picked up at
the store, letting him handle it.  Xander followed the milk. 
"Apologize for real now, Xander. You know better than to spit." 


"Torry
spit," he said, grabbing the milk to drink, grinning at his father.
"Birfday?" 


"I
know your birthday is coming up.  Behave or no horsies."  Xander
pouted.  "You have to behave.  That's a treat, son." 
Xander nodded and went back to wandering around to break in his shoes. 


"At
least you have him well in hand, Jethro.  Please come back." 


"If
I come back, DiNozzo comes back." 


"Then
who would watch your son?" 


"The
preschool he'll be starting when we come back."  She looked
stunned.  "Plus Chad is still available.  I emailed him the
other day." 


"Oh.
I see.  You still couldn't work together, Jethro.  We can't allow
people in a relationship on the same team.  I mean it's fine when you two
are working up here at your house." 


"Tony's
house," he corrected.  "We're still not together, Jen.  He
did that to get you off our backs.  We've never been together.  I
didn't even know DiNozzo was bi until after I quit."  Her face
fell.  "You spreading around that assumption created a lot of
problems for us." 


"And
one good thing," Tony said as he came out with the dish towel over his
shoulder.  "I wouldn't care to go back or to split like we did last
time, Gibbs," he offered.  "Chad's graduating in another
year.  We'll have it worked out by then." 


"True." 
He looked at her.  "You get one you get both." 


"If
I must," she sighed.  "First thing Monday?" 


"Tuesday. 
The train runs on Monday and doesn't get in until around ten at night. 
Xander can't fly," he said when she opened her mouth.  "His
ear's bothering him." 


"Oh. 
I see."  She nodded. "That would be fine.  I can give them
weekend call off and Monday as well."  She smiled. "Thank you
for being reasonable, DiNozzo." 


He
shrugged.  "He's got all his memories back, Xander and he can go
horsey riding this weekend since it's his birthday, and we'll have time to
pack.  I know most of my stuff ended up in storage since Probie couldn't
get the landlord to accept a payment on my behalf." 


"You've
kept in touch?" 


"Yes,
my house is wired for wireless internet," Tony agreed dryly.  He
found a remote and clicked it on, turning the tv to a familiar picture, which
made Xander squeal and come over to pat Abby's enlarged head. 


"Hi,
Xander!  How are you?" Abby cooed.  "You're so big! 
Gibbs, I had better be getting a visit," she demanded.  "Or else
I'm flying up to Vermont." 


"We're
coming back.  We'll start on Tuesday, Abby," he said patiently. 


"You
can't tell Kate or anyone," Tony ordered.  "It's a surprise
since she's now passed Gibbs' crankiness levels." 


"Sure. 
That works for me."  She smiled at him.  "Pretty soon I'll
get Xander cuddles again," she said happily.  The baby beamed at
her.  "I got your reindeer tape, young man, and it was too cute for
words." 


"We
never did figure how it got in here," Tony admitted.  "Watch out
for the fireworks," he said with a wink.  He looked at Xander.
"You'll see her right after the horseys and the train ride, Xander. 
Say bye bye for a few days." 


"Bye,
Abby," Xander said, blowing kisses and grinning maniacally.  The
picture was canceled so he looked at his daddy.  "See Abby?" 


"Yup. 
We're going to go riding tomorrow, a day early, then we're going to get ready
to go back home."  Xander ran over to hug him.  "Good
boy.  Let's go for our walk.  We'll see you Tuesday, Director." 


"Thank
you, Jethro.  You as well, DiNozzo." 


"Have
a better weekend, ma'am."  She nodded and walked out.  He went
to turn on his computer and find a place to live, finding an email. "Hey,
Gibbs, Abby didn't tell us something."  He came back off the back
yard.  "Either someone we know is pregnant, or...."  They
shared a look and he turned it to the camera McGee had set on his
monitor.  "Geez, man, move that back some.  I can see that huge
zit on your nose and in your eyebrows, Probie." 


McGee
looked at him. "Kate's growling," he replied, grinning at him. 
"What's wrong?" 


"I
have a sonogram picture in my email?" 


"Yeah,
it's Claudia.  She slept with one of the guards and is claiming it's
yours. No matter how many times we rerun the DNA comparison, the jail reruns
the DNA comparison, it's still yours according to her." 


"Did
the guard step forward?" Gibbs asked. 


"No. 
That would be prisoner rape.  He'd be in a matching cell.  We know
who it is but he's denying it and saying she got it off him some other
way.  Since she's so demented they're saying that's fine.  She's in
solitary and they're planning on handing the baby to social services when it's
born.  They've already found a couple who wants to adopt it no matter
what." 


"Good,"
Tony agreed, smiling at him.  "I wish the adoptive couple the best of
luck."  That got a smile.  Kate moved in behind him, scowling at
them.  "Hmm, someone's got wrinkles, Kate.  Do we need to get
Xander to tickle you?  Xander, it's Uncle Tim and Auntie Kate." 
He came running back in.  "See?" 


"Auntie
Kitty!" he squealed, hugging the tv, making her smile at him.  It
almost looked like an unused expression.  "Wow, big head, Unclie
Tim!" 


"It's
the camera, I need to move it back," he said with a wink.  "Are
you guys coming for a visit?" 


"Sometime
soon, within a month," Tony said with a wink of his own.  "Where
is my stored crap?" 


"Same
rental place." 


"Cool. 
Now all I need is a new apartment." 


"There's
a great new complex opening up," Kate told him.  "Just your
sort.  Buxom young women, pool, fitness center." 


"I
quit dating women after the Claudia thing, Kate."  She gave him a
horrified look.  He nodded.  Gibbs nodded.  Xander giggled and
nodded.  "See?  Harley was a guy."  She wobbled and
McGee had to catch her before she passed out.  "I'll look online
tonight and email you suggestions so you can tell me if you know it's a hole or
not." 


"Sure,
Tony.  Talk with you later.  Bye, Xander.  See you soon." 


"'Kay." 
He giggled and waved.  "Good boy!"  Tony turned off the
connection but not before they heard him ask, "Auntie Kitty have
baby?" 


"I
hope not but that would explain why she's been so cranky," Gibbs
admitted.  "We're going on our walk.  Don't wait lunch." 


"Won't." 
He waved as Xander ran for the door again.  "Explain daycare and
preschool to him, Gibbs." 


"I
was planning on it."  He followed his hyper little boy.  They
were going to see if they could find that deer again.  He definitely didn't
want Xander up here during hunting season.  He wasn't going to be happy to
know that people ate deer. Or rabbits. 


Tony
settled in on the couch to find himself an apartment.  Or maybe a
house.  He was tired of having to move his crap around.  If he kept
watching Xander it would let him create a room for him.  He got a
suggestion from Fornell, so the director was blabbing already.  Good to
know.  He sent back that he was dating men now thanks to Claudia. 
That got a different suggestion and the picture of a small house. 
"That does look nice," he agreed, looking it over.  "I
wonder how bad the utilities are."  He still tried to live within his
allowance from his trust and any future paycheck.  He sent a letter of inquiry
to the realtor, getting back one fairly quickly.  It was still for
sale.  Pretty cheap, didn't look worse than his utilities in his last
apartment.  He sent the address to McGee, who looked it up on the
satellite system and sent him a current picture of it.  He said he'd drive
by it at lunch.  He sent back a thank you and got down to look at the
apartment building Fornell had suggested.  It was nice.  Very
sturdy.  Nearer to the office.  He could almost walk so it wasn't in
that good of a neighborhood.  But it was a nice building.  It was a
good backup plan.  If he had to he was sure he could stay on Gibbs' couch
for a night.  He'd have to remind him to have his utilities turned back on
before they headed back. 


***



Tony
looked over his new house, then down at the kid beside him. "What do you
think?  Want the attic for your room or one down here?" 


Gibbs
looked at him.  "He's getting his own room?" 


"For
the nights we need to put him here, yeah."  He looked at him.
"Or aren't we still sharing a position, boss?" 


"We
are according to the director.  I haven't heard back from Chad
yet."  He came in to look at everything.  "Needs
painted." 


"We
can do that some weekend.  Xander can help while you take one of the
weekend call cases."  The boy beamed at him.  "Come on,
let's go explore!"  They went all over the house.  Xander
decided he didn't like the attic room.  It only had a ladder and he didn't
like to climb them yet.  But there was a great small room at the back of
the house that he claimed as his.  He even put his backpack down in there
and grinned at his father, laying down on the rug to sleep with it as his
pillow. 


"Let
me get you some blankets, son."  He went to find Tony had pulled out
his old sleeping bag, taking it.  "Thanks." 


"Welcome,
boss."  He grinned.  "You can have the one next to him if
you want." 


"That'll
work."  He went to set his son up for the night, making him a happy
boy in his sleeping bag.  They tried all the utilities, they all worked,
even the cable.  Tony called out for food, finding their usual chinese
place had went out of business but the other one they liked hadn't.  That
got delivered while Gibbs cabbed out to his house to check on it and get his
car.  He came back to find dinner laid out around the table. 
"The kid not eating?" 


"Fast
asleep.  He'll wake us up about ten by being hungry but he did eat on the
train." 


"True." 
He sat down to dig into his own dinner.  "My car's outside now so we
don't have to worry.  I found a message on my machine from Chad. 
He'll come here at seven in the morning to stay with Xander.  This is
closer to the campus for him anyway."  That got a nod. 
"You sure you want us over all the time?" 


"I'm
not used to no noise, Gibbs." 


"Good
point.  Thanks, Tony." 


"Welcome,
Jethro. I started the hot water tank while you were gone so we'll have hot
showers for a change."  That got a smile.  The generator hadn't
gotten the hot water very hot up there.  "I need to find a better
power solution up there.  Especially with the price of gas." 


"You
do, but you'll have time to research it.  I didn't want him up there
during hunting season anyway."  He ate another bite and felt
something slid against his leg, smiling down at his son.  "Decided to
get up to eat?" 


"Too
twiet, daddy." 


"Come
eat with us then we'll turn on some noise, Xander." Tony found him a plate
and fork too, letting him have some of his chicken and broccoli.  
Xander beamed and dug in.  He loved Chinese food as a treat. 
"Good boy."  He looked at Gibbs.  "Does that room have
a bed?" 


"Your
spare's in there." 


"Cool. 
I'll figure out the rest this week.  Fornell said the offer to work with
him was still open if I needed it."  He ate another bite, getting a
nod.  "She told everyone." 


"I
know.  She's got a big mouth.  It makes me wonder how she keeps
secrets."  He stuffed his mouth, watching his son.  "You
still need a bath before Chad gets here in the morning." 


"Preschool?"
he asked, blinking his big, brown eyes at his daddy. 


"We'll
start looking at them later this week and pick one we like," Tony told
him.  "For a few days, Chad's going to watch you again. That
okay?"  Xander nodded and ate a piece of broccoli with his
fingers.  He couldn't stab the thing for anything.  "You good to
sleep in there tonight?  Is it too bright or too dark?"  Xander
shook his head. "Good."  That got a smile and Xander finished
up, waiting on his daddy to finish up his plate, swinging his feet to kick the
chair while he waited.  Jethro took him up to put him to bed after his
bath, even letting him have one of his undershirts to wear for the night. 
He came back down. "He down again?  There's some left." 


"Thanks. 
We need to get more clothes for him." 


"I
know.  Fortunately the place came with a washer and dryer but we can go do
that soon enough."  That got a nod.  "Alarm clock?" 


"Your
bag." 


"Six?"



"Works
for me."  Gibbs finished his dinner while Tony cleaned up the small
mess and they went to put the only alarm clock in the hallway for
tonight.  It'd wake all three of them up in time. 


***



McGee
walked in first the next morning, pausing when he saw Tony at the empty
desk.  "Oh, thank God." 


"What
did you do to my desk?" he demanded. 


"Kate,"
he said bitterly.  "Gibbs?"  Tony pointed at the head guy
desk and McGee smirked at that.  "Thank you."  He gave him
a perfunctory hug and went to sit down. 


Kate
walked in and stared at the person at her desk. "Tony?" 


"Of
course I'm here, Kate.  You terrorized more people than Gibbs
did."  He gave her a look.  "Chad has Xander." 


"Are
you taking over?" 


"No." 
She sat down, turning on her computer. 


Gibbs
came walking in and pulled her up out of his seat, sending her walking off with
a small shove, then he sat down and logged into his email.  "They had
to give me a new account.  Was yours still open, DiNozzo?" 


"Yeah,
boss, I logged into mine every few days," he said dryly. 
"That's how I kept Abby informed. 


"Better
than I did." 


Kate
gaped at them.  "So it goes back to where it was?" she
demanded.  Both men nodded, smiling at her.  "You didn't warm
me, McGee?" 


"I
didn't know, Kate," he promised, holding up a hand to try to remain
unsmacked.  "Really.  I didn't know.  They were here when I
got in.  Where's the probie?" 


"Throwing
up with Abby in the bathroom."   She looked at them,
pouting.  "So where do I sit?" 


"We'll
figure that out," Tony assured her.  She nodded, going to take the
probie's desk until she came wandering in.  "Good morning,
Probie."  She started and squeaked, stuttering at him. 
"Yes, we're back, you're still here.  Get over it." 


"Um,
yes, sir," she squeaked. 


"Don't
call Gibbs sir," he warned. "He hates it.  It's Gibbs, hey you,
bastard, whatever you need to call him to get his attention but sir." 


"Yes,
Agent DiNozzo." 


"Now
try Tony," he prompted patiently. 


"Tony,"
she said more firmly. 


"Better. 
Within a year we'll have you just like McGee, only scared of his shadow and
Gibbs." 


"You
called me a bastard?" Gibbs asked. 


"Never
to your face, boss, but yeah.  Then again, wasn't that Fornell's pet name
for you?" he taunted.  Gibbs nodded at that, then shook his
head.  "Do we have a case, people?  If not, McGee, find her a
desk." 


"Already
started the form, Tony.  Good to have you guys back."  Kate
smacked him on the head.  "Ow!  What was that for?" 


"For
sucking up to them." 


"I
brought you maple candy, Kate.  It's in my bag."  She came over
to get it, letting the probie have her desk back.  He looked at the layout
of their row then at Gibbs.  "Want them to shove theirs farther
apart?" 


"It's
probably the only way to put in a third desk."  He looked at Kate,
who got two other probies to help move the furniture and McGee to move the
necessary wires and split off where it was needed for now.  A desk got
brought in by maintenance and a chair when Kate scowled.  Then she took
McGee's desk and kicked him to the new one. 


"We
done?" Gibbs asked an hour later.  Everyone nodded, smiling at him.
"Good.  We're open for cases as of now." 


"Are
you two splitting?" Kate asked.  Gibbs nodded. "How is
Xander?" 


"Fine. 
They're going over paint colors and what I need to get for his room
tonight," Tony told her.  "At home he's still got the nursery
setup so Gibbs needs to buy him a real bed too." 


"I
was going to go with one of those adjustable ones." 


"I
was going to get him a daybed, boss," Tony told him.  That got a
look. "The ones that look like couches?" 


"I
don't like those." 


"They're
pretty safe and if he starts to wander we can easily barricade him again."



"Point
but it's still a couch, DiNozzo.  Get him a real bed." 


"Sure. 
Race car bed?" 


"They
make beds shaped like cars?" 


"Yeah." 
He came over to type in a site on his computer, letting him see.  "I
gave Chad that this morning."  He went back to his seat. 
"I'd suggest the horse one but it looks really girly." 


"It
does.  It's cream and pink. Fortunately my son says pink gives him a
headache still."  He looked at the available options. 
"What's wrong with a simple, plain bed?" 


"This
way they can have themed rooms, Gibbs," Tony told him.  "Like a
fantasy bedroom." 


"He'll
be fine with a plain, usual bedroom.  Nothing like what your mother would
do, DiNozzo." 


"No,
boss, I'm not going to put him in a gilt Louis XIV bed with candelabra spread
around the room," he said patiently.  "I don't want him to have
the same nightmares I used to about gold tassels coming to eat him." 


Gibbs
shuddered.  "I'm glad she redid yours like your father's study."



"She
probably did his study at the same time.  She used to do that to him
regularly.  He complained for hours that he could never find anything
after he had to be gone for a weekend or longer."  He typed in
something and sent him an IM with a site link.  "Look at that. 
That's what I was thinking." 


Gibbs
clicked on the link then looked at him.  "I doubt my son needs to
live in the Arabian Nights, DiNozzo!" 


"It's
got horses and he loves horses.  I was going to do a forest thing on the
walls instead of the desert thing though."  He sent another
link.  "Combine those two." 


"So
it's like camping in the middle of a forest watching a herd of
horses?"  Tony nodded.  "He might like that but it's still
too much.  That's what posters are for." 


"I
thought they were for movies and bands," Tony said, looking a bit
confused. 


"No
you can find some with horses," Kate assured him. 


"Oh. 
Okay."  He nodded. "I'm letting him help Chad pick it out
later.  I just wanted something to bring to him in case he picked
something really horrible." 


Gibbs
called Chad.  "Try to make him get something simple and normal,
Chad.  Yeah, that's what we've got to do tonight.  We'll try to or
else we're camping over there again tonight.  Sure.  Hi,
Xander."  He listened to his son babble about the pretty bedrooms and
all the colors and how he liked the desert thing.  He looked at DiNozzo,
then balled something up and threw it at him.  "Sure, we'll talk
about that later tonight.  Okay?"   He smiled. 
"No, I still don't want you playing with the hellhound dog, Xander. 
We'll work on getting you a real dog.  How about that?"  He
smiled and nodded. "Sure.  Be a good boy.  We'll be home on time
tonight I hope.  Be good for Chad."  He hung up on his son's
kissing and hanging up on him.  "He likes the desert one." 


"It's
got nice colors." 


"How
hard are those to hang?" 


"Wallpaper."



"Really?"



Tony
nodded. "Really.  Wallpaper, boss.  Besides, my house will
probably be the special treat place to sleep or on really long overnight
cases.  That'll make him feel better." 


"True. 
We'll talk about it tonight."  Tony nodded and got back to
work.  The director came down and he looked at her. "Yes, we're
back." 


"I
thought you two were splitting hours." 


"We
thought it'd be best for today if we both showed up," he said dryly. 


"Oh. 
Well I hadn't planned on that in the budget.  Having you both here costs
us a lot of money."  She looked at the new desk then at him.
"You're keeping it that way?" 


"For
now," Tony agreed, looking at her.  "It works so far,
Director.  The nanny is doing very well today for us.  We might even
be able to have separate jobs again for most of the time." 


She
grimaced.  "I really can't do that this year.  Splitting I can
do, Agent DiNozzo." 


"We
can work that out later," Gibbs promised. "We're waiting to see who's
needed for the first case."  She smiled again.  "Anything
else, Director?" 


"When
is the welcome home party?" 


"After
we decorate," Gibbs told her.  "I've got to redo Xander's
bedroom at my house." 


"I
need to paint and do Xander's bedroom.  Unless you guys want to come paint
as part of the party," Tony offered.  They all shrugged. 
"Then that'll work.  I'll pick up paint this weekend and if we're off
it'll be this weekend?  Saturday morning?  Abby can watch cartoons
with him."  That got a smile and some nods.  "Boss?" 


"Works
for me," he agreed.  "You can have our couch that night so you
can escape the fumes."  Tony nodded and got back to work on his
email.  "Any new word on the baby that's not yours?" 


"Not
yet.  There was an email of apology.  They weren't sure how she got
into the email program since she's locked out of it supposedly." 


McGee
moaned.  "I saw that one.  She mirrored it to Gibbs', which got
sent to Kate by computer services.  I'm hoping the new family is
nice." 


"I'm
hoping so too.  Every kid deserves a good family," Tony said with a
small smile.  "Director, did you want to help us paint this
weekend?" 


"No,
that's all right.  Jethro, will you need help decorating?  I've just
redone my townhouse." 


"No,
that's fine.  All I need to do is change out Xander's bed and maybe put up
a few posters he likes.  He'll tell me what he likes tonight when we go
bed shopping." 


"That's
fine then.  As soon as I can make room I'll give you both separate part
time jobs again, gentlemen."  She walked off. 


Tony
waited until she was safely back in her office to look at Gibbs. 
"Boss, need some lysol?" he asked, tossing over his spray
bottle.  He sprayed himself to get away from the drool she had let
out.  His desk phone rang and he answered it.  "DiNozzo." 
He listened, then smiled.  "That would be a perfect time.  Thank
you for accepting him.  Of course!  Thank you, Officer Paul, and I
hope your next one will be just as good.  Of course he will.  He
loves dogs.  We'll be at NCIS today and if you call we can rush home to
introduce them or you can come down and watch him today and let them meet today
in the park or something and then we'll do the switch tomorrow morning. 
Sure.  Thanks, man.  Have a good day."  He hung up and
looked at the curious Gibbs.  "There's a police dog, drug sniffing
and guard trained, that just came open in my former home town.  He's nine,
expected to live at least another five years.  A lab mix."  That
got a smile.  "He's being retired because his shoulder got a bit
messed up during a traffic stop and chase.  He's perfectly healthy but he
can't chase down criminals every day.  He agreed that he could now and
then if we needed him to and he adores the idea of him going to your son and
you, boss." 


"That's
a great third birthday present, DiNozzo.  He's going to squeal for
days." 


"I
know."  He grinned at him.  "He's a Percy dog and his
handler said he'd gladly teach you all the commands and all that plus hand over
his favorite toys. He's getting a new one once he's got Percy settled with
you." 


"Even
better."  He smiled at that. "Abby will bounce all over him
too." 


"Probably,
boss," McGee agreed.  "Is he a black lab or a blond lab?" 


"Black. 
He's a lab and some sort of lesser sheppard mix."  That got a
smile.  "He's been in the news. You should be able to find a picture
of him."  McGee went to look that up and he looked at Kate. 
"You're not allergic to dogs, right?"  She shook her head. 
"Good.  Probie?  You?" 


"No,
Tony." 


"Good. 
What is your name?" 


"Melissa,
Tony." 


"Okay." 
He looked at Gibbs again.  "Plus a drug sniffing dog will let us know
if there's something hinkey around Xander." 


"It
would.  That's a very good idea," he agreed.  It had been needed
in the past.  His phone rang and Xander said there was someone staring at
them in the park.  "Does he have a dog?"  Xander said
'yes'.  "Ask him if that's Percy.  If so, that's your new
dog.  Uncle Tony got him for you."  His son squealed and dropped
Chad's cellphone to run over and ask the nice guy in the uniform if that was
his doggy.  He listened to Chad.  "Yeah, DiNozzo arranged for us
to adopt one that was retiring.  If that's Percy, that's his dog. 
Exactly.  Thanks, Chad."  He hung up.  "He's squealing
so loud you can hear him from a hundred feet away."  Tony smiled at
that.  "I'm hoping that's his dog." 


"It
is.  He was in the park and found Xander." 


"What
happened to them being online?" 


"They're
online in the park, Gibbs.  That's what wireless routers are
for."  He smirked and got back to work.  He sent something to
Kate.  "Is that what that report was supposed to be?" 


She
opened it and sighed, nodding.  "I hadn't spell checked it yet."



"Welcome,
Kate. Stand down and calm down, it'll be fine." 


"You
sure of that?"  Tony looked at her and she nodded, smiling at him.
"Thanks.  McGee tells terrible jokes." 


"Works
for me," he teased. 


"Yeah
but yours are still better than his."  She got to work on the reports
she had backlogged. 


He
and Gibbs shared a look, just waiting for the first case to come in.  It
had been a nice vacation but really.  Enough was enough. 


***


***



Year
Three and a half 


***



Gibbs
watched his son through the hospital window.  Tony patted him on the
back.  "Do we have any idea what it was that bit him?" 


"Yup,
rattler.  Diamond back."  He handed over the report Abby had
worked up.  "I already told the doctor and she sent the exact
formula.  They're going to give him another anti-venom dose in a few
minutes."  Gibbs nodded at that.  "I know you love your house,
Gibbs, but that's the fourth time your neighbor's snake has gotten lose. 
It's time to do something about him." 


"It
is," he agreed patiently.  He went in with the nurse.  "The
new anti-venom?" 


"It's
coming.  They had to ship it in from another hospital and a few more
minutes won't hurt him since the general is still working," she promised,
soothing him by patting him on the arm.  "We've got him mildly
sedated still if you want to talk to him." 


Gibbs
sat down to talk to his son.  Xander rolled toward his voice, making him
and the nurse smile.  "He sleeps on his side," he explained. 


"That's
fine for now."  She went to tell the doctor that her was still good,
his vitals were still good. 


Tony
was calling someone from the phone in the hall since cellphones weren't allowed
on the floor.  He hung up with a 'thanks' and went back to standing
guard.  The director came in and he nodded.  "Their neighbor has
a rattlesnake collection." 


"Why?"



"Some
people keep snakes.  His dog's still with the vet and they've given him
the anti- venom too."  He leaned in.  "Gibbs, Percy's
fine.  McGee's still at the vets.  I told him to get animal control
onto your neighbor.  Told him why.  He agreed and is making calls
from there back to Kate and the probie."  That got a nod. 
"Percy's gotten the second dose of anti-venom as well so he's going to be
fine." 


"Good. 
Thank you, Tony." 


"Not
a problem, Gibbs."  He retreated, letting the nurse come in with the
new shot of milky looking liquid.  He watched as it was injected, wincing
when the baby cried. "I'm going to strangle the guy if he's not
dead," he vowed. 


"You
have bigger problems to worry about," she reminded him.  "The
team goes back to you if he's incapacitated, DiNozzo." 


He
gave her a very bad scowl, making her back up.  "Xander is as much my
son as his." 


"I
thought you two weren't together." 


"We're
not but I've been there since the day he brought Xander home.  I could
easily claim custody at this point.  I'll be back tonight, once McGee goes
to rip his neighbor a new one.  Kate and Melissa are working on the
case.  Kate's handling the stress well enough at the moment.  She'll
call to update me when she has something new.  We were nearly at a
standstill anyway waiting on reports.  By then Xander should be awake and
I can step back into command."  She nodded and left.  He growled
once she was gone, glaring at the door.  Melissa came in.  "Not
you," he said when she flinched.  "Case?" 


"Stranded. 
No match on DNA or ballistics.  No match on the sidearm in her
possession.  Uniform was standard issue but they don't keep track of who
gets what number that way, just what base it went to.  We've contacted the
base to see if they know her.  Picture and face recognition are still
running, Tony." 


"Good. 
DNA didn't match?"  She shook her head.  "Check the
cadets.  All military personnel have DNA in the database but most
academies don't." 


"She
wasn't wearing the usual cadet uniform." 


"But
sometimes they don't.  They do have dress whites and that's what she was
wearing.   I thought her hat looked wrong."  She nodded,
making a note of that.  "Neighbor?" 


"You
do need a license to handle snakes.  Kate's already stormed out
there.  He's dead.  Someone broke into his house and let his snakes
free.  They apparently bit him to death but she said she found blunt force
trauma signs.  She's called LEO on them." 


"Good. 
She warned them there were poisonous snakes?"  She  nodded but
shuddered.  "I know.  Xander will be fine." 


"Good. 
He's a sweet little boy."  She looked inside and Gibbs gave her a
look back.  "Should I update him?" 


"I
will.  Head back to check that lead."  She nodded, going to do
that.  He walked inside.  "Someone broke in to kill your
neighbor, set all his snakes free.  Kate found him on the floor. She's
called the right people and warned them about the snakes." 


"Good.
They kill him?" 


"Melissa
said Kate saw evidence of blunt force trauma from the doorway but also
bites.  Have to wait on autopsy.  As for the case, I'm having her
check cadets. Something about that hat still bothers me.  No match for
registered sidearm or DNA." 


"Two
of the lesser local military academies don't do that but their dress whites do
mimic the official ones," he agreed.  "That is a plausible
lead.  Good thinking." 


"She'll
do, Gibbs.  Even if she is still scared of you." 


"So
were you in your first year." 


"Yeah
but I knew when to be scared of you.  She's still on the general
setting." 


"She'll
learn."   He went back to soothing his son.  "Uncle
Tony's here, Xander.  Want him for a few?"  Xander made sucky
faces at him in his sleep, earning a smile. 


"Hey,
squirt," he soothed, stroking over his hair. "It'll be all right,
Xander.  We caught the nasty snake and your doggy is just fine. 
Uncle Tim is with him right now to make the doggy doctors make sure he's
fine."  Xander relaxed again and went back into a deeper sleep. 
"I've got it, boss.  Go break in the bathroom."  Gibbs
nodded, heading into the room's bathroom to have a moment alone.  Tony sat
down to hold Xander's hand.  "I'm here, baby.  It's all
right," he soothed.  "We'll give Chad the biggest reward we can,
baby boy.  He deserves it for helping you and getting you here faster than
any ambulance could."  He heard Gibbs letting go but ignored it for
now.  Gibbs wouldn't want a hug.  He was like that.  "Shh,
your daddy's just fine and he's going to cuddle you once you're off the IV
drip, young man.  Yes he will.  We'll both cuddle you.  We can
go back to my place and watch movies all you want."  Xander made more
sucky faces so he stuck his thumb in his mouth, earning a smile.  "I
know, sometimes you need the comfort. It's all good with us."  He
went back to petting him. 


The
nurse came in.  "Where's his father?"  Tony pointed at the
bathroom.  "That's fine.  We need to x-ray his arm again, Agent
DiNozzo.  Just to make sure that the swelling wasn't a break after
all." 


"When
his dad comes out." 


"Of
course.  Within an hour you think?" 


Tony
looked at her.  "His father's a Marine."  That got a nod
and she went to tell them to schedule it in about an hour.  He could sign
papers by then.  Gibbs came out to look at him.  "They're going
to x-ray his arm." 


"Thanks. 
Give me another ten?" 


"However
long you need and you're coming home with me, Gibbs."  That got a nod
and he went back in there.  Xander made more sucky faces around his
thumb.  "Shhh, he's going potty."  Xander smiled at
that.  "Good boy.   We have you in a catheter I guess so
you don't have to worry about that."  Gibbs came back out. 
"Is he on a line?" 


"Yup. 
Poor guy."  He pushed Tony out of his spot and sat down again. 
"Thanks." 


"Welcome,
Gibbs.  I'd offer a hug but you'd hit me," he teased.  Gibbs
nodded, giving him a look.  "I've got it.  You handle him."



"Go
back to the office, get a report on the break-in.  There's been a few out
there." 


"Of
course.  I'll come back in a few hours with lunch.  Or I'll send
Abby."  He walked out, heading down to the car.  He drove back
to the office, signing back in.   Then he went upstairs. 
"Okay, people, update me," he announced.  "Kate, he said
there's been a number of break-ins out there.  He wants to know if it's
related or not." 


"On
it already," she agreed.  "How's Xander?" 


"The
general was helping a lot.  They got the real one into him.  Now
they're getting ready to x-ray his arm.  With the way it was swelling they
think it might also be broken."  That got a nod and a nod from
McGee.  "They get the snakes?" 


"Every
single one of the twenty-six including the one Chad brought in after it bit
Xander and Percy," Kate reported. 


"Good. 
McGee?" 


"He's
just fine, Tony.  They think he can be released tomorrow." 


"Even
better.  Melissa?" 


"I've
checked with the local schools we have on file.  One is missing a cadet
and is faxing over a picture of her.  They do have official looking dress
whites.  I asked.  They did say their missing cadet was female and
she may have been issued a sidearm.  Her year typically is so they can
work on those drills before graduation. That does make her nearly a minor or a
minor since it is a high school academy, Tony." 


"If
it's her, we'll get to tell her parents too."  That got nods. 
"Kate?" 


"McGee's
turn." 


"Must
I?  I always trip over my tongue," McGee complained.  "They
always glare at me." 


"Fine,
I will," Tony told them.  "Melissa, you'll be coming to help
since this is the only way to learn how to do a notification.  When are
they faxing it?" 


"Within
twenty minutes."  She got up to check the fax machine and wait beside
it until it came in. 


Tony
looked at them.  "I said we'd go check on him at lunch and bring him
food."  That got nods.  "Coffee might also be
advisable.  The nurses don't have a machine on their floor and there's no
way he's going all the way to the caf for some." 


"I'll
make sure he gets some and bring Abby with me," McGee promised.  That
got a nod. "The vet wanted a report on the snake?" 


"Get
with Kate on that."  That got a nod and she handed over her
notes.  "Anything else?"  Melissa came back reading
something.  "Is it her?" 


"Only
if she dyed her hair.  They did include fingerprints though." 
She took it down to Ducky and Abby.  They would make that
determination.  She came back a half hour later with a nod. 
"It's her, Tony." 


"Then
we'll go notify and talk to the school.  Kate, McGee, go do that before
you bring Gibbs lunch."  That got a nod.  "We'll go notify
the family."  He grabbed his bag of things and headed out. 
"Straighten yourself up and button your jacket over the new stain,
probie.  Families don't appreciate us if we've got spots."  She
straightened herself out and even popped the zit on her forehead in the sunflap
mirror.  He parked in their driveway and got out, her following.  He
checked himself and buttoned his jacket, going up to the woman at the door who
looked very confused. "Mrs. Rivera?" 


"Yes?"



"Special
Agent DiNozzo and Agent Walters, NCIS.  May we come in?" 


"Has
my daughter done something wrong?  I know her academy is affiliated to the
military so you would handle it if she did." 


"Ma'am,
it'd be best if we talked inside so you could sit," Melissa said
quietly.  The woman let them inside and sat down, looking at them. 
She glanced at Tony, who nodded.  "Ma'am, we were called to a scene
this morning of a young woman wearing dress whites.  We believe it was
your daughter." 


"Is
she all right?  Injured?"  Tony shook his head. 
"She's not injured?"  Tony gave her that special look and she
broke, starting to cry.  "No." 


Tony
sat beside her, taking her hand to hold.  "I'm sorry.  We're
investigating the cause of her death right now.  We will keep you informed." 
She looked at him.  "We will.  I've got my other two teammates
out right now at her school.  But we do need you to do an official look at
her to identify her." 


She
sucked in a breath.  "She was talking about dying her hair." 


Melissa
pulled open the case folder she had carried in, squatting down in front of her
and holding the picture up that they had taken of her face.  The mother
sobbed and took it to hold, nodding.  "Our ME has her, Mrs.
Rivera.  Can we give you a ride down there? He can go over anything
special, like anything religious, he has to or can't do.  He can also help
you with any arrangements when it's time."  She nodded at that. 


"Should
we call your husband? Is he at work or is there someone else?" Tony
offered.  "That way you don't have to go through this alone?" 


"My
minister.  I'll call him."  She got up and went to the phone,
dialing it.  "Father Paul?" she sniffled.  She started to
cry again. 


Tony
got up and took the phone from her.  "Father Paul, this is Special
Agent DiNozzo, NCIS.  We're here on a notification, Father."  He
nodded.  "That would be helpful.  We've got to have an official
identification and she asked to call you.  Down at the office is fine,
sir.  Shipyards, yes, sir.  Just tell whoever is driving you to take
you to NCIS.  Most of the cabbies know us. Yes, sir, that's us. 
We'll meet you down there and give her a ride so she doesn't have an
accident.  No, sir, she called you instead of him.  We can do that
from the office.  I can fill you in down there.  Thank you,
Father."  He hung up and they made sure she had her keys and locked
the door, then took her out to the car, letting her clutch the picture. 
He looked at Melissa and nodded that she had done good work, but she still didn't
look happy.  "It never gets easier," he told her.  She
nodded at that and he drove them back to the office.  The guards had a
priest there.  "Father Paul?"  He looked and nodded.
"You made good time.  We're going to morgue.  Sign us back
in."  They swiped their passes and got a nod, heading down
there.  He gave Ducky a look.  "Mother and priest." 


"That's
fine.  We're done with the first round and she's back in the drawer,
Anthony.  Though you may want to call the director from the office in a
moment." 


"As
soon as we can get her through this."  That got a nod and he let the
family in, letting Ducky open the drawer and get out of the way.  The
mother moved the sheet and burst out crying, nodding.  Ducky and Melissa
walked her off while the priest said last rites over her.  "Father,
I'm going to leave you with Melissa.  Apparently my director wants an
update.  If you need to call her spouse, you can use his phone," he
offered.  That got a nod so Tony headed for the elevator, heading up to
her office.  He walked in and the secretary pointed. "I'm even being
good today."  He knocked then walked in.  "Director, she
was at an associated but lesser academy.  Her mother's been notified,
she's down with Ducky and the family priest.  Kate and McGee are at the academy
getting the details.  The owner of the snake was killed and all his
reptiles let loose.  Kate found him.  Xander will be fine, they're
doing an x-ray of the arm since it was swollen even after the anti-venom
injection just to make sure he didn't break it when he fell down after he was
bitten.  Their dog is also fine and should be released tomorrow." 


"Good. 
I'm sure you'll enjoy having them at home with you." 


He
looked at her.  "Director, I'm sorry if I'm impertinent, but Gibbs
needs to be with his son at the moment." 


"And
I told you repeatedly you can't be on the same team if you're together,"
she reminded him. 


"We're
not.  That doesn't mean that Xander's not just as much mine as he is
Gibbs', Director.  I've walked him just as many nights as his father. 
I was just as worried as his father was.  The kid is the only one I'm
having unless I help Abby with her plan to have one this year."  The
director swallowed.  "I can guarantee if you try to fire me for being
concerned over the little boy who is exactly the same as being my son, then I
will sue the agency.  In the press, very messily, and I will
win."  She frowned.  "I don't play nicely when it comes to
that family's life.  I'd give my life for Gibbs and nearly have in the
past.  Our team is a family.  There's plenty of people in this
building who think he's sleeping with Kate too."  He shrugged. 
"Still not true.  Now, I've got a grieving mother we've got to talk
to.  Is there anything else or can I get back to work?" 


"Go,
but be aware you're on probation for insubordination."  He shrugged
and walked out, heading back down to the morgue to talk to her about her
daughter and anyone who she might've mentioned recently that was bothering her
or dating her.  She glared at the door.  Then she called the legal
department to verify what DiNozzo had pointed out.  He could sue her
personally and the agency both.  Congress would never stand for that to
happen.  She'd have to give in or find a way to sweep it under the
carpet.  So she'd have to find a way to get rid of him for his work
performances.  She spent the rest of the day doing that.  At least
until Jethro came in.  "How is your son?" 


"Our
son's doing fine and if you go after Tony again I'm going to help him get rid
of you," he said bluntly, staring her down.  "He's right. 
Xander is just as much his son.  He's been there when I couldn't and he's
been there for every step of his life.  So get off your high horse,
Jen.  If he had been female you would've been standing there patting her
hand.  Your viewpoint is inconsistent.  First you like me being with
him and then you don't?  Make up your mind."  He walked off,
going to talk to Kate about the case they were wrapping up, hopefully. 
"Tell me it's in the final paperwork phase," he demanded as he came
down the stairs. 


"Small
problem, boss.  Jealous people and we think it was the one of the
teachers," McGee told him.  "We're tracking it down now." 


"Where
is he?" 


"Still
in town.  We have someone watching his house," Kate agreed. 
"How's Xander?" 


"Awake
and complaining about the IV and the hospital.  Tony's with him at the
moment.  Her instructor was involved how?" 


"She
turned down his generous advances," Melissa said with a sneer. 
"The bastard has four other complaints in his past postings for the same thing,
Gibbs."  That got a look.  "Sorry to swear." 


"I'm
not.  Some people deserve that name.  I usually call those who seduce
vulnerable young woman worse things.  Can we prove it?" 


"She
left diary entries about him. She has a partially filled out complaint
form," Kate offered.  "We think she went out wearing or carrying
a tape recorder of some sort.  Her roommate said so." 


"Interesting. 
I don't remember a recorder on the list." 


"It
wasn't but Ducky did find hints of tape on her stomach," Melissa told him. 
"We're working on a warrant to check his office and home." 


"Good. 
How soon?" 


"Within
the hour the judge'll call, Gibbs," McGee offered.  "Should we
bring anything over?" 


"He
brought Abby and dinner."  That got a smile from the others. 
"Abby's trying to get pregnant?"  They all nodded. 
"More power to her," he agreed.  "If she does, I want to
know as soon as someone knows so we can protect her and the child.  I'm
not sure the lab's a safe place to be when you're pregnant." 


"Sure,"
Kate agreed.  "She goes in for her first invitro
tomorrow."  That got a nod.  "So she'll know if it works in
about three weeks." 


"Decent. 
Keep me in that loop even if we're fired.  Call the judge." 
Kate did that. "McGee, did we do a background on him?" 


"I
did," Melissa said, putting it up on the main screen.  "He's
served at three other academies and been released from each one without any
legal complaints filed.  They wanted to avoid prosecution and
embarrassment probably.  It's not uncommon to force the girl to sign a
paper saying she won't sue if they let the teacher go.  We also found a
juvenile report of him harassing younger women but back in those days it was
laughed off as 'boys will be boys' and left there.  One pressed charges
all the way through to get him put on probation for statutory rape. She was
fourteen, he was seventeen, just barely made it under the juvie cutoff
line."  That got a nod from Gibbs.  "His own service wasn't
quite sealed but close enough.  I did talk to his former commander. 
He wanted to talk to a male officer so I handed him to Kate, who chewed him a
new one and went over his head.  He's now on report as well I
believe?"  Kate nodded at that.  "She got information on
his service record." 


"Pretty
spotless.  A few notations of hitting on the women while in uniform. 
Nothing past the stage of KP or cleaning duties, Gibbs.  I did ask both
commanders if they thought he had an interest in slightly underage girls and
the more senior commander got huffy with me.  I pointed out he was being
charged with it at the moment and his former commander said he was
uncomfortable letting his own daughter near him when she was younger but he had
no proof.  That was why he stated he wanted a male officer to ask these
questions, because they'd understand about those things.  I called the tip
line on them both for being misogynist bastards."  Gibbs smirked at
that.  "And I left a detailed message as well."  She looked
at McGee.  "You get anything further?" 


"Warrant's
being faxed now.  The headmaster out there is horrified that she didn't
come to him.  He says he has an open door policy.  We asked her
roommate who said she tried to talk to another teacher and him and they both
told her to quit being so fanciful and making trouble.  The teacher tried
to put her on report for it, which was what got her in to see the
headmaster.  The headmaster claims she has psychological problems,
especially distinguishing between reality and fantasy.  According to her
diary she doesn't.  According to the other cadets she doesn't.  We
did seal and set an officer on his office door until we could get the warrant
and he has orders to shoot anyone who tries to gain entry outside the
team." 


"Agreed. 
It's here?"  Melissa got up to check handing it over.  He read
it over, then nodded, handing it to McGee.  "Go get him.  I want
him here.  Kate, do the search.  Melissa, escort him back with
McGee.  You're a bit hot."  She nodded.  He made her
pause.  "Do you need to work on an issue?" he asked quietly. 


"No,
sir, I already did.  It wasn't me, it's righteous female anger in this
case." 


"That's
fine.  Do not let it color your interrogation later."  She
nodded at that, going to join them before the elevator door closed.  Gibbs
called his son, getting a happy boy, then he went to talk to legal to make his
own complaints against their director.  Her harassment was annoying
him.  A lot. 


***



Tony
looked up as the director walked into the boy's hospital room. 
"Director."  He went back to helping Xander eat his
jell-o.  "I know it's ucky but you have to eat it or they won't let
you have real food in the morning, Xander."  The boy grimaced but ate
it anyway.  "Good boy."  He put the cup onto the tray and
rang for the nurse, who smiled when she came in.  "I made him eat the
jell-o even if it is nasty.  Is his tube out?" 


"It
is." 


"Then
I'm going to take him to the potty for a break."  She helped him get
the IV off the pole and Xander into the bathroom.  He came back out when
the boy shoed him off. "Okay, call when you're ready for me to come
back."  He looked at her.  "Did something else
happen?  Gibbs called and said they had him.  Something about McGee
having his phone lines cut so no one told him he was under investigation. 
That way he didn't have time to dump evidence." 


"Are
you happy at NCIS?"  He nodded.  "Yet you made dangerous
complaints earlier." 


"No
I didn't." 


"Yes,
you did." 


"No,
I didn't, Director," he said dryly.  "I've been here since three
this afternoon when I relieved Gibbs."  She glared at him. 
"You can ask the nurses if you want."  Xander called so he went
in to clean him up.  "That happens to the best of us. 
Especially when you're sore from the line coming out," he promised.
"Daddy won't be mad at that accident."  He got him cleaned up
and back into his bed, hanging back up the bag, then tossing him some new
undies.  "There you go.  We'll wash the others.  Even daddy
and I have done that when they take out that line."  Xander wiggled
into them under the sheet, making him smile.  "Good job!" 


"Percy
dog?" 


"We
can call the vet's in an hour to get one last update for the night, then in the
morning."  Xander beamed and nodded.  "An hour,
Xander.  Let them do evening meds and feedings, that stuff." 
The boy settled in again and he looked at the director.  "I sincerely
doubt that I would have made complaints that way, Director.  If I had made
complaints, I would have went to the SecNav's office in person and filled them
out there under his secretary's watch since I used to date her."  She
went purple in the face.  "I'm still not sleeping with Gibbs. 
I'm sorry if you think I am, but Xander is just as much my son as his. 
Now, he's tired.  You can tell Gibbs he's fine and healthy
again."  She stomped off.  He glared at her back. 


"Need
to have her eaten," Xander complained.  Tony looked at him, seeing
that switch had been flicked again.  "Should ask Spike." 


"No,
your daddy is scarier than any vampire when he wants to be," he promised,
coming over to calm him back down.  "How you feelin'?" 


"Aches
and itches." 


"Yeah,
been there.  How's the arm?" 


"Sore. 
They said I had a bruise." 


"You
do."  He kissed him on the head.  "You did the right thing
letting Chad help you, Xander."  That got a smile.  "Your
father's off scaring someone who slept with a student where he
works."  He picked up the room phone and dialed the vet's number,
letting him ask about his dog since he had the higher thought functions at the
minute.  He saw it fade and took the phone back.  "So, Percy's
fine?"  He smiled at the barking going on.  "Good. 
No, he'll be in here again tomorrow just in case, but he's a guard dog so I
don't think there'll be a problem.  If there is he can go nap on my
couch."  Xander smiled at that.  He looked over when a nurse
came in.  "His dog got bitten too and it's a former police dog. 
Can he come guard him?" 


"Is
he now a service animal?" 


"I
can be helpless," Tony offered with a grin. 


"He
can see him for a bit, then he'll have to go home.  He should probably
rest anyway."  She tucked Xander in but he kicked the blankets. 
"Fine, I won't tuck you in too tight."  Tony said something
quietly and hung up.  "How was his potty break?" 


"He
had a small accident since he's still numb where you pulled the tube.  I
left them in there until I could get a plastic bag for them."  She
nodded.  "I've had that happen too." 


"I've
seen it before.  A lot of big boys have that problem."  Xander
looked at her.  "Really, they do."  Xander smiled at
that.  "Now, if you're still hungry, we have some applesauce if you
want some."  He shook his head.  "Are you sure?  It
comes with animal crackers," she offered with a teasing smile. 


He
shook his head. "Not like apples." 


"Okay. 
How about some juice?" 


"He
likes tart juices mostly.  Grapefruit, cranberry." 


"We
have some very good crangrape," she agreed.  "That'll help flush
that nastiness out of his kidneys.  If everything's okay tomorrow he can
go home tomorrow night to rest with his  doggy."  She went to
get him some juice and some for the stepfather too.  "Are you and his
father together?" 


"I'm
his usual nanny," Tony admitted with a grin.  "His dad's my boss
and I've spent a lot of time in Bethesda due to hard objects and bad guys being
attracted to my head." 


"Oooh. 
So you got to be his nanny on injury leave?"  Tony nodded. 
"Poor thing." 


"Him
have many booboos," Xander agreed, sipping through the straw like he was
supposed to.  "Daddy tease him for many booboos." 


"He
does."  He smiled at the nurse again.  "When he was younger
it was actually my duty to be his nanny while I healed.  That way I still
had a paycheck." 


"That's
a good thing to do," she agreed.  "You do have authorization to
treat?" 


"In
my wallet, laminated." 


"Thank
you.  Just in case you know." 


"Oh,
I know."  That got a nod and she left him alone, going to make the
notes on his chart.  Just so no one else would have to ask the questions
later because his father had made it very clear someone was staying with his
son tonight, him or Tony one of them.  She also made a note about his dog
on a post-it and stuck it to the front of his chart, getting a smile. 
"He got bitten too and he's a former K-9 officer."  That got
nods and they knew they could put up with it tomorrow.  Maybe he'd visit a
few of their other patients to cheer them up too. 


***



Tony
looked up when Gibbs and their former director walked in later that
night.  "Director Morrow."  He stood up and shook his
hand.  "Boss, she was here earlier accusing me of filing
complaints.  I told her I'd go see my ex at the SecNav's office and fill
them out there while she watched." 


"I
did that earlier as well.  After I filed some with our office." 
He looked at his son.  "He had some juice?"  There were
purple marks around his mouth where he had given up on the straw
apparently.  Tony smiled and nodded.  "He good?" 


"He's
fine and Percy gets out in the morning at ten.  The nurses said he could
visit on the way to my couch." 


"Sure. 
I can do that then.  Tom wanted to talk to you." 


"Tony,
how bad is it really?" 


Tony
looked at him. "Did you ever hear me complain about stupid admin decisions
you made, sir?" 


"No,
I didn't," he admitted, looking at him.  "Not that I can
recall.  Except when you came up dead." 


"We
know why that happened now," Gibbs reminded him. 


"So
far that woman has tried to make Abby wear barbie clothes and heels. 
Abby."  The director shuddered at that.  "She hired staff
without a background check.  She gave Abby an assistant against her will.
One who was discredited for tampering with evidence, and he tried to get me
accused of murder.  If it hadn't been for Abby, I'd be in a cell. 
She came to get Jethro back because she's got some sort of crush on him or
something annoying like that." 


"Are
you two together?" 


"I'm
his other father but no, I don't do more than occasionally fall asleep on his
arm while we watch movies." 


"That's
fine, I understand that."  He considered it, looking at the little
boy.  "What happened to him?" 


"Our
former neighbor had snakes that got let loose when he was killed.  One bit
him and our dog," Gibbs told him. "I'm sorry, Tom, but she's either
turning as unstable as the woman in HR was or she's going to be like Tony's
last stalker." 


"I
hope not, but if she burns your house you're more than welcome to move in
again, boss. You know that." 


"I
do, DiNozzo.  Calm down."  He looked at his friend. 
"I don't complain, Tom.  You know I don't complain.  I've never
complained.  Tony hardly ever complains except for minor things. 
Hell, the man came back a week after being released from having the plague and
he didn't complain.  She's unstable.  That's the only way to put
it." 


"I
agree," he sighed. 


"She
didn't want me to come back," Tony said quietly.  "It cuts her
access to Gibbs, Tom.  She stated as much in the middle of the
bullpen." 


"She
did," Kate agreed as she walked in.  "She's also put out a
warrant for your arrest for attacking Abby." 


"Abby
was attacked?" Gibbs demanded.  Kate nodded. "She all
right?" 


"A
bit bruised but nothing too tragic.  Looked like a girl fight.  She
insisted it was Tony.  I told the officers responding it couldn't be, he
was here the whole time.  He had a whole floor of nurses to prove
that.  So they're checking but you'd better stay here."  Tony
nodded, sitting down again.  "The kid okay?" 


"Just
fine, Kate.  Anything else I should know?" 


"Yeah,
Abby thinks she's pregnant," she admitted. "The doctor's checking for
her.  She had a one-night comfort sex fling a few months ago and she
thinks it may have worked."  Tony smiled at that.  "She
said whoever attacked her didn't hit her in the stomach.  Just the face
and the chest.  Sprayed her with pepper spray in the eyes." 


"Her
stalker out?" Tony asked.  She shook her head. 
"Good.  That's one less lead they've got."  An officer
walked in.  "Is Abby all right?  We just heard." 


"She's
downstairs, sir.  She demanded to come here.  You've been *here* all
night?"  Tony hit the nurse's call.  "Ma'am, has he been
here all night?" 


"Oh,
yes.  He's been one very attentive young man on his stepson or
whatever."  That got a nod from Gibbs.  "He is?" 


"He's
a might-as-well-be father.  He's spent just as much time with him as I
have."  She smiled at that.  "I know DiNozzo didn't leave
his side, officer.  He hovers worse than I do." 


"There's
no way he could have snuck off?" 


"No,
we've checked on him about every hour," she pointed out.  "The
only time I didn't see him I heard him in the potty taking a break. 
Xander was giggling about him being a big boy too."  That got a smile
and Tony blushed at that.  "It is a natural function." 


"It
is.  Thank you for the juice earlier.  We shared."  He
looked at the officer.  "Abby is like my sister, Officer.  I'm
going to kill whoever hurt her.  I'll give you guys until this guy gets
out of here but then he's mine and I did homicide for years before joining
NCIS."  That got a quick nod and he left.  He looked at
Gibbs.  "Should I save you some?" 


"Please. 
Especially if she's pregnant.  Tom, can you watch them?"  That
got nod.  "Good.  Kate?"  She led him down to where
Abby was in the ER.  "Shit," he said, coming over to hug her. 


"Sir,
who are you!" the nurse demanded. 


"Her
boss."  He glared and she scurried off.  "Are you all
right?" 


"I'm
fine, Gibbs.  The doctor said the baby's okay too."  She put a
hand on his stomach.  "Since I heard you wanted to know." 


"I'll
get to worry about your health this time, young lady."  He kissed her
on the forehead.  "What happened?" 


"Someone
came up behind me and put a bag over my head.  Then they punched me a few
times.  The bag was ripped off and I got pepper sprayed," she said,
shrugging some. 


"Think
back," Kate ordered.  "Were the punches coming at a downward
angle or upward?  Or straight on?"  Abby closed her eyes and
moved her free hand.  "Straight on?"  Abby nodded. 
"So about your height.  You've seen the guys hit the heavy bag and
spar, right?"  She nodded.  "Did they hit like Tony, Gibbs,
or McGee?" 


"McGee. 
Definitely not a lot of strength like Gibbs hits or anger like when Tony hits
the heavy bag." 


"So
they weren't that strong?" the officer asked.  Abby considered it
then shrugged.  "Or they just weren't angry?" 


"No,
they were angry.  They were very angry. You know how you can feel if the
people around you are really mad even if you can't see them directly?" 
He nodded.  "I felt her being mad." 


"You
said her?" 


"Most
guys aren't my height and they hit harder.  Kate's right about
that."  She looked at Kate.  "Can we take the forensic
pictures to see if we can determine force?  I can do the algorithm myself
if I have to." 


"Are
you an investigator too?" the officer asked. 


"She's
our forensics expert," Gibbs told him.  "She is our lab." 


"Oh. 
Then she would probably know what to do."  He came in to take
pictures but Kate took the camera to do it, earning a small smile. 
"Sure, we can help you investigate, ma'am." 


Tony
stomped in and looked at her.  "Abby?"  She held up her
arms and he came over to hug her.  "You poor thing," he
cooed.  "I'm going to kill someone," he growled, looking at
her.  "Are you all right?  The baby?" 


"Is
a baby," she said happily. "They did an ultrasound."  
She let his hand rest on top of Gibbs' on her stomach.  "So we'll
have to be very careful of me." 


"I'll
make sure the bitch who beat you knows what they did," he promised.  She
nodded.  "I've got to get back to Xander but when you get up, you
come up with me."  She nodded and he headed back, still
growling.  The elevator got a new dent on the way up.  The nurse gave
him a look.  "Someone beat our teammate and his aunt.  I'm going
to kill." 


"Go
calm down before you scare the boy." 


Tony
looked at Xander.  "Someone hurt Abby.  Want to help me
search?"  Xander nodded.  "Good, we'll let you hit them too
if I can.  If your daddy and I leave them living."  He sat down
and pulled out his laptop, sending out a general 'abby's okay and pregnant'
notice to the whole team.  McGee sent back a 'why wouldn't she be' so he
told him.  He would be down in the ER within ten minutes.  Tony got
to work finding out where it happened and if there were any sources of video
nearby.  He smiled at Xander.  "Hmm, there's a traffic video
system near there."  He sent that information in a text message to
Gibbs, along with the fact that the restaurant she had been meeting McGee at
earlier had an ATM that might have caught something and was listed as having
surveillance video systems.  Gibbs sent back a 'kate went' and left it
there.  He smiled at Xander.  "We'll get to beat someone up very
soon." 


"Does
his father approve of that sentiment?" 


He
looked at her.  "They beat the woman who breastfed him." 
She shuddered.  "Abby's like a little sister to the team.  The
person who did it is a dead woman and Gibbs said to save him some." 
Xander giggled at that. "See?" 


"I
do.  That's fine then.  Just try to keep it down.  We do have a
few children with parents who put them in here." 


Tony
nodded. "I've busted my fair share of those as an officer and as
NCIS."  She smiled and nodded, leaving them alone after she checked
on Xander.  "I know you can't sleep in here, Xander.  Try anyway
please?" 


"Cuddle?"



"Sure." 
He put his laptop on the chair and plugged it in then carefully climbed up
behind him, letting Xander cuddle into his chest for now.  He smiled when
the boy snuggled in and got comfortable, one hand going onto his stomach under
his shirt.  It was only a few minutes before he was snoring in his little,
tiny way.  The nurse gave him an amused look. "Can you reload my
email?" he whispered.  She undid his very plain screensaver and
clicked on that icon.  He dug out his phone and paged Gibbs to come back
up.  "No one can sleep in here.  I know I can't." 


"It's
fine. You're not on his IV."  Gibbs stormed in and she pointed at the
laptop.  "He had me reload it." 


Gibbs
squatted down to read it then smirked at Tony.  "Thank you." 


"Not
the person I thought." 


"She
probably hired her.  He good?" 


"Couldn't
sleep." 


"Neither
can I."  He stroked over his son's head.  "Be a good boy
for Tony and I love you, Xander.  I'll be back in a few hours." 
Xander grumbled and grabbed his hand, holding it.  "I've got to help
Abby." 


"You
stay, she stay." 


"She'll
be up in a few minutes and you can cuddle her.  She's going to have a
baby."  He kissed him on the head.  "Nap on Tony and I'll
be very careful." 


Xander
blinked at him. "Uncle Tobby?" 


"Sure,
I'll take Uncle Tobias."  He smiled.  "You rest.  I'll
be safe and wear my vest."  Xander nodded and curled in again, going
back to sleep.  "Watch him." 


"Of
course.  Let me know."  Gibbs nodded and got free, heading out. 
He ran into McGee and Abby in the halls.  "Let her nap with Xander on
the bed.  Tony will watch them.  Grab your vest." 


"In
my car, boss."  He walked Abby in there and helped her and Tony
change spots.  Then he left them alone with Tony surfing online for more
information on their target. 


Tony
looked over when a nurse came in. "She got beaten pretty bad
earlier.  Xander's her favorite stepson." 


"That's
fine."  She checked his IV tubing then got the poor girl some tylenol
and an ice pack. 


***



"I
don't want it," Gibbs yelled, clearly heard all the way down from
MTAC.  "If you try to appoint me everyone's going to be just like
me.  I definitely do not want it."  He stormed out. 


McGee
looked at him.  "I agree, boss, the paperwork would drive you nuts
when you couldn't have Tony and Kate do it for you."  Gibbs glared at
him so he grinned back.  "They removed her?" 


"Pending
investigation of the assault on Abby.  Where is she?" 


"With
your son watching movies," Kate reminded him.  They're probably both
in her lap." 


"I
doubt DiNozzo is, Kate," he said dryly. 


"I
meant the other dog, Gibbs.  Not your personal bitch."  She got
back to work.  "Maybe they'll name Fornell, boss." 


He
walked off shuddering.  "I'm going for coffee!" 


"Sure,"
she agreed, typing that in an IM for the guys upstairs so they could
relax.  Former Director Morrow paused at the end of their row a few
minutes later.  "He huffed off for coffee like a girl on a PMS
snit." 


"At
least Xander isn't a girl," he said.  "Or we'd get to see what a
Gibbs with PMS was like."  Kate shuddered at that. 


McGee
pointed at Kate.  "It looks a lot like her when she was in
command."  Then he had to duck when she threw something hard at his
head. 


"You'd
better run," Kate vowed. 


Tony
walked off the elevator, looking at them. "Are we goofing off?" 


"No,"
Melissa said, continuing to type. 


"Why
not?  It's a paperwork day.  You're supposed to take regular breaks
so your mind doesn't turn to mush."  He sat behind his desk. 
"Abby and the dog have him." 


"Figured
she did," Kate agreed. "They'll be good for her today." 


"She
thought he and the dog were both in her lap." 


"Xander's
staring at her in awe like she's the only one who's ever given birth and he's
getting a sibling," Tony said dryly.  "The dog is in her lap and
he's chastising him about getting too close to his baby brother.  He and
Gibbs have to have a talk later." 


"Probably
true," Kate agreed dryly.  "Unfortunately he huffed off for
coffee." 


"It
happens.  He doesn't want command either." 


The
former director sighed and went up to talk to people.  Before Gibbs upset
everyone else in DC.  He heard the suggestion that Fornell could take it
and nearly whimpered for his poor agency.  Fortunately they decided to put
him in charge for a while until things got calmed down.  He went back down
and found Abby, Xander, and the dog downstairs waiting on Gibbs. 
"Problems at home?" 


"He
forgot to pay the power bill," Abby teased, hugging him.  "Hi,
Director Morrow." 


"Abby. 
It's good you're all right."  He looked her over.  "He
forgot to pay the power bill?"  Tony shook his head, taking his
cellphone off. 


"Big
boomie outside," Xander said, then he giggled.  "Doggy
jump." 


"That
can happen," he soothed, smiling at him. "I haven't seen you since I
left, young man.  You weren't even crawling then."  Xander
grinned at him.  "I gave you a ring of keys."  Xander
hugged him for that.  The dog sniffed him and then went to sniff the
others, stopping to sit next to Melissa. 


"Oh,
really?" Abby asked. 


"My
neighbor," she promised.  "I swear it is." 


McGee
looked over. "That's my old desk and there's cocaine residue inside it
somewhere we could never find.  Good boy, Percy."  He pulled out
a ball and threw it, making the dog and the boy chase after it to play. 
Abby got down to help. 


Tony
smiled at him then at Melissa.  "You're taking one anyway, just in
case." 


"That
way no one can piss off Gibbs by asking him if you've taken one," Kate
warned. 


"I'll
volunteer," she agreed, going to do that.  HR knew about her desk so
they could rush it for her. 


Gibbs
came back and looked at the empty desk. 


"Percy
sat down at it, boss.  She went to volunteer for a test, just in
case," McGee offered. "Director Morrow just sent out a system wide
email that he was in charge while the former director was under
investigation.  Abby has Xander and the dog down in the morgue right now
with Ducky because a transformer blew by Tony's house." 


Gibbs
looked at him.  "Why?" 


"Stupid
neighbor that you said was going to hit his house some day.  He hit the
pole and the pole hit his car, the transformer blew on his roof and
trunk.  Total wreck.  They said I'll have power later today when they
get the new pole up." 


"Good. 
We still welcome at your place?" 


"Hell
yes.  Morrow said he wanted to see you but it wasn't immediate, said to
make you calm down first." 


"I
am calm."  He headed up there, finding him in MTAC talking to the
same person he had  yelled at earlier.  He sat down and looked at his
boss.  "You needed me?" 


"Apologize
for yelling." 


"You
wanted me to take command of this mess." 


"I'm
not sure anymore.  Especially with the fit you threw."  Gibbs
gave him a look and his boss coughed.  "You're right, you're not
right for the job." 


"Thank
you, sir, for that spot of reason.  Anything else?  If not, my son's
here due to a transformer being blown at DiNozzo's house." 



"I
heard.  The responders blocked my secretary from coming back from her
doctor's appointment on time.  Go."  Gibbs went back
downstairs.  "I forgot what a hothead he could be." 


"Only
when you try to rearrange things on him," Tony said as he walked in. 
"Never, ever rearrange his bathroom on him."  He handed the
director something.  "The guard on her door just burst in and found
her gone, Director.  She left that." 


The
director read it then let a tech take it to fax it over.  "Looks like
she wasn't going to be blamed for the actions of others."  She looked
at DiNozzo.  "Trying to blame you again." 


"Yes,
but if I was going to beat anyone, it certainly wouldn't be Abby since she wanted
me to be the donor for her child."  They both gaped.  "She
was going to try a treatment this morning actually."  That got a
deeper stare from the new director.  He nodded.  "I love Abby
like my sister.  Of course I'd help her.  McGee and I were both on
that detail if they wouldn't take me due to the plague I had.  Fortunately
I had some in storage."  He looked at the SecNav, who was still
staring in horror.  "What?  I'm allowed to procreate." 


"Please
don't," he said weakly.  "Please?"  Tony glared and it
was nearly as bad as Gibbs' by the way he flinched.  "Um, sorry,
forgot myself for a minute, Special Agent DiNozzo." 


"For
that I want a damn good raise this year, sir."  He glared at the new
director too then stomped off.  "Abby, the SecNav said you can't have
my kid."  She stomped up there to go correct him and let him know how
bad his world was going to be.  Gibbs was snickering at his desk.
"Seriously.  Gave me a horrified look when I mentioned that it was my
sample Abby was doing today.  He begged me not to breed, boss.  I'm
expecting a good raise this year." 


"I
would too." 


Xander
came bouncing over with the dog right behind him.  "You have
baby?" 


"I
was going to help Abby have hers." 


"Cool!" 
He ran off again, going to bother Kate.  He was babbling at high speed
about all the fun he was going to have with Abby's baby when it was born. 


"Son,
that's her baby, not ours," Gibbs said.  "He'll be like a cousin
you see a lot but he's not going to live with us.  He's going to live with
Abby and visit us."  Xander pouted.  "No, son.  We're
only going to get him to live with us if something happens to Abby. 
That'll be her baby.  Just like you're mine." 


"Then
why do we live with Tony if he's not ours?" 


Gibbs
looked at his son.  "You're very smart, son.  But you're still a
smart ass."  Tony giggled at that.  "We're living with him
because we're making sure there's no more snakes at home." 


"Oh,
okay.  So why can't we live with Abby and her baby?" 


"Because
Abby sleeps in a very uncomfortable coffin," Tony told him, giving him a
look. "You will get to see the baby a lot because I think she's planning
on hiring the same nanny as you have."  Xander beamed at that.
"Since you're such a big boy you don't need as much care anymore so you'll
get to share him and teach him things." 


"Cool." 
He bounced over to hug him again and Tony handed him a piece of candy, making
him smile before bouncing off to hug his father and then going to hug Abby
again.  He loved his auntie more than ever now. 


"She
is?" 


"She
was the last time I knew," Tony admitted. 


"I
wouldn't mind.  It'd be as close as a sibling to Xander." 


"Being
an only child can suck," Tony agreed.  "Though I'd hate to see
what a sibling would've turned out like in my family." 


"In
a bubble," Gibbs assured him. 


"Probably
true.  Wearing all white so they could bleach it and everything else
around them." 


"Your
mother had problems with germs?" McGee asked. 


"Oh,
you could say that," Tony said dryly.  "My mother fired a nanny
for letting me go outside to play once.  For agreeing I should be allowed
contact with other children who might have germs." 


"Oooh. 
Sorry." 


"She's
been gone for a while," he said dryly.  "It's all better. 
I got over my germ thing when I was in the frat house.  Kinda hard to be
worried about germs when you're more worried about other stuff that may be
laying around." 


"Eww,"
Kate said.  "More than I ever needed to know, Tony." 


"It's
true.  Not like college boys are that clean." 


"I
don't want to think about that either," Gibbs ordered. 


"Sure,
boss."  He got back to his email, looking around.  "Did
they head back downstairs?"  McGee flipped windows on his monitor and
nodded.  "Morgue?" 


"Yup. 
Xander's having Percy sniff a body for Ducky."  Gibbs moaned and went
to save the poor body from his son and dog. 


Tony
just grinned.  He loved Xander when he was in a bouncy mood. 


***



Xander
looked at his eggs a few weeks later then at his father.  "Are we
eating almost baby chickens?" 


"No,"
Tony said slowly, thinking a lot faster.  "Chickens who put out eggs
are kept away from roosters so they can't make baby chickens.  If they've
been near a rooster we don't get them.  These are the extra eggs that they
had to shed because the rooster wasn't helping them make baby chickens." 


"So
we're eating chicken girl issues?" 


Gibbs
considered that then nodded.  "Sort of.  I'm still eating eggs,
son." 


Xander
looked at him.  "Do chickens have PMS like Auntie Kate if we eat
chicken periods?" 


Tony
choked at that and moved his plate aside.  "More coffee, boss?" 


"No,
that's all right."  He looked at his son.  "Eggs aren't
quite like women's period's son.  They don't cramp or bleed when they lay
eggs." 


"Oh. 
That's good."  He smiled at that.  "But it's still the same
thing?" 


"A
lot alike but we're still eating eggs.  Finish breakfast and you can have
eggos tomorrow."  His son had thrown an abbreviated tantrum to get
eggos this morning.  Abbreviated because the glare still worked on his
son. 


"Shoot,"
Xander muttered, but he dug back in.  "I think I found a
feather." 


"Only
if you're sprouting," Tony said plainly.  Xander ducked his head and
finished his breakfast.   He got him cleaned up and ready for
preschool, taking him over there for the day.  "Who told him eggs
were like chickens' periods?" he asked the keeper quietly. 


"We
watched a tape yesterday on chickens," she offered.  "I don't
think anyone made that suggestion.  Then again, Xander is a very smart
little boy." 


He
just nodded. "Let us know if he infects more of them please.  He came
up with that question over breakfast."  He walked out, heading back
to the car.  He went back home and inside.  "Your son is
brilliant," he called. 


"Why?"
Gibbs asked when he came into the kitchen again and went to make a different
breakfast. 


"They
watched a tape yesterday on chicken and eggs. She said he made the leap himself
probably.  She looked real confused when I asked her who compared eggs to
periods." 


"I'm
sure another parent will complain tonight then," he sighed, shaking his
head. 


***



Year
Five 


****



Tony
was wheeled into the house by Gibbs, and gently helped onto the couch. 
"Where's the son?" 


"School. 
That thing that makes him hate others."  He looked at him. "You
all right?" 


"No. 
I wish like hell painkillers worked better on me," he admitted
dryly.  "I'll even beg if you knock me out." 


"I'll
go get the kid.  You nap for the next hour or so."  Tony let out
a bitter sounding snort.  "Try."  He left, leaving the
wheelchair there.  Though he heard Tony kick it and knock something
over.  He was not taking this whole back injury problem of his very well
at the moment.  He checked his watch.  If he hurried he could pick
Xander up before he got onto the bus.  Then again, he still drove like he
was in pursuit so he got there in plenty of time to hear the last bell of the
day.  His whistle made a few kids look up and Xander ran over to hug
him.  "Have a bad day?" 


"My
teacher sucks.  Can't you shoot her?" 


"No,
son." 


"Can
I shoot her?" 


"No,
son." 


"Crap. 
The principal said she wanted to talk to you.  I have a note saying you
had to come tomorrow." 


"That's
fine, we can do that."  He walked him inside to the office, nodding
at the secretary.  She called the principal and she came out. 
"You wanted to see me?" 


"I
think we should talk, yes."  She let them into her office, closing
the door behind her.  "Your son has been expressing some violent
tendencies lately, Mr. Gibbs." 


"That's
Special Agent Gibbs," Xander said, glaring at her.  "Be
nicer." 


"Xander,"
Gibbs warned.  Xander slumped down.  "What did the woman do to
him this time?" 


"Told
him to quit calling her names in Italian, again." 


He
looked at his son.  "Were you?" 


"No,
I was talking to the new girl about her braid and warning her to watch out for
the cranky thing.  She's being mean to me because I can speak more than
one language." 


He
looked at the principal.  "She does want him to speak only english in
her classroom." 


"The
new girl speaks Italian too," Xander defended. "Plus I speak some Spanish
and that's a good thing.   Uncle Ducky's teaching me French and
Auntie Abby is teaching me some Creole." 


"I
think it is," Gibbs agreed. "Then again, she is teaching you in
English." 


"Which
I'm good in," Xander pointed out. 


"You
are," the principal agreed, smiling at him. "We encourage your son to
learn more languages but she does want him to only use his native one in the
classroom.  I'm sure you can understand how that can be?" 


"I
was explaining things during math," Xander complained.  "We were
even in the corner being quiet." 


"Does
this teacher perhaps have a problem with foreign students?" 


"Perhaps,"
she admitted, "but that shouldn't impact Xander." 


"Then
apparently she can't tell very easily."  That got a nod. "Can we
switch him and the other poor children she's tormenting out of her class?"



"She's
the only kindergarten teacher we have here, Special Agent Gibbs." 


"Can't
Tony teach me?" Xander whined.  "He makes it fun." 


"He's
not qualified to home school you," Gibbs reminded him, again.  They'd
had this argument a few times in the month he'd been in kindergarten. 
"What did you threaten to do to her today?"  Xander said
something in Spanish, making Gibbs smack him on the head.  "Should
you do that you'll be in deep crap, son." 


"Yes,
daddy." 


"Thank
you."  He looked at her.  "She's holding my son back."



"I'm
stupid at math," Xander protested.  His father glared at him and he
shrank down.  "She said I am." 


"Then
she's in deep shit," Gibbs noted.  The principal shuddered at his
glare and shrank back too.  "Fix it, lady." 


"I'm
trying but we do need your help." 


"I
was a sniper in the service, I'm sure I can do that," he offered. 


"Perhaps
Xander should go to a better school.  One that has more emphasis on other
forms of education.  He seems to prefer hands on learning and
languages." 


"He
does.  We'll see.  He'll be home tomorrow since we just got Tony back
from the hospital." 


"Cool. 
Movies.  Maybe he can do another history lesson." 


"Maybe,"
he sighed.  "Let's go."  His son followed him, letting him
yell once he got in the car.  He came home and found Tony ordering a new
tv since his was now broken.  "Did you throw the wheelchair?" 


"No,
I threw the glass vase," he said absently, hugging Xander. 
"Want bigger or smaller?" 


"Bigger."



"Bigger
it is."  He clicked on that and ordered it then looked at
Gibbs.  "Let me guess, the teacher's a paranoid bitch about immigrant
students bringing down her test score average?" 


"Yes
and quit swearing." 


Tony
looked at him. "There's three really good schools in the city and we'll
look at all of them."  Xander hugged him.  "But it means
you might have to wear a uniform." 


"Icky
ones?" 


"In
one case yes.  We'll go see tomorrow while Daddy works." 


"Can
you drive?" 


"Of
course I can." 


"No,"
Gibbs overrode.  "You can't.  Your doctor said you can barely
feel your feet; that means you can't drive, DiNozzo." 


"Daddy,
hush.  Belief in yourself is important.  You and Auntie Abby told me
that." 


"We
did but in this case it's dangerous." 


"We
can cab," Tony promised. 


Gibbs
gave a pointed look at the wheelchair and found Tony searching around for his
gun.  "I hid it after you pulled one on the nurse."  Tony
groaned.  "We can look later this week when you've had a chance to
sleep again since you haven't slept in the last week due to the hospital being
noisy." 


"Could
like that idea," Tony agreed.  He yawned and settled into the
comfortable couch.  Xander cuddled him like he used to when he was
younger, and it was a good thing.  "Get dinner?" he mumbled as
he fell asleep. 


Gibbs
nodded.  "Of course."  He went to find the sticky thing to
clean up the glass mess.  He hated the sticky pads but it did work better
on tiny pieces of glass.  He was even nice enough to let the delivery guys
in when they brought in the extra large tv.  "I've seen movie screens
smaller than that thing." 


"So
have we," one guy admitted.  "Mr. DiNozzo?"  Gibbs
pointing at the sleeping duo.  "Ah.  Sign please?" 
Gibbs signed and that got a nod so they set it up and took the broken one with
them.  Gibbs shook his head, going to start on dinner while he called Abby
to warn her Tony was still cranky. 


***



Tony
looked at the perspective headmistresses he had on video conferencing. 
"We are here to talk about the last DiNozzo heir, ladies.  His name is
Xander."  That got some smiles. "He soaks up languages, which
put him in trouble with the immigrant-unfriendly one in the public school his
other father sent him to.  He does have some problems with math but has a
better understanding if it's shown to him in a practical manner.  He has
adopted my love of movies as well.  Now, what can you offer him?" 


"Our
curriculum isn't very hands on," one of them said.  "It's quite
traditional, dating back to the English traditions." 


Xander
looked over Tony's shoulder. "Would I get recess and play time? I'm only
in kindergarten." 


"There
is a recess but there's not much play time, young man.  You can play at
home after your homework is done."  Xander reached over to shut her
picture off. 


Tony
looked at him.  "That was impolite.  You'll write her a letter
of apology."  Xander sighed but went to type one out.  It was
better than his handwriting.  "Sorry about that.   He is
only five and a half." 


"We
offer some hands-on projects, but we are mostly a traditionally based system,"
the one on the right offered.  "I'm not sure he could handle it plus
you work on the other side of the city from us, Mr. DiNozzo." 


"I'm
on injury leave at the moment.  Someone shot me in the lower
back."  That got a wince and a hiss from the one on the left. 
"Exactly.  So we're working on the driving thing.  That is a
consideration.  What about your school, madam?" 


"We
are mostly project based, Tony, as we told you last time."  Xander
came back to listen.  "We also do block learning.  He'll have
five classes a term but he'll only take three a day.  He'll have recess
after the first, a late lunch after the second, and then the third which is a
longer one." 


"That
sounds good," Xander told her, popping up again.  Both women
smiled.  "Uncle Tony and Dora taught me how to speak Italian and some
Spanish." 


"Dora? 
Is she the housekeeper?" 


"Daddy
threw a fit when I said we should get one to clean up after me," he said
grimly.  "She's a cartoon." 


"I've
seen that one," the other headmistress agreed happily.  "It's
made quite a lot of our students bilingual.   How much is a bit of
Spanish?" 


"About
his age range," Tony admitted.  "He's better in Italian because
now and then I say things in it he shouldn't hear.  I'm learning Russian
now to keep ahead of him since he's got two other relatives teaching him French
and Creole."  That got a laugh. 


"Where's
Russia?" 


"Remember
James Bond yesterday?"  Xander nodded.  "There.  The
top of Europe over to Asia." 


"Oh. 
The big pink country on the map?"   The headmistress on the
right nodded.  "Would your school teach me that stuff?" 


"We
would but it is still more like your last one."  He grimaced at that.
"I do believe the other school would be a better fit, Mr. DiNozzo. 
From what Xander's said it sounds like he'd like their format better and learn
easier from it." 


"Okay. 
Thank you for your time, ma'am." 


"You're
welcome and do pass us on." 


"Oh,
I will.  Our forensic's tech has a son who's three now," he said
happily. "We're both working on him."  That got a smile and she
hung up.  "When can we schedule a time to come out and visit?" 


"You
could come out any afternoon this week.  I know his other father still
works?"  Tony nodded. "Then that would accommodate his work
schedule." 


"He
can ditch an afternoon for this," Tony promised.  "I'll have him
call to set up a time."  That got a nod and she hung up as
well.  Tony kissed Xander on the temple.  "Apology letter."



"Why
does everyone think you and Daddy are together if you won't kiss him?" 


"Because
we're very close and we live together sometimes.  That started with the
evil director.  She spread that rumor and my mommy decided it was true,
which makes you the last DiNozzo heir."  Xander grinned and went back
to his letter of apology for being rude.  Tony watched him for a minute
then dialed into McGee's desk, making him jump and squeak, then grab his
chest.  "Sorry.  Had the sound turned off?" 


"Gibbs
said so.  What's happened?  Are you okay?" 


"I'm
fine.  Tell the grumpy one that his son's got an interview and meeting any
day this week he can free up an afternoon for.  They're project based,
they're downtown, they like him learning languages, and Xander got along well
with her on the video conferencing.  Much better than the one he hung up
on."  That got a grin and McGee made the note.  "But I do
have one in mind for Abby's son."  He hung up with a wiggle of his
fingers, then put his laptop aside so he could unfreeze his movie and get back
to it.  "I love my TIVO."  Xander giggled and came back
out.  "Letter.  Print it and let me read it."  Xander
sighed and went back to it, bringing out a copy and a pen.  Tony went over
it sentence by sentence with him so it sounded better.  Xander went back
to make the corrections and then brought out another copy. "Good
job.  Sign it, look up her address, and stick a stamp on it." 
Xander went to do that.  The phone rang and he used his unneeded cane to
pull it over.  "What?" he asked.  "No, I had to bend a
bit to get the phone.  Xander's finishing an apology letter for hanging up
on someone, Gibbs.  Why?"  He smiled.  "Good
school.  Like my mother wanted.  Yes, that sort of good school. 
Because I'm sending him there even if you don't like it, Gibbs.  Then you
can pay me back some year.  Do I care?" he asked dryly. 
"You'd rather I waste it all on U-bags and movies?"  He hung up
on the spluttering.  "Good.  Glad he saw sense." 


***



Gibbs
hung up the phone.  "We need to get Tony back to work." 


Melissa
looked at him. "He gets the other part of his inheritance this year,
Gibbs.  He might not want to go to work again." 


"He
does.  He's going insane.  He just said Xander's going to the school
he picked out even if I didn't like it." 


"Tony
probably picked out a very good school," Melissa told him.  "He seems
to know what Xander needs that way and he's sure to pick out somewhere that
they won't make fun of Xander for speaking three languages like his last one
did.  Or call him stupid." 


"That
doesn't mean he should smart off that way." 


Melissa
looked at him.  "Gibbs, Tony is lonely.  It's not like he thinks
he can date this way and he feels what any of us feel after a catastrophic
injury, like he's less than he was before. Take your man out on a date! 
It'll make you both feel better." 


"We're
still not together." 


She
snorted. "And I'm the queen of glam fashion, Gibbs!  Get a
clue!"  She got up and walked off shaking her head, going to complain
to Ducky, who backed her up on this point  all the time. 


"I
thought Kate was mouthy before she retired, boss," McGee quipped. 


"Back
to work." 


"Yes,
boss."  He got back to work, handing over the note Tony had made him
make.  Then he sent over the video capture of the call.  Gibbs moaned
and shook his head.  "He's going to pick a great school, Gibbs. 
You know he's doing for Xander what wasn't done for him." 


"That's
what worries me.  The high drug rate at those places." 


"Gibbs,
your son is hyper but he's got it under control most days.  This place
might be able to help him with that without drugs.  Especially if they let
him do *things* instead of sitting there staring at a teacher for hours on
end." 


"Point." 
He got back to work, considering it in his mind.   He'd talk to Tony
tonight when he got home.  That thought made him pause.  Since when
did DiNozzo's house become home?  He had his own home he never saw
anymore.  Now he understood why DiNozzo used to joke about not being his
wife because he was missing out on some of the fringe benefits.  He felt
the same way. He shook his head to clear that thought for later tonight. When
he was alone and his son was in bed. 


***



Tony
wheeled himself around the halls, letting Xander walk beside him. 
"These are really good murals," he said, smiling at them. 


"One
of our former students did those.  Though there is one room where some of
the parents give odd looks.  Apparently they never got along so he painted
a rather large bear trying to frighten a human figure."  Tony
snickered at that.  "Do you have any idea where his father
is?"  Tony flipped open his phone and pointed.  "Ah, he
slipped past us." 


"He
is up the hall, Xander.  Go search out the big idiot."  Xander
ran off to find him, finding his father watching a class from a hidden
room.  They both rolled in there.  "First grade?" he
guessed. 


"It
is."  She smiled and shook his hand.  "I'm Headmistress
Kristina Sommers, Mr. Gibbs.  Welcome to my school."  She smiled
down at Xander.  "I think you'll fit in here very well, Xander."



"He
loved the kindergarten class when we peeked in," Tony agreed. 
"We had to yank him out of there to finish the tour."  Gibbs
looked at him.  "He did." 


"I'm
impressed we picked the same school." 


"Why? 
I know what I was looking for.  Not like I was going to send him somewhere
like Nottingham." 


"I've
heard about them," the headmistress admitted. 


"I
went to schools like that." 


"Ah. 
No wonder Xander is going to be friendlier place."  Tony nodded.
"What haven't you seen yet, Mr. Gibbs?" 


"The
cost." 


"My
grandmother's trust is for that," Tony said patiently.  "Xander,
do you want to go here?" 


Xander
bounced on the balls of his feet.  "Please, Daddy?  I'll be a
super good boy and the teacher thought it was great I could already speak
languages.  She said we'd get to work on that during school hours
even.  Please?" 


"It's
how much a semester?" Gibbs asked again. 


"Four
thousand."  Gibbs winced at that. 


"To
put that into perspective, the one I attended kindergarten at was seventeen
thousand a  year, Gibbs, and that was in back then money, now it's closer
to twenty-five a year.  My parents wanted me to help you pay for his
education.  I will." 


"I
can...." 


Tony
glared at him and then smiled sweetly at the headmistress.  "We'll
talk tonight." 


"Daddy,"
Xander begged.  "Please don't make me go back where they called me
stupid?" 


"Oh,
you're not," he promised.  "I'm not sure if we can afford this
without Tony." 


"Gibbs,
shut up," Tony said bluntly.  "It was written in the wills; I'll
lose everything if I don't, and even if I was forced not to you'd still get
help for his education from me, so just shut up and suck it up this time. 
He's going here.  He loves it here.  I'm paying for him to go here
and if you don't like it I'm filing for custody."  Gibbs glared back. 
"Now fill out the paperwork." 


"I'm
not your wife.  The same as you're not his mother." 


Xander
coughed. "Daddy, remember when I was younger and we had that talk about
wrists?"  Gibbs glared at him and he stared back.  "As
Uncle Ducky says, perhaps we should revisit that topic?" 


"Grounded,"
Tony said immediately. 


"Yes,
Daddy Tony."  He sighed and looked at the headmistress. 
"Can I bonk him on the head?" 


"It's
not considered polite."  She watched the two men stare at each other
until Gibbs finally bopped Tony on the head.  "Gentlemen." 


"He
does it at work too," Xander assured her, walking her off.  "Can
I go back to my classroom?" 


"If
you want."  She smiled.  "Do remember, Mr. Gibbs, this is
also a tax deduction."  She led him off. 


"I
can't afford here, Tony," he said quietly. 


"I
can." 


"He's
not your son." 


"My
mother put him into her will as her grandchild and only other heir.  That
makes him a DiNozzo by adoption at the very least.  I will literally lose
everything if I don't help you pay for it.  Also, you're not thinking,
boss.  Xander *loves* this place.  He nearly threw a fit when we
tried to get him to leave the kindergarten room the last time." 
Jethro groaned.  "Please, Jethro.  It's good for him and he
loves it here.  The teacher even explained math to him in a way he got the
first time.  There's only sixteen kids in his class.  The teacher's a
nice and good guy who has time to help Xander when he needs it and they're
doing projects based on animals this year." 


"I'd
still have to sell the house." 


"Gibbs,
are you going to go back there?" Tony asked bluntly.  "And no
you don't.  I told you I'm supposed to pay for all of his education."



"He's
still not your son." 


Tony
looked at him.  "Your choices are me paying for this, me paying for
this behind your back, or me paying for this behind your back and having a
child of my own to torment you with and making him Xander's little brother or
sister." 


"I
thought you had adopted baby Malaki as yours," he said dryly. 


"He
might be mine I have no idea.  Abby is thinking about a second one,
boss."  He shook his head.  The pregnancy had been hard on
her.  "So, am I paying for his schooling openly or not?" 


"Fine. 
I'll let you pay half.  Even divorced couples only have to pay half."



"Actually
one parent usually gets stuck with all the education and the other with the
afterschool activities.  Now, our son just went back to his classroom so
maybe we should watch in there?  Before we give the poor first graders a
few more lessons they shouldn't have?" 


"I
was told it was sound proofed." 


"Good.
This way."  He turned the chair around carefully but Gibbs did it for
him. "Hey!" 


"Let
me steer.  You probably can't even feel your hands, DiNozzo." 
He wheeled where Tony pointed, finding his son playing with two kids, which he
never did at his other school, and a few others giving him wary looks. 
"Son?"  His son pouted at him.  "What's going
on?" 


"I'm
going here." 


"You
are.  You'll start Monday," Tony agreed.  Xander rushed over to
hug him as hard as he could.  The teacher smiled. "This is his other
father, Special Agent Leroy Jethro Gibbs." 


"Ah,
a pleasure to meet you.  He spoke highly of you when I asked what you
did." 


"What
did he say I do?" 


"You
make people sorry for being bad people and hurting others."  That got
a small smile and a nod.  "Plus that you had half of DC scared when
you didn't have any coffee in your hand." 


"Now
and then," Gibbs agreed.  He looked at his son. 


"You
do." 


"You
kinda do, Gibbs," Tony agreed.  "Okay, let's go back to the
office so we can fill out the forms, young man, then we'll see what else we
have to buy." 


"Do
we have to?  Shopping is for girls!" he complained but he did let
Tony wheel him out after waving at the kids.  "See you guys
Monday."  He snuggled into the welcoming lap.  "I like it
here." 


"They
like you," Tony agreed, smiling at him. He looked at the
headmistress.  "Did you need the payment today or do I have time to
set up an auto payment out of my trust?" 


"I
really should have it today," she admitted.  "Plus we do have
some paperwork and board approval must be gotten.  That shouldn't take too
long.  Does he have any violence notes in his files from the other
place?" 


"That
he may," Gibbs admitted.  "He and his teacher there got into it
often because Xander can speak some in multiple languages.  I know he was
helping another young lady in her native Italian during a math lesson they were
both struggling with and she claimed he had threatened her in it." 


"Ah. 
I know that teacher.  It may be in there but I'm sure we can get over that
objection."  She glanced at Tony, who nodded. 


"Why
do I think a bribe was just paid?" Gibbs asked. 


"Occasionally
the board needs a shove, boss." 


"You
two work together as well?" she asked. 


"Only
if I get out of this chair." 


"I
understand." 


"He's
been my senior field agent for years," Gibbs admitted.  "Plus
the nanny."  Tony gave him a cool look.  If they had been
married it was a 'go sleep on the couch' look. 


"Tony's
mommy was kinda funny in the head," Xander told her, looking over Tony's
shoulder. Tony pulled out his phone and deposited him on the ground before
rolling off for a minute into the bathroom.  "She decided daddy and
Tony were together and made me the heir since I was the only grandchild she was
getting.  But it's kinda neat because Daddy Tony's better at some things
than Daddy is because Daddy doesn't always understand people.  Daddy Tony
explains people things to me and Daddy does all the other stuff." 


"I
try," Gibbs reminded his son. 


"I
know, Daddy, but sometimes those people things slip by you.  Like how
Daddy Tony used to sleep at his desk all the time during the long cases. 
Or how Uncle Ducky said it was his loyalty to you that made everyone think that
you were together back then."  Tony came out of the bathroom looking
calm and collected.  "Besides, if I didn't have Daddy Tony you'd have
shot yourself years ago when I was teething.  You told him that." 


"I
did," he agreed. "But you were supposed to be asleep when I said
that." 


"So
was he," Xander agreed with a giggle and running off after the
headmistress. 


"I
heard you say that too, boss.  Abby said his record with the school board
is clean." 


"Really?"



"Really. 
Only the one detention for mouthing off to the teacher that first
day."  Gibbs looked at him and Tony smiled back.  "She's
also checked into her license and said it's not very steady at the
moment.  Apparently the Major's sister is watching his daughter, his
little Italian speaking friend, and she threw a holy fit on the school about
the teacher." 


"Good. 
Which one?" he asked quietly.  Tony just gave him a look and turned
his chair around.  "We'll be talking about this later, DiNozzo."



"Of
course you will.  I'll be watching movies and seeing what we need to
buy."  He rolled into the office.  "Sorry, thought I'd
check to make sure.  His records have one detention on them and the last
teacher has more complaints than ours against her." 


"The
records I asked for the other day confirm that," she agreed.  Gibbs
blinked at that so she smiled at him.  "They didn't include any of
the threats as more than a personal note from the principal and yes, she did
say he had threatened the teacher but no she wasn't including it because she
knew it was prejudice-based." 


"They
have the daughter of a Major who had been stationed in Italy for a while on a
joint project.  He's deployed somewhere so her aunt, who is a
Congressional Aide, has her.  The old teacher has been heard about by the
education committee."  That got an understanding smile. 
"So, can we get him approved today?" 


"I've
already faxed over what we had and how much he loved the kindergarten
classes.  I did not tell them that you were a gay family because one
member of the board would have vetoed you immediately."  That got a
nod.  "I also fudged a little on Gibbs' job, stating him as second in
command in the agency." 


"Actually
it's more like fourth but true," Gibbs admitted.  "They tried to
hand it to me too." 


"Which
is why half the city is still ducking when they see him," Tony offered.
Xander giggled.  "He sounded like you when I made you quit feeding
the dog your spinach the other night."  They looked at the fax as it
spit out something and she got it, giggling.  "They corrected a
point?" 


"They
said you're a very cute couple, they knew you were a couple, and Gibbs is third
in command, not second."  She handed it over.  Then she dug out
more paperwork, making Xander happy.  "Let's see what we still need,
boys."  They sat down to work on it with her. Then they went home to
celebrate with little Malaki the Futurely Evil Genius as his Mommy and Uncle
Tony called him. 


***



Gibbs
looked at Tony.  "I can swing his education costs," he said
quietly. 


Tony
hefted the vase beside his hand.  "Don't make me use this,
boss." 


"You
wouldn't."  Tony threw it at his head and glared at him when he
ducked.  "Okay, so you would.  What was that for?" 


"For
you being an asshole.  No one's ever told you this before but shut up and
get over it."  He went back to watching the news. 


Gibbs
calmed himself.  Xander was in bed.  "You know he's not
yours." 


"Not
this again," he complained.  "Gibbs, shut up.  Just shut up
before I shoot you and bury you somewhere you'll be eaten by wild
animals.  I'd hate to do that to Xander but I will at the moment." 


"Want
your pain killers and sedative?" he asked dryly. 


"Well,
yes, but I'd do it anyway."  He went back to watching the news on the
trial about where he got shot.  "Who was testifying today?" 


"Ducky."



"When
is it my privilege?" 


"Tuesday
they think.  I'll help you get dressed." 


"I'm
not helpless," he growled. 


"No,
you're injured.  You're not helpless."  Now he was starting to
see the problem his son had pulled him outside after dinner to talk
about.  "I don't think you've been helpless since you were Xander's
age."  Tony snorted at that.  He shifted closer. 
"You're not.  Right now you're impaired but they said it'll get
better." 


"I
still can't feel my feet." 


"They
said that'll come back with work, Tony." 


"Which
they won't let me do.  What?" he demanded.  "Did they just
say his charges had been dropped?" 


Gibbs
called Ducky.  "How did court go today?"  He
listened.  Then he shook his head. "Mistrial." 


"Why?"
he demanded. 


"The
guy stood up and corrected him about the type of weapon he had shot you
with.  Have them call me tonight, Ducky.  Thank you."  He
hung up.  "The judge declared it a mistrial." 


"Where
I come from, that's a confession." 


"Me
too.  Idiot judge," he soothed.  He called Morrow. 
"Is there protection on Tony's house?  Is he free?"  He
nodded once. Then he groaned.  "If he comes here you're going to need
another team.  Thank you."  He hung up.  "He got bail
when he was rearrested.  We have Fornell's boys coming this way," he
said calmly. 


Tony
looked at him.  "I'm not the dog, Gibbs, quit talking down to
me.  It's my legs that aren't working right, not my head.  Now,
where's my weapon?" 


"Under
the couch."  He got it and handed it over.  "You sure you
want that?" 


"Yup,
very."  He checked it over. "Clip?" 


"It
was in there." 


"It's
not now."  He let him see it.  Gibbs got down to look then shook
his head. "Yours?" 


"Has
been on me all day," he said, going to get it from his bedroom.  They
used the same make of gun so he brought Tony his spare clip, prefilled. 
"Here." 


"Thank
you."  He checked it then slid it in halfway.  Something was in
the way so he looked then groaned.  "Xander hates bubble gum,
right?"  Gibbs nodded, they both knew he said it turned to glue
tasting after a few minutes. Tony showed him the inside of the clip holder.
Gum.  A big wad of gum.  "It wasn't Mal." 


Gibbs
called Fornell directly.  "Come to DiNozzo's right now.  I
heard.  His gun was tampered with.  Gum.  Xander doesn't chew
gum and Abby doesn't allow Mal any either.  Now.  Yes, I'm here and
so is the son.  Now, right now, Fornell."  He hung up and looked
at him.  "We'll protect you.  You know that." 


"Get
me another gun please?" 


"You
have another gun?" 


"I
have one in my sock drawer."  Gibbs nodded and went to check the
house before getting it, making sure everything was locked up tightly. 
While he was gone he called Morrow. "Why wasn't I told?" he asked
bluntly but quietly.  "Do I sound like I'm freaking out now,
Director?  Gee, I don't know.  Who would have put gum into my
gun," he said bitterly.  "Again, it's my legs that don't work,
not my head.  And I'm still the damn victim of his, Director," he
said a bit more forcefully.  "I should have been told with the
others.  Even if you thought Ducky would, he didn't!" he
snapped.  He calmed himself.  Anger was not going to help. 
"Director, do not make me get angry tonight," he warned. 
"You will not like the consequences.  Now, why wasn't I told?" 
He smirked at that.  "Really?  Because he had to call Ducky to
find that out.  You wanna try that again?"  He tapped a
foot.  "Good.  I'm glad.  We'll be talking
tomorrow."  He hung up and turned around on the couch, finding
someone in a mask standing there.  "And you would be?" 


"Your
worst nightmare," he sneered. 


"No,
that's Gibbs sprouting a second head to scream at me.  He sounds like Kate
with PMS.  Now, again, you would be?" he demanded.  The man
snickered.  Tony slowly got up.  "I'd quit now." 


"You're
too damn pitiful..." Tony pounced and started to hit him, no matter what
he did to block it. 


"DiNozzo!"
Gibbs yelled, coming down the stairs.  He had to pause to look at what was
going on before pulling him off but oh well.  Sucks to be the criminal in
this case.  He pulled off his hood.  "Huh.  Not
him."   He sat Tony down in a chair.  "Are you
stupid!" he demanded. 


"No. 
Where was he?" 


"I
don't know.  I didn't see him." 


Tony
rubbed his forehead. "Get him off my floor, Gibbs." 


Gibbs
called Fornell. "Would you like the person Tony just had to beat? 
No, not him.  That's fine but his other gun was taken from the house,
Fornell.  Yeah.  That's what I'm saying.  Exactly." 
He hung up.  "He'll be here in ten minutes.  He was still
briefing our detail." 


"Hmm. 
Too little too late this time.  Thank God I'm not the normal
victim."  He glared at the moving body.  "Did your cuffs
disappear?" 


"No,
those I got from Xander's room but I couldn't find your spare gun." 


"That
leaves two choices.  Sheppard or the idiot who shot me." 


"We'll
find out." He called McGee.  "Find Kate if she's in the
city.  I want her to interrogate the guy who broke into Tony's
house.  Because Fornell dropped the ball, McGee.  Now."  He
hung up.  Then he sat down where he could see the groaning body on the
floor.  "I realized at the school I haven't seen my own house since
Xander got bitten by that snake."  Their dog Percy came down the
stairs.  "Guard."  The dog sat and stared at the body. 
"Good boy."  He looked at Tony.  "I suddenly
understood the wife cracks you used to make when he was a baby." 


"I
didn't think you were that dense, boss."  Gibbs smacked him on the
head.  "I'm in enough pain, can you leave off with the head smacking
for tonight?  Please?"  Someone stomped in.  "See the
body on the floor, Kate?  I had to pounce him and someone dosed my sidearm
with gum." 


"They
stole his backup too," Gibbs offered.  "I can't find my spare
either." 


She
looked at them.  "We know I'm retired, right?" 


"You
got here faster than Fornell and no one told us," Gibbs told her. 


"I
called Morrow.  He said he assumed Ducky would.  My BS meter went off
the charts." 


"Ducky
would have told us unless someone told them they would," Gibbs agreed,
looking at him. "You okay?  You look like you're cramping." 


"That's
because I kinda am, boss."  He got helped up and onto his stomach on
the couch while Gibbs helped him work out the knot that was forming. 
"Why am I doing this again?" 


"Because
you'd go insane in full-time retirement," Gibbs reminded him. 
"Percy, help Kate."  Kate drug the body into the kitchen. 
It was easier to clean up in there.  Gibbs got back to work on the knot,
looking at his watch when Fornell stomped in.  "A half hour after
Tony beat the suspect since I was upstairs.  Whose bright idea was it not
to tell us?" 


"I
can't tell you that." 


Gibbs
looked at him.  "You can and will or I'm letting her interrogate
you." 


"Her? 
Your probie?" 


"No. 
Kate."  Kate came out of the kitchen.  "Where he got shot
or Sheppard?" 


"New
case, Gibbs.  New terrorist cell who believe you're in their way. 
They're trying to take your lover there from you to throw you off the
game." 


"So,
Ari take two?" Tony asked into the couch. 


"Possibly,"
she agreed, looking at Gibbs.  "He all right?"  Gibbs
looked down then shook his head.  "Okay."  She came over to
check the stitches Tony still had.  "Yeah, you ripped one." 


"Yay
me.  Gibbs was upstairs," he said bitterly.  "So's
Xander." 


"I
know.  Let me get this minor and annoying bleeding stopped," she said
patiently.  Gibbs handed her a towel to use and then went back to talk to
the person in the kitchen.  She glared at Fornell.  "Using a guy
in a wheelchair as bait is a bad thing." 


"It's
not my decision," he offered. "I got locked in my office when the
case got thrown out." 


"It
did?" 


"Mistrial,
he confessed by correcting Ducky on the type of gun he used on me," Tony
said bitterly.  "I'm going to kill." 


"Want
the painkillers?" 


"Why
be giggly and high when they come to kill me, Kate?"  He turned his
head to look back at her.  "Not like it's going to make them any less
likely to shoot me.  It'd make them more likely to torture me." 
He looked at Fornell.  "You had better have a person on Abby's house."



"I
do.  Morrow's hands are tied.  This came down from higher in
Homeland, guys.  This is not our doing." 


"I
can hurt them too," Tony assured him. 


"You're
not going to PT tomorrow if you're not seen first," Kate told him. 
She looked at Fornell when someone started to cry in the kitchen.  "Gibbs?"



"He's
incredibly sorry," he called back. 


"I'm
more worried about the car with the lights on across the street." 
Fornell went to look.  She looked at Tony.  "Someone will
pay," she promised.  "No matter what." 


He
looked at her.  "If it comes down to it, my will is in my top desk
drawer here.  It leaves everything to the two sprouts."  Kate
nodded.  "Smack Gibbs until he accepts it." 


"Sure." 
She lifted the towel.  "Tony, this isn't wanting to stop." 


"The
painkillers thin my blood a bit.  It'll stop." 


"I'd
rather have paramedics." 


"Not
like we can't make sure it's not them, Kate." 


"Point." 
She grimaced at Gibbs when he came back out.  "Can we get Ducky
here?" 


"I
called.  He's locked in his house by the FBI.  Even pointing out Tony
needed medical attention can't get him here. They said to take him to the
ER.  That way this assignment would be over with more quickly." 


Tony
looked up at him.  "If we have to go Rambo on someone, boss, I'm
still going to need another gun." 


"We
need to find out who moved the guns," Gibbs offered.  He went to
check on Xander, finding him peacefully asleep.  Then he came back
down.  "Abby's locked in her house by Fornell's boys.  We should
send Xander that way." 


"It
would endanger Mal and Abby," Kate told him. 


"Then
you take him for the night, Kate."  She nodded, letting him have that
while she went to wake up Xander and take him home.  She could protect him
very well.  "We'll deal with this, DiNozzo," he said when she
was gone. 


"Yes,
we will," he agreed.  "Help me up?"  Gibbs shook his
head.  "Now."  He was helped up off the couch and helped to
stand.  "Then we go with plan B.  Do you want to bait them or
not?" 


"That's
suicidal." 


"At
the moment, maybe.  But I want the asshole behind this," he
noted.  "The only way to do that is to draw them out, boss, and make
them confess." 


"Fornell
knows who's behind this in Homeland." 


"So?" 
He shrugged. "Are they behind the attacks as well?"  Gibbs gave
him a horrified look.  "Only one reason not to put watchers on your
bait, Gibbs.  Even fishers use bobbers for that."  He slid into
his wheelchair, his back was killing him.  "Maybe the bullet shifted
so they can take it out this time."  He rolled himself toward the
door.  "Fornell, I want that filth out of my house or I'm
killing." 


"You
want your painkillers?" 


"I'm
sure the ER will have some," he said bitterly.  He rolled back that
way and took his gun. "Thanks, since ours don't work."  He
rolled off again, heading out to the car.  Gibbs followed after a minute
of talking to Fornell.  They even took Fornell's car since he had lifted
his keys too.  Then again, Gibbs' keys were inside and Fornell could still
call someone to come pick up the asshole in his kitchen.  "Any particular
place you want to make a stand?" 


"Georgetown. 
They've got the records of what happened to you." 


"Good
point.  Bethesda?  Then we'd have back up." 


"I
have the feeling I'm presently suspended.  I don't know why.  Could
be because I couldn't get into my voicemail." 


"Hmm. 
That could be the system's down again." 


"It
said it was locked." 


"Then
yeah, you're suspended."  He looked at the phone in his hands then
called someone. "Mike, it's Tony DiNozzo.  Can I borrow you? 
Please.  Injured.  Being used as bait by my agency, man.  Yeah,
well, they didn't tell me first either so I'm going to do something drastic at
the moment.  Headed to Georgetown ER.  My back reopened.  No,
shot there.  Mistrial," he said bitterly.  "The guy confessed
and it got declared a mistrial. Yeah, system sucks.  Thanks,
Mike."  He hung up.  "He'll cover our backs from
outside." 


"Who
is he?" 


"One
of my former partners.  He switched to the FBI. 
Counter-terrorism.  So if anyone knows he would." 


"That's
a good contact to have," Gibbs decided. 


"Hey,
boss, can you be director now?" 


"I'd
hate it." 


"You
or me, boss.  Someone's got to run the stupid agency right." 


"You
do it.  I'd hate the paperwork and hanging out with senators." 


Tony
looked at him.  "Not like I want to." 


"You've
got the background they'd like." 


"Point." 
He called Mike back.  "Hey, tell whoever tried to keep us from
getting help from Fornell or anyone else that I'd really love to be director of
NCIS, okay?  Yeah, that situation.  Me.  Injured little ol' me. 
Shot in the lower back.  They're using my wheelchair- bound ass as bait
and didn't let me know, Mike.  Yup.  Oh, yeah, I'm a bit
pissed.  Not often anyone sees me this angry but someone's going to
pay.  No, I'm madder than I was at the dirty cop who let the rapist go.
Yeah, that was bad when he got off and got his badge back.  No, I'm much
madder than that.  We're talking nuclear levels.  I didn't think I
could be this mad sort of mad.  Really?  Well, tell someone I'm mad
enough to make you duck and run because I'm about to become part of your
caseload, okay?"  Mike repeated that to whoever had just told him he
wasn't allowed to back them up.  "Also tell him I'll see him tonight
but that I don't hurt kids, like he was going to."  Then he hung up. 
"ER," he said, pointing. 


"Not
Georgetown." 


"So?"



Gibbs
sighed and pulled in.  It might be better to get Tony treated now before
he made more threats.  He had never seen Tony so angry he was calm. 
He wasn't sure he wasn't playing.  They parked and he walked around to get
the wheelchair out of the backseat and help Tony into it.  Then he wheeled
him inside.  "He was shot the other day and just had to pounce an
intruder." 


"You
have weapons on?" she asked.  Gibbs showed his ID. 
"Oh.  Why are you here then?  I mean instead of Bethesda." 


"Because
I'm being used as bait," Tony said dryly.  "The painkillers have
thinned my blood.  I'm bleeding from a torn stitch." 


"Okay. 
Let's get you two somewhere secure."  She led them to a hallway and
up it to the security office.  "We need you guys to sit in here with
them." 


"Of
course," Tony sighed.  "Just get someone to stop this." 


"Let
me see." 


He
leaned forward and moved his shirt, making her wince.  "Yeah, and I'm
homicidal with the pain.  Please fix it," he said with a gentle
smile.  She nodded, going to get someone.  "Hi, guys.  Did
NCIS say to let us hang?" 


"Yup. 
You okay?" 


"Nope. 
They're using us as bait without my permission."  That got a wince
from one guy.  "Former beat cop?"  He nodded. 
"Yeah.  So I'm feeling wonderful at the moment.  The pain isn't
helping any." 


"Agreed. 
Let's get you more comfortable, sir." 


"I'm
DiNozzo, this is Gibbs." 


"Sure." 
They got him comfortable and a doctor was brought in.  "It's his
lower back, sir." 


"Thank
you.  Why are we in here?" 


"Because
their agency is using them as bait, sir," the regular guard offered. 
"With them being armed and Agent DiNozzo in such pain, it's not a good
combination for the ER." 


"Good
point."  He checked the wound then looked at him.  "What do
they have you on?" 


"Some
new lesser version of morphine that's synthetic.  Starts with a d, just
came out last year," Tony told him.  Gibbs handed over the
prescription bottle.  "That stuff." 


The
doctor looked. "Have you taken any?" 


"Four
more hours, doc," he said plainly.  "And right now I can't
double dose.  My life's kind a in a bit of danger.  I did that
stopping the person who broke into my house." 


"Okay."  
He looked at the guards, who nodded and shrugged.  "They do this to
their own?" 


"There's
ruthless bastards above us," Gibbs admitted.  "They're going to
have problems later." 


"Sure. 
I can understand how that happens.  Complaints can be heard." 


"Especially
when you know someone who knows the SecNav well enough to wake him up at two in
the morning," Tony agreed.  Because he knew Ducky would be for him
when he got this done.  It wasn't going to take him that long. 
"Plus the president."  That got a smile and the doctor finally
got the bleeding stopped and made him bend over so he could replace and
reinforce the stitches.  "Can you tell if the bullet shifted away
from my spine yet?" 


The
doctor prodded then shook his head.  "The hard lump is right
here," he said, circling it with a finger.  "Where was it
before?" 


"See
the purple dot?"  That got a nod. "There." 


"Then
it's shifted a centimeter or so but probably not enough, Agent DiNozzo." 


"That's
fine, thank you, and thank you for your help, boys."  He let them
bandage him then help him back into the wheelchair.  "Have a better
night."  He rolled himself out.  "I'm driving." 


"Fat
chance." 


"I'm
still driving."  He got around Gibbs then glared at him. 
"Stay." 


"I'm
not the dog and you're not going alone." 


"I'm
not.  I'm going to a bar you should not know about." 


"Why?"



"Because
you shouldn't.  So stay!"  He rolled along, hearing him
following.  When he got to the car, he rolled around to stand up using the
side and get the wheelchair into the back.  Then he slid in, Gibbs in the
front seat.  "I can't take you in there, boss." 


"Then
you're not going." 


"If
I take you anywhere near there you're a peace offering." 


"What?"



"Out!"
Tony ordered.  "Now! I'm not taking you from Xander!  Now get
out of the car!" 


"You're
not thinking rationally.  Let me drive." 


"I
need to be on this side, thanks."  He pulled his gun and pointed it
at him. "Out.  I will injure you." 


"No
you won't."  Tony lowered the gun and shot him just badly enough to
graze him, then opened the door and shoved him out. "DINOZZO!" 


"Sorry,
boss, but it's for your own good this time.  This way you're safer and
Xander's still got a daddy.  Think of it as the new way to handcuff you to
your desk."  He shut the door and pulled out, heading for the bar he
learned about undercover.  They would let him in.  Someone in there
owed him their life.  At least one other owned him their soul.  And
hey, the owner was an ex he was still on good terms with.  When he got to
the gate he used the handprint pad and the speaker came on.  "Tell
Harley it's Tony." 


"Tony...."



"He'll
know.  Tell him I'm alone and I need to talk." 


"Fine." 
The speaker cut off and the gate opened a minute later.  Tony rolled
through and parked, then got out slowly.  One of the guards came to frisk
him.  "Can you get the chair out of the back?  I have problems
with that part still."  The guard gave him a horrified look but found
the new bandage.  The wheelchair was pulled out and unfolded for
him.  "Thanks."  He closed the door and hit the alarm
switch from the keychain remote, letting the guard lead him inside.  He
nodded at his ex.  "I need help." 


"I
heard." 


"I
want to know who I'm running from and who's behind this." 


"I
can't." 


"You
can.  You will because I saved your present boy's life.  You also can
because John owes me his soul.  Plus you will because it's only a back
injury, Harley." 


"Really?"



"Shot."



"I
heard it was permanent." 


Tony
shook his head.  "Nope.  A bit of numbness but I'm in physical
therapy for it.  As soon as the bullet shifts they'll take it out and I'll
be better." 


"Oh." 
He led him into his office, which was up three small steps.  Tony walked
up them slowly and the guard brought the chair for him.  "Thank you,
Mikhail." 


"Anything
you need, boss," he stated and backed out, closing the door behind him. 


"You
have loyal people." 


"I
know.  Which is why I can't turn them over to you." 


"Can
you tell me which group?" 


"Hamas. 
You're right to think the person after you is one." 


"I
figured that much out.  Can I have proof on that single
member?"  His former boyfriend considered it.  "There's a
child to consider." 


"You
married?" 


"Gibbs'
son is five," he said quietly. "They broke in earlier while he was
sleeping.  I didn't even get told about the mistrial."  That got
a shudder of horror.  "By the way, if you can get it in the right
ears, I want NCIS." 


"It's
a headache." 


"It
is.  But damned if I can't apply a hammer and fix the lump." 


"That
might help," he admitted.  "Some of this dates back to
Sheppard's time." 


"Which
wasn't that long ago." 


"Early
days.  She was trying to form an alliance with some other countries'
operatives."  Tony nodded, he had known that.  "Your team
was in her way." 


"Figured
that much out already.  Gibbs was her trainer and partner." 


"Poor
man."  He shuddered.  "Eww."  He crossed his feet
and looked at him.  "What do you really want?" 


"To
stomp on them like I'm making wine.  I'm that mad." 


"I
can tell." 


"Really? 
Gibbs couldn't.  He thought I was acting until I grazed him on the
leg." 


Harley
smiled. "I heard.  That was cute." 


"I
wasn't about to bring him here as a peace offering." 


"Good
point."  He looked Tony over again.  "So, how injured are
you?" 


"My
back was just bleeding.  I tore a stitch pouncing an intruder." 


"Poor
baby.  You'd let me take care of you?" 


"For
an hour and then I need to head.  He'll have the car tracked by
then." 


"I
can get you backup." 


"Will
I need it?" 


"To
bust that cell and him?  Yes.  That's the only way to solve this but
it'll be messy." 


"I've
got a buddy in counter-terrorism." 


"Who
was just arrested and put into protective custody.  No one in the system
will help you, Tony.  Not tonight." 


Tony
just nodded.  "Then I'd appreciate it, Harley." 


"Agreed. 
Only one hour?" 


"Not
like it usually takes that long." 


"Also
true," he agreed quietly.  "One later this week?" 


"If
I can get away from Gibbs and his son." 


"A
date should wake that man of yours up," he offered dryly. 


Tony
smirked.  "Didn't before. Probably won't this time.  Not like
I'm going to worry about it.  Though I may call you if he takes Xander
away from me for good." 


"For
that I would help without the usual fee.  He is your son just as much as
he is Gibbs'.  Now, let's see what I can do for your back." 


"Already
had pain killers. A real doc stitched it back up and reinforced the
others." 


"Pity." 
He came around to wheel him into his private chambers, closing the door after
him. 


***



Tony
pulled the totally nondescript and not-his car into the warehouse
district.  Harley had planned this already, he just needed an operative to
play the part.  Tony was perfect at the moment.  They had others in
place, taping what was going on inside the warehouse.  He had a small feed
to it too and smirked at the weapons the section head of Homeland was playing
with next to the terrorist.  He pulled up to the doorway and honked in the
pattern that had been taught to him, rolling inside once the door had opened
enough.  It closed and Tony got out, hitting a button in his pocket. 
"Good morning.   You need to take me to your boss." 


"And
if I don't?" he sneered. 


Tony
shot him in the leg.  "That.  Or worse."  He
shrugged.  This time he hopped. Crutches were better and he wasn't going
to hamper himself with the wheelchair.  He hopped into plain view. 
"NCIS.  Would you mind not pissing me off anymore by trying to
undermine several intelligence and investigative agencies?"   It
was important he had identified himself as a fed.  Otherwise it could be
entrapment.  The section head of Homeland began to laugh and say something. 
So Tony shot him in the back, in the same spot his operative had shot
Tony.  "Let's see how you like your chair," he sneered. 
Other guns came up and he looked around. 


"Ooh,
yay," he said flatly.  Then he blew his car.  That brought
people running but by then Harley's boys had him out of there, had managed the
scene, and a copy of the tape was left for them.  That would be more than
enough to implicate him in weapons dealing and start a very long reaching
investigation.  On the way back to Harley's, Tony called Abby. 
"I'm fine.  There's shit coming down the pipe.  Duck. 
Literally.  And tell Ducky it's being fixed, to let someone know,
okay?  No, I'm fine.  Hiding for today.  Because I want pain
killers, Abby.  Thank you.  Tell Gibbs I'm fine.  I know he's
growling; I shot him in the leg to protect him.  Like the time I
handcuffed him to his desk, Abs.  Thanks."  He hung up and shook
his head.  "If I still liked women I'd gladly have her and her son as
my other family." 


The
guy driving glanced back at him.  "Why don't you like girls
anymore?" 


"Did
you hear how Gibbs' original house got burnt?" 


"I
did," he agreed. 


"That
was my ex.  After that, I gave them up.  Went from bi fully
over."  That got a few smiles and one frown. "She tried to claim
Gibbs' son as her own," he told him.  That man shuddered. 
"Exactly."  They pulled back into the club and he was helped up
to Harley's private quarters again to watch him go over his wardrobe and act
for his drag show.  He was pretty decent but the poor guy always needed
wardrobe help. 


***



Gibbs
stormed into the office the next morning.  The director's secretary
screamed in fear and backed away from him.  The office door's broke. 
"Where the hell is DiNozzo?" he demanded. 


"Jethro. 
Calm down." 


"No! 
Where is my senior agent!" 


"He's
fine.  That's all I know.  I know he's hiding with whoever helped him
last night and the investigation is starting to snowball.  My hands were
tied, Jethro.  He had the director's ear and the director thought it was
justifiable by the end." 


"It's
not!  It nearly got me and my son killed!" 


"It
was not my decision," he said more calmly. 


"Really?"
he sneered. 


"They
had my phones and office bugged, Jethro. I couldn't help you that time. You
managed to find a way out of it." 


"Yeah,
by DiNozzo shooting me in the leg and going to some other agency because he
couldn't trust his own people anymore.  Why in the hell do I still work
here?" 


"She
begged you to come back?" he suggested.  Gibbs growled and he rolled
his chair back some.  He knew that look in his eyes.  "Calm
down, Jethro.  It's all fixed now." 


"Yes,
because we can't trust you or anyone else in any other agency to help us,"
Jethro sneered.  "You hung us out like bait.  You endangered my
son's life." 


"I'm
going to be lucky if I walk away with my pension after he made me do it,
Jethro.  I had no choice." 


"We
always have a choice." 


"Not
when it's this or jail." 


"I
would've chosen jail, Tom.  At least then you would've been in the clear
and I wouldn't be aiming for you now." 


"You
want this chair, have it." 


"Actually
I think DiNozzo wants it."  That got a strange look. 
"What?  Heard differently?" 


"No,"
he said, staring at him.  "You think he'd take it?" 


"I
think if he did he'd retire within the year but yes.  Just to make sure
this never happens again." 


"It
won't be.  There's going to be a lot of empty offices in this city. 
Including Fornell's." 


"He
wasn't involved.  He got stopped." 


"Yes,
but he didn't stop you."  He stared at him.  "I would've
thought Ducky still managed to get word to you." 


"How
could he?  The FBI put him into protective custody.  That put my son
in danger!" he snapped.  Morrow flinched.  "Good!  I
hope like hell you go to your grave with that knowledge, Tom.  Because if
my son had gotten hurt that way I'd have killed everyone involved." 


Tony
rolled in.  "Mostly too late, Gibbs.  Out, Morrow. 
Now!"  He gave him a dirty look so he presented the envelope. 
"I do believe they need you elsewhere."  Gibbs looked at him.
"What?" 


"Where
were you?" 


"With
an ex." 


"Who?"



"I'll
let you know when this is settled down.   Now, can you please remove
him and his chair from behind my desk?"  Morrow stuttered. 
"I'm going to have you thrown out," he offered.  The man nodded
and gathered up his materials, heading out.  "I used to respect you,
Tom. You've got a hell of a climb ahead of you.  Especially if you want
help from my agency ever again!"  He slammed the doors and looked at
Gibbs.  "When this is settled.  When there's dust." 


"All
I want is an explanation." 


"They
decided you're a speed bump, Gibbs.  We all are.  Even Xander. That's
what last night was about.  By the way, the rookie CIA guy, very sorry and
flunked his training."  That got a nod.  Gibbs was still staring
at him.  "We're still bugged in here," he said quietly. 
"Later.  When there's dust.  There's going to be one hell of an earthquake
today, boss, so sit on the couch and buckle in.  Xander's on his way in
with Kate.  Abby's bringing Mal, and McGee's bringing coffee." 
He rolled back to the door, seeing two FBI agents standing there. 
"You have the letters?"  They were handed over.  He checked
one and handed it back. "That's Fornell's.  This is yours,
Gibbs."  He tossed it over.  "Thank you, boys.  Wait
out there.  The earthquake will begin about nine." 


"Yes,
sir," they agreed, going to sit down. 


Tony
looked at his secretary.  "Hi, Julia." 


"T...tony,"
she said, stuttering a bit.  "You're the new director?"  He
nodded.  "Why?" 


"The
President said so.  He appointed me off session at four this
morning."  She gaped in horror but both agents nodded. 
"The thing with us yesterday?  We were bait without knowing. 
Someone in Homeland was dirty."  Both agents winced and so did
she.  "Very dirty.  To Hamas and a new start-up organization he
was running dirty.  They found plans to overthrow the president
dirty."  She whimpered.  "So, yes.  At four this
morning I became the new director of NCIS.  Gibbs is my second in command
if anything happens and I'm not here.  The whole team is coming in
including Ducky and Mal.  Please make coffee even though McGee is supposed
to bring some.  Expect a lot of phone calls but only take messages unless
it's from Harley, Xander's school, or Fornell.  The rest take messages and
bring them in.  They're going to be here all day," he said, nodding
at the agents.  "Along with IAB." 


"Sure,"
she agreed.  "Should I get something from the caf for the kids?"



"If
you want.  My wallet's back at home." 


"Sure. 
We have a slush fund, I can get milk and muffins later."  Tony smiled
at that.  "Should we go over the schedule and how we want things
done?" 


"No. 
Not yet.  Let the earthquake happen.  By five tonight there'll be
dust and debris in a few spots."  She nodded.  "We'll do
that tomorrow if we all survive."  She nodded at that and he went to
move the chair from behind his desk, but Gibbs did it for him. 
"Thanks." 


"Think
you can handle this pile of crap?" 


"Yup. 
But we're going to go back to the way we were before Sheppard." 
Gibbs relaxed at that.  "We all know I know how badly things happened
around here, Gibbs."  He looked at him.  "Sit and buckle
up.  It's almost eight.  Some people are coming in to rude awakenings
today."  Gibbs went to get some coffee and came back inside while
Tony checked his backup email.  "I called Xander off school today,
told them we had a break-in last night and his first day could be
tomorrow.  She agreed." 


"Thank
you." 


"You're
still staying, Gibbs." 


"Don't
you want Harley there?" 


Tony
looked at him.  "No."  He went back to his email.  At
least until a little boy came pelting in and climbed into his lap to kiss
him.  "Hi, Mal.  How is my little one?" he cooed, rubbing
noses with him. "Want to play with Xander today?  He's going to be
here too."   Mal bounced and hugged him then slid down to go
cuddle his other uncle.  "Up here, Abby, not the lab," he called
when she walked out.  She gave him an odd look.  "I mean
it." 


"Where's
Morrow, Tony?" 


"Gone. 
Probably back to Homeland. Sit.  You'll understand in about an
hour."  She sat down to help Gibbs keep her son occupied.  He
was easily bored if something wasn't entertaining him.  Then he got into
trouble by taking things apart.  Tony turned on the tv, splitting it so
they had picture in picture with the news on the second picture.  The baby
squealed at the cartoons and came over to watch Strawberry Shortcake. 
Tony looked at him.  "Are you berry berry nice?" he
teased.  Mal smiled and nodded.  Then he went back to watching it. 


"I
hate that cartoon, Tony." 


"It's
what's on the cartoon channel.  I can do many things as Director of NCIS,
I cannot make the cartoon channel quit playing the happy people cartoons,
Abby.  The kids like them too much at that age." 


"Excuse
me, Director?" she demanded.  He just grinned and nodded. 


"Apparently
since four this morning," Gibbs told her.  "I have no idea
what's going on either." 


"Which
is safer for you, Gibbs. The more you know the more likely you are to end up in
the investigation when it starts."  That just got a nod. 
"Because they will ask you."  He looked at him. 
"Trust me, the less you know the better off you are in this case.  I
wasn't joking about a plot to overthrow the president," he offered
quietly.  Gibbs shuddered at that.  "Exactly.  So for now,
just sit and feel the need for Prozac.  I've got the closed captioning on
the news station."  He went back to reloading his email, smiling at
the new message.  "It's started early.  Oooh, two senators were
already questioned.  I didn't think it was going to be this messy. 
Just messy in our world, not theirs." 


"Who
are you getting updates from?" Abby asked. 


"Fornell. 
He nearly got shot last night for trying to help us.  My friend who helped
me helped him and Fornell called the Prez this morning at three-thirty to wake
him up and alert him to the problems going on.  Fornell is presently all
but in charge of the FBI.  He's the director that's not the officially
appointed one, but he's the guy who does all the real work.  That deputy
director be him now and I'm here.  Homeland is seething and boiling at the
moment and the CIA isn't much better.  NSA is cowering in a corner. 
The dirty guy was one of theirs originally.  Morrow knew a lot more about
this than he said and didn't blow the whistle before it got this far because
they were trying to get the cell.  He might get to keep his job.  Not
sure yet how that'll work out."  Someone tapped on the door. 
"What?"  Julia leaned in.  "They had to go already?"



"They
did, Tony.  Or should I call you Director?"  He waved a hand and
grimaced. "Okay.  They said something about Kate Todd investigating
the people involved?" 


"When
the cell went down last night a few other agent's names came up. 
Fornell's the guy under the titular head at the FBI and he nominated her to the
president.  He agreed she could handle the investigation."  He
looked at her. "It's going to get bloody.  I want you at your desk
all day if possible.  The less time you spend in the water the less likely
you are to be bitten.  Because some of this dates back to an op Sheppard
set up that got twisted on her."  She just nodded and left, coming
back with the coffee carafe.  "Thank you.  Sugar?" 


"Top
desk drawer, Tony."  She got him a cup, then Gibbs a cup, looking at
Abby, who shook her head. "Okay."  She smiled at McGee when he
walked in.  "That's for in a few minutes.  This is their first
cup of the day." 


"Always
better to drink that first," he agreed happily. "Xander?" 
He came jogging in after him, squealing and hugging Tony then pouncing
Mal.  "Yours, Mister Director, sir," he said, handing Tony
his.  "And yours, second-in-command, senior agent in the US,
Gibbs."  He handed him his.  He handed Abby a Caf-Pow. 
"I already got Kate hers.  She's using your car today, Tony, since
hers is in the shop." 


"Sure.
Thanks.  Sit and wait.  Do not go down to your desk for
anything." 


"Are
you going to be in trouble for last night?" McGee asked. 


Tony
looked at him.  "I told the president I shot him in the back to repay
the one I've got.  He thought it was fitting and it left him alive for
questioning."  He shrugged.  "He saw the tape of the
bust." 


"Tape?"
Gibbs asked. 


"Tonight,
boss.  The less you know..." 


"I
heard you the first time, DiNozzo, but I don't like playing that game." 


Tony
stared him down.  "This time I don't like it either but I'm not
having you put in front of a firing squad, Gibbs. They're going to come ask you
what you know.  This is not our IAB.  This is IFU, the bastards who
do Internal Affairs for the covert groups."  Gibbs stiffened at
that.  "Exactly.  So I'm not giving you any more information
until they're done with you.  Which should be by tonight at quitting time. 
Even though I trust you, I can't this time.  The same as not taking you
last night saved your life.  I'm not saying anything else in front of the
boys." 


Gibbs
nodded. "Fine.  What about MTAC?" 


"We're
all going to be in here all day.  IFU said to report here, gather the ones
I knew were clean.  Someone might want to call Ducky, I need him in here
by nine."  Abby did that.  "We are not moving.  The
whole agency is under suspension until they get done with us." 


"But
we're loyal and you know we weren't involved so we're safely tucked away so we
don't have to see the sharks feed," Tim McGee finished.  Tony nodded,
looking at him.  "How bad is it?" 


"One
of the section heads at homeland was trying to stage a coup, McGee.  He
was using Hamas to get what he needed and forming his own organization and
cells."  That got a small whimper.  "There's other agents
involved."  Gibbs whimpered at that.  "In all
agencies.  They've already found a few senators who were quietly backing
them so they could move up the food chain.  Even Fornell is hiding in his
office and he loves watching carnage." 


Gibbs
just nodded, seeing the sense in what Tony was doing now.  Even a bit of
knowledge could get you accused.  Being accused in this case was as good
as a guilty verdict, even if it wasn't true. "Kate's helping IFU?" 


"No,
she's heading the investigation for the President.  They're sharing
resources and information." 


"You
called and woke us up this morning," Xander said. 


Tony
smiled.  "I did because I had a very special assignment for Auntie
Kate, Xander." 


"Cool. 
Is she gonna get to shoot someone?" 


"Quite
possibly," he agreed.  Gibbs nodded at that.  Ducky was walked
in by two agents. "He that late?" 


"His
car broke down," one of them said.  "I'm Hendrix, head of IFU. 
Where's Todd?" 


"Julia,
yell for Kate please?" he called. 


"She'll
be right up, Tony." 


"She'll
be right up," he offered with a small grin.  "So, how did you
like the videos?" 


"I
didn't.  The body staging was nice however.  How is Harley?" 


"Okay. 
Pretty as ever."  That got a smirk.  "This is my
team.  I've given them limited information.  Gibbs was involved when
I was bait last night until I shot him in the leg.  Go ahead and clear
them because I'll need at least one team working later on." 


"Agreed. 
We've already talked to Doctor Mallard.  Special Agent Gibbs?" 
Jethro stood up. 


Xander
looked at him.  "I don't like you.  You're suspicious and need
drugs.  If you hurt my daddy I'll hurt you back." 


"If
he didn't do anything wrong he has nothing to fear from me, Xander." 


Xander
smirked.  "But you think everyone's done something wrong." 


"They
all have at least once in their lives.  Or didn't you snatch candy and
grapes last week while shopping?"  Xander just smiled and
nodded.  "See, bad things.  Let's go.  We're using the
conference room."  He led him out to talk to him, stationing one
agent in the waiting area. 


Gibbs
came back looking pale. "Now I know why I couldn't know."  Tony
nodded.  "Abby, go ahead. Then you, McGee."  That got a
nod. "You might've run into it with that one case that got snatched from
us." 


"Sure,
boss. What about our probie?" 


"She's
at home," Tony told him.  "She's still got the flu." 


"She
okay?" McGee asked. 


"Yeah,
just fine, simply throwing up her toenails."  He looked at him. 
"It'll be okay, Probie," he said quietly.  "Just be totally
honest."  McGee nodded. 


"Being
accused in one of these is as good as committing suicide," Ducky agreed
sadly.  "There's going to be some good agents going down." 


"We
had most of them in the files but they're trying to find out how it managed to
slip through so many hands," Gibbs told him.  Abby came back and
cuddled up to him and McGee gave her a worried look before leaving. 
"You left out the part with the explosives  under this team's houses,
DiNozzo." 


"I
know, boss.  The same as I left out the one in your car.  Harley
found it."  He quit typing to look at him.  "They think we
would have caught them," he said simply.  "Last night was a way
for them to get us out of the way easier." 


"Those
who got repressed from helping?" Ducky asked. 


"Depends
on what they knew, Ducky.  This dated back to Sheppard's second year on
the job and an op she had going that got twisted under her because she was
watching the wrong target."  He looked at him.  "It will
get worse.  They're cleaning out those who knew and never said
anything.  The silent supporters.  McGee did run into a side of the
plot and he tried to turn it in.  He and Gibbs both have documentation of
that on their computers.  That's why Homeland took it." 


"And
they're tracing everything back to who knew over there," Abby finished
tiredly.  "There's going to be some advancement opportunity if you
know anyone who wanted a desk chair in a nicer office," she told them. 


"I
do but they may be in trouble as well," Ducky sighed.  "Tobias
is really in charge at the FBI?" 


"The
guy doing the real work under the appointed guy," Tony agreed, smirking at
him. "There'll be no more shit coming from that direction ever
again." 


"No
swearing in front of Mal," Abby complained.  She watched the smaller
picture on the tv.  "Can you switch out so we can watch a round of
the news?"  Tony did that and they watched the announcement of the
bust last night.  "Oh, fuck," she said quietly.  Then she
covered her mouth. "Mal, don't say that bad word.  Mommy didn't mean
to, it slipped out."  Xander giggled and hugged her. 


"It
suits the situation," Tony promised. McGee came back.  "You have
to pull up files?"  He nodded. "They get what they needed?"



"Yes,
they're done with our team.  They're heading to the next team on their
list.  They said only a few teams ran into the project's borders." 


"Natalia's
team ran into the gun smuggling," Tony agreed.  "She was
complaining about that one being taken from her too." 


"So
that means Marcus will have one too," Gibbs said.  "He was
complaining that Homeland took theirs too." 


Tony
nodded.  "Yup.  Plus we might be losing a guard.  There was
a hint he was a plant." 


"We're
getting off pretty lightly then," Abby offered. "Any overseas?" 


"Yup,
but they've got people for that too.  We'll have some missing people later
today but not as many as Fornell will or Homeland.  Or the CIA. 
They're going to be recruiting for years.  So will the NSA
probably."  Tony shrugged.  "They'll tell me when it's
clear for you guys to go down."  He looked at the tv and turned up
the volume.  "Julia?"  She came in and he pointed at the
screen, leaning back in his wheelchair while the first tentative newscast about
the terrorist cell started.  She stared at it then at him.  He
nodded. "That's why they're here.  They were in Homeland." 


"Oh,
crap," she mouthed.  "How long?" 


"Probably
not longer than the morning.  Then we can casually go back to work and
ignore it."  She nodded.  "Did the official fax get sent
over?" 


"It
did." 


"When
they leave you can send that off."   She nodded, going back to
watching it.  He shook his head.  "Someone's trying to spin the
story.  They're going to be sorry later." 


"They
might let the senators quietly retire," Ducky offered. 


"As
long as they were silent supporters, maybe," Gibbs agreed.  "If
not, there's going to be a huge stink." 


"Yup
and the sharks are starting to gather now," Tony assured him. 
"They're smelling the blood that's dripping.  Someone's going to be
twisting the knife by noon to give them a better scent trail."  They
kept a watch on it until IFU cleared out with Kate.  They knew the system
had leaks.  The first crack in the dam appeared on the ten-thirty HNN
section.  It was a bad one too. Another crack filled in more information
within another hour.  By noon they knew about the assassination
plot.  They stared in fascinated horror as the director of Homeland made
an announcement that said none of his people had been involved.  An hour
later he was forced to recant that through the White House Press secretary's
emergency session. 


It
was climbing up the ladder and the people who were managing the leaks were
good.  They heard a person here, a person there, and then at four there
were six top people arrested but no names given.  Tony frowned and looked
hesitant but watched for another half hour to see if they got the right
information.  When it switched to the new one, they had it being a crisis
but one that was now fixed and found.  Then it broke that the director at
Homeland was stepping down.  So was his deputy if anyone could find
him.  He had called it in.  The two senators had been quiet that
whole day and would later say that they couldn't stand to be in Congress while
this was going on so they wouldn't run for reelection.  Another one joined
him and he had been talked about as a presidential candidate.  The
six-o-clock news had a follow up on the shakeups of the day.  Then the FBI
director came out and said due to this we were more vulnerable to
attacks.   Tony snickered at that and shook his head. 


"We
are," McGee warned. 


Tony
shook his head.  "No we're not.  It freed up a lot of
information that had been hidden.  Kate's job is to make sure it gets to
the right hands.  Some people are going to come in tomorrow to some
formerly covert information files sitting on their desks."  That got
a smirk from Gibbs.  "Including some NSA stuff since some of them
were involved." 


"How
high up did this go in the administration?" Ducky asked. 


Tony
shrugged.  "Not a clue. They think they was a mole on the White House
staff somewhere but they're probably still looking for her.  In the
morning we'll have an official briefing in MTAC, Gibbs.  Make sure I make
it?" 


"Sure. 
You okay?" 


"Tired
of sitting."  He shifted.  "Okay, let's pack it
in."  He sent a message to Fornell, getting one back with a complaint
but an agreement.  He turned off his computer and rolled himself around
the desk. "Mal, want a ride to the elevator?"  He jumped into
his lap, Xander not far behind.  "Cool.  I'll be the ride home
today."  He wheeled himself out. "Julia, business as usual
tomorrow.  How many did we lose?" 


"Two
and a guard, Tony."  She smiled at the boys.  "Should I
send out the announcement now?"  He smiled and nodded. "Did
Morrow get promoted?" 


"He's
the pro-tem Deputy Director over at Homeland and might stay there," he
agreed.  She smiled back.  "Good girl.  Now, send out that
announcement while I go home and do some stretches. I'll work out ways of
having my PT come up here for the next few weeks." 


"It's
your office." 


"For
however long I can stand the paperwork," he agreed happily.  He
rolled the boys out and to the elevator, letting everyone else crowd around
him.  "It's been a long day.  Are we having dinner
together?" 


"Can
Auntie Kate come?" Xander asked. 


"Not
until she's done with her investigation, it'll look bad," Tony told him.
"Then she'll come visit." 


"Okay." 
They got out at the garage and the boys ran for their respective cars. 


Tony
wheeled toward Gibbs.  "Can I get a ride home, or am I going to cab
tonight?" he called. 


"I
should take my son and go home," Gibbs said dryly. 


"Daddy,
do you really want your wrists to ache tomorrow with ouchies?" Xander asked
patiently.  "I love Daddy Tony too.  You're being a stubborn
butt about it."  McGee and Abby snickered behind Ducky, who was
smiling and nodded that the boy was correct.  "See?  They agree
with me.  Get to kissing! That way I know how to do it when I get a
girlfriend!" 


"This
is not the time or the place for me to spank you for this, son," Gibbs
said dryly, scowling at him.  "We'll discuss this at home." 


"Okay." 
He pointed at the car.  "Do the beepy thing."  Gibbs pulled
out the remote and undid the alarm and doors so Xander could get in.  He
was even a good enough boy to help put the wheelchair in so Tony could have the
front seat.  "Can we have steaks?" 


"We'll
see what's in the freezer," Gibbs said patiently. 


"I
could use something firm too, beef sounds good," Tony admitted. 
Gibbs looked at him.  "What?" 


"Would
that be because you skipped dinner, breakfast, and lunch, DiNozzo?" he
asked sarcastically. 


"Yeah.
Probably."  Gibbs rolled his eyes but they went back to Tony's house
for dinner.  They'd be talking later, at least until Xander wore Tony out
and Gibbs had to put him to bed too. 


***



Tony
looked up from his desk the next morning, smiling at Abby.  "What's
wrong?" 


"Dress
code?" 


"Read
it," he sighed.  She opened his copy and read it, then smiled. 
"That's right.  Yours is staying the same.  Team leaders have
the ultimate authority to determine if you're violating, just so I don't have
to have that conversation you had with Sheppard over your purple tutu skirt.
You're staying the same, just make the skirts legal and not street
hooker." 


"Thank
you."  She hugged him and went back to her lab. 


Tony
smiled and finished up his other two memos of the day.  "Hey, Julia,
can you proof something for me?" he called. 


"Of
course."  She came in to lean over his shoulder and read, then
nodded.  "He'll like that one."  She flipped through the
other memos.  "Even better."  She smiled at the last one
and hugged him around the neck.  "Thank you, Tony." 


"Welcome,
dear.  Now, get off before someone accuses me of sexual
harassment."  She laughed and walked out, letting him print them and
roll them out to her.  "Going to MTAC if anyone wonders." 
He rolled himself that way.  "This is great for my arms," he
complained,"but I want a motorized one."  He did the eye scanner
for MTAC, though he had to brace on the wall because his chair wasn't high
enough and it rejected him once.  Then he finally got in and wheeled
carefully down the ramp.   "I want crutches," he
complained. 


"Then
next time don't get shot in the back," Fornell complained from his seat. 


"Not
like I planned it, Fornell."  He finished parking and sighed in
pleasure, getting out of the stupid chair and into a regular one. "There,
better." 


"How
is the physical therapy going?" 


"Okay
but they're worried about the bullet shifting further in again."  He
grimaced.  "It's a crap shoot at the moment.  They're starting
to give me the 'so, what sort of wheelchair would you like to upgrade to'
talks." 


"You'll
survive and be fine," Gibbs promised as he walked in, folding the
wheelchair with one hand and a kick on the bar holding it down.   The
seat folded in the center and it obligingly went in the corner. Then he sat on
his other side and handed him a mug of coffee.  "Will this run long?"



"Probably,"
Fornell agreed. 


"Thanks,
Gibbs," Tony moaned, sipping the coffee.  "I needed this." 


"Obviously,"
Fornell said dryly.  "Had to fix many things?" 


"Devolved
what was appropriate back to team leads.  Three more coming down
authorizing the local offices to restart coffee service however they feel like
since she stopped that, ordering agents to give HR input into the raise
situation since none have been given this year, and one about staffing issues
that'll have to be fixed.  We have three offices that get one case a year
or less."  Gibbs gave him an odd look.  "They're in the
middle of nowhere." 


"Why?"



"One's
in Greenland." 


"Oh."  
He nodded.  "Closing them?" 


"Contemplating
it.  I wanted HR and the agents there and here to give me information and
suggestions for revamping some of the smaller stations into more workable
units.  I did suggest that if it was a necessary area, like Greenland's,
that they could probably work from home and be listed as part-time agents or if
they wanted to go to consultant status and work with the locals.  I
mentioned six of the units aren't as productive or as necessary as they were
before and I'd like to fill in the staffing issues some other critical offices
had with well trained, already in the office, agents.  It's a long,
rambling one but it got the point across."  The main screen came on
and he waved at the SecNav.  "Sir.  Good morning." 


"Director
DiNozzo, good morning.  Gibbs, Fornell.  No Morrow?" 


"He's
conferencing from his office," Gibbs offered. 


"That's
fine.  I'm sure you still want to hit him with what went down." 
Tony and Gibbs both nodded.  "Nice back shot, DiNozzo." 


"Matches
mine, sir."  He took a sip of his coffee.  "What's on the
agenda today?  I've already devolved some command pissing issues back to
their owners so they wouldn't feel stepped on." 


"Thank
you, I've gotten copies from your assistant.  Did you want to change
assistants?" 


"No,
I like Julia.  She's a good woman." 


"Yes,
but your former tastes...." 


"After
my one stalkers, sir, I changed sides.  No way is that going to be an
issue and she knows that.  Besides, I slept with her nearly six years ago
now.  It was fun for a few weeks and a harmonious breakup.  We work
well together."  He took another sip of coffee. 


"Good,
then I'll leave it alone, DiNozzo.  You let me know what you need and I'll
see that you get it." 


"The
third memo...." 


"I
saw.  It's a good idea.  Gather ideas, plan ahead, and then tell
me.  We'll lay it out that way, son." 


"Sure. 
Thank you, sir." 


"Welcome,
DiNozzo.  Any other concerns?" 


"Not
yet.  Are you seeing any, Gibbs?" 


"Not
yet," he admitted.  "Fornell?" 


"I've
got a few I'm not sure weren't missed," he admitted.  "Not so
silent supporters, sir." 


"We
have them under surveillance, Fornell.  Do not worry about that." 


"Thank
you, sir." 


"Welcome. 
DiNozzo, do you need anything changed in your office so you can work easier
while you're in therapy?" 


"Not
yet.  A pillow solved the numb butt I get when I sit in the chair too long
and the height of the desk.  I got McGee to fix my monitor so it's how I
like it with the way I'm sitting now, and I had someone put better curtains on
the window I'm sitting in front of." 


"That's
fine," he agreed.  "Anything else?" 


"I
had to stand up to get into MTAC but you can't really move that sensor around
any." 


"Okay,
figure that out and I'll let the changes be made." 


"Thank
you, sir.  Are there any changes you want made?" 


"I
don't want another episode like Sheppard."  Tony giggled. 
"I know, you're not like that, but you seem to have the same trigger,
son."  He nodded at Gibbs. 


"No,
sir, I only go into random bouts of unreasonableness when Gibbs tries to take
the kid away from me.  I've spent way too long being his alternate daddy
for that to play with either of us." 


"That's
fine.  If you need a personal ear I'm sure someone there can help." 


"Ducky
usually tries," he agreed happily.  "By the way, I'm ignoring
the mandatory retirement age unless it's a necessity.  In Ducky's case
it's not." 


"Agreed. 
He'd go find somewhere else to go tell stories to the dead.  We want him
telling stories to ours.  You'll use it to retire some who need
it?"  He nodded.  "Harents?" 


"Is
one," he agreed. "He's a great agent even though his arthritis is out
of control.  He can't work in the field, he hates the desk.  If I had
a way to put him on training I would. I've already called him at home this
morning and told him if he had a higher position he should probably apply
soon.  That I could accept him as one of the new openings in HR. 
He'd do great training and evaluating agents.  But we did have a talk this
morning on the way in about him being able to hack the field anymore. 
Pointing out I couldn't at the moment either.  I told him to come see me
after lunch and we'd see if we could move him up so he wouldn't have to
retire.  I'm seeing it as a mandatory retirement from field work if you're
in poor shape or from the agency if you're a poor agent, but not in the case of
good agents." 


"Even
better.  I hope you can find him one." 


"Me
too." 


"Good.  
Now, Fornell, did you have any qualms?" 


"I've
worked with this team before, sir.  I can handle Gibbs and DiNozzo on the
job now." 


"You
come to me directly and openly.  No more midnight calls saying something's
going on without information if you can give it.  Also no more just
randomly showing up with issues and warrants." 


"Agreed. 
Less dramatic but less headaches if I call ahead." 


"Decent. 
I'll even have Julia put on coffee for you."  That got a smile and a
nod.  "That work for you, Gibbs?" 


"It
does.  Field investigations?" 


"Whatever
comes up comes up," Tony assured him.  "I'm not going to push
the agency one way or another. If we get a terrorism case, we get one.  If
we don't, then there's plenty of other crimes for us to deal with in DC. 
Some other offices would get more of the terrorism cases." 


"Homeland
is saying Sheppard stepped on their toes, they want them back for this new
dance," the SecNav agreed.  "That also works for me but you'll
handle it if one does come up?" 


"Of
course.  I'm wearing a WWGD bracelet." 


"I
thought it was WWJD," Fornell said dryly. 


"I've
never heard of Jesus being on an undercover assignment so in this case I'll go
with the next highest authority," Tony said dryly.  Gibbs popped him
one on the head.  "Thanks, boss.  Wanna see the
bracelet?"  Gibbs gave him a look and he smirked back.  He
looked at the SecNav.  "I'm not changing." 


"That's
fine.  Have fun with this, Agent DiNozzo, and let me know."  He
hung up shaking his head but smiling. 


Tony
looked at Fornell, then at Gibbs.  Then at his staff.  "In
approximately three hours we're going to conference call all the section
heads.  I want them warned, available, and somewhere we can see them all
at the same time," he ordered.  The techs got to work notifying
people.  He looked at Gibbs.  "You can sit in on that one if you
want." 


"Not
really.  That's why I made you attend those meetings for me." 
He got up and walked off. 


Fornell
smirked.  "Have fun, DiNozzo."  He headed off too. 
Tony slowly got back into his chair and headed back to his office. 


***



Year
Eight 


***



Xander
walked into his Uncle's house.  "Can I move back in here since my
father's an idiot?" he asked, sitting down next to him. 


"What
did he do this time?" 


"Told
Abby she shouldn't have a second baby."  Tony gave him a hug. 
"She want a *girl*." 


"Some
mothers do.  Did she go to ask him to have it with her?"  He
nodded.  "Well, it'd have been a sibling." 


"I've
got Mal.  I think Mal is enough for anyone."  Tony snickered at
that.  "I know you guys used to tease him about being a mad genius
but he took apart Daddy's alarm clock while they were
talking."   Tony's laughs got louder.  "Yeah, so dad's
out for coffee and dropped me off."  He looked at him. 
"Please can I move back, Tony?  I'll be a good boy but we don't even
have a tv out there.  We live like we're Amish.  I'm expecting to
come home and see Daddy in the funny clothes."  Tony was snickering
really loudly now.  Xander smiled.  "I know, it's a funny mental
picture but I'm serious!  I am!" 


"You
are what?" his father asked when he came in. 


"Wondering
when you're going to fully convert and become Amish, boss." 


"You
don't need a tv in your room." 


"How
about one in the *house* then?"  His father gave him a look. 
"I don't have access to the news except for online and you won't let me
get onto anything but Yahoo's news server, dad.  The tv blew six *weeks*
ago and it still isn't working and how am I supposed to do more reports like
the one I got an A on that made you proud?  I got that from a movie."



Gibbs
sipped his coffee.  "You need to play more and watch less tv. 
You'll start to get out of shape." 


"Dad! 
I can run farther than you can!" 


"Is
he still having troubles sleeping without the noise?" Tony asked. 
Gibbs nodded.  "Replacing the tv might not be a bad compromise,
boss." 


"Yes
it is.  I'm tired of that noise." 


"Dad,
I'm not going to become Amish.  You'd look really funny in the clothes and
beard.  I can't grow one so therefore we can't."  Gibbs smiled a
bit at that bit of kiddie logic.  "I don't understand what half of my
classmates are talking about," he complained.  "It's like I'm in
a social void.  Again."  Tony gave him a cuddle and he
relaxed.  "Thank you.  Can I come live with you for a
while?" 


"He's
getting ready to go on vacation for the first time in two years, Xander." 


"Then
can I housesit?" 


"No,"
Gibbs said. 


"You
can *both* housesit," Tony offered.  "But you can't stay home
alone." 


"Can
you make Dad tell the teacher I can't do the TV assignment for science?" 


"Sure. 
Gibbs, go talk to his science teacher about the assignment to find evidence of
science on regular tv shows." 


"Fine,"
he muttered, heading into the kitchen to call her. "It's not like he's
deprived." 


"You're
making him an outcast, Gibbs."  He looked at him.  "I'd let
you come to Vermont with me but you'd have to miss a whole week of
school."  Xander grimaced and shook his head.  "You
sure?  I'll try to talk him into it if you wanted to." 


"He'd
never let me miss that much school, but can we go next summer?" 


"Sure." 
That got a smile.  "He could use the vacation.  So can I." 


"At
least you only have the cane now," he soothed, patting him on the
knee.  "Can I please watch tv?" 


"Did
you play today?" 


"That's
all I've done for the last six weeks.  If I have to move one more foot,
I'm running away from home.  Even Uncle Ducky said I've had too much
exercise since I was limping the last few days." 


"I
heard.  Pick something without explosions.  That anniversary's coming
up."  Xander grabbed the remote and went to the news station to catch
up on stuff.  "I'm such a bad influence," he sighed. 
"At your age I still would've went for cartoons." 


"They're
old and silly this time of day." 


"Oh. 
Okay."  Gibbs came out and rolled his eyes.  "He headed
right for the news." 


"He
still can't take the week off school to go to Vermont with you, and I'll
replace the tv."  Xander cheered.  "Your teacher thought
you were being punished, not deprived.  Now she's bordering on calling
social services for deprivation." 


"Well,
it is depriving him socially, Gibbs.  TV and movies are what the other
kids are talking about," Tony reminded him. "If all he can do is
stand there and nod, they're going to start shunning him. That's not good for
him and it'll lead to more stress at school, which means falling grades. 
Like last year when he couldn't shake that one girl and she kept trying to help
him with his homework." 


"Fine,
we'll replace the old tv with a new one."  Xander gave him a
hug.  "We can go to Vermont next summer."  He looked up
since they were doing an anniversary story on the ship that had exploded due to
terrorists.  Both he and Tony sighed. 


"It's
better now that Daddy Tony's in charge," Xander reminded him. 
"Now you're listened to.  Because Daddy Tony scares
others."  Tony smiled at him for that.  "You do." 


"Fornell
knew not to bother me directly after physical therapy.  I was always in
pain and cranky.  Not like it was an emergency." 


"Still,
putting the gun in his face probably didn't make him a happy man," Xander
teased. 


"Probably
not but he suddenly remembered I had just been in therapy and got me a damp
cloth and a heating pad."  He shrugged.  "Besides, that's
just him.  There's a person at JAG scared of me for totally different
reasons.  She deserved hers."  He looked at Gibbs, who looked
tolerantly fond.  "So, am I going to hear Abby being sulky and pouty
or am I next on her list?" 


"I
laid out some very good reasons why Mal should be an only child. 
Including the fact that her health has been shakey since last year when she got
sick." 


"Gibbs,
they told her to do it this year or next or not at all," Tony told him
quietly. 


"I
know that.  She told me that, DiNozzo.  Doesn't mean that I don't
think this is panic.  I told her to think about it for a few weeks. 
That long wasn't going to make a difference.  I'm not doing it to be mean,
I just think she's doing it for the wrong reasons." 


"Maybe
but it's a fundamental drive we all feel." 


Do
you now?" he asked dryly. 


"Now
and then I miss that one being cute, cuddly, and fun to walk around with in the
park." 


"You
did?" Xander asked. 


Gibbs
nodded.  "He used to take you out and let you ooh and ahh at the
jogging women and try to grab some for him.  That's also where your love
of horses started, the mounted patrol officers.  Got away from him once to
go visit a few who were taking a break together."  Xander smiled.
"You were barely crawling." 


"Which
was about the same time we told you you weren't allowed to have a miniature
horse for a pet." 


"They're
nice but you can't ride 'em," Xander complained. 


"You
were ten months old, Xander.  You could have at that age."  He
smiled and went back to watching the news.  When that half-hour was done,
he flipped to find a crime drama.  Both his fathers gave him fond looks
but went back to their talking.  "Do I?  Now and then. 
They're still saying it might not be safe." 


"Plenty
of people had kids after they had the plague in the old days, DiNozzo." 


"Yeah,
but not genetically improved versions.  They took some blood and could
distill it back down to the virus," he said quietly.  Gibbs looked at
him.  "They were talking about special funeral
precautions."  Xander hugged him.  "I'm okay." 


"Do
I care?"  He went back to watching them.  "Can I do my
science project on these sort of shows?" 


"As
long as you don't do it on the CSI shows, nothing on the science or Discovery
channels. Nothing on the food network," Gibbs ordered. 


"That'd
be too easy." 


"It
is," Tony agreed.  "Especially with that one show.  Do you
have to present it?"  Xander grimaced and nodded. 
"Hmm.  Do it on the computers?" 


"I
have that one due later this year," he admitted.  "She said not
to do it because we were doing computers in popular media.  One girl's
doing it on *books*." 


"Did
this one specifically say tv or can you do movies?" Tony asked. 


"Tv." 
He looked at him.  "Someone joked I should do it on
cartoons."  He pouted but went back to his show.  Tony stroked
over his head.  "Thanks, Daddy Tony." 


"Welcome,
squirt." 


"I'm
not that little any more." 


"You're
not."  He smiled at him.  He looked outside.  "Mal's
here."  Xander flipped channels to the food network and the boy came
in to stare in awe.  "Hi, Mal."  He wiggled up next to
Xander and waved, going back to watching food being made.  "Maybe
you'll be a chef." 


"As
long as he doesn't cook in a school cafeteria," Abby said when she came
in.  "We're making sure Xander doesn't turn Amish?" 


"Helping
him with a school mandated project of science use on tv." 


"I'll
replace the old one," Gibbs complained. 


"Can
we stay over tonight?" Xander mouthed at his father. 


"We'll
see." 



"I
am strangely telepathic, I promise I won't take apart anything of Uncle Tony's,"
Mal offered. 


"I
have to get up really early for my flight to Vermont," Tony told
him.  "Like four or five." 


"In
the afternoon?" 


"In
the morning," Xander said.  "You're more of a vampire than I am
and I sucked on the cut in my mouth until no more blood would come
out."  Mal just smiled at that compliment.  Xander went back to
watching tv.  "Hey, Alton's coming on."  Mal turned back
around, he loved that show best.  That and Emeril. 


The
parents shared a look and went back to the kitchen to leave the two strange
little boys alone. 


***



Xander
frowned at the news on his radio.  He raised his hand.  "I need
to go to the office." 


"Why?" 
He waved her over and she listened to his earbud, which he wasn't supposed to
have.  She looked at him.  "That's in Vermont." 


"Where
Daddy Tony is," he said quietly.  She nodded and he rushed to the
office.  "The news?"  The secretary gave him an odd
look.  "Turn on the damn news!"  She frowned but did that,
and they were covering the small plane crash.  "That's where Daddy
Tony is," he said when the headmistress came out. 


"You
still can't swear, Xander." 


"Sorry. 
Don't care at the moment but sorry."  He watched it and dialed the
desk phone, getting his father's.  "Log onto a news server or turn on
the news."  His father did that and gasped.  "They're not
saying anything."  He listened to his father calm him down. 
They were saying it was after takeoff, which meant Tony hadn't been on the
plane.  "Probably," he corrected.  He looked at the
pictures from the crash.  "Daddy, I'm on channel eight.  Get
onto there.  They're rerunning the surveillance cameras from the
tower."  His father changed over.  "That's not a bird, is
it?"  His father hung up and he dialed back.  "You're not
leaving me here.  I don't care if I am!  Yes and I still know those
woods better than you do, daddy.  Tough shit!"  He hung up and
looked at his headmistress.  "I'm going to have to leave for a
while.  That was Daddy Tony's flight."  He went to grab his
jacket and wallet from his locker, then headed out to get a cab.  He made
it back to NCIS and inside past security without having to sign in.  He
headed right up to his father's pod, finding McGee typing frantically. 
"It looked like a missile," he said.  Everyone stared at him,
including his father.  "It did." 


Gibbs
looked at him, seeing the memories were back.  "I hate when you do
that." 


"Yay
me.  I know those woods better than you do.  He was traveling without
guards.  Now, I'm going even without you.  Your choice, Dad." 


"Fine. 
You can come.  You will stay at the house." 


"That's
fine."  He nodded.  "That was still a surface-to-air
missile." 


"It
was," Gibbs admitted.  He looked at McGee.  "Anything on
the passengers?" 


"He
wasn't in the airport.  He could've left, Gibbs.  Tony wouldn't have
hung around, he'd have had a car waiting on him." 


"He
rented through the local rental place." 


"Do
we know which one that was?" McGee asked. 


"Look
up Hertz first, they're at most of them, see if they have output
there."  He shrugged. "Or see if the airport's
online."  That got a nod and he looked at his father. 
"Where's my special cellphone?" 


"In
your locker I thought." 


"I
brought it here the other day." 


"Let
me see if it got put...."  It got tossed from McGee's desk.
"There apparently."  He handed it over and Xander tapped in a
message, getting one back from an unfamiliar number.  "No, he's not
there."  He handed it to his father after tapping back he was his
son.  They left a good ransom note while Gibbs was waiting. 


"We
can track these, right?" 


"It
bounces off a satellite, boss," McGee offered.  "Tony had that
set up so Xander could always get him anywhere in the world." 


"Fine. 
We have a ransom demand for the head of NCIS." 


"And
I'm the only one who can get into his trusts," Xander pointed out
grimly.  "Another reason you can't leave me here."  His
father glared at him.  "Yay.  You knew I was annoying when you
adopted me." 


"Yes
but now and then you go past simply annoying, son." 


"You
can't." 


"I
can." 


"You
can't, Daddy.  You can get into my trust but you can't get into Daddy
Tony's.  Only I can."  He stared his father down. 
"I'm the one he put in as his heir." 


"He
did that when?" 


"Um,
the day after he got it." 


Gibbs
rolled his eyes.  "I don't like this, son." 


"Dad,
suck it up."  He walked over to McGee.  "Is there a closer
airport to the house?" 


"No. 
A few smaller ones." 


"Then
we can fly into the main airport and then helicopter?"  His eyes held
a glee of delight.  "That would get us there fastest." 


"We
can," he agreed.  "Boss?" 


"Do
that. We go now."  That got a nod.  "You're still in deep
crap, son." 


"Yay
me.  Someone get my dog," he called.  "We need him to track
someone!" 


"Agreed,"
Gibbs called.  "Meet us at..." 


"Regan,
boss." 


"Regan
airport!"  Another agent went running off.  He got up onto the
desk.  "He wasn't on the plane when it exploded, people.  The
people who made the plane explode do have DiNozzo.  We're going up to deal
with that.  While we're gone, business as usual.  Am I
clear?"  They all nodded.  They knew if anything happened,
command devolved to him. "No one says a single word to the press or
anyone!  Or the Sec Nav.  I'll tell him myself.  Back to
work."  He got down and walked upstairs to MTAC.  One of the
techs dialed the office immediately.  "Tony wasn't on the
plane," he said in greeting.  "The people who had the shoulder
mounted surface-to-air system have him hostage.  We're going up to deal
with that." 


"Who
will have your son?" 


"Me. 
They wanted a ransom and he made sense, sir.  He's the only one with
access to Tony's money.  We're heading up immediately, staging at his
house since it's within an hour and there's no closer friendly agency." 


"The
locals are nice up there." 


"They
are and I'll let them help.  I'm also bringing his dog with us." 


"Good
idea.  At the very least he can help and at the worst he can keep your boy
out of trouble." 


"If
he's at the house, Xander knows those woods better than anyone." 


"Keep
me informed." 


"We
have an older teleconferencing system set up at the house."  That got
a nod.  "Transfer the numbers we'll need to McGee," he
ordered.  "I've ordered business as usual while we're gone. 
I'll call Kate on my way out so she can handle any emergencies." 
That got another nod from their boss. "Thank you, sir."  He
pulled out his phone on the way out.  "It's me.  DiNozzo wasn't
on the plane when it exploded.  Yup, tag you're it.  We're heading
now.  No, he's being held hostage.  They knew what they were
doing."  He hung up and jogged down the stairs. 
"McGee....." 


"Got
the numbers, boss, your dog is on the way to Regan; I've tried Kate, she had a
busy signal.  I'm assuming someone else was calling her about the
crash." 


"Fine. 
Angela?" he asked the new probie. 


"Should
we really take the kid, Gibbs?" she asked.  She pointed at her
handcuffs now being on her. 


Gibbs
tossed her his keys.  "Yes.  He can help."  He looked
at McGee again.  "Get the car."  She tossed over the keys
and they headed out.  He stopped his son.  "I don't care if you
do think she's a plant from the demonic community." 


"No,
I know she's a plant demon.  Big difference."  She glared at him
and he glared back.  "Buffy was my auntie.  I'm Dawn's son
Xander."  She went pale.  "We good?"  He smiled
sweetly. 


"Hell
no." 


"You
can transfer on the way back," Gibbs told her.  "We can use that
skill."  They headed down to the car, letting Xander get into the
front seat since he was being pushy.  "Son, these memory spikes of
yours..." 


"Shut
up, Dad.  Sometimes I need that other Xander's memories.  Sometimes I
don't want them.  Today I need them.  Then I'll have nightmares while
they fade again."  He looked at him.  "Can I do more
weapons training this summer too?" 


"We'll
see about teaching you how to hunt." 


"Thank
you." 


"I
do mean squirrels." 


"I
didn't figure you meant vampires, dad."  They backed out once McGee
got into the back with his needed computer gear.  "My dog?" 


"Will
be there," McGee agreed. "How old is Percy?" 


"Sixteen,"
Xander admitted.  "He's still good to track and hunt.  I had him
tracking me the other night around the house.  He found me all the
time.  It's as close to hide and seek as I can play with myself." 


"I'm
not having a baby with Abby, son." 


"But,
dad!" 


"Tough. 
You can play with Mal more often." 


"Dad,
Mal likes to lick me.  Said I taste good.  I'm strange but he's
stranger than Auntie Abby ever *could* be.  Mal wants to redecorate his
casket weird.   Mal wants to make blood pudding for the blood
weird."  McGee giggled at that.  "He does!  He also
likes to pet stuffed former animals and talk to them about how they died. 
My headmistress was creeped out by Mal, guys.  That says something since
she saw a memory surge one day and thought it was going to be okay.  Maybe
if she has another one it'll be a normal kid I can play with.  Before I
have to go play with the girl up the road again.  Because eww, creepy girl
who likes pink and thinks I should marry her.  Now I know why Uncle Tony
said he gave up women." 


"Son,"
Gibbs said firmly, shaking his head as he drove, trying not to laugh. 
"She's a very nice, normal girl." 


"She's
creepy and was talking about invitations and cakes the last time I saw
her.  Her parents were beaming proudly at her for choosing her future
victim so early, Daddy.  Really.  I'd run away to be a Mountie
first." 


"Did
Tony let you borrow his Due South videos again?" McGee asked.  Xander
beamed and nodded.  "I can almost see you with a half-wolf that was
deaf." 


"Don't
encourage him," Gibbs said firmly. 


"Dad,
even you said you could see me with a deaf half-wolf who likes to eat
donuts."  They pulled into the airport and he jumped out first,
taking control of his dog.  "Hi, Percy.  Daddy Tony is
missing.  We're going to track the Daddy Tony once we get in the
air."  The dog sat and looked at him.  "Good
boy."  He looked at the agent.  "Thank you." 


"Welcome,
Xander.  I hope he can protect you." 


He
smiled.  "I'm pretty tough.  After all, I live with Dad and get
to whine and annoy him."  He walked inside with the others.  His
dog was in his harness again.  He loosened a strap.  "Too many
milkbones, boy.  Getting a bit chubby."  He patted his dog on
the head while McGee got them checked in for their flight.  He looked
around. "Hi, Uncle Toby." 


"Don't
call me that in public, kid."  He walked up to Gibbs. "We have
field agents on the ground.  They have no idea where he is." 


"Hostage,"
Gibbs said simply, showing him the demands. 


"Then
leave the kid with me." 


"Fat
chance," Xander said dryly.  "I know those woods better than
anyone but Daddy Tony.  Percy and I are going and you need me there
because I'm the only other DiNozzo heir and can get into the funds." 
He looked up at him.  "Help or not." 


"Taylor's
the lead guy in that area." 


"Cool. 
Haven't seen him in ages." 


"They
know where he was taken from?" 


"The
airport.  So far the tracking dogs haven't been able to find a
scent." 


"Percy's
not any dog and he's good at tracking."  Xander took his ticket and
nodded at the woman.  "Thank you kindly, ma'am." 


"No
more Mounties, son," Gibbs complained.  "Coming with us,
Fornell?" 


"No,
I'm letting Taylor handle it."  He glanced at Xander then back at
Gibbs, who rolled his eyes.  "Let me know if you need extra
help." 


"I
will.  I'm assuming here but the same airport?" 


McGee
nodded.  "We're listed as incoming specialists to handle it,
boss.  That's the only people allowed in."  He headed for the
gate and Xander followed with Percy.  The security system made them go
through, giving Percy an odd look.  Xander stared back.  They let
them through.  "It's his son," he said quietly to one. 
That got a nod.  When a director of a federal agency went missing, there
was a lot of hell to pay. 


***



Xander
came off the plane last.  "Percy.  Track the Daddy Tony. 
Track the Daddy Tony."  He let go of his leash, unclipping it. 
The dog sniffed and followed a scent trail.  The others followed a dog,
leading to a roped off area outside.  The dog barked and looked at him and
his father.  "Here?  More trail?  Hunt the
trail."  The dog sniffed some and found it in the reserved car rental
area, stopping in one empty spot.  "I'm thinking that's his." 


"Me
too.  Thanks, son."  He went to find out what sort of car had
been in that spot. 


Xander
looked around.  "There's Uncle Taylor, McGee."  He
pointed.  McGee waved and he came trotting over.  "Hi." 


"Hi. 
What are you doing here?" 


"If
there's a ransom to be paid you need me.  Plus Daddy Tony trained me in
these woods." 


"So
you're better trained in the native environment than anyone but a local. 
Okay, what's here?" 


"Tony's
rental," McGee told him. "Percy tracked him." 


"That's
the nice thing about only having three gates," Taylor agreed. 
"Gibbs?"  He got pointed at. "They wouldn't give me any
information." 


Xander
walked in there.  "I am Alexander Lavelle Gibbs-DiNozzo.  My
father was kidnaped from one of your shoddy ass cars.  I will know the
make and model and I will know if it has GPS or I will buy your company and
fire you."  The man laughed.  "I'm the last heir to the
Central Bank Corporation, dufus."  The man quit laughing. 
"That was my grandfather's company.  My father is Director of
NCIS.  That is a Federal level investigative agency.  I would
cooperate unless you wish to find yourself in a dank cell in a foreign
country.  I'm sure his second in command, my other father, can arrange
it."  He gave him a look that he had learned off Abby. 
"Well?  I'm waiting."  The man got the information and
handed it to Gibbs.  "Thank you for your cooperation."  He
walked off with his dog protecting him.  "Okay, now, are we heading
toward his house or do we have a command post set up locally?" 


"The
locals would've seen someone being snatched around here," Angela offered. 


"We
thought so too," Taylor admitted. 


"Here,
GPS code," Gibbs told McGee, who opened his laptop on the trunk of another
car and got to work tracking it. 


A
few minutes later.  "Got it, boss.  Ten miles up the road, off
to the side."  They went to the van the FBI was using, Xander and
Percy in the very back.  They got out and Percy tracked Tony's scent to
another set of tire tracks.  "Here," he ordered. 
"This one, Xander?" 


"He
sat down here." 


"Tire
tracks are handy," Gibbs agreed, coming over to start processing that part
of the scene.  Local officers came up to help but stayed out of the way. 


McGee
looked at them.  "Where's the nearest traffic camera or redlight
camera?  ATM?" 


"ATM... 
About four miles away." 


"Any
turn offs?" McGee asked. 


"Two. 
Both are to older farms though.  Easy enough to check if they were
used."  That got a nod and he sent people to do that and get the ATM
footage.  "You think he's okay?" 


"They've
asked for a ransom and haven't called back yet," Gibbs admitted. 
"Xander, send another message saying 'cash, auto draft, or something
else'.  Let's see if we can GPS them again."  McGee got ready
for that, nodding when he was ready.  Xander sent it and got back one a
few minutes later.  "Anything?" 


"Bearer
bonds," Xander said.  "How cheesy spy movie." 


"They're
untraceable, son." 


"Nothing's
totally untraceable, Daddy.  McGee?" 


"He's
by his house, Gibbs.  Or at least that's where the satellite link
is." 


"Of
course.  No one would think to go to the victim's house," Taylor agreed. 
"Especially since I heard it doesn't have electricity?" 


"Generator,"
Gibbs told him. "He's still complaining about the amount of gas it uses
and upgrading it to a propane generator instead." 


"He
said they were very expensive and outside his salary, dad," Xander told
him. "But we can sneak up on the house.  That first turn-off to the
farm.  It goes to the neighbor on the west, right?"  Gibbs
looked at him and nodded.  "That's only two miles if we go to the new
farmhouse.  It's all screened by the woods.  I'm doubting they're
woods-friendly.  They're probably cursing the lack of electricity." 


"Probably,"
Gibbs admitted. 


"You've
had some good ideas today, Xander," Angela offered. 


"No
sucking up to the son," Gibbs ordered. 


Xander
grinned at her.  "Thanks.  Sometimes it's like I'm channeling my
auntie or some past life."  She got the clue and gaped then nodded
and walked off to get back to work on Tony's car.  "Should I call the
bank?" 


"Please,"
Gibbs ordered.  "Make it look like it." 


Xander
sat in the van and called the bank over the video conferencing system. 
"Hi, this is Alexander Gibbs, the DiNozzo heir.  I need the
manager.  My other father has been kidnaped."  That got a nod
and he was transferred over.  "Hi, Mr. Toddy." 


"Hi,
Xander.  What's wrong?  The receptionist said it was an
emergency?" 


"Daddy
Tony was kidnaped.  They made his plane explode with a shoulder mounted
rocket and kidnaped him from his rental car."  That got a
shudder.  "That was his flight returning to base," he
admitted.  "They've asked for a million in bearer bonds." 


"I'll
need your father to authorize such a large amount, young man." 


"Of
course.  Dad?"  He came over.  "He didn't leave any
other instructions yet." 


"We
can put a lock on a million of it," he promised. "Mr. Gibbs?" 


"Tony
has been kidnaped," he agreed quietly.  "Do you need proof of
ransom?" 


"No. 
Not with who you are."  He shook his head.  "I'm
anticipating you don't think the ransom will be necessary?"  He
nodded.  "Then what I can do is lock down a million of it and prepare
it for transfer to a bank in New York, which would be the closest place to get
you bearer bonds." 


"Is
Boston closer to us?" Xander asked the local guy.  Who shook his
head.  "Okay." 


"They're
both about eight hours away, kid," the local officer offered. 
"About an hour by plane." 


"That's
fine," the banker agreed. "I can authorize a withdrawal to be made
like that.  I'll need a full hour to get it ready." 


"Agreed,"
Gibbs said.  "That's a last resort." 


"Of
course.  I'll let others know.  This is how we usually do
it."  That got a nod.  "If it does, I'll need you to send
me a copy of an ID of whoever is going to pick it up.  I don't suggest you
send Xander.  Kidnapers in the past have tried to hit the ransom pickup to
decrease their danger of capture." 


"Sure,"
Xander agreed.  Percy nosed him and he smiled, petting him. 
"We'll play ball in a few."  The dog barked and went back to
sniffing around.  He barked a few times then sat down, looking at Taylor. 


"He's
a drug dog, right, Gibbs?" 


"Yeah,
he was a narcotics dog," he agreed.  He looked at the banker
again.  "Thank you." 


"Not
a problem.  Keep me informed, Special Agent Gibbs, I hope we can solve
this one safely.  I'd miss having Tony around."  He smiled and
hung up. 


"Are
those two dating?" Gibbs asked his son. 


"Not
like you stepped up, Dad, and Daddy Tony needs a lot of love and
affection.  Or at least someone *there* in the middle of the night when
the nightmares come back."  He hopped down and went to take his dog
on the rounds with the other guys.  "He's my dog."  That
got a smile.  "We got him when he retired.  Percy, sniff the
drugs!"  Percy took off to sniff around, finding another butt of a
joint.   They got picked up and put together.  "Good
boy!  Anything else?"  Percy sniffed the car and stopped on the
trunk.  They opened it and let Percy look inside, letting him paw at
something until they got him back out.  Then they dug it out.  "That's
not Daddy Tony's.  He can't even take pain killers." 


"The
tape on the bag is old, I didn't figure it was," the local guy offered,
smiling at him.  "Take him back and play with him.  We've got
the road blocked."  Xander did that, going to find Percy's ball and
play with him for a few minutes.  It did make for a happy dog. 
"Hey, Feeb man!"  He held up the baggie. "Older tape so I
know it wasn't your boy's." 


"We
can still confiscate it and investigate the old renters," he agreed. 
"Get that too."  One of his boys came over to confiscate it and
bag it for their labs.  "Thank you."  He looked at Xander
and Percy.  "In the van," he ordered.  Xander sighed but
threw the ball into the van, letting Percy go first.  He shook his
head.  "Okay, next move, Gibbs?" 


"If
the GPS is coming from his house...." 


"How
far away is it?" 


"Four
hours.  About.  Xander navigates with Tony.  The last two trips
I slept on the way in.  The first he was just a toddler and it was after
the explosion." 


"I
saw the deer tape," he admitted with a grin. 


Xander
leaned out.  "He's out by Bethel, then take a right instead of a
left.  Head two hours or a good game of tetris back toward the middle of
the state into the mountains.  Daddy calls it ski country, then don't go
to the resort, go left instead.  There's a small village about forty
minutes after that and he's five miles from the Cumbie's on the edge of
town." 


"He
even gives directions like a native," one of the locals joked. 
"Haven't heard an 'aye- yupt' from him yet though."  Gibbs gave
him a look but he was shaking his head.  "Can you read a map,
son?" 


"No. 
Not yet.  I know what it looks like though.  I came up last
summer."  He came over to draw out the first one.  "Coming
out of Bethel off the interstate and through town, right here's the
bridge."  He pointed at it on the crude stick figure drawing. 
"We usually stop here," he said, pointing at a small square. 
"It's a nice little store and they stock the candy poles, like lollipops
but not, and maple syrup candy." 


"The
ones you used to get at the barbershop," Gibbs told them. 


One
of the guys called one of his people to ask him.  Then he nodded. 
"That works.  Thanks."  He hung up.  "We know
where we're starting." 


"Good. 
Where does that put us in two hours travel on that road?" 


"In
the summertime or winter, kid?" 


"Xander
and summer usually.  This daddy throws a fit if I take off
school."  That got a smile. "The resort is just at the end of
two hours or the good game of tetris." 


"Which
would put it here," someone said on a bigger map.  "There's two
resorts there."  He let Xander look and he pointed at one. 
"Then go another forty miles away?"  Xander nodded, pointing at
a town name.  "There?" 


"That's
the sign of the village before the town with the Cumbie's.  By then I
usually need a  potty break and it's another ten miles to the next place
so I make myself wait now." 


"We
got a town, boss," he said, letting him see.  "Has to be this
one." 


"We
can make sure." 


"He's
got a PO Box," Gibbs admitted.  "I didn't even..." 


"That's
why you don't let victims help, boss," McGee noted dryly. 
"You're right, that's the right town.  Postal Service doesn't like to
give out that information but Fornell is leaning on them." 


"Head
of the FBI?" 


"Non-appointed,"
McGee said with a smile.  "The appointed guy is annoying." 
That got some laughs from them all. 


"He
talks down to me all the time," Xander offered, patting him on the back
and lifting his wallet.  "Can I have a soda when we get somewhere,
dad?" 


"Only
if you put his wallet back, son," he ordered without looking. 


"I'm
just practicing.  Maybe I'll be a spy instead." 


"No
way in hell, son." 


"Fine." 
He handed it back with a grin, getting a bop on the head for it. 
"Ow, meany."  He got back into the van with his dog.  
He listened to them make plans to helicopter into the next town over.  It
was far enough away that it wouldn't look strange.  It had the regional
hospital and they could land there. Xander leaned out.  "If we start
with the neighbor on the west, her new farmhouse is only two miles away. 
He's five miles from the village and the next nearest one is ten miles on the
east.  It's really quiet there." 


"That's
not a bad idea," the local guy admitted.  "One up the
road?" 


"He'll
hear," Gibbs agreed. "That place is totally silent.  If they don't
have the generator on, you can sometimes hear the main road four miles
back." 


"I've
been in towns like that," one guy agreed. "You guys think you can
handle the woods?" 


"Xander
grew up playing them.  I'm a former Marine.  My team keeps up with
me."  That got nods.  "Taylor, your team and woods?" 


"We
can do it."  He gave a pointed look at the van and Xander, getting a
shrug.  "That's dangerous." 


"He's
the only one who can get into the top floor without alerting them and
inside.  Besides, I want the dog with us."  That got a nod and a
helicopter was called for.  They airlifted to the nearest town then drove
the back way into the next town over with the help of the local officers there,
who all smiled at Xander and Percy.  They remembered him from the time he
had decided to wander off when he was four and made it to the next village the
hard way.  "Has there been any activity?  Any strangers?"
Gibbs asked.  A town that size you noticed anyone who came in. 


"Some
more strange than others.  Your distant neighbor was bought by some freaky
witchlings who think they can ride brooms and talk to fairies.  Don't mind
the normal ones but those girls got bats in their belfries," he
joked.  "Today?  We did have a car we didn't know go out that
way.  We figured they were going to bother the ladies.  Looked like
feds.  Your sorta car, Gibbs.  Dark sedan with tinted windows." 


"That's
fine.  Did you count how many?" 


"Full
backseat.  Two or three in front.  We figured it was a Lincoln with
bench seats."  That got a nod.  "You boy okay?  He was
still limping around last I knew." 


"He
still is," Gibbs admitted.  "The cane's permanent." 
That got nods.  "We'll sneak through from the McGreevy farm. 
That's closest.  Xander goes up to the second floor with a video feed, a
pocket knife, and handcuff keys just in case."  That got a nod from
everyone.  "We wait while he does a quiet search." 


"Because
I can sneak out without even Daddy Tony realizing and he's got bat ears,"
Xander agreed.  "I'll leave Percy with you at the edge of the oak and
maple, dad?" 


"That
works.  That's still with in the cover but within sight of the
house.  Can't see there from the back porch."  That got some
nods.  They got off at the neighbor's farm, him and Xander both nodding at
the neighbor before they took off into the woods.  "With us," he
hissed at his son.  "No running ahead.  They could have
guards." 


He
stayed with the group, in the protected middle spot.  McGee got him
outfitted with a good knife, his own handcuff keys, and handcuffs, plus the camera
and voice system.  Then he snuck around to the wood pile carefully. 
He got up the chimney and onto the roof, then checked the window with the
camera, getting a nod from his father.  He looked then slid down the drain
pipe until he could get there.  It was never locked so he slid it open and
inside, closing it behind him.  He checked that room, then used the video
system down the stairs first.  His father's voice on the earbud told him
where everyone was and who was looking.  He glanced when they quit
looking.  He even caught Tony's eye.  His dog yelped outside and he
growled.  Nobody had better have hurt his dog!  Most of the guys went
to check so he snuck down and behind the couch, then inside the couch.  It
was a junky old thing with holes.  He found Tony's hands and followed them
up.  He cut the plastic ties, handing him the knife and the
handcuffs.  Then he got back under cover as ordered. 


"You
know, there's a few strays in the area," Tony said casually, working his
fingers to get feeling back.  "It could've been the McGreevey's
dog.  They let her loose during the summer so she gets used to animal
scents for hunting season."  They glared at him and someone growled
at him to shut up.  Tony sighed and felt something going into his
hand.  He sneezed and bent down to pant.  That had hurt to force
that.  "Hate doing that."  He felt the three clicks so as
soon as someone came over to make him sit back up again, he stabbed them and
went after the next nearest one. "Gibbs!"  The team came rushing
in and got the others.  He flopped down on the couch, hearing the muttered
'ouch'.  "It's safe, Xander."  He wiggled his way out and
into his lap, making him smile.  "Very good job.  Who hurt
Percy?" 


"No
one.  I told him to yelp and he did," Angela told him. 
"Are you all right, Director?" 


"Hands
are a bit sore.  Someone go turn on the generator?  I should have a
can of gas out there."  Xander went to do that and blessed light and
air flow started with the fan.  Tony sighed in pleasure. 
"Better."  He smiled.  "Hi, Gibbs." 


"Tony. 
You all right?" 


"Pretty
okay.  The plane?" 


"Gone,"
he admitted. 


"I'll
send a message of condolence to the families.  By the way, they knew I had
the plague."  He looked at Xander.  "Go ahead and cancel
the ransom, kiddo."  Xander nodded and used McGee's laptop to do
that.  He looked at Gibbs again.  "Sorry." 


"I'm
not.  You're alive."  That got a grin.  "Need
medical?" 


Tony
shook his head.  "Backrub.  They had me on the floor of the car
the whole way here.  My back's a bit stiff."  That got a
nod.  "I'm okay, guys.  Stand down except for the one guard who
went to town to get lanterns."  The local cops called that one in and
he was arrested in the store.  "Okay.  You wanna take them to
town and I'll yell at Xander for being pushy and smart?" 


"He
had good ideas," McGee offered.  "He's the one who sent for
Percy." 


"Percy
can track the family better than any other scent dog," Xander said from
where he was chatting.  "Daddy Tony, Mr. Toddy wants to know if you
want dinner when you get back." 


"I'll
see." 


"He
said he'll see, Mr. Toddy.  Thank you."  He smiled and hung up
then came back to cuddle him.  "Of course I got pushy.  No one
else knows these woods like me." 


"Except
for the McGreevy's oldest son," the patrol agreed.  "He's in the
local jail for six more weeks for trying to rob Cumbie's." 


"He's
still only eight," Tony reminded him. 


"He's
a good hand at this stuff," Taylor admitted.  "Didn't get in the
way.  Did what he was told.  Tried to lift McGee's
wallet."  That got a look from Tony to Xander, who slumped
down.  "You've got a good boy there, guys.  He's a real good
hand at this.  Maybe you should honor him for doing it." 


"Ewww,"
Xander muttered, glaring at him.  "I used to like you." 
That got a laugh.  He shuddered. "Eww, daddy!" 


"Guys,"
he complained.  They relented and left him alone.  "Not like
Gibbs picks up his when he gets them," Tony reminded them, making them
laugh.  "Okay, someone dial me into the SecNav and work." 
McGee did that on the big screen, letting him wave.  "I'm okay
now.  Just a bit sore.  They knew I had the plague.  They wanted
to strain my blood down to get it." 


"Did
they take any?" 


"They
were waiting on their doc, who'll be in to Boston tonight at eleven. 
Flight to New Hampshire immediately afterward, then driven here.  He'd
have gotten to me about dawn." 


"Where
is he coming from?" Gibbs asked. 


"Not
a clue.  His flight comes in at eleven-ten if it's on time." 
McGee got onto the laptop to find that out.  "That narrows it down to
how many?" 


"Three
flights.  Which airport?" 


"Don't
know.  Ask the guys groaning on the floor." 


Xander
walked over to one and stepped up onto his crotch, then jumped, making him
shriek.  "Who was going to hurt my daddy by making him bleed?"
he asked.  Gibbs grabbed him and handed him back to Tony. 
"Hey!  I can help more!" 


"No.
You can't," Tony told him. "Woodshed, Gibbs."  He drug that
guy out there, making him scream a few minutes later.  "He hates
snakes," he told McGee.  "There's always a nest out
there."  Xander nodded at that.  The SecNav smiled at
that.  "There is."  He shrugged.  "It's a comfy
place for them to lay eggs."  He looked at the dog.  "Hey,
Percy, come cuddle."  He hopped up onto the couch to cuddle with them,
head in Tony's lap. "Good boy.  You were such a good boy." 
The dog let out a tired woof.  "I know, it's getting late for you,
boy.  Remember, you're very loved, Percy.  The boy and I both love
you.  So does Gibbs."  The dog fell asleep and he looked at
Xander, who gave him a sad look. "You know he was old when we gave him to
you," he reminded him. 


"I
know.  Dogs don't live as long as peoples.  He's been a good
dog."  That got a nod and he looked at him.  "Can we bury
him up here so he can chase squirrels in his afterlife?" 


"Sure. 
We'll put him out by the old cemetery."  That got a nod.  They
both petted the dog.  "So, boss, I'm on vacation," he said
dryly.  That got a laugh and the SecNav hung up.  "Put me onto
MTAC, McGee, please."  They came up.  "Yes, I'm
alive.  Julia, dear, please put out a letter of condolence for the pilots
and the steward?"  That got a nod.  "Thank you.  Let
everyone know I'm fine and his school know he's fine but he'll be back in a few
days." 


"Sure,
Tony. Anything else?" 


"Kate
make it up from Bermuda yet?" 


"Just
now.  Came in still brushing sand out of her hair." 


"Then
let her handle any emergencies.  I'm recuperating."  That got a
nod.  "Also, have someone run a check on who got into my Y. pestis
file.  They knew." 


"On
it and I'll send it to Gibbs tonight," she promised, going to hand out
those orders. McGee turned it off.  "Thanks." 


"Welcome,
Tony."  Gibbs came in.  "Do we have a name?" 


"We
have a description."  He handed it over.  Then he looked at the
dog.  "He's a good boy."  Percy's tail moved some. 
"We'll bring him home, son." 


"Daddy,
I want him up here so he can chase the squirrels."  Gibbs nodded at
that. 


"There's
the old cemetery out in the woods.  I don't think the family would mind
watching over him for us," Tony agreed. 


"That's
fine.  He can have a few days." 


"Then
we need more gas." 


"We
do."  They all frowned.  "Someone give me a lift to get
some supplies and a rental car?"  That got some nods.  "McGee,
turn over whoever that is to Taylor, let him go beat them." 


"Of
course, boss."  He handed over the narrowed list.  "Two
flights." 


"Works
for me.  We'll run checks on what they do."  He sent that to his
home base and told them to let him know *immediately*, he was heading for
Boston right then.  "Been fun, boys.  Xander, I'll see you soon,
sport." 


"Of
course.  Be safe." 


"I
will.  You behave and quit being so pushy.  Enjoy being a kid." 


"I
do most of the time now that daddy bought a new tv."  That got a
laugh. "Six weeks without one."  That got some more laughs and
the cops left.  Gibbs left with one to get supplies for them. 
"He can go in his sleep, right?" 


"If
he's going to go that way, he's not in any pain."  That got a nod and
Xander snuggled into him.  "I know it sucks." 


"It
is.  It's one of the things I hated about my old life.  All the death
and destruction," he admitted quietly. 


"Are
they getting stronger?" 


"Some. 
Oh, the hellhound puppy came back.  I think Willow needs to redo the thing
on my stomach." 


"I
did that."  Xander looked up at him.  "My mother's father
was a Watcher."  That got a gape.  "I blew raspberries at
them when they came to test me, but we did have the stuff in the library. 
He left it to go into banking."  That got a nod.  "So I did
the blessing on your stomach.  But Willow might like the fairy witches on
the other side."  That got a giggle.  "Heard about
them?" 


"Yeah,
even the officers think they're a bit odd." 


"They
are."  He nodded.  He kissed him on the head.  "Good
boy."  They went back to petting the dog and watching tv for now. 

  


***



Year
Ten 


***



"Dad?"
Xander called as he walked into the shared house.  Both fathers had
retired the year before and Xander had been the reason they had moved in
together again.  He had gotten mono and Gibbs hadn't been able to handle
him being that sick alone, but Tony understood about being sick.  Plus
Tony had a better handle on how to do the educational stuff he was
missing.  Tony leaned out of the kitchen of the old house that Gibbs had
kept through everything in their lives.  "Can I be gay?" 


"Why? 
Feeling urges?" 


"Just
to run away from the girl up the street.  She's back on her kick and
apparently off her meds again," he complained, coming in to make a snack
for them.  "She cornered me on the walk from the bus stop.  She
wants to take me to some preteen club this weekend.  I told her I had a
lot of homework so she said her mother would make me go." 


"Fat
chance," Gibbs said as he came up the stairs.  "You can be
suddenly grounded, son." 


"Thank
you, Dad."  He sat down with his plate of snack food.  His
father looked at him so he held it up so he could take a few of the cakes and
so could Tony.  "I know Mal's scary, but she's worse, dad.  The nightmares
I have about bug ladies and Anya are nothing next to this kid's issues.  I
told her I was gay and she laughed and said they were myths."  He ate
a bite of his first snack cake.  Tony took another one, making him frown. "I'm
a growing boy and I work it off." 


"I'm
hungry."  He shrugged.  He tucked into his cupcakes and swiss
cake rolls.  "What is she doing?  I've had a bit of experience
with stalkers." 


"You
remember when we had to stop her from following me *everywhere*?" he
asked.  Tony and Gibbs both groaned but nodded.  "That only
worse.  When I tried to walk away from her after telling her I was gay,
she was going on about how she'd be a real woman within a few years and then we
could be together fully.  I pointed out I liked boys more again and that's
when she laughed and said they were mythical."  Tony shook his
head.   Gibbs patted him on the head.  "I'm scared. 
I'll take on another hostage taker.  I'll take on another mugger. 
I'll be kidnaped while I'm so sick I feel like I'm dying.  Just get me
away from her?" 


"We've
called Social Services on her family before," Gibbs reminded him.
"They made her go to a therapist." 


"Yeah,
well, not helping," Xander said, stuffing the rest of that one into his
mouth and guarding his plate so his father couldn't take another one. 
"Mine!  Greedy!" 


"You
unwrapped nine, son," he complained. 


"I've
only had two!"  He went back to his nibbling.  "I'd ask Mal
to scare her but she might coo at him and screw him up more." 


"Mal's
a nice little boy," Tony said patiently.  Both Gibbs stared at
him.  "For a mad genius and future engineer." 


Xander
nodded.  "At least he got the plasma screen monitor back together
again, Daddy Tony." 


"True.
That was nice of him and it still works."  He nibbled on his last
snack cake. Gibbs managed to steal another one.  He snatched the last one
on the plate.  "Okay, do we want to file a restraining order? 
Do you want me to act like my high society self?  Tell her you can only
date people from good schools since she's in a public school?" 


"Would
it help?" the elder Gibbs asked. 


Tony
shrugged. "Might piss her off, not sure.  Could go either way." 


"Or
it could make her transfer schools," Jethro reminded him.  He sat
down.  "I want you to write or type out every single encounter you've
had with this girl and what bothered you about it." 


"I
still have homework tonight.  That's an all night project, Dad." 


"Start
on it tonight and we'll keep going tomorrow," Tony promised.  That
got a nod and Xander went off with the last snack cake to do that.  They
had kept him down to four.  They were proud parents at the moment. 
Tony ate the last bite of his third one.  "We know she's
disturbed." 


"She
clearly is," he agreed.  "She's also too young to fit the normal
stalker stereotypes." 


"Point." 
He frowned and called the office.  "Hey, McGee, it's me.  When
Xander's done with something he's sending it to you tomorrow.  Can you get
your pet profiler to glance it over during a free moment?   He's
attracting his first stalker.  Yeah, that girl up the block again. 
No, she was talking today about how she'd be a real girl soon so they could be
together and shit.  Thanks."  He hung up.  "He'll have
what's-her-name look it over when he's done."  Xander came in to lean
on him.  "Stomachache?" he teased. 


"She's
outside with a radio," he said quietly. 


"She
hear?" 


"No,
all the windows are closed that way.  I'm not going back out there,
dad." 


"Let
me," Jethro said, heading that way.  He opened the front door and
looked at her.  "Selling radios for Girl Scouts?" he asked. 


"No,
silly," she said, smiling at him.  "I came to see if Xander
would come play with me.  We're going on a picnic tonight." 


"He's
grounded, Melody.  He can't." 


"Oh." 
She pouted.  "But Mommy really wanted him to." 


"I
don't care.  He's still grounded and he's grounded all weekend." 


She
stomped her foot.  "You can't do that!  Mommy said he's coming
with me this weekend!" 


He
stared her down and she backed up a step so he clearly still had the
skills.  "No.  I also think I should talk to your parents about
breaking this dependence you have on Xander's friendship, Melody." 


"You
won't take him from me," she vowed, heading off at a run. 


"Bet
me," he snorted.  "Heading out." 


"Not
alone you're not," Tony called.  "Change too."  He
went up to his room to change into something less casual and something more
'former director of a federal agency'.  He came down in the dress pants
and button up shirt, looking at Gibbs.  "Change, boss.  You've
got sawdust again.  Not the proper threatening image."  Gibbs
rolled his eyes. "Xander, do not open the door unless it's an emergency or
McGee." 


"Of
course not.  I'm still working on this.  Then the stupid history
homework I have to rewrite."  Tony looked back at him.  "I
was told it was too simplistic for someone in my grade even when I complained I
didn't understand half the crap she was talking about this semester.  What
do multi-national corporations who underpay their foreign workers have to do
with World War II?" 


"They
were formed afterward by the rules put forth in the treaties.  Especially
the ones in Asia."  That got a nod and he went to look those
up.  It'd help him.  Gibbs came down in a different shirt. 
"No gun?" he teased. 


"I
hope it's not needed."  They walked out and up the street, Tony
tapping on the door.  "Mrs. Laurel.  Jethro Gibbs and Tony
DiNozzo, Xander's fathers.  I think we need to talk." 


"About
what?" she asked, letting them inside. 


"About
your daughter's unhealthy regard for Xander," Tony said, looking at
her.  She looked stunned.  "She was talking earlier about how
she'd be a real woman soon and how they could be together soon.  She
scared Xander to hell, ma'am." 


"My
daughter Melody is a charming young woman," she said firmly. 


"Who
has mental issues," Gibbs told her.  "This isn't the first time
she's bordered on stalking him, Mrs. Laurel.  She's tried to hurt him in
the past."  Tony looked at him.  "Yes, I heard how she
pushed him out of the treehouse even though he didn't want me to know," he
admitted.  "The same as I know your daughter is presently seeing
professional help.  I think this issue needs to be addressed there as well
since she just told me I can't ground my own son." 


"Well,
I did say he could go with her to the pre-teen club this weekend.  Surely
you don't mind." 


"Yes
I do," Tony assured her.  "I do mind.  I also mind that
Xander said he didn't want to go, even if he weren't grounded."  She
gave him a glare.  "Mrs. Laurel, I didn't want to point this out but
Jethro and I are both former Federal Agents.  We've both seen stalkers in
the past, and with your daughter's recent behavior it is mandated that we turn
her in for this sort of behavior.  It's considered harmful to our son and
others since I know she's been tormenting a young woman who does like Xander
and is a very nice young woman." 


"She's
a harlot," she said coolly. 


"She's
eight.  She's too young to know the definition of that word," he said
blandly. "Now, we're bringing this to you in hopes that you'll straighten
your daughter out so we don't have to turn her in.  At the next incident
we will have to.  I would also suggest that whoever is working with your
daughter be informed of this incidence.  Because the law is very clear on
these matters." 


"I
think you should leave." 


"As
you wish," Jethro agreed, "but I think you should be aware of the
situation and that we are required to turn her in for this sort of behavior if
it continues."  He looked at Tony and caught the view of the
hallway.  "Is that my son's picture?"  She went pale. 
"I believe we'll be waiting for some backup, Tony." 


"Sure." 
He pulled out his phone.  "Our team or local PD?" 


"Local
is fine."  Tony dialed. 


"Get
out!" she shrieked.  "You cannot come in here and demand that I
stop my daughter from admiring your son!" 


Tony
put the phone against his ear.  "This is Director DiNozzo.  No,
not good.  Remember the stalking last year, Reggie?  We're there and
it's starting again.  They've got a shrine with what looks like violent
materials.  Gibbs, stop her, she's trying to escape."  He went
to get the little girl and walk her inside.  "We know she's
tormenting another child.  We're there now and she's getting huffy. 
Please."  He hung up.  "There'll be an officer here within
ten minutes, ma'am.  Might I suggest you call your husband?" 
She stood up and tried to slap him.  He ducked and looked at her. 
"Try it again and I'll hit back."  She gasped and sat back
down.  An officer knocked and he went to let him in, showing him the
shrine.  "Her daughter is ten, Xander's age.  She was talking
earlier about how she'd be a real woman soon.  Her mother called the girl
up the street a harlot for having a crush on Xander for saving her dog last
month." 


"These
are violent materials.  He's all right?" 


"Freaked. 
He's writing out the incidences for us and our profiler.  I know there's
been a call to CPS about her before." 


"Agreed,
DiNozzo.  Let us handle that and we'll come talk to your son." 


"That's
fine.  Jethro had the miniature stalker."  That got a nod and he
walked him out.  "I do hope your daughter and you get help, Mrs.
Laurel."  He closed the door gently behind him.  "Boss,
send her inside." 


"They've
got her in the back of the car.  She tried to stab me," he
admitted.  "Good thing I changed into a shirt I don't like." 


"Don't
say that, boss.  Xander bought you that for your last birthday." 


"Oops. 
I'll fix it.  It's not that noticeable."  He nodded at the
officer when he came out.  "I want my son to have a restraining
order." 


"Agreed.
It's probably warranted.  Your son?" 


"I
called, he's at the kitchen table." 


"Thank
you."  He headed down to talk to him.  Jethro and Tony followed
but stayed out of his way while he questioned Xander. 


***



Tony
met with the headmistress the next morning when he drove Xander in. 
"Sorry, something to add to Xander's file," he offered, handing over
the envelope.  "Our neighbor's daughter went stalker again. 
There's the restraining order, their pictures, and a copy of the report in case
your own guards need it."  She gave him a horrified look.  He
nodded.  "Also, Xander needs a one day extension on his history
rewrite.  The cops had him most of the night and I'm helping him on it but
he didn't get to bed until midnight." 


"I'll
tell the teacher," she promised, staring at him.  "Is he all
right?" 


"So
far.  We're anticipating backlash.  This isn't the first time. 
They've had her turned in before for this.  Her mother was helping. 
She had violent materials on the family shrine to him."  That got a
sigh and a sad look.  "So far he's fine, just a bit jumpy.  I
would suggest no one grab him for the next day." 


"Good
point.  I'll put this into our records.  Usually it's someone who
wants the family's money." 


"They
don't know I have money."  He grinned. "Or that Xander has an
unbreakable trust."  She smiled at that.  "She's been after
him since she met him at four and he hates her.  It's devolved into this
over the years.  Last time she got turned in she had intentionally hurt
him and then said no one else could have him.  Including us." 
He grinned.  "Fat chance of that happening.  Anything I need to
sign?" 


"No. 
It'll go into his file here," she promised.  He nodded. 
"Let me check them?"   He nodded and stood up, waiting
while she did that.  "Oh, dear.  Um, the girl's father is our PE
instructor," she admitted. 


"Can
he be excused?" 


"He
can be.  I'll call a quick staff meeting.  Thank you."  He
nodded and left.  She called her secretary.  "Staff meeting,
now.  There's a young woman and her family that is stalking  young
Mr. Gibbs."  She hung up and handed the package to her guards when
they came in.  "We already have a problem." 


"He's
the PE teacher and she's subbed in," one of them agreed.  He looked
at her.  "How violent?" 


"There's
a copy of the report in there."  The others walked in and crowded
around.  "Someone make sure Philip doesn't come in." 
Someone went to do that.  "Thank you.  We have a small
problem.  Philip's daughter has been stalking Xander Gibbs.  They
ended up turning her over to the police last night because she was having
violent fantasies about him." 


"More
than that.  The report states that a child psychologist came in to talk to
her," the guard admitted, looking at the group.  "She's having
sexual and violent fantasies about him.  There was a shrine at the
house.  Not in her room, but in the house, with violent materials and
depictions." 


"She's
hurt him in the past," the headmistress agreed.  "She's been
turned in before for this problem.  There is now a restraining
order.  Also, Julie, he needs an extra day on his history rewrite. 
Tony said he was up until midnight with the officers going over the
incidences."  That got a nod.  "He said he's helping him
with it because you're still going a bit over his head."  She looked
at the people around her.  "I need your help keeping Philip away from
young Mr. Gibbs." 


"He
can do a study hall in the library instead of gym," the guard
suggested.  "That's the safest place for the kid and where we send
them when they've got doctor's excuses."  That got nods. 
"Is he involved?" 


"I'm
not sure and I'm going to be talking to him in private," she
announced.  "For right now, try to keep them apart.  Tell myself
and Officer Carl if you do see it.  Or if you see the others.  Apparently
the mother was here as a substitute a few times."  The papers got
handed around.  That got nods from everyone.  "Thank you and
have a good day in classes, ladies and gentlemen."  They left, the
guard taking back the file.  The father was let in.  "Mr.
DiNozzo was here," she said.  Carl excused himself.  "I
need to know your side of what happened.  We do have to conform to the
restraining order." 


He
nodded. "It's my wife and daughter, ma'am.  I haven't been home in
four months. I was included as a matter of form but I wish that little boy
nothing but luck getting away from them.  I put this problem into my
divorce statement when I filed it.  Is he okay?" 


"Apparently
it's escalated to violent fantasies and your daughter talking about sexual
relationships with him.  His parents handled it and called someone
official because he was so upset." 


"As
is proper for good parents, even if they are together." 


"Actually
they're not."  She looked at him.  "I've asked
Xander.  It's not a carnal relationship, it's a relationship of
convenience so they can each see their child."  That got a nod. 
"Have you talked to the police?" 


"If
you'll tell me which one I'll let him know about the divorce paperwork." 


"Give
me your attorney's name and I'll pass it on."  He handed over his
card then leaned back again.  "Because the restraining order he'll
have to be excused from gym." 


"Of
course. He's in great physical shape anyway.  He helps the one father with
his therapy for his back and the other's a Marine.  His father removed the
tv from the house for six weeks once to make sure his son wasn't becoming a
vegetable.  Xander's probably more fit than I am for all that he doesn't
do well in sports."  That got a smile.  "I can see him
doing track or swimming when he's older."  He stood up. 
"Not a problem, Headmistress, please protect that boy from my
wife."  That got a nod.  "Thank you."  He left,
smiling at the boy since he was out there.  "Not me, kid.  Let
your parents know it was in the divorce papers." 


"I
will," Xander agreed.  "I'm sorry you married her mother." 


"So
am I now," he admitted, smiling at him before walking out. 


Xander
called home from the secretary's phone.  "Dad, the gym teacher is her
father and he said he noted this in his divorce papers in case it helps. 
Yeah, they're already doing that and I'm in the office since she's my sub
homeroom teacher.  Thanks."  He hung up and looked at the
secretary.  "I take it I'm not going to math today
either?"  She shook her head.  "Okay.  Make me miss
the subject I can't get."  He shrugged.  "Sorta like having
Doctor Fox teach me history.  I'm lost." 


She
smiled.  "I'm sure your fathers can help if you'd ask." 


"I
have.  Tony's not sure what Doctor Fox is talking about most of the
time.  We're going to flunk this year's history test for the state. 
It's like the Defense teacher at Hogwarts."  She giggled at that. 


The
Headmistress came out.  "That bad?" 


"What
do multi-national corporations have to do with World War II?  Tony said
they got started afterward.  That and she was talking about the poor
Guatemalan garment workers?  I didn't know they were making shirts down
there for thirteen cents a shirt then.  Wasn't everyone working for that
wage?" 


"Nearly,"
the headmistress agreed.  "Back then you could buy a car for what a
cheap laptop costs now.  I'll sit in on her lectures, Xander.  Why
are you here?" 


"Her
mother's the sub in home room and math," he said dryly.  "I came
back here instead of going in.  I haven't even hit my locker." 


"Carl,
please take Xander to his locker," she called.  He came in and
smiled.  "Thank you.  Watch her today." 


"Of
course.  I didn't even realize she was here."  He walked the boy
that way.  "You good?" 


"Freaked. 
She had pasted my picture onto a Ken doll's face and then put it in bondage
stuff.  It's freaky, like the stuff I snuck and found online." 
That got a smirk.  "Daddy Tony caught me and we had a long
talk." 


"Good. 
Your other father?" 


"Daddy
Tony told him and he said if I ever went past handcuffs he'd spank me until I
begged." 


"Good." 
He checked the locker then let him open it, but he had to pull the boy out of
the way of the smoke that came out.  He called it in and the nearby rooms
were evacuated to the gym.  The boy was right behind him the whole time. 
He knew his precautions.  An officer came in. 


"Hi,
Officer Doug," Xander said, peeking out at him.  "That's my
locker." 


"I'm
sorry.  You okay?" 


"Smoke
bomb.  Pretty cheap," he admitted. 


"Also,
her father said the stalking thing was part of the reason he filed for
divorce," Carl told him. 


"I'll
have it noted," he agreed, checking the locker.  "Looks like she
burnt something, Xander."  He held up a picture.  "What's
that?" 


"That
had better not be of mom."  He looked and sighed.  "It
is." 


"Do
you have other copies?" 


"Yeah,
Daddy Tony made sure I made copies to bring in for my locker so I couldn't lose
an original."  He looked at the officer. "I'm having the desire
to run away." 


"I
don't blame you, kid.  Let's clear your locker out.  Was it this
messy before?"  He looked and nodded.  Carl gave him a look and
he shrugged.  "He's only ten.  They're all messy at that
age." 


"It's
the only place I can create a mess.  Dad's a bit strict about that,"
he said dryly.  Both older guys laughed at that.  Tony strolled back
in, looking casually unconcerned.  "She burned mom's picture." 


Tony
gave him a hug.  "Want to head to Vermont for a few days?" 
Xander looked up and nodded.  "Yeah, me too.  The bad part is
trying to convince your father." 


"I'm
going even if he wants to stay," Xander said dryly.  "But let's
pack up the important stuff first," he offered. 


"All
the pictures and things are in storage," Tony agreed, smiling at
him.  "Very heavy storage."  That got a smirk. 
"I've been here before."  He saw Mal bounce up the hall. 
"Did you sneak out?" 


"Yeah,
I had Doctor Fox and she's an idiot who's babbling about Disney being bad when
she heard one kid was going down there.  Something about making their
people make stuffed animals for mere cents an animal." 


Carl
snickered. "She's a firm believer in minimum wage all around the
world." 


"Yeah
but their economies would mean that making eight bucks an hour over there was
an indication of being like our millionaires. When your whole average yearly
income is only six hundred dollars and most people can live on that in that
area, having them make that much a month throws the economy out of whack and
creates a stunning separation of the poor and then you're stuck with it like we
are." 


Xander
looked at him.  "Have I mentioned recently I'm scared of your brain,
Mal?" 


"No." 
He grinned sweetly.  "But thank you.  Wanna come camp in my room
tonight?  I'll let you have my coffin." 


"No,
that's okay," he said.  "We're talking about a sudden
vacation." 


"Yeah,
mom said that it's a good idea.  Uncle Tim got the tapes of her statement
and it was not pretty.  The profiler was going off about abuse and
whichever parent had screwed her up deserved to be in jail and things. 
Mom was *way* pissed at your stalker chick." 


"I
came home freaked beyond belief.   I mean, the occasional dog that
shows up stinking to hell and all that is one thing.  This is something
else." 


Tony
looked at him.  "I thought that thing quit showing up." 


"Quit
swearing, young man," Carl warned. 


"Mutley?"
Mal called.  The hellhound, no longer a puppy, showed up and sniffed him
then Xander, licking Xander. "Him.  Mutley, Xander's being
stalked." 


"Just
don't eat her," Tony ordered. He looked at Mal.  "I'm so telling
your mother," he promised.  He squeaked and shrunk down. 
"Won't work, Mal.  Really."  He patted his son on the
back.  "Go ahead and clean the thing out, just in case." 
The dog dug his nose in and came out with a dead snake, which Xander backed away
from.  "Is that poisonous?" 


"Yup,"
Mal agreed.  "That's an asp."  He took the dead thing.
"Hmm.  Baby asp."  He handed it to the officer. 
"Mutley killed it." 


"Thanks,
kid."  He put it into a bag and got back to work on the locker with
Xander.  He looked at Mal.  "You know Xander's parents?" 


"My
mommy's Abby." 


"Ooh! 
I've met Abby," he said with a smile.  "She's nice." 


"Thank
you." 


"Back
to class," Carl said tolerantly. 


"Must
I go listen to her babble?  Can't I have detention instead?" 


"She's
doing detention," Xander said grimly.  "Has for the last month
and kept volunteering." 


Mal
smiled sweetly.  "I'll volunteer for suspension then, Officer
Carl.  Can I go take apart another computer to do that?" 


"Don't,"
Tony groaned.  "Your mother hates having to replace the things,
Mal." 


"He's
family, she might threaten him too," Officer Doug offered.  He came
out with a canister.  "Um, DiNozzo?" 


"Hold
down the pin," Xander said firmly.  "Do not let it come out if
it's already partially out."  That got a nod.  "That
could've been the smoke.  That is not mine, guys.  I like explosives
and all but not mine.  I'm not into gas canisters." 


"We
know," Carl agreed. 


"Good,"
Tony assured him, calling home.  "Hey, Jethro?  We just found a
baby asp and a gas canister in Xander's locker, plus a burned picture. 
Oh, tell Abby Mal's with us.  He snuck away from Doctor Fox's lecture on
why Disney was bad."  He listened.  "He wants to hit
Vermont.  You?"  He nodded.  "We can do that. 
Pack anything precious just in case, like when he was crawling, Gibbs. 
Meet you back there.  Sure, we can take him too."  He hung
up.  "Wanna hit Vermont, Mal?"  He squealed and hugged
them, just like Abby did.  "Cool.  Officer Doug, I'll let you
deal with this.  We're taking the boys to our house in Vermont for a few
days to a week."  That got a nod.  "Thanks. 
Carl?" 


"I'll
tell her and sign them both out.  Much too dangerous with her being the
math sub today."  That got a nod and Tony led the boys out to the
car. He looked at the officer. "We got the news after she was already here."



"I
know that happens."  He finished clearing out the locker and stacked
it more neatly this time. 


***



Gibbs
sent the boys outside but Mal pouted. "Outside, Scuito." 


"But
it's sunny!" he complained.  "It's bright and sunny and
cheerful.  Eww." 


"Tough,
go play in the woods," Tony ordered.  "Xander, show him the old
graveyard." 


"Okay." 
He led him out the back door and down that way. 


"At
least we have electric," Gibbs offered.  "How long did Abby
complain for?" 


"Four
hours," he said blandly, looking at him.  Then he flopped down on the
couch.  "She wants to stab Momma Stalker and scare the little
one." 


"At
least it was easy to let the local guys know."  He sat down
too.  They could unpack later.  "Mal sleeping in his room?"



"Yup. 
They can work out who gets the bed and whatever later."  The boys
came back. "It get removed?" 


"There's
someone who bought the McGreevy's farm and they fenced it off better.  I
told them my dog was out there too and they smiled but said it was better to
leave the dead sleeping.  So I had to drag Mal off before he started to
talk about ghosts." 


"That's
fine, kids.  Go play in the yard then," Gibbs ordered.  They
went to do that.  He looked at Tony.  "If we put him in some of
her clothes, he'd look almost exactly the same.  I have no idea who his
father is but he's nearly a clone." 


Tony
looked at him.  "You never figured out that Mal is Ducky's son?"
he asked quietly.  Gibbs stared.  He nodded.  "Yeah. 
But you're right, he is."  He got up with a groan.  "Let's
go get the groceries before something spoils."  They went to do that,
bringing everything inside.  Then they flopped down again. 


"My
father's a Marine and he's going to kick your ass!" Xander yelled. 
"Get off our land!" 


Tony
got up and went to the door.  "What is going on?" he
demanded.  He saw the guy in the truck.  "You are?" 


"This
is your place?" 


"It
is.  Though I share with my son and friend.  Why?"  He
leaned in the doorway.  "You have about four seconds before I pull up
my authority as a federal agent."  The man gave him a horrified
look.  "Anything else?"  He shook his head. 
"Then shoo.  Leave the boys alone." 


"Fine. 
Don't need your kind anyway."  He drove off in a snit. 


Tony
got handed the phone.  "Hey, Sheriff.  Guy in a blue pickup? 
Yeah, that sounds like him.  What's he want?  No, Xander and I both
just sent him off."  He listened.  "Then he's really going
to hate us. Are they hurting people?  Then I don't care.  I'd check
the water quality really.  That's the easiest place to poison someone, or
if they've all had a recent ground crop from the same farm?"  He
nodded.  "Could be.  Yeah, we're here.  You got the
copies?"  He smirked.  "We're talking violently done dolls
on his shrine and her mommy liked that idea.  Gas canister into his
locker, baby asp in his locker.  Yeah.  No, he doesn't like
snakes.  He got bitten when he was younger.  No, can't be his smoke
bomb either.  He likes explosives, considers gas canisters beneath
him.  Thanks, Sheriff.  Let me know if you need help."  He
hung up.  "He's trying to get the witches to go away because there
were a few cases of food poisoning." 


"And
he can't look for more logical explanations?" Xander demanded. 


"Apparently
not.  Behave and yell if there's a problem." 


"Can
I have a new dog?" 


"Sure,"
Gibbs agreed.  "You're more than old enough to take care of one,
son."  He smiled.  "Good idea."  He went back to
the couch. "Think we can find another K-9?" 


"Been
looking.  There's a refuge up in Wisconsin or somewhere.  I've been
talking with them.  We'll see."  That got a smirk. "The
hellhound showed up at school.  It killed the asp." 


"Wonderful. 
Like that thing more and more each time it shows up."  That got a nod
from Tony, who yawned and drifted off right there.  Gibbs smirked and
watched over the boys.  Not that his son couldn't fight off someone trying
to snatch him but he shouldn't have to. 


***



"Ah-ha! 
I did manage to remember how to work the stupid thing," Tony said in
triumph, getting a smirk from McGee.  "How goes it?" 


"Badly. 
Bad case all the way around." 


"Sorry
to hear that.  Need help?" 


"Sanity. 
Sleep.  Help you probably can't give.  How's Vermont?" 


"Mal's
bored.  There's no video games." 


"Ah." 
He nodded. "You're still using the old system?" 


"I
couldn't claim it to get it upgraded," Tony taunted. 


"You
have six million dollars, Tony.  Go buy a new camera.  Yours has
spots." 


"Xander
sneezed on it earlier.  Any word on the stalker?" Gibbs called. 


"Tell
him no.  They're still debating what sort of home both of them need."



"One
with jackets that have the extra long sleeves," Xander said as he came
in.  "Hi, Uncle Tim."  Mal ran in and waved, bouncing up
and down. 


Tim
smiled.  "Sometimes you are so like your mother, Mal."  He
looked at Tony again. "I'll let you know once they've gone away. We did
catch the father in your house.  He said his baby girl was miserable and
he had to make her happy again.  It's not burned this time." 


"Go
us," Tony said happily.  "Even better than mine." 


"Do
you realize that that's her sister?" he asked with a smirk. 


"I
hadn't," he admitted.  McGee nodded.  "You're
kidding?"  He shook his head.  "Hey, boss?" 
Gibbs came out of the kitchen with the dish he was drying.  "Tell
him, McGee." 


"His
stalker's mommy is the sister of the one that burned your house, boss." 


"You're
kidding," he said flatly.  McGee smirked and shook his head.  He
walked off muttering things quietly enough that not even Mal or Tony should be
able to hear. 


"I
did tell the prosecutor about that.  He was amused too," he said with
a bright grin.  "So, spend a few more days.  I've got their
homework to send up later tonight in an email." 


"Thanks,"
Xander said flatly.  "Really." 


He
grinned. "It'll give you something to do besides run in the woods." 


"Yeah,"
Mal snorted.  "There's not even any computer games, Uncle Tim." 


"You
poor thing.  It's not that bad," Tim promised.  "Most
people consider places like that good for you to get away too." 


"I'm
too young for that sort of vacation." 


"You
pout, boys.  It'll be fine.  I'll send up their homework tonight,
Tony.  The headmistress understands and all.  Abby's coming." 


"Bye,
McGee.  She can call later when he can't sleep again."  That got
a nod and Abby waved with a smile.  "Later." 


"Of
course.  Be good, son." 


"They're
making me play outside, mom." 


"It's
what other kids do.  Try it and see if it suits you.  Then you can go
back to living at night."  He grinned and hung up.  She looked
at Tim.  "You tell them about her sister?" 


"I
did.  Gibbs walked off swearing," he said with a smile. 


"Cool. 
Only Tony's ever gotten him to do that before."  Their new director
came down to  stare at them.  "DiNozzo and Gibbs checking in,
ma'am." 


"Good. 
They okay?" 


"More
or less," McGee offered.  "The boys are bored so I'm emailing
them their homework tonight."  That got a smirk.  "It'll
help." 


"It
will.  Do we have anything?" 


"A
need for a nap." 


"Take
eight then come back to it, McGee.  You're not Gibbs and I don't expect
your team to rack up forty extra hours this week." 


"We're
already working on forty-two," he admitted. 


"Then
go take twelve and come back.  You're not due another killing
today."  She went back to her office. 


"You
know, the rules state after thirty hours of overtime in the same pay period you
go to double overtime," Abby said, smiling at him. 


"I'm
going to love this check," he agreed.  "People, we've just been
ordered to stand down for twelve.  Go home, sleep, get back here in
exactly twelve!"  His people fled.  He grinned at her. 
"See you tomorrow."  He skipped out, heading home.  He
hadn't seen home in four days.  It was time to see home.  And his
bed.  His bed was much missed and loved. 


She
shook her head.  "You as well, Abby," the new director
called.  "You've already had your thirty-three hours of overtime this
week alone." 


"Yes,
ma'am, but I'm missing my son." 


"So
go clean his room and do his laundry.  He'll be home as soon as the
stalker issue is fixed." 


Abby
pouted but went home.  She was really tired and she missed her coffin. 


"How
did DiNozzo run this place for five years with this sort of overtime?" she
complained as she went back to her office.  Julia looked at her. 
"How did he handle overtime?" 


"He
used to be on Gibbs' team, ma'am."  She gave her assistant a
horrified look but got a nod back.  "Gibbs trained DiNozzo and
McGee.  He understood that sometimes it was necessary but if he caught you
doing it to talk to your son with the MTAC computers he put you on dog turd
detail as he called it."  She smiled.  "It worked very
well." 


"Sure. 
Maybe I should do that." 


"Cases
like McGee's team's only come up every few years." 


"Good!" 
She went back to her office, going to take something for the headache. 
Now she knew why Sheppard had went insane and turned traitor and why DiNozzo
had only lasted five years and retired at such a young age.  It was the
budget! 


***



They
landed and got off the plane, meeting Abby and McGee, both of whom looked
sheepish.  "Do we need hotel rooms?" 


"Might,
yeah," McGee offered.  "But the house wasn't burnt this time,"
he promised quickly at Gibbs' growl.  "Spray painted all over the
inside." 


Tony
just nodded. "When did this happen?" 


"Earlier
today.  When I went to check it over it was still wet." 


"My
insurance people?" Gibbs growled. 


"Have
seen, heard, and groaned too," Abby promised, hugging her son. 
"You have a tan!" 


"I
know.  They were mean and made me play in the sun, Mommy." 


"Aww,
it's all right.  It'll fade soon." 


"It's
good for him," Gibbs reminded her patiently. 


"So?" 
She walked her boy off to talk to him, dragging Xander with him. 


Gibbs
looked at McGee again.  "Any idea if the spray painting was
related?" 


"I'm
not sure it wasn't related back to his old life."  He handed over his
camera so he could flip through the pictures. 


Tony
looked at one.  "There for a bit I almost thought his ex Anya was
Melody," he admitted.  "Can we prove it was her?" 


"Keep
going until you get to his room."  They did and found it was indeed
Anya.  She had been caught on tape.  "We had her arrested. 
I pounced her and cuffed her.  She complained it wasn't in the fun
way.  Told the guys again about the whole 'her boyfriend disappeared about
the same time Xander was born so she thinks it's him' story.  Gave them
Dawn's number so they could talk to her too.  She said
something."  He glanced at the boys then back at the two
adults.  "He'll get his memories back at the same time Buffy came
into his life, Boss," he said quietly.  "So he'll be
sixteen."  That got a nod.  "They're sure he will and he'll
be throwing a big fit according to Dawn." 


"Not
really," Tony admitted.  "Or at least not at us." 


"When
would this anniversary be?" Gibbs asked quietly. 


"Third
week of tenth grade."  He handed over the note Dawn had faxed
down.  "Then."  That got a nod.  "If it were me,
I'd keep him off for a few days then.  He'd have to be confused.  She
did say they wouldn't mind if he came up to see them afterwards, but only if he
feels like it." 


"Understandable. 
Thanks, McGee."  That got a nod.  "How long before we can
go home?" 


"She
used the sort of spray paint you can't clean off, boss.  You'll have to
paint everything," McGee assured him. 


"Which
we can do," Tony assured him.  "Want to hit the place by the
house?" 


"We
probably should.  Unless he wants to stay over with Mal?"  His
son looked at him.  "That is an option, son." 


"Mal,
they're trying force more cohabitation on us." 


"Uncle
Jethro, I love you but your son is strange and he likes sunlight waaaaaaay too
much to ever be mine and I'm much too young for a boyfriend so he should
probably go home with you and stay at the hotel.  Or go stay with the cute
one at Uncle Toby's house." 


Jethro
smirked a bit.  "Good to know, thanks, Mal.  Okay, son. 
Let's get the bags and we'll head to a hotel for the next few nights." 


"My
uniforms?" 


"Still
in your closet but you'll have to wash them.  All your clothes have stuff
on them, Xander.  Sorry." 


"I
was outgrowing most everything anyway," he sighed, coming over to grab his
bag, handing Mal his.  Then he patted his uncle on the arm. 
"It's all right. You managed to survive a few minutes with Anya. 
You'll be okay."  He led his parents off.  "Can we stop off
for supper?  I'm hungry." 


"I
could've sworn you just ate before we got on the plane," Tony complained. 


"That
was three hours ago.  I'll even get a burger from the airport." 


"Not
at those prices you won't," Gibbs promised. "We'll get something for
the hotel.  Then I'll go look at the damage while you and Tony deal with
how you're getting to school in the morning and clothes." 


"Sure,"
he sighed.  "Must I?"  Tony looked at him. 
"Fine.  I'll go be tortured by Doctor Fox." 


"Thank
you." 


"You
do know she found out who your father was and ranted about their policies of
lending to foreign countries and multi-national corporations?" 


"Remind
her I got kicked out of the family for not being a banker.  I became an
officer instead." 


"I
did, she said you became a thug." 


"I'll
talk with the bitch myself then," he agreed.  Xander snickered. 
"I was never a thug, thank you.  An asshole, a bastard on occasion,
but never a thug.  Or hey, Auntie Kate's bored....."  Gibbs
smacked him on the head.  "Ow.  She is." 


"That's
more than she deserves." 


"Not
necessarily.  Xander, can you bring my dictaphone with you tomorrow and
record her lectures?" 


"Sure. 
I can do that.  I can slip it to Mal too for his."  That got
smirks and they went to check into the motel by their house.  Xander
looked at the guy behind the counter. "Our house got spray painted by some
rude woman who wanted sex from me."  He shuddered. 
"Exactly.  Can I have my own room?" 


Gibbs
looked at his son and shook his head.  "No.  You can choose to
sleep in mine or in Tony's. That's it." 


"Crap. 
I'm nearly a teenager....."  His father stared at him. 
"I'll stay with you.  Tony snores more."  Tony shrugged at
the snickers, putting down his debit card. 


"Two
double rooms, sirs?" 


"With
adjoining doors if possible," Gibbs agreed.  They were given keys and
signed in.  "Thanks, we'll come back for more days in the morning,
when we know how long it'll be." 


"We
have a weekly rate that's reduced," he offered.  That got a nod from
Tony so he ran it that way instead and took back the keys, handing over another
set.  "That way you also have a kitchenette."  That got
nods and they headed up.  Gibbs went to check on the damage and get
paint.  Tony went to take Xander clothes and uniform shopping.  They
both came back with dinner but that was fine.  Xander was starved and ate everything.



***



Xander
looked at his history teacher, handing her the reports he had written. 
"Here you go." 


"Thank
you.  Did you have a fun time skiing?" she taunted. 


"Ma'am,
I was hiding from a family that wanted to kill me.  I wasn't skiing. 
I spent a good majority of the time in the woods actually.  I've never
been skiing.  Your idea of what rich kids do for fun is seriously
warped." 


"I
bet it was this big house...." 


Xander
held up a hand with a smirk.  "Three bedroom a-frame that only got
electricity two  years ago when the generator finally gave out. 
Again, your warped sense of the rest of the world is very strange." 
He took his seat, putting his backpack down beside him. "Anything else,
ma'am?  That's also got my hallpass from the Headmistress.  An
officer wanted me to sign a statement about them."  She looked and
shook her head, putting it onto the desk.  She went into one of her
babbling rants and he sighed, leaning on his hand, ignoring her for most of
it.  He finally had to raise a hand.  "Did I miss an assignment
or are we still in the Korean war?" 


"We
are." 


"Thank
you."  He went back to his reading the textbook. 


"What
are you doing?" 


"Reading
up on the subject, ma'am, because you haven't mentioned anyone in that conflict
yet."  He looked at her.  "We do have to pass that
standardized test thingy in another month and I know my father will be
disappointed if I don't at least try to learn the subject."  She
looked stunned.  "Now, you were saying something about Nike being in
the region.  Was that part of a battle or a root cause?  You lost me
again while I was reading the backstory." 


"Go
to the office." 


"Sure. 
Gladly.  Thank you.  By the way, Nike wasn't around then if anyone
was wondering."  He grabbed his stuff and headed off, letting the
headmistress hear the ranting going on.  "Daddy Tony wanted me to
tape my lectures for the next few days.  She called him a thug." 


She
looked at him.  "You were mouthy." 


"Good! 
I'm tired of being depressed by her views of the world.  I think very well
for myself.  Mal had a point.   You can't set a world-wide
minimum wage." 


"You
can't," she sighed.  "I don't know what to do." 


"Give
us a prep test," he suggested.  She looked startled.  "I
hate tests as much as the next person but give us a prep test.  I know
I'll drag down the math section but we'll all flunk the history." 


"I
can do that."  She smiled.  "I should still put you in
detention for mouthing off." 


"I
was quietly reading the textbook." 


"You
were."  She handed it back.  "I agree, slip that to Mr.
Sciuto.  Let's see what his class is like." 


"Done." 
He went to lurk and do that, giving it to Mal with a wink.  "Switch
tapes or whatever." 


"Can
do."  He grinned and blew a kiss.  "Have fun in math. 
She's putting hard stuff up." 


"Tony
was helping me."  He walked in there and sat down, sighing in
displeasure when he saw the formulas on the board.  He was still a bit
behind.  "Are we up to those?" 


"We're
learning them today, Xander.  Do you have homework for me?"  He
dug it out and handed it over, getting one thing back.  "That's
history." 


He
looked.  "Social studies.  Not much different at this
point."  He put it back and settled in.  Then he came up to go
over something with her while the others filed in.  One of the girls
spanked him to get his butt to move so he frowned at her.  "Ask next
time.  I'm not spankable."  She went back over the steps again
but he was still clueless as to *why* it was that way. 
"Why?"  She looked at him.  "Why do I do *that*
*there*?" 


"Oh." 
She drew it out in a longer format and he nodded slowly, getting it this
time.  "Like that?"  She smiled and he grinned, taking that
back to put it into his book so he could go over that later.  That made a
bit more sense.   "We all in?" she said, looking
around.  "Is Mary absent?"  Everyone nodded. 
"All right then we can move onto the next type of equation." 
She was going over it in the long form, slowly since this class and math had
different languages most of the time, when Mal came stomping in. 
"Malaki!" she snapped. 


"Sorry,
need Xander."  Xander slid out of his seat and walked him back into
the hall.  "She's just said that I'm abnormal and wrong." 


"Well,
you're odd and only abnormal if you can find an average person, Mal. 
You're a genius, we've known that for years.  Your momma's a goth person
too.  What caused this talk?" 


"She
saw mom's new piece of artwork."  He held up his social studies book
with it taped to the cover. 


Xander
looked at it.  "Blood splatter?" 


"Yeah,
from a 2X4 during a recreation."  He put it back under his arm. 
"She said she's calling someone on mommy and I wanted to kill." 


"I
deal with that feeling a lot.   Good job walking away."  He
gave him a hug and leaned in.  "Walking him to the office. 
Doctor Fox nearly got her head split open for saying his mother's a bad
mother." 


"Go
ahead." 


Xander
walked him to the office, hearing her ranting.  He looked at Mal and
smiled sweetly.  "Wait here, Mal.  Don't take anything
apart."  He walked into the office and slammed the door. 
"You hypocritical bitch!" he shouted.  "Abby is one of the
nicest, sweetest people on the face of this earth.  She's a better mother
than you'll *ever* be!" 


"Xander!"
the headmistress shouted. 


"When
I suddenly got given to my father, Abby took meds so she could breast-feed
me.  My father didn't know it but she did!  They had a major fight
that nearly ruined their relationship because she did that!  So what if
she wears black, doesn't like the sun, and is a forensics technician! 
She's a hell of a lot better mother than you are!  She's never tried to
impose some false sense of what being a boy in today's world is, nor has she
tried to feed us shit that has no relevance to our studies, or our lives. 
If you don't like it, take your kids and move back to your unpowered house in
Oregon!"  He glared at her, moving closer.  "By the way,
multi-national corporations have only been around for the last thirty years or
so.  Your generation let them do this and you didn't stop them when they
started.  When this started, you and the others of your generation were so
happy that it was helping those villages.  You made your bed, now live in
the world you created.  You aren't going to change shit until you can buy
the company and make it change.  The same as the poverty index happened because
of what you wanted to do to other countries.  Think about it, woman! 
You can't impose a universal minimum wage!  Now, get out of the office,
get out of the headmistress' face, and stay the hell out of mine and Mal's. 


"He's
a sweet damn kid.  I don't care if he does like his steaks rare and used
to suck hickeys on my arm until they bled!  All you're doing is venting,
not teaching, venting.  Until you can *teach* the subject, which is
*history* you shouldn't be here.  You really shouldn't be picking on kids
like Mal, who're geniuses and allowed to be a bit odd.  I'm all for Mal
being odd and being able to take apart every piece of electronics in this
school.  If you're not, then suck it up and move!"  She
flinched.  He hung up the phone as well.  "There, now your pansy
assed, whimpering, pseudo-hippy whining isn't heard by the rest of us who do
real work.  Until you do, bugger off as Uncle Ducky says!"  She
stomped off.  "Good!  Stupid bitch."  He looked at the
headmistress. "I will NOT have anyone hurt or upset Mal and he was nearly
crying.  I will not let Mal be hurt that way.  I don't care if I am
expelled." 


"Calm
down, Xander.  Mal?" she called. 


He
walked in and looked at him.  "Wow.  You think I'm only a little
strange?" 


"I
breast-fed off your mom, Mal.  Besides, I've met Anya and them. 
Nothing's stranger than Uncle Angel." 


"Point." 
Because even he had to consider Angel a little strange.  What sort of
*real* vampire used hair gel?  He gave him a hug.  "Thank
you." 


"You're
welcome."  He patted him on the back.  "No sucking,
Mal."  He quit sucking on his buddy's throat. 
'Thanks."  He looked at the headmistress.  "I don't give a
damn.  I am going back to math though because I might actually be able to
figure out this sort of equation."  He walked Mal off, dropping him
at the library once he had his books.  The teacher and he glared at each
other but that was all.  Then he went back to math.  "Sorry, she
decided to complain that Abby was odd as well," he said calmly. 


That
teacher smiled and patted him on the head.  "It's all right. 
People come in a wide variety of means and ways, Xander.  Abby is a very
sweet and natural woman." 


"She
is.  She took meds to breast-feed me when I showed up." 


"That
is an incredible gift," she agreed with a smile.  "Let's go over
this one."  He nodded, bringing his notes up so she could go over it
with him while the others tried to do a worksheet.  He worked out his
first problem and she smiled.  "Good job."  She handed over
the worksheet.  "Go do that.  As many as you can and let me
check it, then finish the rest at home." 


"Yes,
ma'am."  He went to do that.  Right before the end of class she
came to check and pointed out a few minor math mistakes so he got to handle
those but she gave him another pat and smile, letting him go with that. 
The rest of the day no summons to the office came.  However his father and
Abby were both waiting on them when they got out.  "You got called
for a conference?" 


"We've
already had it," Abby agreed.  She hugged him.  "Thank you
for sticking up for Mal, Xander." 


"You're
welcome.  She's an evil bitch who nearly made him cry." 


"Language,"
the guard complained. 


"Sorry,
but Doctor Fox is.  She nearly made Mal cry by calling him abnormal."



The
guard looked at him.  "We heard the rant, Xander.  Trust
me." 


Gibbs
looked at his son.  "I'm impressed.  You turned some of her
arguments back on her." 


"But?"



"No
buts.  You're grounded for the rest of the month.  I'm still proud
but you didn't have to do it at the top of your lungs.  You didn't have to
lose your temper that way either." 


"No
buts?" 


"No." 
He gave him a hug.  "I'm proud you stuck up for Mal, Xander, just not
that you screamed at her or that you told the headmistress to expel you." 


"Am
I?" 


"Three
days in school," he admitted, looking at him.  "I'm sure that'll
be a worse punishment than not letting you help me paint." 


"Can
I help paint?" 


"We'll
see."  He smiled at Mal.  "You okay?" 


"I'm
good."  He hugged his mother.  "Half the school thinks
you're Supermom because you let him eat off you." 


"I
did it because it was good for him and he needed it."  She gave him a
cuddle and he grinned back.  "I love you." 


"I
love you too, Mommy.  Am I in trouble?" 


"Nope. 
I'd rather you walk away from a conflict than get into it with the
teacher."  She nuzzled his hair.  "She was also calling
social services to report me and they heard Xander's rant too.  We've
already talked and it's all right.  They said you're a very good
genius." 


"Mad
genius," he said proudly.  "The secretary let me take apart her
phone while Xander was yelling at her." 


"Cool! 
Did you get it back together?"  He beamed and nodded. 
"Fixed it again?"  He nodded again, looking even happier. 
"Good!  Now, let's go get pizza with fungus!" 


"Okay." 
He walked off with her, waving at the Gibbs' family.  "Bye,
guys.  See you later." 


"Sure,"
Xander called, looking at his father.  "I'm really not in major,
screaming at me trouble?" 


"No,"
he said calmly.  "I'm not like the other parents."  Xander
hugged him again and he gave him a squeeze.  "It'll be okay. 
Now, get in.  Pizza with mushrooms doesn't sound so bad." 


"I
could eat." 


"You
usually can, son."  The guard snickered at that.  "He's at
that age."  They headed back to look at the house, finding Tony still
working on the living room.  Xander got sucked in once he put the pizza on
the table.  "He's grounded for the rest of the month and has three
days in-school suspension." 


"I
think that's fair for screaming at a delusional teacher," Tony agreed with
a grin for their boy.  "Good arguments as well.  Used a lot of
hers back on her."  He got back to work. 


"I
feel odd because no one's screaming at me." 


"That's
because those partial memories are coming back," Tony said
patiently.  "Forget about it, Xander.  We're not like they
were." 


"True.
You don't drink or hit me." 


"Very
true and if I ever find your original parents I'm beating the shit out of
them," Tony assured him. 


"I'll
lend you my handcuffs," Gibbs promised.  They shared a smirk and then
they got to work on the other wall together.  Xander did very good on trim
work.  Someone knocked so he leaned out.  "What?" he
called. 


"It's
me," Kate called as she walked in.  "That was worse than McGee
said."  She looked at Xander, then smiled. "Are you okay?" 


"Hungry." 
He got another piece of pizza and went back to his trim work.  "Did
you come because I yelled at the teacher too?" 


"No. 
You yelled at a teacher?" 


"Doctor
Fox," Tony said dryly. 


"I
did a check on her.  She was a sociologist and she had to keep leaving
schools due to her radical viewpoints.  She's gotten a lot of death
threats and worked with radical movements in other countries."  Gibbs
looked at her.  "She wants to be a revolutionary." 


"Let
her go to Mexico." 


"She's
been."  He groaned but got back to work.  "Need help?"



"Sure. 
You can do the trim on my side, Kate," Tony agreed.  She put her hair
up and came over to help.  "Why are we painting the walls white,
Gibbs?" 


"Because
they're walls?" 


"Why
not blue or green or any other color is what he's asking, like more
designer." 


"I
like white walls.  Tony can always move to his own house again." 


"My
house got demolished by a road project," he reminded him. 


"I
remember." 


Xander
patted his dad on the lower back.  "If he did I'd have to decide
custody." 


He
got back to work, taking the rest of his son's piece of pizza to nibble. 
"Less eating, more work.  Unless you enjoy living at the
hotel?"  Xander got back to work, he had troubles sleeping anywhere
that bright.  So did he. 


"Hey,
boss, can we go rent a power sprayer, it'd go faster," Tony offered. 


"No,
DiNozzo.  I rolled the walls the last time.  I can do it this
time." 


"But
it'd go faster." 


"No."



"Please?"



"No. 
Back to work."  Tony pouted but got back to work.  "Rollers
worked for quite a while.  We don't need fancy power sprayers." 


Xander
tugged on his sleeve.  "They're fun, functional, and good.  They
do good work."  That got a grimace.  "Really.  We
could've already done this room, all but the trim." 


"See,
the sprout agrees with me," Tony said proudly. 


"He
agreed that you needed that DVD copier too and you still don't use it,"
Gibbs pointed out. 


"Yes
I have.  I've copied a lot of discs, boss.  Most of them went to Mal
actually."  He handed Kate his paint brush and went to get the power
painter out of his trunk, bringing it back in.  He and Xander went into
the kitchen to work together, the precious food being covered by a tarp as well
as the table.  By the time they got done with the living room they had the
kitchen and the bathroom done and were starting on the hall.  "See,
not all advancement is bad." 


"No,
not all advancement is bad," he agreed, going to check the trim and the
windows.  A few splatters, but about as bad as he and Kate had done. 
"Fine."  Xander cheered and showed him how to use it.  It
was a nice tool to have.  Made things go a lot faster.  "This a
rental?"  Tony nodded.  "How long?" 


"Three
days total, Jethro."  Kate got her turn while he and Xander got to
work on the trim.  They pointed Kate at a big wall that didn't have any
trim work and let her go at it.  Just in case she screwed it up.  The
guys shared a look and Tony went to start around the doorway, where he had to use
a brush. 


***



Year
Sixteen 


***



Xander
looked his mirror, seeing the wobbling images.  He had the memories back
and it wasn't making him happy.  Well it wasn't making him unhappy, but
now he had a dilemma.  He walked down the stairs and found both his
fathers in the living room.  "I remember." 


"We
heard you would," Tony agreed, putting down his book. "You
okay?" 


"Not
really.  I've got a serious dilemma going.  I feel like I should back
and help them." 


"Before
you step foot out of this house, you need to read the intelligence file,"
Gibbs said, lowering his magazine.  Xander looked at him. 
"We've kept track of things for you and you need to read it first." 


"Why?"



"Well,
for one thing, Sunnydale fell in when you were a year and a half," Tony
offered blandly.  "The ones who're still alive are in
Cleveland."  Xander looked confused.  They pointed at the file
on the table.  "There, kiddo." 


Xander
sat on the floor, his back against the tv cabinet, while he read the news
stories and the reports Dawn wrote to him.  "She wrote them to
me?" 


"For
when you remembered or got old enough to really be told," Tony agreed
quietly.  Xander looked at him.  "We did the best we could for
you, Xander." 


"I
never said you didn't, dad.  Chill.  You're more insecure than I
am."  He got back to reading then looked at him.  "When did
Buffy die?" 


"Which
time?" his father asked. 


"Oh. 
Willow?"  That got a nod.  He grimaced and went back to
it.  "Joyce died?"  They both nodded. 
"Oh."  He kept going, seeing all the things he hadn't been part
of.  He still kept in touch with Dawn. But now he knew why she always
looked so sad when she saw him.  Her own two kids didn't understand. 
It took him hours to get through the stack then he looked at them.  It was
about one in the morning.  "I should still visit," he decided. 


"You're
allowed to go up for a weekend this first time, then slowly moving up,"
Gibbs offered.  Xander opened his mouth. "You're still sixteen and by
law have to be in school, Xander.  Besides, it's going to be
awkward."  He nodded, accepting that. 


"Let
the awkwardness pass," Tony agreed.  "A weekend this first
time.  As a matter of fact, you've got a train ticket in there for
Friday." 


"I
saw.  Thank you." 


"Wrong
dad to thank," he admitted with a small smile.  He accepted his hug
anyway.  "Thanks, Xander." 


"Welcome. 
You did a great job.  Shit, I'm so much more mentally and emotionally
healthy than I was before," he assured him.  "Not like I can
complain how I was raised, except for the raisin incident."  He
hugged his other father too.  "I'll be back." 


"You
had better be living when you come back," Gibbs agreed.  Xander
looked at him.  "Not like your body's used to those moves anymore,
son.  You're out of practice for more than track and swimming." 


"Um,
if I decide to..." 


"We
can help you get back in shape," Tony agreed quietly.  Xander nodded
and gave him another hug before going to bed.  "Do you think he's
going to want to go back?" 


"I'm
not sure.  The same as I'm not sure that they'd have a spot for him. 
It's been a long time since he was their Xander and they've had to move on and
fill in part of the spot with someone else." 


"I'm
not going back to Anya," Xander called down the stairs. 


"Good!"
they called back in unison.  Then they smirked at each other.  At
least their son had better taste in women now. 


***



Xander
walked into the shop that he usually went to when he came to see Dawn.  He
used to think only Giles had moved and she came out to see them both at the
same time.  "Mom, Dawn?" he called, heading toward the
back.  She came out and looked at him.  "Yeah, I have my
memories back. I think we should talk." 


"We
should," she agreed, smiling before hugging him. "Welcome back."



"We'll
see."  She nodded, taking him into the kitchen to go over some
things.  Willow came in partway through and he looked at her.  Then
he shook his head and sighed.  "I'm not sure if I should scream at
you or not, Willow." 


"Xander,"
she sniffled, hugging him. 


"Get
off!"  She got off, looking at him.  "Have you learned
anything from this?"  She sniffled and nodded.  "Are you
sure?" 


"She
learned a lot, Xander," Dawn said quietly. "Giles spent his last few
years teaching her how to not make mistakes."  He slumped at that,
looking at her.  "She did." 


"Good. 
I'm glad she did."  He stared at them.  "I'm still
hellishly pissed." 


"I
think you have every right to be," Dawn agreed.  "The same as I
know your fathers were keeping track of things for you and probably handed you
the file to read."  He nodded.  "Which is what you needed
to make some decisions."  She squeezed his hand.  "We adore
you, Xander.  You're like a myth to us."  He looked at
her.  "You are.  We'd love nothing more than for you to help but
for right now, you've got to think.  We're not the same as you remember
us.  You've seen us grow up too." 


He
nodded. "I have," he admitted.  "It's still just so
strange!" 


"It
is," Dawn agreed with a smile. "I remember being your age," she
teased.  He snorted at that.  "I do."  He looked at
her.  "No matter that your instincts are screaming at you that you
should be here, you don't have to come back if you don't want to.  You
were given an incredible gift for a rerun of life.  You can go to college,
go do something special for the world.  We'll still be here." 


"What
would I be doing here?" 


"Probably
not a lot," Dawn admitted.  "Faith's doing training.  She's
feeling ancient too."  That got a nod.  "Here you'd have to
face the constant threat of death and uncertainty.  You'd also have to
fight your memories and to get rid of Anya.  There you have your new life,
a family that cherishes you, and all that good stuff.  This is why we
agreed to censor anything Sunnydale from you."  He nodded once at
that.  She smiled. "It could be worse." 


"Not
really."  He looked at her.  "Can you even imagine the
confusion right now?" 


"Some. 
I had a concussion and had to regain some of mine for a while.  It took me
nearly a year to remember delivering the son.  That's why I had a
daughter.  I forgot all the bad parts." 


"Dad
had one of those," he admitted.  "I was barely
walking."  He looked at Willow then back at Dawn.  "I
should think." 


"You
should.  Are you staying with us this time?" 


"I... 
I think I should get a hotel room so I can think without being pounced by your
monsters." 


She
smiled.  "Understandable.  Gwen's just barely able to walk and
talk at the same time."  He groaned.  "She'd pounce you for
stories." 


"Probably
a lot of them."  He looked at Willow again.  "That good
with you?" 


"Of
course it is."   He stood up and walked out, heading to find a
hotel and feed his belly dragon.  "Dawnie?" 


"It'll
be fine, Willow.  It's his decision to make.  We couldn't have
expected him to suddenly be the Xander he was sixteen years ago.  For one
thing, Gibbs is a good father.  For a second thing he's only
sixteen.  We've got time to heal." 


"We
may not.  We're having that next apocalypse next weekend." 


"Then
he'll be in DC and I'll send the kids off with Angel again," she said
quietly, standing up.  "Am I clear?"  That got a nod. 
"Good.  Now, let's go over the plans."  They settled in
with tea to go over the plans they had made for next weekend.  Losing
Xander had made both of them learn strategy fairly quickly.  Spike came
strolling in after dark.  "Xander's at a hotel." 


"How's
he doin'?" he asked. 


"Confused. 
What we'd expect," Dawn said, looking at him.  "He's a cutie,
he's still only sixteen." 


"He
be here then?"  She shook her head.  "You sure that's
wise?" 


"He
hasn't staked a vampire in sixteen years, Spike, I want him there and
safe," Dawn told him.  That got a nod and he joined them at the
table. 


***



Xander
paced back and forth in his hotel room, contemplating the cellphone on the
bed.  He finally growled and picked it up, calling home. 
"Dad?"  He smiled and relaxed, sitting on his bed to listen to
his father's opinions on things. Tony was off dealing with money things today,
he had told him he would be.  That way he could talk to whichever want he
wanted.  He went to his father for harder decisions but Tony for moral
ones and this one was going to be a difficult one, not a moral one for
him.  "You're right and so are they, but I ...  I don't know.
It's like I expected them to suddenly turn back into who they were." 
He nodded.  "I don't think I have a place up here.  They said as
much.  Faith is doing training."  He leaned backward, letting
his feet dangle off the end of the bed.  "I know.  I know,"
he sighed.  "Yeah, exactly."  He looked at his phone. 
"That's a call waiting beep but it's coming up Abby.  I'll call her
back."  He went back to listening.  "I don't know,
Dad." 


Another
beep.  "That's still Abby.  I should."  He flipped
over.  "Hi, Auntie Abby."  He listened to her talk about
Mal's vision.  "Huh?"  He sat up.  "Since
when?  Yeah, that's their number.  Who answered?"  He
listened to the description of the accent.  "That's Spike.  He's
a vampire.  You can talk to him.  Thanks."  She hung up and
he flipped back.  "Huh.  Mal has visions.  Abby was way too
calm to not know what they were too."  He listened to his father
complain about the strange stuff.  "Dad, this is Abby and Mal,"
he pointed out.  "They probably enjoy it."  He
smirked.  "Thanks, dad.  Yeah, of course I am.  I'd hate to
be put in juvie for skipping school.  Tony would get a bit pissed at
that."  He heard the laugh.  "He would.  I don't know.
Right now I want a beer."  The 'no' was automatic.  "But,
JE....  Sorry, Dad.  You're right.  I know. 
Thanks."  He hung up and leaned back again, one arm over his forehead. 
Because he was officially feeling weird now. 


***



Xander
walked into the house Sunday night and looked at his parents.  "I'm
back." 


"I
can see that," Tony agreed, handing over his plate.  "Get me
more food?" 


"Sure." 
He went to do that and get his own, then came back. "I called Uncle Ducky
for advice." 


"Where
is Waldo now?" Tony teased. 


"Bora
Bora."  He sat down in his usual spot on the floor, looking at
them.  "He pointed out it was supposed to feel weird, that I was
still only sixteen, and that I had time to make that decision, barring the
apocalypse that'll be happening this weekend if they can't stop it." 
He ate a bite.  "They do have that one well in hand
though."  He looked at his parents. "So if it's okay can I stay
sixteen for a while?" 


"Sure,"
Gibbs agreed.  "You still can't have an after school job.  It's
too much with sports." 


Xander
looked at him.  "I used to..." 


"That
was a long time ago, you still have to keep your grades at an acceptable level,
and no," Jethro told him.  "For the same reasons I told you
three weeks ago.  Summers, holidays, yes.  Not until your training
season is done with, Xander."  That got a sigh and a nod. 


"The
physical conditioning you're doing now will help you if you go back," Tony
said quietly.  "But we do want you to have more options than you had
before, Xander." 


"I
liked construction." 


"Which
is great," Gibbs agreed. "It's not something you can do after school
however.  I'd rather have you running track than working at Burger
King." 


"I
remember working fast food and feeling less than manly because of it," he
admitted, eating a bite of the pasta and stuff that was dinner.  "I
could work in a store." 


"For
the holidays," Gibbs agreed.  "As long as your grades stay up."



"That's
fairly reasonable," he decided.  He looked at them.  "I
expected you guys to change too." 


"We've
known about this stuff," Tony reminded him.  "That's why Mutley
used to come play with you too."  That got a smile.  "We
came to terms with this day long ago." 


"It's
not like you lost me, Dad.  I'm still here," Xander pointed out. 


"And
I saw hints of this man in front of me quite often but you're still not the
same Xander you were before then." 


Xander
looked at him.  "It would be easier if I wasn't." 


"It
would be," he agreed. "For you as well.  But life's not like
that and don't you dare make a wish." 


"Wasn't
considering it at this moment."  He ate another bite and looked at
them.  "So, to you I'm still sixteen?"  They both
nodded.  "Even though I've nearly been married?" 


"You
have bad taste in women," Tony assured him.  "But yes." 


"Oh." 
He frowned.  "What happens when I reach my old age?" 


"Then
you've got no old memories to counter it," Jethro said, shrugging a
bit.  "You may feel a bit lost.  You may not.  I don't
know.  We've got four and a half years until then, son." 


"Point." 
He looked at him, then at Tony.  "Why did you two never get
together?" 


"He
won't bottom or cuddle," Tony told him. 


"It's
enough to have someone here.  I didn't need the sex," Jethro agreed. 


"You
do realize I remember hearing you two when it was a need?"  They both
nodded.  "Damn you two are realistic." 


"Of
course we are.  We knew it then," Tony agreed.  "One time I
tripped." 


"The
other time he got really loud," Jethro agreed. 


"And
the third I caught you two the next morning," Xander said with a
grin.  He looked at Tony.  "Who in the heck is Harley?" 


"The
intelligence contact I have.  He's a drag queen so I go over to help him
with his routine now and then."  Gibbs stared at him. 
"What?  I do." 


"I
thought you were doing more than that." 


"I'm
not telling you those details, Jethro. You never wanted to know."  He
looked at their son again.  "You're going through what he did when he
was exploded, Xander.  He knows that feeling of knowing but not quite
knowing that you've got." 


"That's
when we first went to Vermont," Xander said quietly.  Tony
nodded.  He looked at his dad.  "Does time cure this one?" 


"I
got almost all mine back but in your case it'll only make the weird feeling go
away." 


He
grimaced then looked at them.  "I'm not sure I can go back to being
the same Xander again." 


"You
can integrate them," Tony offered. 


"I'm
not sure I want to.  Half of everything I had before was pain and
hunting.  I was really violent."  They nodded.  "Even
more than you know, guys.  Really.  I used to take some pleasure from
hunting." 


"You
still do when you kill snakes," Tony offered.  Xander nodded at
that.  "It's up to you.  We can be here to talk to you, let you
know what we think, help you however we can, but I can't make you integrate
them or make it less hinkey." 


"Point. 
Does this mean you'll help me pick up girls?" 


"I
swore off girls after Claudia, but I can give you advice on which ones are
going to turn into stalkers." 


Gibbs
looked at him.  "I still can't believe you went totally cold turkey
on women." 


"I
had one since then and it was a momentary fling with Kate," he admitted. 


"After
she got shot the last time?"  He nodded. 
"Understandable.  I almost slept with her then."  They
looked at the smirking kid again.  "No blackmailing Kate, she gets
mean and evil." 


"I
remember."  He looked at them, and he knew he'd never be happy going
back.  "I wish I hadn't regained those memories fully, I'd rather be
like I was before I got them back." 


"Damn
it, no!" Anya shouted, appearing. "You can't do this to me. You're
mine!  You've got to come back to me!" 


"No
I don't," he said quietly, staring at her.  "I...  It was
like I was settling for the best I could get, Anya, but it wasn't real
love.  It wasn't what these two in denial have for each other," he
said quietly, staring at her.  "I loved you enough but it wasn't
meant to be.  Go, be happy."  She growled and another two
vengeance demons stepped in to take her away.  "I'm sorry," he
called.  "I'm not that Xander anymore!  I can't be him!" 


"Then
don't be," another voice offered quietly, appearing.  "Are you
sure, Xander?" 


"I'd
rather have the flashes I had before.  They confused me but this just
hurts everyone," he admitted, staring at her.  "I can't hurt
them, or Anya, or Dawn and them." 


"True." 
She smiled at him.  "Things will be different this time." 
She stroked his cheek and nodded. "Wish countered."  She disappeared.



Tony
and Jethro looked at each other then went to hold their boy while the memories
got repressed again.  They ended up sleeping on the couch that night,
curled around their boy, but they each felt some relief he had chosen this
path.  That way they weren't losing their son. In the morning, Xander got
up to go to class, even though he had a headache.  He had a test and he
had to pass it to stay on the track team.  It was the fourth time they
fell into bed together, this time out of celebration and desperation. But it
was still good.  Their son was still theirs and everything would be okay
in the world again.  Even if Gibbs couldn't get his son to join the
Marines and Tony couldn't get him to join the academy.  Even if Xander's
biggest worry was presently feeding his belly dragon so it quit being so
demanding and if he liked Emily Fornell. 


The
End.
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