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Xander
smiled and petted his grandfather's guard dog, Holly, and the new dog that had
wandered up and decided it lived in the house.  Holly was a fairly large
crossbred great dane/labrador/sheppard mix and the new dog was a lot smaller than
she was.  Still, the small dog was trying to hump Holly's head, much to
the amusement of Horatio and Speed. 


"Blow
jobs for dogs?  I didn't know they went that way," Speed said. 
Horatio moaned and shook his head. 


"Well,
they do always lick themselves there," Xander offered.  That got
another small moan from his lover.  "Sorry, dear, had to be
said."  He separated the dogs, giving the little male a look. 
"Keep it up and someone will fix you, puppy dog." 


His
grandsire came out.  "What did the little sausage do?" he asked
patiently. 


Xander
grinned at him.  "Humped her head looking for a different tongue to
lick him tonight." 


His
grandsire looked horrified then walked off shaking his head. 
"Horatio, you're supposed to be keeping him *sane*.  Holly, go see
Patrick."  She ran inside, the puppy following.  "Patrick,
fix the lap sausage!" he demanded before going into the study to laugh his
ass off. 


Xander
looked at Horatio.  "I'm not sane?" 


"There
are days I wonder," he said patiently, patting him on the back. 
"Usually it's a temporary mood.  Fortunately.  Otherwise Willow
and Ryan would never quit blushing." 


Speed
leaned back, smirking at his boy.  "I'm so proud." 


"Thanks,
Daddy."  He gave his thigh a hug.  "I'm proud that I made
Ryan and Eric blush earlier." 


"Getting
Eric isn't always that hard, but I enjoyed the show.  So did
Calleigh."  He looked at Horatio.  "That's right, you
missed it." 


"Thankfully." 
He looked at his boy.  "No more talking about oral sex fixations in
front of the people in the lab, Xander.  Cooper thought you were going to
give a physical demonstration." 


"I
like him, but no.  Sorry.  Maybe if Greg was there...."  He
got swatted for that.  "What?  He'd offer." 


"You
and Greg both need to behave," Patrick called, coming out to join them on
the front steps.  "I'll be having my new dog fixed," he
announced. 


"Why? 
He find the right end this time?" Speed asked dryly.  Patrick gave
him a look so he smirked.  "He humped her head." 


"I'm
sure she didn't enjoy it, the same as your girlfriend complains about doing
that for you, Timothy." 


"She
does?" Xander asked, looking at Speed.  "Should I get you one of
those realistic sucking pumps for your birthday, Dad?"  Horatio
swatted him again. 


Speed
looked at his son then at his son's mate.  "I believe you should
probably go make Xander sane again, Horatio.  Before his smutty mind
spreads." 


"Too
late," Raphael complained.  "Those pumps aren't that
realistic." 


"How
would you know?"  Patrick called.  "You haven't had any
recently." 


His
sire came out, glaring at him.  "You'd be impressed," he said
dryly.  He smiled at Xander.  "Remember, you get your smutty
mind from me, Grandson." 


"Yes,
Grandsire." 


"I'm
going to go home and impose on Calleigh," Speed decided. 
"Kiddo, want a ride home?" 


"I
can take him home," Horatio said firmly.  That got a shrug and Speed
walked off. 


"Next
day off, Daddy.  We'll go for a ride then."  Speed grinned at
him before getting on his bike and heading home.  He looked at
Horatio.  "Does that mean you can stay over tonight?" 


"I
wouldn't mind," he promised, giving him a gentle kiss.  That's all he
ever gave him public.  "Gentlemen, excuse me but I believe I should
work on Xander's smutty mind." 


"Can
we call Greg while we make love?" he pleaded. 


Horatio
checked his watch.  "He's not on shift yet unless he got called in
early. We'll try."  He hauled Xander up.  "Have fun with
the puppy, Patrick.  Raphael, go easy on him tonight." 


"Of
course.  He was never one for the kinkier sex games," he said with a
small shrug.  Patrick moaned and swatted him for that.  He smiled at
him. "You weren't."  He pulled Patrick up. "Come along, my
childe.  Have a nice and safe night, boys."  They smiled when
Horatio got Xander into the hummer and headed off to do naughty things to each
other.  Then he drug his childe inside to impose on his gentle nature some
more.  It had been a while.... 


Horatio
glared at Xander when he shifted over.  "Not in the hummer, not while
I'm driving." 


"Shoot." 
He took his right hand off the steering wheel, letting him drive while he held
that one and teased his fingers.  He glanced around then bent down to nip
it, making Horatio shift in his seat.  "I'm being good," he promised
with a wicked grin, going back to teasing his hand. 


"Xander,
I don't want to wreck," he complained. 


"You
won't." 


"I
will.  You're taking my attention from traffic."  Xander smiled
at him and he sighed, heading home faster.  "My place is
closer." 


"Maybe,"
he agreed, leaning over to nibble on his ear.  "Or there's always a
deserted park." 


"No. 
I'd get into a lot of trouble." 


"Good
point."  Horatio pulled into his driveway and his lover got out
before the engine was off, sashaying inside.  Horatio said a silent prayer
for stamina, patience, and to not break him tonight, then headed inside once
the engine was off.  Xander was chatting with his nephew, making him
groan.  "Horatio's here, Ray.  Need him?"  He smiled. 
"Sure, that'd be fine.  I don't have anything and I think I can
convince him to come home before seven tomorrow night so he can meet your new
girlfriend.  Love you too and be careful.  Or else I'll have to have
The Talk with you and mine's a lot more comprehensive than his was." 
He grinned.  "Good boy.  No, I'm going to have my wicked way
with his back while I'm practicing massage techniques and then I'm going to let
him return the favor.  Sure."  He grinned.  "Have a
good night.  Love you too, Ray."  He hung up and pounced, making
Horatio lean against the entry wall.  "Ray is bringing his new
girlfriend over tomorrow at seven-thirty for you to vet her."  He
stole a long, deep kiss.  "We are meeting her then since he asked
both of us." 


"If
you want," he promised, pulling Xander tightly against his body. 
"Massages?" 


"If
you want." 


"I
could enjoy that and it would give you a better way to pounce." 

  

"Pouncing is fun," he agreed with a smirk.  He led Horatio into
the bedroom and got him stripped down then onto the bed.  "I'm
learning a new pressure point technique," he said, stripping down so he
could straddle Horatio's back and get to work.  It only took him five
minutes to make Horatio moan in pleasure and spread his thighs. 
"Nope, sorry, not until you give me one.  My training partner has
very delicate, small hands and can't get any pressure going." 
Horatio looked back at him.  "He can't." 


"I
can do that. Lay down, Xander."  Xander wiggled off his hips and laid
down on his stomach, letting him spoil his boy.  "You wanted to call
Greg?" 


He
pulled out his cellphone and called him, smiling when the cheerful voice
answered.  "Busy?" he groaned.  Greg moaned back and agreed
he was free all night.  "Good boy."  He put the phone down
next to his head, letting him hear everything that was going on.  Every
groan, every moan, ever panting, begging request until Horatio finally used the
oil to prepare and stretch him.  "Greggy," he whimpered. 
Horatio kissed him on the ear as he slid in, making him give one long, drawn
out moan.  Horatio chuckled in his ear but kept going.  "More,
please more?" he begged.  He went onto his knees and pushed back
more.  "Come on," he begged.  "Please, Horatio? 
More?" 


"You
asked for it," he reminded him, getting to work making him
insane.   "Less smutty thoughts," he ordered as he thrust
and pushed into him, making Xander babble at him.  It was great for them
and he tuned the phone to speaker setting so they could both hear Greg panting
and whimpering.  "More, Greg?" 


"Oh,
please more, Horatio," he begged.  "Make him beg some more? I
like to hear him beg." 


Horatio
leaned down to nip Xander.  It got the loudest groan yet and Xander went
rigid then let out a groan as he came.  "Not as vocal as usual,"
he teased, finishing himself off. "Come for us, Greg."  Greg
came with a moan of their names.  "Good boy, Greg.  Think of us
later tonight."  He smiled at the panted confession.  "Love
you too, Greg.  Get some rest.  He's already out and snoring into the
pillow."  He smiled. "Good boy.  You nap and we'll be back
together soon."  He hung up and went back to cuddling Xander. 


***



Greg
answered his phone, hearing the moan and Horatio's instructions. 
"Oooh, phone sex," he said happily, spreading out on his couch. 
He loved these calls.  "I'm free all night," he said, undoing
his shirt and belt buckle so he could touch himself while they played with each
other.  The panting and breathless begging was going to get to him
soon.  He gave up on teasing himself and went straight for his cock. 
"Oh, baby, is he in yet?" he asked, shifting his legs further apart
so he could brace himself on the rest of the couch more comfortably. 
"Is it tight, Xander?" he asked, closing his eyes and listening while
his hands got to work on his cock.  He was nearly there when Xander came,
making him whimper in need.  Horatio took over and his order was very good
timing indeed.  He came and went limp.  "Love you,
Horatio."  He smiled at the care and affection of his confession of
love and to get some rest.  "I will.   You two be good too. 
I'm going to shower and find a toy."  He grinned and hung up. 
Then he went to plan his next time in Miami before going to shower with his
newest toy.  It was almost perfectly Horatio's size and girth, even if it
was a lurid green. It was also waterproof and it felt so *good* when he slid it
in. 


"Still
can't compare to his," he complained but it was good enough.  For
now. 


***



Speed
sat down across from Willow the next afternoon.  "So, when are you
moving yourself in with Ryan?" he asked bluntly. 


"He
doesn't like my apartment."  She pouted a bit but dug into her
sandwich. "He said the ones I liked were crappy and he thinks this one is
too."  She ate a bite, looking at him.  "My  new one's
nice, right?" 


"Somewhat. 
Actually, his has better security.  Yours has more room.   Which
can be nice." 


"Xander
suggested I should move into one of the peaceful, safe blocks." 


"Where
would that be?" Frank asked as he walked in with his lunch. 


"One
of the non-human places, Frank," Speed told him.  "They've got
safe blocks." 


"Oh. 
Well, if you can stand it."  He shrugged.  "You two are
married and still living in separate places?" 


"No,
I'm staying with him but he doesn't want to move in," Willow told him.
"I've got the bigger place so it's only reasonable." 


"Sometimes
logical doesn't really come into that," Frank offered. "Find
somewhere and move together." 


"He
said he can't move at the moment.  Not until he gets a raise." 
She pouted at Tim.  "When'll that be?" 


"Next
performance reviews are in three months if he's up for one," he
admitted.  "For that you'd have to ask Horatio."  She
nodded, perking up a bit at that.  "Any other problems?" 


"He
rearranged my cabinets on me." 


"He's
got OCD, Willow.  Of course he did." 


"Good
point."  She dug in for a larger bite of her sandwich. 
"When are we seeing something official from you two?" 


"Not
anytime soon and that's her decision." 


"Oh. 
Should we maybe let Xander and I talk her into it?" 


"No,
we're good," Speed assured her. "We're good where we are at the
moment so I'll wait on that forced talk."  She smiled.  He
looked outside.  "That is probably not a good thing."  She
looked out there and froze.  He waved the blonde girl inside.  The
officer escorting her walked off when he saw they did want to talk to her.
"Buffy.  You didn't tell anyone you were coming down?  We
would've picked you up from the airport." 


"Oooh,"
Willow said, getting up to hug her.  "I've missed you," she said
happily. 


"I
can tell.   That was nearly a my strength hug."  She smiled
at Speed.  "Hi, Timmy." 


"Hi,
Buffy."  He kicked out a chair.  "They told you to come
back here?" 


"The
person who came out to see what I wanted told me to come back
here."   She sat down, looking at them.  "Where's
Xander?  I called him and got a grunt." 


"That
means he's either in a class or he's still in bed," Speed offered. 


"His
last class ended last week," Willow told him. 


"I
thought it was this weekend." 


"No,
he was taking this week off and then he's going to make Horatio go out to party
with him for a week, then he's got a next one."  Speed nodded. 
"So it's entirely possible he's still in bed."  She smiled at
Buffy.  "Did you get my last letter?" 


"I
did and I'm very confused.   Xander's gay?  Since when? 
That's not our Xander." 


"Since
he was probably bi before but the only person in town who hit on him was
Larry," Speed said dryly.  He stuffed a bite of lunch into his mouth,
glancing at Frank.  "This is Frank Tripp, he's one of our pet
detectives." 


Buffy
waved.  "Hi.  I'm not quite mythical." 


He
grinned and waved back. "That's okay.  Everyone should be a bit
mythical to someone."  She smiled at that.  "Wasn't Xander
taking Horatio out to lunch today?" 


"Um,
yup," he admitted.  Tim texted his son, getting back no answer.
"Hmm.  Could be having fun instead," he offered, staring at his
phone.  After two minutes without an answer he called and it went to
voicemail.  "His phone's off?" 


"Xander
never turns his phone off," Willow agreed. 


They
looked at each other and she texted Ryan while he texted Horatio and Calleigh. 


"So,
I take it Xander's dating again?" Buffy quipped. 


"Yes
and he's very nice," Willow assured her.  Buffy gave her an odd
look.  "Horatio is."  He was also coming up the hall. 
"Not a good sign, Timmy." 


"H,
wasn't my son supposed to be in for lunch today?" 


"Yes,
but I couldn't wake him up." 


"Did
you do strange things to him?" Speed asked patiently.  Horatio gave
him a look.  He called the house phone.  It was loud, shrill, and got
Xander up faster than his alarm.  That one went to the answering
machine.  So he called the other house.  "Gordon, it's
Speed.  Is Xander there?  He's not answering his phones." 
He listened then nodded once. "Bring him here unless he needs medical
attention, Gordon.  Thank you."  He hung up and looked at
Horatio.  "Someone tried to run him off the road.  His minders
broke off to get him but got the car's information.  His car's not totaled
but it's got a good few dents and he's apparently in the back of their car heading
there.  They'll swing this way." 


"Any
idea if it was malicious?" Horatio asked calmly. 


"Not
a clue," Speed offered. 


"Then
I'll wait on him and bring him in here."  Speed nodded, and he walked
that way.  He had seen the blonde girl but he wasn't ready to deal with
Buffy at this moment in time. 


"That
was Xander's boyfriend," Willow offered to Buffy. 


Buffy
gave her a 'huh?' look.  "Excuse me?  Boyfriend?  Older
boyfriend?  That is definitely not Xander.  He might experiment once
or twice but to really *date* a guy?" 


"He's
happy," Speed assured her. "Or else I would've killed him for toying
with my boy by now." 


"They
are happy enough that it's cute," Frank agreed.  "Like Willow
and Wolfe are." 


"No,
Ryan's a cutie, we're not that cute together," she countered with a smile.



"Yeah,
you are," Speed assured her, giving her a look.  "No one else
would've cut the crust off his sandwiches."  She blushed a bit at
that.  "Or made him walk in one day without underwear because you
stole them all.  Or made him take a very long lunch the other day and then
walk in looking like he owned the world." 


"All
newlyweds are cute," Frank assured her. 


She
pouted.  "He's cute, not me." 


"You're....married?"
Buffy asked.  "Did I miss a letter?" 


Willow
looked at her.  "I emailed that one to you from Las Vegas." 


She
blinked and then frowned.  "Miami is bad.  You guys need to come
home.  You and Xander are both going wrong." 


Speed
popped her one on the shoulder.  "I like having my son down here and
he's happy, Buffy.  I don't care if you can't appreciate gay things or
not."  She frowned at him.  He scowled back.  She slunk
down some.  "My boy stays, Buffy.  He's happy.  Horatio
makes him very happy.  He also protects him.  Besides, this way he can
still be around his grandparents." 


"Who
are a lot nicer than most vampires," Willow admitted.  "Raphael
does have a very dirty mind but he's a sweetie to Tara."  She
finished her sandwich.  "Any word from New York?  I haven't
heard from her in two days since she just started school." 


"Patrick
was cooing that Don took her out to a very nice night out.  Dinner at a
great place.  A night on the town at a show.  Then some cuddling
while they watched the early fireworks.  On the fourth, the lab is having
a picnic so she's going to that with them tomorrow night."   She
smiled at that.  "She's still blushing and shy but he's good for
her." 


"Tara's
with a boy?" Buffy asked.  Willow smiled and nodded.  "I
thought she was more gay than you are." 


"She
was but Don's just special," she told her.  "She said Don's all
a guy's sort of guy but he's sweet and gentle like a woman and it was instant
fluttery feelings when Xander introduced them.  Don's an almost relative
of Xander's through his grandfather.  Don's related to his grandfather's
second wife and Xander's from his third marriage."  Buffy just nodded
once at that.  "He's a great guy.  I've snuck calls up to him a
few times to make sure she's happy, or else Tara can have a new
pet."  That got a small smirk from Speed.  "It's only
right!  Tara's gentle and sweet!" 


"She
is," Speed agreed happily.  "Both of Xander's grandparents dote
on her too for being so delicate and sweet.  She tried to protest the
spoiling too.  The clothes still appeared in her closet while she was out
one night and so did some of Xander's grandmother's jewelry and Don's aunt's
jewelry.  He said it was only fitting that she should wear it." 


"I
know Xander sent one of the more pernicious female presents to her
recently," Willow told him.  That got a grin from Frank. 
"You should meet Tara.  She's very sweet and gentle." 


"So
I've heard.  Then again, we've got a crossover case at the
moment."  Speed nodded at that and Willow beamed.  "No idea
who's handling it." 


"Horatio
and Mac are using it to talk about bad guys and stalkers," Speed told
him.  "If Don's got to come down, he'll bring Tara.  If not
he'll be taking a vacation down here in late September with her." 
That got a grin from Frank. 


"But,
Tara's with the witchly lovin' and only likes girls," Buffy complained. 


Speed
popped her on the head this time.  "Things have changed a bit,
Buffy.  Don is more than gentle enough with her." 


Willow
nodded.  "He's letting her go as fast as she wants with the
sex.  Right now she's enjoying all the hand holding and cuddling under his
arm and around his chest.  He took her to see a comedy show the other
night and she said she blissed out holding his hand.  She said she's
planning a special night to give him permission to start going farther. 
He's even gotten her to go to church with him but he's went to the coven
parties she found up there.  She's found a nice one through one of the
shops she's found up there.  She said they all approved of him and he's
trying to set Danny up with one of the single witches in the
circle."  Xander was walked in holding one side of his head. 
"Oooooh.  Did someone go bang and crash?" she cooed, getting up
to look him over.  She checked the spot then his eyes.  "Not
even concussed." 


"I
lost consciousness for a few minutes," Xander admitted. 


"You're
fine.  Let Horatio get you an ice pack."  He grinned at that and
was sat down next to his father, getting a hug while Willow and Horatio got an
improvised ice pack with a plastic baggie and ice cubes. That and a few paper
towels around it and he was set.  "So, who ran into you?" 


"I
don't know," he admitted, waving at Buffy.  "Hi." 


"Hi. 
You're gay?" 


He
looked at her then nodded, looking patient.  "Yeah."  
He took Horatio's hand, smiling at him.  "This is my boy Horatio and
I've got a Greggy out in Las Vegas."  She gaped. 
"What?" he asked, waving his free hand.  "Get it out so you
can think.  You always think better after you've blurted." 


"You're
hanging out with vampires and you're gay!  You've been warped,
Xander!" 


"I'm
happy, Buffy, and those vampires are my grandparents.  Hell yes I'm
hanging out with them.  Not like they're hunting." 


"They
have to be!" she said shrilly. 


"No,
they nibble on someone but they don't take more than a pint," Willow told
her.  Everyone stared at her.  "I asked.  I didn't want
Xander to have to deal with a hunter in the family."  She sipped her
milk, looking at him.  "I did threaten them if they ever started to
hunt."  He popped her one on the head, a lot harder than Speed's
swat.  "Ow!" 


"I'm
going to paddle you," he said impatiently.  "My grandparents
aren't like that." 


"I
was only making sure!" she defended. 


"Now
is not the time nor the place for this, children," Horatio said
firmly.  He sat down between them, looking at his boyfriend. 
"No spanking in the station." 


"Yes,
Horatio," he sighed.  Timmy gave him a gentle pat on the cheek. 
"I'm okay, Daddy.   Just been a long morning." 


"How
bad's the car?" 


"Not
too bad.  Some driver's side damage and front end damage where I went off
the road into the culvert by the house." 


"Was
it a neighbor?" Horatio asked.  Xander looked at him then handed over
his cellphone. "I'll call Patrick in a few minutes."  Xander
nodded and put his head onto his shoulder, getting the cuddle he wanted. 
"You'll be okay.  We'll make sure this isn't about the
presents."  Xander nodded, letting himself be comforted for a few
minutes. 


Buffy
stared at them then at Timmy.  "You're letting him do that in
public?  You broke up him and Cordelia!" 


"No
I didn't.  I did do a lot of talking to him about healthy
relationships," he offered.  "Because that one
wasn't."  Willow nodded at that.  "The same as I had a few
with Willow and Oz about healthy relationships.  I did tell him he could
come to me about anything in that relationship and he did when things started
to go wrong.  Especially after his bout with Amy."  Xander
shuddered. "We learned our lesson then." 


"I
did," Xander agreed.  "I'll never do that again."  He
shuddered again and Horatio gave him a squeeze.  "So, Tara called
this morning to see if I thought her dinner was nice enough for a date." 


Willow
smiled.  "I got that one too.  Is the backyard pretty?" 


"Very. 
It's got a nice garden out there with flowers and a great old wooden table." 
She smiled at that.  "I tweaked one thing, suggesting something
lighter than the steaks she wanted to feed him.  She was about to go
shopping and I suggested a lighter, more tender cut so he wouldn't have to work
as hard to eat and would have more time to hold her hand."  Willow
and Speed both smiled at that.  "Grandsire apparently left all sorts
of cooking stuff up there so she's learning how to use it and it's gone
okay.  She's made a small cake for tonight too.  I'm thinking she's
going to let him progress to smoochies for real and maybe some light
groping." 


"I'm
so proud," Willow said happily.  Horatio smiled at her. 
"It's a big step since Tara's only liked girls before." 


"It's
a big step for anyone," he assured her.  "It should be treated
like the big step it is."  He pushed some of her hair off her
face.  "From you and Ryan I need some amended paperwork,
Willow." 


"I've
got it in the car," she promised with a smile.  "I downloaded it
and filled it out for him but he's got to sign it.  He still won't move
in." 


"We'll
work on him later," Speed promised.  She beamed and nodded. 
They both looked at Xander when he snored.  "Sounds like someone had
a late night." 


"He
had a client who came over suddenly last night after a bad event," Horatio
said quietly.  That got a nod. "He spent most of the night with him
giving comfort." 


"Divorce?"



"Shooting. 
It's an agent he works with now and then." 


"Poor
guy.  I hope he's okay." 


"He
should be."  He smiled at his mate then at Buffy.  "So, how
long are you in for?" 


"I
came down to check on them because obviously I've been missing information for
some reason." 


"We
didn't want more information to get back to Riley," Willow complained.
"One of their guys went up to Tara when she first got to New York to try
to talk to her about what happened.  Xander was stuck up there then so it
was okay because he's very protective of her." 


"As
he is of you," Speed agreed, looking at Frank, then outside at Eric and
Ryan.  He nodded them inside.  "Eric, Ryan, this is Buffy."



"What
happened to Xander?" Ryan asked, moving the ice pack to check the lump.
"Should he be in the ER?" 


"He's
fine.  It's a lump, not a concussion," Willow assured him. 


He
looked at her.  "How about we get a second opinion?" he
suggested.  "Just in case.  We don't want him to be hurt and
hiding it and you said he could from you.  Maybe just Alexx?" 


"I
wouldn't mind," she agreed.  "I'm not insulted.  I know
book education is different from experience."  Horatio smiled and
paged Alexx.  She smiled at her boy.  "Ryan, this is
Buffy.  Buffy, that's my man," she said proudly, pointing at
Ryan.  "He's a bit fussy." 


"I
can tell.  He didn't even hug you." 


"I
try very hard not to grope her at the station because Eric taunts me when I
do," Ryan said, grinning and shaking her hand. "Welcome to Miami,
Buffy.  Are you staying with us tonight?" 


"Wouldn't
that mean you had fixed which house you're living in?" Speed asked dryly. 


Ryan
frowned at him.  "Butt out." 


"No!"



"Yes,
now!  We're getting somewhere closer to work, Speed, okay?"  He
nodded and smirked. 


"That
means I've got to move *again*," Willow complained.  "Plus we
both have leases." 


"Yours
can be broken easily enough.  I've already written to your apartment's
guy.   He said he wasn't comfortable with us being married and living
there.  He said it might jinx the apartment and then he'd have to marry
his girl when he got back from Afghanistan.  So I told him we'd be moving
by the end of next month."  She nodded, accepting that. 
"Which is when my lease runs out." 


"Okay. 
When are we starting to look?" 


"Tonight. 
Now, what're the papers in the car?" 


"The
updated stuff Horatio needs." 


"Oh." 
He nodded and took them out of his back pocket, handing them over. 
"All signed, Horatio.  We might have to redo the insurance form,
that's the old one."  Alexx walked in. "He's got a head
bump." 


"What
happened this time?  Another person trying to take what they don't
deserve?"  He gentle prodding woke Xander back up. 


"Someone
ran the Jag off the road," Xander said with a pout at her. 
"Willow said I'm fine." 


"Until
Willow gets that important piece of paper with an end-run medical degree, I'm
not going to trust her diagnosis, sugar.  I'm sorry but book learning and
experience are different." 


"Which
is what I said," Willow agreed.  "I don't want him to be really
hurt.  His eyes are dilating normally and he's got a headache by the look
in them.  The bump's not too bad or funny feeling though." 


"Good!" 
She settled in to check his head, giving him a smile. She finished checking him
over and patted him on the cheek.  "She's right.  It's just a
bump this time.  Any idea who it was?"  He shook his head, then
held the spot and put it back down on Horatio's shoulder.  "Then
we'll make sure you'll be fine.  I'm sure someone can check on you
tonight." 


"Have
a client tonight," he mumbled.  "So naked soccer will have to
wait."  She nodded and patted him on the shoulder.  "Sorry
but he needs me." 


"Of
course he does, Xander.  That's more important than the boys around here
getting some cheap thrills from naked women playing sports."  She
smiled and looked at Horatio.  "Be gentle on his head
tonight."  He nodded.  "Good.  He'll be just fine. 
Some tylenol would go well."  She gave him another pet then smiled at
Buffy.  "Yes, I mother the boy horribly," she told her. 


"This
is Buffy," Speed introduced.  "Buffy, this is Alexx Woods, our
ME and she adopted me years ago.  I learned how to be a good father to
Xander from her."  That got him a hug and a kiss on the temple. 
"Thanks, Alexx." 


"Welcome,
baby."  She fussed with some of his hair.  "You need a
trim."  She smiled at Ryan and pinched his cheek.  "So do
you."  She walked out, going to make a note on her timesheet for the
day. 


"She's
a great lady," Willow agreed. 


Ryan
looked at her. "If you wanted to do med school I wouldn't mind," he
offered. She blinked at him.  "I wouldn't.  I might complain at
some of the hours you'll be spending at work for the first few years, but I
wouldn't mind."  She gave him a gentle smile and he grinned
back.  "Up to you, you know that."  She nodded. 


"She
could deliver babies so I don't get a niece or nephew soon," Xander
offered.  Ryan flipped him on the ear.  "They're doing the tests
this weekend," he announced.  That got some shudders from Eric. 
"Including all the female relatives.  Just in case." 


"Good
idea," Eric agreed.  "I'd hate to see what that kid would be
like." 


"Spoiled
when I took her from her mother," Xander said firmly.  "Then
she'll be raised to follow Lady Heather."  They all smiled at that,
all but the very confused looking Buffy.  "She did some of my
training and she's like a stepmom to me.  Speaking of stepmothers, where is
mine?" he asked Speed. 


"The
spa having a day off.  She's getting a manicure and facial." 


"Good! 
She deserves it."  He looked at Horatio.  "Can I just be a
dom?"  He nodded. "Thank you."  He hugged him for
real.  "The school is fussy.  They're being mean about where I
learned before and told me I'm not any good at it." 


"Oh
yes you are," Ryan assured him.  "You got my cramps out very
easily.  The last massage therapist I went to couldn't." 


"Did
they find out about the dom stuff?" Eric asked.  Xander sighed and
nodded.  "Then they're part of our fundamentalist groups. 
Ignore them." 


"They
said it doesn't promote a healing atmosphere.  I pointed out I do therapy
with my clients and they said it doesn't matter."  He pouted
some.  "So I'm not taking my next class and I can't find a job because
I got told they spread it around." 


"Then
we can figure out how you're going to take on some more dom clients,
Xander," Horatio soothed.  He nodded and snuggled in again. 
"When is the final paperwork coming?" 


"After
the tests come out.  Because if there is a baby I've got to start talking
to Immigration now so I can take custody.  Grandsire said it'd be easy-ish
with their judicial system the way it is."  That got nods from
Willow.  "So I'll have to wait and so will everyone else." 
He looked at Horatio.  "I need to head home." 


"Thomas
is still outside," Eric assured him.  That got a small smile and
Xander switched cuddling targets, getting one from his father instead. 
"Aawww." 


"That
is too cute for anything but gagging," Buffy said, staring at him. 
"What's a dom?  Is that like being a professional cheerleader?" 


"No,
that's like I'm one of those people who spank others so they can let go,"
he told her. 


She
frowned. "You're selling sex?" she said, looking sickened. 


"No. 
Nothing I do is sexual, Buffy.  I have clients who need me to help them
let go of past traumas.  I take guys like me and help them get over things
that've happened."  She still looked grossed out.  "It'll
be a longer explanation but what I do is like therapy.  No sex
involved.  Horatio and Daddy wouldn't like it if there was." 


She
still stared at him.  "I still say that's wrong."  Speed
popped her on the head.  "Ow!  What was that for?" 


"For
being a judgmental ass," he said plainly.  "Nothing Xander does
is sexual, Buffy.  Unless you like to be whipped for pleasure?" 
She grimaced and shook her head. "Then extend that to others.  He
helps them let go of past traumas. They're guys like him."  She
shuddered.  "Why doesn't Willow take you to your hotel and then you
and she can talk because she had to do a lot of looking up about that stuff
too." 


"We
can do that," Willow agreed happily.  She cleaned up her mess and
threw it out, getting a smile from her mate for it.  She stole a kiss,
making him grin at her, then hauled Buffy up and down to her car. 
"Come on.  Where are you staying?" 


"Mom
was hoping I could stay with you." 


"Well,
I have a second room and a couch, but I'm kinda hoping Ryan will be coming over
tonight instead of me going to his place since his is so small," she said
as she pulled her out.  "Oooh, you should see the shopping,
Buffy.  It's even better than LA's." 


"Mom
said I can't shop," she pouted.  She looked at her friend once they
were in Willow's nice economy, fuel efficient car.  "Vampires?" 


"His
grandfather was turned, Buffy, but he's sick and dying," she said. 
"He's not hunting and neither is his sire.  They like to pick on Eric
about making him their next childe and putting him between them, because his
sire has a really kinky mind now and then, but otherwise they're really nice
people.  They've been babying Tara since she got to New York and Xander
introduced her to his Grandsire."  She backed out, heading for her
place.  "You'd like Raphael, the sire.  He's a pretty nice guy
and Oz is working for him in LA now." 


"Is
he the guy who taunts Angel?" 


"Yup. 
He said it's a fun hobby and Angel needed to quit taking himself so
seriously."  Buffy shook her head at that.  "He's a nice
guy, Buffy.  They even made Xander accept spoiling type presents, like the
Jag that got crashed today." 


"He
drives a Jaguar?" she demanded. 


"Yeah,
he does," she agreed happily.  "His grandsire bought it for him
after someone beat the poopie out of him and then put him into his house before
setting it on fire."  Buffy gasped.  "Yeah, well, it was
kinda one of the morality monitor groups who didn't like that he could do
anything on his own at his age.  During his recovery time in Las Vegas
with some friends there, they arranged for his new house and got him the
car."  She turned a corner and looked behind her, then frowned and
pulled over suddenly, letting the car following her keep going.  "I
hate that woman." 


"Who
is she?  She looks pretty." 


"She's
Ryan's ex, the skanky ho bitch.  She's always trying to get him in trouble
for saying something."  She looked at her buddy.  "Xander's
still Xander even though he wears leather and uses a whip on people.  It
took Ryan making me see instead of pouting because he had changed some to make
me realize it, but he's still the same goofball, loving Xander.  And hey,
Horatio agreed he was never going to date another woman again after he married
the assassin for a whole hour and thirty-three minutes while he was on
vacation." 


"Married?"
she asked, looking horrified.  "To a woman?" 


"Yeah,
she doped him pretty good then married him while he was drunk.  They were
out in Las Vegas having a vacation with Greggy.  Who is a really nice
geeky guy.  He does DNA and he's field CSI now like Timmy is.  Only
he works out there." 


"How
does he fit into this alternate universe Xander?" Buffy asked weakly. 


"Well,
there for a while I thought he was Xander's personal submissive, but now I'm
not so sure.  I know he's in the trio with Horatio and Xander but since he
lives out there they don't get to see him that often.  I've caught Xander
having phone sex with him once.  Always knock before walking into Xander's
house.  It's a rule I now live by.  Did not need to see Xander in
really tight leather pants, no t-shirt, and having phone sex with the
Greggy.  But then again I guess he needed it.  Greg's a really
cuddlesome guy.  He's always curled up with them.  He even taught
Xander how to make tube cookies and they weren't poisonous.  He even
figured out how to make the jerky correctly.  Xander crowed for a week that
he got the recipes just right," she finished proudly.  "Greggy's
really like a smarter version of Xander most of the time, only he's got spiky
hair and all that.  He and Xander were out together when he got hit on by
the assassin so Greggy married her apprentice.  They got to go raid her
houses when she committed suicide to end the marriage. I got some of the cutest
stuff from Russia." 


"Russia?"
Buffy asked, her voice getting tinier and weaker. 


"Yup. 
She had a house there too.  Xander went to coo over the guns and things
but he brought back some nice presents.  Didn't you get any for the
holidays?" 


"I
did," she admitted, shifting to look at Willow better.  "I
thought he found it in a shop somewhere." 


"He
did, over there."  She beamed at her.  "Anyway, they're
probably on their way over to take Xander to his grandfather's and let him play
with the guard dog and the blowjob dog."  Buffy squeaked at
that.  "The new dog has a bad habit of humping the wrong end of the
guard dog.  Timmy named him." 


"Oh." 
She nodded at that.  "Am I going to be warped too?" she asked
finally. 


"You
knew Xander for how long?" 


"Good
point.  Okay, home?" 


"Home's
good but I've got to warn you.  Ryan has OCD and he's a neat freak because
of it.  So no leaving glasses or anything out if he's over." 


"Okay. 
I can handle that." 


"Good." 
She pulled back out into traffic and headed home.  Buffy stared at the
apartment in awe.  "I sublet.  The owner's deployed." 


"Wow." 
She looked at her.  "You're moving from this?" 


"Well,
yeah, kinda because Ryan lives halfway across town.  Miss Kitty, Buffy's
here," she called, heading for the bedroom.  The cat hopped down off
the top of the fridge and came over to love on the mommy. 
"Aww.  I love you too.  Let's check your bowls."  She
fed her again and changed out her water, getting a happy cat.  Then she
settled in to talk to Buffy and make her see that Xander hadn't really changed
all that much.  Because he hadn't.  He'd just gotten a job he
loved.  And a boyfriend.  And leather pants.  And grandparents.
And a whatever Greggy was to him. 


***



Horatio
looked up when Xander's client came into the living room.  "What's
wrong?" 


"Master
Tim just passed out for a moment.  Is he all right?" 


"He
was run off the road earlier," he admitted, getting up to go check on
Xander.  He found him sitting down with his head lowered closer to between
his knees.  "Xander?" 


"I'll
be okay.  Just got a bit dizzy." 


Horatio
knelt in front of him.  "Let me see, Xander."  Xander
looked at him, making him frown.  "Did you hurt yourself again?"



"No,
I've been dizzy the whole time but the nap helped some." 


"You
haven't eaten either."  Xander turned a bit gray.  "How
about some soda?  It could be your blood sugar." 


"Maybe,"
he agreed weakly.  "I'm sorry, Todd." 


"No,
this is too important and I can handle it for a few more days," he
promised. 


Horatio
looked at him.  Then he looked at Xander, then back at him.  He saw
the blush and shrugged.  "I'm not trained but if I can help I
will." 


"That's
all right, sir.  I can wait.  Thank you anyway," he said
politely.   Horatio nodded and gave him a small smile. 
"Let me get him some soda."  He went to do that. 


Horatio
nuzzled Xander's cheek.  "You're a bit warm," he said gently. 


"I'll
be fine in the morning." 


"I'm
calling my doctor." 


"I'm
still fine."  He took the can of soda his boy was holding out. 
"Thank you, Todd.  I'm sorry." 


"Don't
be, this isn't something that can be planned for.  Do we know why they ran
you off the road?" 


"We're
still working on that," Horatio admitted.  "They were in a
stolen car."  That got a nod.  "Let me put him into bed and
I'll go over his scheduling book for you." 


"Thank
you, sir." 


"You
can use my name or title," he offered.  He helped Xander up and up to
bed, stripping him down and putting him under the sheets, the soda beside him
on the table.  "You rest," he whispered, kissing his
forehead.  Then he went back downstairs and found Xander's scheduling book
in the office.  He nodded at the guy to follow him.  "It looks
like his next nighttime one is either nine on Friday or sometime Sunday since
I'm on."  He looked at him.  "Or he's got next Wednesday
free." 


The
agent in front of him consulted his schedule.  "Barring a new case I
can be here Sunday if you don't mind." 


"I
don't.  I'll be the senior CSI on that day."  The guy looked
stunned and he smiled.  "Didn't realize I was also Lieutenant
Caine?" he teased lightly, looking at the code Xander had for him during
this spot then put it there.  "Two, three?  Five?" 


"Three's
good."   He looked at him a minute longer.  "Is this
like the house fire?" 


 Horatio
closed the book.  "Today's accident may have been.  It could've
been related to his grandfathers or one of my cases.  Or it could be someone
who sent him things recently and felt ignored.  Or even possibly about his
aborted marriage when Lady Death got him so drunk he couldn't see
straight." 


"Xander
doesn't drink," he said. 


"I
know.  The stuff she used knocked him out for a while too." 
That got a quick nod.  "We've found the stolen car so we're waiting
for reports from fingerprints and DNA." 


"I
hope you catch them, sir.  Master Tim's too special to risk that
way." 


"I
know.  As his father says, he's a special gift rewarded to someone for
doing a lot of good in the world."  That got a smile. 
"Anything else I can do for you tonight?" 


"No,
sir.  Is he taking on more clients?  He was saying he was thinking
about it." 


"The
massage school spread around that he was a dom to keep him from working with
that art," he offered quietly.  "They said it didn't create a
restful atmosphere.  He is thinking about doing the dom work full time
now." 


"That'd
be a great thing, sir, and none of us would steal from him like some of his
former massage clients did.  Oh, one recently got handed to me by someone
who found it at a scene."  He opened his bag and pulled it out to
hand to him.  "We figured they stole it during a time they were
waiting for a massage or it could have been related back to his fire." 


Horatio
looked at the geeky boy in the speedo then at him, smiling.  "Thank
you." 


"You're
welcome, Lieutenant." 


"What
sort of scene?" 


"Raid,
Lieutenant." 


"You're
with who?  Agency is good enough." 


"DEA,
Lieutenant."  That got a nod.  "It was found during a raid
of a local dealer." 


"Please
pass back that I'd like to have their name and file so we could see if they
were involved in that incident if you could." 


"I
can and will, sir.  Thank you." 


"No,
thank you, Todd.  I will keep your name out of this."  That got
a smile.  "Have a better night and remember, you can call me if you
need him." 


"Yes,
sir.  I'll keep that in mind."  He walked out, heading
home.  His agency hated working with the lab but maybe he and the
Lieutenant could get along now.  They had found a commonality in
protecting Master Tim from the rest of the world. 


Horatio
sat down behind the desk to send an email to Speed.  He got back one about
where the picture had come from.  He mentioned being on the swim team but
he hadn't known he had been that good.  He sent back a reply to that
effect and asked him who his usual doctor was.  Speed's reply of 'not
picked one yet' didn't make him happy.  The further note of Speed having
called his own after the fire didn't make him any happier either.  He knew
abuse victims often drifted from doctor to doctor so no one would be keeping
track of the bruises and things.  Xander's parents had probably used the
health department for shots and then the ER for anything major so they didn't
have to deal with a nosy pediatrician.   He sent the name of his
doctor and asked Speed if he liked him.  It turned out they used the same
guy so Horatio called and set up an appointment with his night duty
nurse.  Speed would get all his medical history from Willow tonight and
then from the hospital out there. 


***



Xander
looked around the office, then at the nurse.  "My boyfriend made me
an appointment?" he asked quietly. 


"Name,
sir?" 


"Harris. 
Alexander or Xander Harris."  She typed that in and nodded, handing
him a clipboard.  He handed over what Willow had given him. 
"Um, the person who used to keep track of that sort of thing for my
parents and others said to give you this, including the letter
inside."  She nodded, taking it to include in his new folder. 
He sat down to fill out the form, frowning at the insurance question.  He
hated going to the doctor, it was always too expensive.  So was insurance
for self-employed people.  Especially with all the other stuff he needed
to do with his hard-earned money, like groceries and taxes, insurance for his
car.  He'd have to dip into his savings for this visit and he hated doing
that.  He got finished, leaving the back page blank because it was in the
stuff Willow had given him, handing it back to her.  "That's in the
folder," he said when she looked at the back page. 


"Okay. 
It'll be a few minutes.  He had to visit one of his younger patients in
the ER for lunch and he just got back."  Xander nodded, going to sit
down and wait.  She checked the waiting room.  Two spouses and one
other patient.  She smiled reassuringly at him and put that form into his
folder as well.  The nurse came in for it.  "He said the person
who handled his medical issues before gave us that folder for today.  She
included a letter about some scars he's got and things.  Plus a disease
history." 


"That's
fine," she agreed, settling in to read it.  She frowned and reread
it, looking out into the waiting area. "The dark haired guy?" 
The receptionist nodded.  "Is he healthy?" 


"Car
crash according to the notes made by the night duty nurse.  Someone ran
him off the road yesterday. His adoptive father and boyfriend both go
here.  His boyfriend made the appointment." 


"Okay." 
She went back to reading then blinked at it.  "Mr.
Harris?"  He jumped then stood up, smoothing down the legs of his
jeans.  She smiled and let him in, taking him to weigh and measure him,
then into an examination room.  "I've been going over this
folder.  Who wrote it?" 


"My
best friend.  She stitched me up a few times." 


"I
see.  She said extensive scarring?"  He took off his shirt and
she gasped.  "Oh, dear." 


"They're
both dead now," he assured her.  "My boyfriend doesn't hurt me
at all." 


"Good. 
That's excellent, sir."  She took his blood pressure, temperature,
and pulse, then smiled and made notes in his chart.  "Okay, I'm going
to get the doctor in here.  What was hurt in the crash?" 


"My
wrist was a bit twisted; I had it on the gear shift to shift up when the lady
rammed me into the culvert.  I passed out last night while I was working
with a client." 


"Are
you a trainer?" 


"No,
I'm a dom." 


"Oh,
okay," she said, making note of that.  "Was it a 'got dizzy and
passed out?"  He nodded, then held the lump on his head.  She
looked at it.  "That is nasty.  Did you go to the ER?" 


"My
friend who stitched me looked at it and said it wasn't a concussion then the
crime lab's ME looked at it and agreed."  She looked confused.
"Timmy Speedle adopted me in Sunnydale.  Drove my parents out of
town." 


"Good
for him, sir."  She smiled and made a note of that.  "So,
x-rays?"  He shook his head, then moaned a bit.  "Still
dizzy?" 


"Yeah,
and I've been nauseous since then.  I know it's not a concussion, I've had
a few of those in the last five years.  All I know is that my dad and
boyfriend are worried so they sent me in here today." 


"It's
probably a good thing and having a personal physician can make other times
easier," she promised with a gentle smile.  "I have to ask this
since you're technically in the sex trade, even though I know being a Master
isn't a sexual activity per se.  You are being tested regularly?" 


"Every
two months," he agreed.  "Down at the health department." 


"Good." 
She smiled and wrote that down as well.  "Any other reasons for the
visit today?" 


"My
boyfriend agreed that I needed a personal physician.  Willow played nurse
out of the textbooks and she was always the better and cheaper
alternative.  She's the one who wrote the note." 


"That's
fine."  She patted him on the shoulder.  "You wait in here
and I'll bring the doctor right in."  He nodded slightly and she went
to brief the doctor while he got a new cup of coffee.  "You have a
new patient."  He smiled at that.  "He's survived
torture."  That didn't make him look happy.  "His former
medical care system was the health department and a young woman who played
nurse out of the medical texts.  She apparently stitched him
repeatedly," she said quietly.  "His scarring patterns say
extensive abuse as a child.  He said the reasons are dead now.  
He's the adopted son of Timothy Speedle."   That got an odd
look.  "What?" 


"Horatio
made the appointment." 


"He
said his boyfriend did." 


"Really? 
I didn't know Horatio swung that way.  I'll have to talk to him about a
few extra topics next time.  Make that note in his chart?"  She
nodded that she would.  He took the folder to look over, looking at
Willow's notes first.  "The scarring's that bad?" 


"The
last one you saw like that you called Horatio personally." 


"Wonderful. 
Why is he in today?" 


"Someone
ran him off the road yesterday.  Wrenched his wrist and gave him a lump on
the head.  He said he's had a few concussions over the last few years so
he's sure he doesn't have one but he's been dizzy and nauseous. Apparently that
same friend and Alexx Woods looked him over and agreed with the lack of formal
concussion." 


"He
still have a lump?" 


"Few
centimeters tall.  Looks like he rocked into the window instead of the
steering wheel by the position." 


"Okay. 
He's where?" 


"Two,
Doctor.  He seems like a nice man.  Said he's a Master.  He gets
tested bi-monthly." 


"Good. 
Then he's a smart Master as well."  He walked that way with his
coffee, smiling at him.  "Sorry, I took a break to get a new cup of
coffee." 


"I
live on soda," he admitted, smiling and shaking his hand.  "I'm
Xander." 


"I'd
hope so."  He pulled over a rolling stool and sat down looking at
him.  "Okay, since you're a new patient I'm going to do a general
physical.  I remember Timothy calling after an assault and fire about
you?"  Xander nodded slowly.  "Head ringing?" 


"Just
dizzy.  My boyfriend's a worrywart." 


"I
see him too, Xander.  It's a special thing to be the one Horatio worries
about."  He blushed at that.  "It'll be fine.  Now,
due to the abuse your friend and the nurse noted, tell me if I make you
uncomfortable." 


"Does
this mean you've got to do the prostate test?" he asked, making a face. 


"No.
You're not old enough for that.  I'm sure if you feel anything odd going
on back there you'd call me."  That got a single nod. 
"Good man."  He stood up after taking another sip of coffee,
coming over to listen to his chest and lungs.  Then his stomach. 
"When was the last time you ate?" 


"Breakfast
yesterday.  That was about ten.  Then I went in to have lunch with
Horatio and she rammed me on the way in." 


"Do
they know why?" 


"Not
yet.  They found the car she used last night." 


"Horatio's
a wonderful investigator.  I'm sure he'll figure it out."  He
listened to his lower back and nodded, then put his stethoscope up.  He
noted the reflexes were a bit faster than normal.  He looked at him. 
"Were the prior concussions from the same abuse?" 


Xander
cleared his throat then stared at him.  "I grew up in Sunnydale,
which is full of things like down at the bar Tentacles." 


"I've
driven past there," he admitted.  "Seen some pretty strange
things I ignored after a few minutes of wondering." 


Xander
smiled a bit shyly.  "My friends and I used to hunt them.  All
but one of the concussions came from that.  That one came when I was
eleven and tried to fly off the house." 


"That
old?" 


"I
was a bit slow developmentally and educationally." 


He
stared at him.  "I don't believe that it was developmentally based,
Xander.  Was it perhaps a suicide attempt?" 


"Not
that I'm aware of.  If it was it was an unconscious one." 


"I've
seen that before," he admitted.  "Any others?" 


"I
used to sleep outside every Christmas because it was necessary, even though the
town had a forty percent homicide rate." 


"After
you knew why?" 


"One
year.  Timmy was there the next and my parents were run out of town right
before those holidays." 


"I'll
count that," he decided.  "Those are unconscious actions, the
mind saying it's had enough when it can't break in other ways." 


"I
understand how people break, Doc." 


"Good. 
I figured you would.  Which school of thought do you use in your
work?" 


"My
true clients I do therapy.  I break them emotionally so they can purge and
release it."  That got a smile and a nod.  "Since I don't
make much off them, I charge them a lower rate, I do take in some clients who
do it for shits and giggles.  They pay hefty prices for my skills with
weapons.  I'm known as a whip and cane technician." 


"That's
safer than those who do it for sexual gratification on both sides." 


"I
don't get off by seeing people in pain.  Horatio has to work harder than
that."  The doctor chuckled and smiled at that small joke. 
"I've been hurt enough to know that I twisted my wrist when it was jerked
off the gear shift and my head hit the window and then the headrest.  I
had a Jag.  My insurance guy saw it and moaned." 


"Let's
look at this head of yours."  He prodded and noticed he didn't
hiss.  "How high is your pain tolerance, Xander?" 


"Fairly. 
I don't take pain killers very often.  I haven't been exposed to them very
often.  Willow could only get advil most of the time."  That got
a solemn nod.  "I can do my own stitches and not need them.  I
did four on my stomach last summer," he admitted, pointing at the small
scar.  "I didn't even pucker it like I did the one on my leg.  I
also don't drink.  That's what my parents did and how the kinda wife
drugged me and married me for a whole hour and a half." 


"Did
you have intercourse?" 


"She
used wine dregs and something.  By the time the wedding was over I was so
drunk I wasn't able to stand.  She had to carry me to bed.  She
jumped off the hotel when the FBI showed up because she was an assassin." 


That
got a solemn nod as well.  "Okay.   Could the wreck be from
that?" 


"Oh,
they know.  Most of the lab got to go with me to ransack her houses for
Interpol."  He grinned sweetly.  "She had a tank and an
F-18 in storage." 


"Then
I'm highly impressed.  Handed them over?" 


"Yeah,
but we figured the US resold them pretty quickly."  That got a small
smile.  "How's my head?" 


"Well,
there's another spot on the back.  I'm thinking that they're throbbing in
different pulse beats." 


"Like
dropping a stone into a moving river?" 


"Exactly,"
he agreed, smiling at him.  Xander moaned.  "Been here
before?" 


"With
my left calf.  I sprained it after the stitches I had to put in.  I
thought I had damaged a nerve because I couldn't get any feeling down there for
a few days." 


"It's
probably the same thing if the feeling came back," he admitted. 
"One's on one beat, the other's on the other and they're clashing
waves.  Which would lead to the nauseous feeling you've got." 


"My
head's a boat on the high seas during a bad storm, huh?" 


"Indeed. 
I should send you for x-rays." 


"It's
not cracked, Doc.  I'd know.  Anything I can do to fight this? 
I've got clients scheduled tomorrow night.  I called off today because I'm
so sick feeling and I nearly passed out during a session last night so he had
to reschedule." 


"Let's
try some mild pain killers.  Have you tried tylenol?"  Xander
nodded.  "Did it help?" 


"Puked
it back up," he admitted. 


"All
right, then let's put you on a chewable motion sickness medicine, Xander. 
They have it over the counter.  Chewable so you can't throw it back up and
it gets into your system.  Then some tylenol a half-hour later, all
right?"  Xander nodded.  "Are you keeping down
fluids?" 


"I
try really hard to.  It's harder to puke back up liquids." 


"It
is.  Try some bullion tonight.  Try for some juice as well so your
blood sugar doesn't tank on you.  Timothy mentioned you had a few signs of
plummeting blood sugar now and then when he called about the assault." 


"Usually
after an all-nighter with a lot of candy." 


"That
happens," he promised, smiling at him. "Now, I will be doing some
bloodwork.  It's standard for all new patients.  That way I can make
sure you're not hiding something like bad cholesterol or anything." 
Xander nodded lightly at that.  "Good."  He pulled on some
gloves and pulled out a syringe and a few color-coded vials, labeling
them.  Then he found Xander's arm already out and his head turned.
"Don't like needles?" 


"If
I did I would've turned to drugs a long time ago," he admitted, not
wincing when he was stuck.  The doctor filled all three vials and then
took out the needle and put a pad over the hole, taping it down. 
"Thanks."  He put back on his shirt and looked at him. 
"I should warn you I eat some pretty rare Indian spices.  They've
been known to screw up a few things in the past.  The recipe's in the back
of the folder she sent you in case you need it."  That got a smile
and a nod.  "That's all I need?" 


"This
time but I do want to see you in a week to make sure you're fine and go over
any results from the blood work."  He opened his mouth and the doctor
held up a hand.  "No fee for the follow-up, Xander."  That
made him relax and grin a bit.  "Good boy.  Also, here," he
said, handing over a pamphlet.  "That's on insurance for those who
are self- employed or out of work.  It's not a great plan but it's
something for emergencies and office visits.  It's also not too
costly."  That got a smile and a small nod.  "Good
boy.  Now, we'll see you in a week and I hope your head quits hurting
soon.  The same as I know Horatio will find out who did it and
why."  He pulled out a lollipop and handed it over.  "There
you go."  That got a shy smile and the boy walked out to make his
follow-up appointment, unwrapping the present.  He could see why Horatio
had taken to the young man and why Timothy guarded him fiercely.  He was
easy to like.  He wrote out the orders for the bloodwork and went to put
it with the vials in the gathering area.  The nurse in there gave him a
look.  "He'll be fine." 


"Good. 
Discordant throbbing?" 


"I'm
thinking yes for the dizziness," he admitted.  "Run the standard
new patient tests.  I also included an order for a drug test since I know
he was drugged during an assault a few months back.  Timothy Speedle
called about him after that." 


"I
remember that case.  That was a hell of a lot of drugs." 


"So
I want to make sure it's out of his system and did no harm."  He
handed over the orders.  "He'll be back in a week." 


"Sure,
Doctor."  She gathered them to take over to the hospital lab personally.



***



Xander
was flopped down on his couch when someone pounded on the door.  "If
that's you, Grandfather, it's open!" he bellowed.  His Grandsire came
in.  He waved a hand.  "I'm too tired to move. 
Sorry." 


"What's
wrong?" 


"The
tylenol I finally kept down cut out one throbbing and left the
other."  He closed his eyes again and a small weight was put onto his
chest.  He looked at the dog then at his Grandsire.  "Granddad
got tired of him humping Holly's head?" 


"He
tried it on my ear last night."  He patted him on the hand. 
"How are you feeling?" 


"A
bit less dizzy.  The doctor's a nice guy and he told me to take some
chewable motion sickness medicine so I could keep down the tylenol.  It's
mostly worked."  He petted the dog  gently, getting snuggled
into.  The dog adored him.  "I'll be okay in a few days.  I
should be able to see clients tomorrow since I don't have anyone really
demanding coming in." 


"Good." 
He stroked over his hair.  "Has anyone else checked on you?" 


"Eric
called to get a better description than I gave yesterday.  They found
multiple hairs with different colors apparently.  He said he'd bring over
pictures later to let me see if I can identify her."  That got a
nod.  "You could've waited.  It's painful to go out in the
sun." 


"Your
grandfather's being a nagging woman again," he admitted.  "Can I
hide in the basement?" 


"Sure." 
That got a smile and he went to do that.  Xander looked at the dog. 
"What did he  name you?  I know Daddy named you
Humper."  The dog barked and wagged his tail. 


"The
name stuck," Raphael called from the kitchen.  "Patrick's been
calling him Thumper." 


"Thumper
it is," Xander decided, petting his new dog.  "Did you bring
over his food?" 


"I
did.  It's in the car." 


"I'll
get it later," he decided, relaxing and letting the dog be his napping
buddy for a while.  He could use a nap.  His head was still aching
and he had a few more hours before he could take any more tylenol. 


***



Eric
let himself into Xander's house when no one came to let him in, finding Xander
fast asleep on the couch with the dog on his chest.  The dog growled and
barked at him.  "Shh, let the boy sleep," he chided, letting it
sniff his shirt.  It was Speed's shirt since his had been ruined at a
scene.  The dog settled down and let him pet him.  "How did you
get in?" 


"I
brought him," Raphael admitted from behind him, making him jump. 
"That's Thumper.  He's got a bit of an impulse problem where his
libido is concerned." 


"I'm
surprised Speed missed an opportunity to tease me by naming him after me,"
he joked. 


"He
humped our guard dog's head, Eric.  You're not quite that bad." 
Eric chuckled at that.  "Did you find something?" 


"We
found a few DNA profiles on some of the hairs and the rest through
fingerprints.  I wanted to see if Xander could identify which one it
was." 


The
vampire snuck over to check on him then smiled.  He shook his head. 
"It'll be a few minutes before he wakes up fully." 


"I
can wait.  This is my last stop of the night unless he ID's someone and
then I'll check their house and try for the arrest." 


"That's
good."  He nodded behind him and Eric took the dog with him to the
kitchen.  The dog wiggled down and let Eric fill a small bowl with water
and chicken from the refrigerator.  The vampire came in.  "He
has dog food in the car, you'll spoil him." 


"It'll
make him more comfortable in the house, Raphael.  My brother's got a
little yappy terrier."  He went to get the dog food and other
supplies from the back of his car, waking his driver.  He smiled at him
but took it back inside.  Some of the dry food got put down as well and
the dog chowed down on it too.  Xander wandered in looking sleepy. 
"Hey.  You up?" 


"Hurts,"
he whined. 


Eric
shook out three tylenol and handed them over.  "Take
that."  Xander nodded, taking them with some juice.  He looked
at the last two then at him.  "All three, Xander.  Trust
me.  I take six when I have one of those."  Xander nodded and
took the other two, then the chewable motion sickness medicine again.  His
grandsire got him sitting down at the table outside and the dog came out to
join them, sitting on the porch railing to watch the trees move.  He
eventually went to sniff and mark his new bushes then came back to cuddle his
daddy some more.  Eric put the folder in front of him.  All it had
were blocks of pictures.  "Is the woman who ran you off the road in
there?" 


Xander
looked and hesitated over a few.  Then he looked at him. "There's a
few it could be." 


"That
gives me a lead, Xander.  That's fine." 


Xander
nodded and took his pen to note which ones on the paper between the
pictures.  Then he circled one.  "I could almost say this one
definitively but my head's still sore." 


"Then
I'll start there and move on," Eric promised, taking them back to look over. 
"All four?"  He nodded.  "Well they do look
similar."   He smiled at him.  "Good work,
Xander." 


"Thanks,
Eric."  He yawned. "I still hurt." 


"It
takes a good half-hour for it to work, Xander," Eric soothed. 
"You can go lay down and I'll call this in to Speed and
Horatio."  Xander nodded, hugging each of them before going inside
and back to his couch with the dog.  Eric looked at him. 
"Watching over him?" 


"I
am.  I almost expect Horatio to come over later.  Or possibly his
father." 


"Try
Calleigh and Speed," he offered.  "They were making plans to
bring him dinner." 


"He's
been nauseous," he offered. 


"That
happens with head thumps," Eric said with a small smile.  He got up
and stretched.  "Thanks for watching out for him, Raphael." 


"He's
my grandson. Of course I am."  That got a nod and Eric went to update
Horatio from the hummer, heading to talk to that first suspect.  The
vampire snuck in to check on him, finding him cuddling the dog. 
"Awww," he whispered, taking a picture of them together for later
pleasure.  He took another one when he shifted and it got even cuter,
going to download the pictures off the camera and send them to Patrick. 
Because only their grandson could be that cute....until he finally had a child.



***



Calleigh
smiled when Raphael opened the door.  "Sorry we're a bit late. 
Had to stop at home for food."  They saw Xander go running
past.  "Still nauseous?"  He nodded, letting them
inside.  "It happens to the best of us." 


"I
remember my last one.  I felt sick for days," Speed agreed, going to
put the pot of soup in the kitchen then find his poor boy.  He found him
having dry heaves.  "Hey."  He got down to help support
him, smoothing his hair back off his face.  "I'm here, it's all
right," he promised. 


"This
isn't mine," he whispered. 


"Huh?"



Xander
looked at him once he was done.  "This isn't me being sick,
Daddy." 


"Want
me to call Ethan?" 


"Please?"



"Sure. 
Hey, Raphael, call Ethan?  Xander doesn't think this is a normal
sickness." 


"Why?"



"I
can feel it coming from outside me." 


"I'll
call him and see what we can do.  I know tonight's his usual night of
scrying Ripper."  He went to do that, finding one unhappy chaos
sorcerer, but he did come right over to check on Xander.  He also finished
the protections on him that Ripper had started.  It did ease the pain and
nausea.  "Who?" he asked him quietly. 


"Whoever
she was, she's just as sick now," he assured him.  "It wasn't
unintentional."  That got a cruel smirk.  "Let me get back
to my night of Ripper watching.  He's probably wondering where I am. 
Are you better now, Xander?" 


"A
bit.  Thank you, Ethan." 


"You're
welcome."  He patted him on the unbruised side of the head and left,
heading back to his bottle of red wine and his pool with Ripper focused in
it.  He couldn't track the cause of the illness this way
unfortunately.  Ripper looked up and shook his head, muttering about him
being late.  So he took the opportunity to call him. "I was guarding
your boy from whoever made him sick, Ripper.  He's a precious young
lad.  Much beloved by Father Patrick."  He watched him
spluttering.  "Well, he is his grandson, Ripper.  You know how
Father Patrick dotes on his boys.  He doted on you for two years before
you decided to let yourself be brainwashed. By the way, that girl of yours is a
twit.  Can't accept the boy for who he is.  Miss Rosenburg and she
got into a very loud fight last night and she got kicked out."  He
nearly purred at the furious voice.  "She's fine.  She's at a nearby
motel and her husband went to talk to her today.  Patrick does appreciate
her husband quite a lot and her for supporting his boy.  That one twit may
get sent back in a box to Oz however." 


He
smiled.  "No, no reason it'd go to Oz really.  He's in LA at the
moment and I know Sire knows where he is.  No, Patrick's Sire, Ripper.
Surely you remember Raphael?  He's presently doting on Tara because she's
such a gentle and sweet young woman to Patrick's only nephew.  Hmm,"
he agreed, sipping his wine.  "Very special to her.  No, he's
still a police officer, Ripper.  A very good one.  Decorated and a
decorated family.  Third generation officer.  Are you feeling all
right?  You knew all this before."  He watched him rub his head.
"Please get that checked, Ripper.  I'd hate to lose you as I shall be
Father Patrick in a few years," he said quietly.  "If you
wish.  Someone should come get your twit and I don't suggest you bring
Anya down.  You do know it could be her doing it?"  Ripper
suddenly stiffened in his scrying pool and went to look something up, leaving
the phone there.  He watched him cast it and come up bright blue. 
"Hmm, interesting.  How are you pregnant, Ripper?" 


He
smiled at the hiss of Anya's name.  "That could be why the boy is ill
as well.  Well, it was brought onto her by her love of men," he said
dryly.  "Of course I'll be here.  I'm near Father Patrick
helping him.  By the way, your boy's jerky has been immeasurably helpful
in keeping him around a bit longer, Ripper.  Xander is one special young
lad and is loved by his grandfather simply for existing.  He keeps trying
to find ways to keep him around for a longer time."  He smiled. 
"You could if you came down.  I dare say we'd all gut you if you
upset him again but he could do with a visit and an apology for the last
time.  You could even have my couch."  Ripper hung up on him so
he took another drink of wine and watched him start the process of finding the
chit.  That was going to be fun to watch.   He called Timothy's
phone.  "It's Ethan.  Tell Xander Anya's pregnant." 
He smiled and hung up on the displeased grunt.  Someone would be doing
something about her shortly. 


***



Willow
woke up to the phone, something she hated.  She hummed sleepily into
it.  "Calleigh?" she asked, sitting up.  That voice had
woken her up because it had to be a problem this time of night. 
"What?"  Ryan looked over from his book, looking curious. 
"Um, take him into his work room.  I know he had Ethan help him
shield it from anything.  I'll get what I need and be right
over."  She hung up and looked at Ryan.  "Anya's
pregnant." 


"Xander's
ex?"  She nodded. "Is it his?" 


"No
but she's a witch too and she's punishing him." 


"That's
gotta be not fun." 


"Exactly. 
I've got to help ward the boy.  Maybe I can bounce whatever it is back at
her."  She got up and went to search something in her spell books,
then dug into her special cabinet.  "Don't wait up," she said,
giving him a kiss. 


"Fat
chance you're leaving me here alone," he said dryly, following her out to
the car.  He even got in to drive.  "You know, I've been
thinking." 


"About?"
she asked in a teasing voice. 


"Not
like that, Willow.  Not that I don't think about that, because I do a lot
of thinking about you that way, but I was thinking more we should publish the
wedding announcement.  It might make Erica leave you alone." 


"Maybe
not." 


"But
it could.  I mean, it'd show you were taken." 


"Ryan,
sweetie, I don't even wear a ring." 


"You
said you didn't want one," he reminded her. 


"I
don't.  If you did that, you'd have to tell your mother too." 


He
winced and hissed at that, then nodded. "I probably should."  He
backed out of their parking spot and headed to Xander's.  "I told my
uncle.  He was disappointed that I tied myself down to one woman. 
Even a great one limited my options according to him." 


"Your
uncle is freaky anyway." 


"I
know, but you can't really pick your relatives." 


She
put a hand on his knee.  "I know.  If you could, you'd be part
of Eric's family because they're all very nice from what I understand." 


"His
mother's a nag," he said with a grin.  "But yeah, I wouldn't
mind having a family like that." 


"Well,
we have one fussy person in the made family.  Because if we *ever* get
sick Xander's going to fuss for weeks over us." 


"I
thought that warning only extended to Horatio, Speed, and Calleigh." 


"It
kinda does but if I tell him I feel miserable he'll come fuss over me.  So
he'll fuss over you guys too." 


"As
long as he doesn't cook."  He changed lanes then turned a corner,
looking at the car behind him. Then he chuckled.  "Gee, honey. 
Look behind us and see if you can catch a picture."  He called
Eric.  "It's me.  I'm heading toward Xander's house and I've got
one mad looking brunette woman behind me.  Yeah, I think it could be
her.  Same type of car too, Eric.  Going onto Hurst."  He
turned that corner too.  Eric told him where he was.  "Be there
in about six blocks.  Thanks, Eric."  He hung up and watched as
Willow did something and muttered something, making the car pop a tire right in
front of Eric's car.  "Neat trick." 


"Very,"
she said proudly.  She smiled and they waved at Eric, pointing at the
car.  He just smirked and came over to talk to her while they went back to
going to Xander's so Willow could help him.  Willow walked inside and went
to check on Xander.  "You poor thing.  I don't know why Anya's
punishing you for being pregnant and being a ho.  You told her repeatedly
what birth control was." 


"I
think she's locked onto me because she wishes it were mine," he groaned,
holding his stomach.  "Can we maybe stop the magical sympathy
pains?" 


"Sure." 
She got to work unraveling the spells she had put on Xander.  He was
finally free and feeling thousands of times better than he had before. 
Then she called Tara.   "Sweetie, it's me."  She smiled. 
"No, not a big problem, but we've got to yell at Anya and I was wondering
if you wanted to help?"  She grinned.  "No, Anya had an
oops with her birth control and she was punishing Xander by letting him feel
it."  She grinned. "Exactly.  Morning sickness on Xander is
not fun, especially when he's just had a car accident.  Nothing too
serious, someone ran him off the road.  Is that Don?"  She
grinned. "Tell him I said hi and you can help me yell at her tomorrow,
okay?"  She beamed.  "Good girl and have fun tonight. 
Yes that sort of fun too if you want, Tara.  It's nice.  We'll sit
down and trade stories."  She hung up and hugged Xander. 
"From Tara." 


"Thanks,"
he said tiredly, yawning a bit.  "Does this mean I can go to bed
now?" 


"Sure,"
she agreed, helping him up and up to his room with Ryan's help.  Speed
came up to get his boy undressed and under the covers while Calleigh brought up
dinner and they sat down to eat with him before Willow and Ryan left. 


Speed
let Xander cuddle while he ate, letting Calleigh have his other side. 
"You eat, baby.  I'm here." 


"Daddy,
you sound like Mom." 


He
grinned.  "Good!  I can't quite get the accent, even after all
these years.  Or fit into her favorite jeans."  Xander shook his
head quickly.  "Sorry.  Eat.  Before I tell Lady
Heather." 


Xander
looked at him.  "Why be that mean to the baby?" 


"Good
point.  Eat."  Xander dug in and finished his soup and crackers,
then gave him another cuddle and nodded at the door.  Speed moved the tray
and helped Calleigh up, taking her over to the loveseat to watch the
sunset.  It was a beautiful view and she sighed in pleasure once the doors
were open.  The tv came on behind them but it was quiet so it was good. 


"No
sex over there.  Yours is the blue bedroom," Xander reminded him at
the first moan. 


"Doing
her feet, Xander.  I'm not one of those kinky parents who has sex in my
kid's room.  Especially not with him in the bed a few feet away." 


"You
know, Willow said in other countries the whole family sleeps in one bed. 
Even when the parents are making siblings." 


Calleigh
looked over at him.  "No siblings this year, Xander."  He
pouted.  "Sorry but no.  Can't take babies this year. 
Maybe in a few more." 


"By
then I might make you a grandmother." 


"You
could and I'd be a happy Grandma," she promised, making him grin. 
"Don't worry about that stuff, Xander.  If it happens it does. 
If it doesn't, it doesn't.  Just relax and rest.  Watch Monty Python
later."  He turned off the DVD player, leaving the tv on quiet noise
so she went back to enjoying the foot massage.  Her boy spoiled her so
much.  She smiled at him and he grinned back, digging into a spot that
made her moan.  "Speed, behave." 


"We'll
go to our room in a while," he promised.  He heard the door slam and
got up, heading down to see who it was.  "Hi, Buffy.  What's
up?"  He noticed the dog went back into hiding. 


"I
came to talk to Xander." 


"He's
in bed.  His head's been making him sick all day." 


"Why?"



"The
accident." 


"He's
always been better faster before," she said, scowling at him. 


"Well,
this time Anya was broadcasting her own headache at him so he's not. 
We've just gotten him to bed."  She pouted at him. 
"Sorry.  You can see him in the morning."  She
nodded.  "Though, I would apologize," he said firmly, staring
her down.  "Because Aiden's not down here to save you from being
paddled this time." 


"Why!"



"Because
you're being a bitch."  Calleigh came down the stairs. 
"Give me a few, Cal." 


"Sure. 
Hi, I'm Calleigh, I'm Timmy's girlfriend and I work with him." 


"They
let girls do that?" she asked. 


She
nodded.  "Yeah, we can be CSI.  I'm actually in
ballistics."  Horatio walked in.  "He's napping in
bed." 


"Good. 
Thank you, guys.  Staying over?"  Speed nodded.  "I
don't mind.  Be as noisy as you want.  You won't wake him up." 


"Xander
never sleeps that deeply," Buffy told him. 


"He
does with me," Horatio assured her plainly.  "He trusts me to
protect him." 


"Oh." 
She pouted.  "I need to talk to the Xander." 


"You
can talk to him in the morning," Speed ordered.  "Now, you can
stay here or your hotel." 


"I
had to check out.  Mom got mad." 


"Fine. 
There's a few guest rooms.  Stay out of his things.  He hates people
being in his office or his work area."  He led her to a guest room,
then came down to get them something to nibble in their room while he drug
Calleigh up to bed.  "I'll be damned if I modify our plans tonight
because of her," he said when she looked concerned. "The world does
not revolve around her and she needs to know this."  Calleigh gave
him a kiss and he let her do whatever she wanted.  He heard Horatio moan
and smiled.  "Sounds like someone's making Xander feel
better."  He picked her up and tossed her onto the bed, taking off
his t-shirt and then his jeans, letting her do the same.  "Now, where
were we?" 


"Being
great big perverts?" 


"I
can do that."  He came over to make her squeal and shriek. 
Because they weren't going to be heard over Horatio and Xander anyway.  He
pulled back to look at her, nodding toward his boy's room.  "That's
why Aiden teased him for days about being noisy."  She giggled and
hugged him, letting him tease her some more. 


Buffy
pouted at their rooms.  They got to be noisy and she didn't have anyone to
do that with.  It sucked!  How dare Xander have two men!  He had
to share sometime!  Not that she wanted his Horatio toy.  He was
older and that was like thinking about Giles having sex.  She pulled out
her phone and called him.  "I'm at Xander's.  Mom got mad when
Willow sent me to a motel."  She frowned at his noise. "What are
you doing?"  She shuddered.  "Eww!"  She hung up
n his answer of 'having fun'.  Something was seriously wrong!  It
must be a lust demon!  She went to patrol the house and then the outside
just in case it was trying to sneak in. Because that was just wrong! 
Very, very wrong! 


***



Tara
hung up and turned to hug Don.  "Anya's pregnant and being a
butt.  She's broadcasting at Xander so he feels sick too." 


"I'm
sorry ta hear that.  Can we yell at her?" 


"Willow
is going to."  She smiled and stroked his cheek.  "I made dinner. 
Go clean up." 


"I
cleaned up and showered at the station," he promised, grinning back. 
"Washed my hands too and came right here."  She grinned at him
and stole a gentle kiss.  Then she gave him a little nudge toward the back
door.  "Eating outside tonight?" 


"It's
a beautiful night and I put up the tent in case it rains," she admitted
shyly.  He nodded and carried the pitcher of water out there for
her.  She went back to fussing over her final preparations.  Then she
put it all on the small cart and floated it out there.  Don looked really
impressed so she blushed as she loaded up the table.  "I got a bit
nervous." 


"Nah,
it's great, Tara.  I love this."  He took another gentle kiss
then helped her into her seat.  "Are we starting with salad or is
that for you?" 


"I
can eat meat with you."  He grinned and took her hand, dishing up
food for both of them.  The taste of the beef and mushroom dish made him
moan, which made her blush.  "Good?" 


"Great. 
I love this."  He gave her hand a squeeze and fed her a bite.  A
light breeze started and he moved to roll up the sides so they could watch the
gentle rain start to fall.  He came back and fed her a bite of it, making
her blush harder.  So he took a chance and kissed her a bit more firmly
than he usually did.  She responded and he pulled back to look at
her.  "Ready?" 


"Maybe."



"Whatever
you want, you know that."  They continued to feed each other then he
settled her in the pillows she had carried out earlier, noticing the ground was
staying dry.  He got them the dessert and brought it over to share a
single piece with her.  It was a big piece but it was a great cake. 
"I love that you bake when you get nervous," he teased. 
"I'll have ta make sure I don't get too fat." 


"I'm
sure you'll work it off," then she 'eeped' and blushed bright red. 


He
kissed her. "I get plenty of exercise and that's only one way," he
assured her.  She stared at him.  "Really.  Even the most
fantastic sex only burns off under two hundred calories an hour." 
She kissed him again.  He finished the last of the cake and put the plate
aside, then pulled down her hair.  "Like it loose, Tara.  Looks
pretty since you got it trimmed."  He kissed her again, carding his
fingers through his hair.  His other hand was trapped under his side but
that's okay.  He slowly moved them so she was on top of him, giving him
access to stroke her back and sides.  She was still nervous, he could
tell.  He kept it at that level until she pulled back and looked down at
him.  "Whatever you want," he reminded her. 


"I..I
think I'd like some more." 


"Sure." 
He moved down to nibble on her neck, making her giggle when he hit a ticklish
spot. The laughter turned into a small groan when he found a better spot, and
it was so good!  She liked this feeling.  Willow had made her feel
this way.  Don's hands were on her waist and she wiggled until he let her
go, then she flipped onto her back, rattling the plate.  She moved it and
he got her situated back on the pillows again.  Then he went back to
teasing her neck, his hands on her stomach.  One slowly drifted up and it
was nice.  Even when the other went under her shirt it was still
nice.  She squeaked when she felt the hand on her bra but he looked at her
and she nodded for him to go on.  He kissed her then moved down to taste
her breast once he had moved her shirt out of the way.  She still had her
bra on and it seemed rather naughty to her. 


"Don?" 
He looked up and hummed, letting go of the nipple with a small slurp. 
"I'm half naked." 


"Would
you rather I put your shirt back on you?"  She shook her head,
blushing hard again.  "Want the bra off?" 


"It
seems less naughty if I'm not wearing it." 


"It's
natural to wanna be naked, Tara."  He undid it and put it into the
chair with her shirt.  Then he looked at her.  "Anything else
you want me to do right this moment?  Even if you wanted to finish
undressing you can still stop me." 


"That's
not fair to you." 


He
stroked over her lip with his thumb.  "Baby, I'll be in the bathroom
later anyway.  You being naked will only give me more fantasies to use
until you're ready."  She blushed further down her chest this time.
"Maybe that came out wrong."  She giggled and pulled him down to
kiss her, moving his hands to her skirt.  He grinned and undid it, putting
that and her panties into her chair too.  He paused to look, noticing how
pink her stomach was becoming.  "Beautiful," he whispered,
leaning down to kiss her navel.  "Absolutely stunning."  He
looked at her.  "Now I understand why you love the Goddess so
much."  He moved back to teasing her breasts, then growled and took
off his tie and undid his shirt.  "No farther until you're
ready," he promised.  She stroked her hands under his shirt and over
his shoulders, making him shiver.  "Tara," he moaned. 


"I
like that sound." 


"I
seem to make a lot of it recently," he teased, taking off his shirt. 
She got to play over his chest and arms but he still had an undershirt
on.  She tugged that up out of his waistband.  "You
sure?"  She nodded so he took that off too, letting her look while he
played with a nipple.  She ran a finger through his chest hair. 
"Kinda different." 


"A
bit but it's natural and it suits you.  Danny's all fur." 


"When
did you see Danny naked?" he asked.  "Not that I'm jealous but
I'll pound him later if he was mean about it." 


She
shook her head and didn't blush.  "I was at Sheldon's and he was
looking at the cut on his back." 


"I
saw that one."  He kissed her again and she whimpered when his hairy
chest brushed against her nipples.  "However far you wanna go,
Tara.  I'm great with right here for the night if you are." 


"Seems
kinda silly, Don.  I'm naked, you're half there."  He blushed a
bit at that and got his pants off, leaving on his boxers.  She snapped the
waistband, getting a look.  "Please?  That way I can see?" 


"If
you want."  He slid them off and lounged on his side, letting her
look him over.  He wasn't a model but he was well-built and firmly muscled
in most places.  His hips had a bit of extra padding at the moment thanks
to his hotdog fetish.  She ran her hand through his chest hair then down
over his stomach, staring into his eyes.  He mentally begged for it to go
lower but he knew she needed more time.  Then she touched it and he nearly
came from that.  It had been way too long since anyone but him had touched
him and her hesitant little touches and the light scraping of her fingernails
was going to drive him insane.  She leaned into his body to kiss him and
he extricated himself from her hand, showing her what he could do for
her.  Back to her nipples.  She seemed to like it and he let himself
get a bit suck happy for a few minutes.  She had great boobs.  Then
he moved down her stomach to map the spots that made her giggle and moan. 
This was like what she had before and it wasn't making her nervous.  It
did when he went lower.  She tugged on his arm.  He looked up at
her.  "I want this, Tara." 


"It's...."



"I
love how girls taste.  It's not dirty.  I know you're a very clean
girl."  She gave him a sheepish look.  "Willow
didn't?" 


"She
tried but I was told that was what bad girls did." 


"No,
bad girls go to Xander for fun."  She giggled at that and pulled him
back up for a kiss but he went back down there to play and tease her.  He
loved the sounds she was making under him.  He was licking her like he was
licking icing off a cupcake and she was adoring it.  He slurped on her
clit for a few minutes then went back to it, making her shiver and go tense
under him.  He prevented the thigh clamping that meant she was going over
and brought her fully across.  Then he came up to kiss her. 
"Good girls do things like that too, Tara.  We're together and
anything you want to do I'm there for.  There is no part of you I won't
try if you ask." 


She
plucked a hair off his lip and put it onto the ground.  "I liked
that." 


He
reached down to stroked a finger in and out of her, checking for a
barrier.  It wasn't intact and he sighed in pleasure that he wouldn't have
that obstacle.  He wasn't going to ask, he knew girls who had broken
theirs riding bikes and she used to ride horses now and then.  Or maybe it
had been some toy play.  "How does that feel?" 


"Good." 
She pushed him back onto his back and moved to examine him and kiss small spots
that she thought he might like.  One spot that her hand stroked got a loud
moan so she stayed with that for a few minutes, making him howl in
pleasure.  She was really enjoying the noises he was making.  Enough
that she moved further down to look at his boy parts.  She was a bit scared
of them. They were very big to her.  She ran a finger up the underside
since it was resting on his stomach and nearly dripping.  He grabbed her
finger so she gave him a hurt look. 


"I'm
going to embarrass myself, Tara.  You're driving me insane and it'll be
hours before I can get back up there.  So decide before you touch that
again if you wanna do that now or later."  She smiled and took her
hand back, then gave it a small kiss on the tip while looking at him.  He
moaned and came from that, making her giggle.  "Told you so," he
said, smiling at her.  "It was a beautiful picture."  He
pulled her up to kiss her and tease her some more but she wiggled down to taste
him and explore some more.  She looked at everything, teasingly touching
everything as well.  His balls, the space behind them, the space between
that and his cock, his inner thighs.  She nipped him over the pulse point
she found then looked up at him.  "Higher and to the
right."  She nipped there and he tensed up and his cock twitched.
"There.  Suck on it?"  She sucked on that spot, then teased
it with her tongue.  He was definitely starting to get hard again and she
went back to help him along and look at it.  It was definitely bigger than
she had expected.  She looked up and he smiled, so she took a small lick
of it.  Salty, but not too bad.  It tasted like his neck did near his
collar.  She took another lick and he tensed up and moaned.
"Please?" he begged. 


"What
do you want, Don?" she asked gently.  "It's not a bad girl
thing, right?" 


"Gods,
no, Tara.  That's not a bad girl thing.  That is heavenly but I wanna
go all the way tonight and if you keep doing that you're going to have ta help
me clean up the mess."  She giggled and gave him a small stroke with
the palm of her hand.  "Condoms?" 


She
shook her head.  "I'm on the pill." 


"I
thought you decided not to." 


"The
other ladies in the coven said it wouldn't really matter.  I can go off it
in a few weeks if it bothers me."  He smiled and settled her back
underneath him. He slowly used his fingers to get her used to the
sensation.  "Don, stop.  That's setting off my gag
reflex."  He stopped at the three fingers stage and just kissed
her.  They could rest there for now until she got used to it. 
"Sorry." 


"Sometimes
the body isn't ready when the mind is," he promised.  He wiggled his
fingers and she tensed around them.  "Better?" 


"Much. 
Do that again?"  He wiggled them and gently thrust them in and out of
her.  She moaned and spread out more wantonly. 


"My
precious angel," he whispered.  "Nothing is every going to
debauch you."  He moved his fingers and she made needy noises so he
slid inside her.  Then he paused when she realized it.  Her eyes went
wide and she stared at him.  He grinned down at her.  "It's me
this time." 


"It
was you before, but a different part." 


"Want
me to go back to my fingers?" 


"No,"
she squeaked, clamping down to keep him from moving.  "Bigger than
your fingers."  He kissed her for that compliment, murmuring mushy,
sweet things about how beautiful she was underneath him and how her skin was
glowing.  That the sight of her panting and sweaty was an
aphrodisiac.  She was blushing harder at what he was whispering than she
was about the sex.  He shifted his weight and she squeaked.  He
stilled again but she shifted and it felt nice.  He pulled back out and
she whimpered but he came back and it was just as nice.  He was making her
make little breathy noises that would embarrass her if she ever heard herself
making them.  Right then she wanted to be a bad girl and take control but
he wouldn't like that.  He pulled her hips closer.  "Don?"
she murmured. 


"However
you want this time, Tara.  I'll get pushy and make you get on top in a few
months.  When you're ready to take charge and make me beg."  She
stared at him.  "A lot of women like that.  That way you'd have
control of the rhythm and all that."  He pushed in a bit harder this
time, watching her eyes bulge.  "Want me to back off?" 


"Need
more, Don.  Quit being silly."  She pulled his head back down to
kiss him again, enjoying what he was doing a lot.  His thumb came down to
touch her special place again and his hips were making her a bit sore but it
was a good sore.  She fell over again and went limp, feeling him finish
up.  He cuddled her for a few minutes, letting her pant against his
shoulder, clutching his chest and back.  "That was nicer than I
thought.  Toys were always icky to me." 


He
kissed her on the forehead.  "There's a bit of difference between a
piece of latex and a thinking body behind it, Tara.  Remember, I'm much
more than just that one part." 


She
looked at him.  "Does that mean we can't do it again later?" 


He
smiled.  "I knew there was a reason I was off tomorrow," he
agreed.  "Whenever I can recover and you can say you're not as
sore."  She nodded and snuggled down again, feeling him slipping
out.  She pouted.  "It does that when he's not hard any
more.  He'll come back later."  She nodded, snuggling in. 
"Let me get us some ice water first, Tara.  You've been sweating a
lot tonight."  He got them a glass of water to share, making her
drink most of it, then he went back to cuddling her until she tentatively
kissed him on the shoulder an hour later.  "I'll be real gentle this
time," he promised, heading down to lick her some more. 


***



Xander
woke up at the poke to his arm, glaring at the woman next to the bed.  She
backed off.  He glanced at the clock, then moaned.  He called
Eric.  "It's me.  Horatio forgot to set the alarm and so did Dad
and Calleigh unless they're there.  Sorry.  I'm getting him up now. 
Sorry, Eric.  Quit laughing."  He hung and rolled onto his side
facing Horatio, stroking his cheek. "It's eight," he said when the
blue eyes opened to look at him.  "I told Eric we forgot to set the
alarm."  Horatio hummed and nodded, kissing him, making him
smile.  "Good morning to you too, Horatio." 


"Go
start coffee?" 


"Of
course I will."  He took another kiss, getting a smile back. 
"You go shower and I'll wake up Dad and Stepmom."  He used his
foot to kick up his bathrobe and put it on, nodding at the silent specter near
the bed.  That got a nod and Horatio waited until Xander had drug her out
of the room before coming out from under the covers. Xander stuck her next to
the stair railing.  "Wait there."  He walked into the next
room down, tapping first because it was polite.  He found Calleigh waking
up.  "Eric was laughing that no one can set alarms.  Ryan and
Willow either."  She moaned.  "Horatio's in the shower and
I'm starting coffee."  He waved her out of the way and she gave him
room to pounce Speed, making him grunt and pat the head now in his chest. 
"Daddy, you're late for work." 


"Don't
care," he mumbled.  "Comfy." 


"I
know you are.  You're always very comfy to lay on."  He stared
at him from his chest like a cat would until Speed frowned and blinked at
him.  "We forgot the alarms and Eric's giggling since he's there
alone." 


"Mother
fucker can wait," he complained. 


Xander
gave him a hug, getting a pat and a smile.  "Horatio's in the
shower."  He got up and went back to the hallway, taking her down the
stairs.  "Thanks for waking them up." 


"Not
a problem," she assured him. "I figured Mom's got to be at work at
nine so they probably did too." 


He
looked at her.  "Eight but it's all right today.  Eric's going
to be a butt."  He got the coffee maker started and looked at
her.  "You don't look like you slept well." 


"I
didn't.  It was like a lust demon was around here.  You did have a
plant demon on the property but it saw me and ran."  He nodded at
that, pulling down cups to fix the way they'd want.  "You know how
they take their coffee?" 


"Not
how Stepmom does.  I think she takes milk.  But yeah, I know how Dad
and Horatio take theirs."   Horatio came down in his tan suit
and got a smile and a better kiss.  "Morning." 


"Morning. 
Good morning, Buffy.  Thank you for waking us up."  He took his
coffee with a smile and a gentle stroke to Xander's cheek.  "Be a
good boy today and play nicely with your clients." 


"Yes,
dear.  You be safe.  Don't make me go bitch on the city if you get
hurt." 


"I
won't.  I promise."  He took another kiss and put on his
sunglasses, walking out with his coffee and a smile. 


Calleigh
came down and checked the cups, putting milk into hers.  She kissed him on
the cheek.  "I'll see you tomorrow, Xander.  Or aren't we going
shopping?" 


"We
so are.  Daddy needs a great birthday present."  She beamed and
nodded, heading out to her car. 


Speed
came down a few minutes later in Xander's jeans and a different shirt
today.  "Borrowing again." 


"Not
an issue," he promised, giving him a hug and a kiss on the cheek. 
"I added extra sugar to yours by accident." 


"That
works.  It'll take the place of breakfast."  He poured coffee
and patted Buffy on the head.  "Behave today and don't make Xander
pout or else he'll get to show you how good he is with a whip."  He
gave his boy a hug.  "I'll be safe.  You do the same." 


"Of
course."  Speed smiled and headed out to his bike. 


Buffy
went to watch him leave, frowning at the sight of him finishing his coffee
before taking off.  "He left his cup out there?" 


"He
usually does.  It's hard to drive a motorcycle and drink coffee at the
same time."  He went to retrieve it and Horatio's.  Calleigh
would clean hers and bring it back tomorrow.  He put them into the dish
washer and poured himself some coffee.  "I've got to dump the
computer records and then record down off the TIVO." 


"Sure." 
She followed him into the office.  "You know how to use the
computer?"  She saw the dog trotting around through the window. 


"Yeah. 
Willow updated it for me with audio recording stuff in certain
rooms."  He saved it down for later listening to and started the new
day's recordings.  Then he did a security check on the cameras. 
"Hmm, I've got a new guy today."  He called his
grandfather.  "Do you have a new guy on me today?  Because
there's a guy with a beard and scary sunglasses, Gordon."  He nodded.
"Yeah, that describes him pretty well.  Who is he?"  He
frowned.  "A rogue member?"  He nodded once. 
"That's fine, Grandfather.  Thank you.  No, I'm at home. 
I've got clients coming later and Buffy's here.  Really?"  He
hummed.  "Huh.  That'd be better."  He flipped open his
book.  "I've got one coming at noon, a new person I'm interviewing. 
Then I've got a session at two then again at five."  He closed his
book. 


"Thanks,
Granddad.  Love you too.  Thumper's outside sniffing the roses you
and Calleigh put in a few weeks back," he admitted, smiling and snapping
his fingers when the dog looked up.  "Buffy, go let the dog
in?"  She sighed but did that.  He listened to his
warning.  "I'll be careful.  Not like I can leave the house
really, not with the car in the shop."  He smiled. "Or the
police garage," he admitted.  "Thanks, Granddad."  He
hung up and went to record off the TIVO then got his dog some food. 
"We've got people coming today, Thumper.  I'm sure you'll be a good
boy and maybe Auntie Buffy can take you out for a walk while I handle
things."  She gave him an odd look. "I've got an interview at
noon, then clients at two and five, Buffy.  I deal with absolute
confidentiality.  You can't see my clients." 


"Why
not?  Are they scared of what'll happen if I tell?" 


"A
few.  There's enough backward people down here that they burned my former
house because they didn't like me being a dom."  He sat down and put
his feet up, watching what was being recorded, then he flipped the button to
watch the regular tv, finding a talk show.  He called his grandfather
back.  "Are you watching ABC?  You should.  That fucking
pedophile is claiming he's gay now.  Well, he is a conservative bastard
who's tried to discredit the gay community in the past," he pointed
out.  He nodded.  "That might be a good idea.  I don't know,
point out that there's a difference in the press and then call for his *adult*
lover to come forward.  Because if they're not old enough then he's just a
pedophile."  He grinned.  "Glad I could help.  No, I'm
being a good boy.  Copying off the TIVO for Eric again."  He
changed DVD's.  "Because the same girls who played hockey are now
playing soccer."  He snickered.  "Exactly.  Later,
Granddad.  Let me know if I've got to cab over to pick him up." 
He hung up and looked at her.  "Giles is on his way down." 


"Why?"
she asked cautiously.  "I didn't get into real trouble." 


"He
wanted to meet Willow's husband and talk to my grandfather.  Before you
say he's a vampire I know that.  He's the guy in the Chronicles that
stayed in the Church after being turned.  Giles used to read us that
one." 


"I
fuzzed out when Giles did that until he said something about wood, steel,
silver, or how to kill something."  He rolled his eyes. 
"You didn't listen either!" she complained. 


"I
did when it was interesting and I read the things too, Buffy.  I ran
across his a few years back when Giles read it to us and then I did more
reading." 


"Oh,"
she said flatly.  She looked at him.  "Maybe I should go think
with Giles." 


"He'll
probably come pick you up.  Grandfather was sending someone to pick him up
from the airport in a few hours.  He took the red eye.  So that's one
thing you can do today." 


She
nodded.  "That might be good.  Does he have miniony people
around too?" 


"No. 
All his people are guys he took in and helped.  My grandfather helps in
gay rights groups and he's mentored a lot of gay men in the past." 
She looked nauseated.  "Buffy, I'm gay.  Get over it." 


"Why
can't you?" she demanded. 


"Because
I'm happy."  He stood up to change DVD's and then looked down at
her.  "I don't care if you don't like it.  I don't care if you
don't like my chosen profession.  I'm happy in a way I never was
before.  I'm satisfied and I do good work helping others release their
traumas and stresses.  I love both my boys.  If you don't, then I'm
sorry.  Maybe you should go back to Willow's if your mom won't let you
stay in a hotel alone on this trip.  I'm not hiding who I am to soothe
your nerves."  Someone rang the bell so he went to get it, looking at
the driver on the other side.  He was a private driver, the limo was
behind him.  "That's not my grandfather's." 


"My
mistress sent me with a present for you, sir," he said, holding out the
box. 


Xander
looked at it then at him.  "I've got a boyfriend.  I'm not
trading or going back to women.  Thank her politely for me but I'm not going
that way."  The driver nodded and walked off, taking the limo
home.  He closed the door after writing down the license plate and then
texting that to Speed.  He pulled up the message once it was sent and sent
it to Gordon as well.  Both of them were keeping track of this stuff so he
didn't have a headache from it.  He went back into the living room,
looking at the DVD that had been ejected.  He sighed and replaced it with
a better one, checking the bottom.  "Scratched.  I need more
DVD's."  He went to the office to order some and a few other things,
like groceries he needed.  He also wrote his dry cleaner to see if they
could deliver for him.  They had his credit card on file and charged it
once a month for anything he sent in.  He got back a 'we can do that
tomorrow morning' and sent back a 'thank you' to them.  He found one from
Ryan, who was asking about the present.  He replied he hadn't seen it but
described the box for him.  He also gave him the license plate number to
the limo and a description of the driver. 


He
also sent a suggestion that since he had clients today Buffy might be more
comfortable with Giles or Willow for the day.  He got back a 'we can do
that' and then Ryan went back to work.  "Buffy, someone'll come pick
you up in a while," he called.  "The hot water should be
recharged by now if you wanted a shower."  He leaned back to listen
to the day before's tapes, saving down a few sections for later listening then
he purged the file.  He found where Horatio had made the new appointment
and smiled, erasing the guy's real name from it.  He had gotten the code
correct.  He marked that partial session on the CD and put it into the
safe, then found her looking over his shoulder.  "Session
tapes."  He closed the safe.  "That way I've got records I
can go over if something happens or if I need hints on how to help with new
traumas.  It's a standard practice." 


"To
tape yourself kicking someone's ass?" 


He
rolled his eyes and led her into the dining room, seeing that someone had
cleaned everything and put them back up again.  He'd have to kiss his
father and Horatio.  He pushed her against a wall and selected a light
whip, nothing that would damage her.  Then he smacked her five times in
quick succession, making her gasp and scream.  He walked closer. 
"Now, this is what I do with my clients, Buffy.  I teach them how to
let go of the traumas and stresses.  I hear confessions."  He
hit her a few more times, going in the other direction from the last few. 
She whimpered.  He looked at her back then at her.  "I've had
brand new, first time subs who've lasted longer than that."  He moved
closer, stroking her hair back.  "Go into your mind, Buffy. 
It'll make you stronger and help you let go," he whispered, making her shiver.
"Let it go for me."  He smoothed down her hair again then moved
to change to a less noticeable marking suede whip.  He trailed it over her
shoulder, making her shiver.  "It'll sting but it won't leave a
mark," he offered.  He lashed her with it once.  Then again,
then she broke and cried.  He sat her down on the couch, holding her while
she cried.  She finally looked up at him.  "This is what I do
for a living, Buffy.  Usually I make my clients talk to me once they've reached
this stage.  It helps them get over whatever drove them to me." 


"You
hit me." 


"I
did.  You needed it."  He smoothed her hair back again then got
a rubber band out of a jar nearby and put it back into a ponytail for
her.  "This is why people come to me.  Now you understand. There's
nothing sexual in what I do.  I coddle and I make them let it
go."  He tipped her chin back up so he could look into her
eyes.  "Would you like to talk?" he asked quietly.  She
shook her head.  "Are you sure?  I can listen
non-judgmentally.  Talking to me is like talking to a priest." 
He stroked her cheek.  "Let it go, Buffy." 


"I'm
all alone," she said quietly. 


He
gave her a small nod.  "You are in some ways but not in others,
Buffy.   What you have right now is what the other girls have
had.  The Powers made Timmy send me away. Otherwise I would've died in a
few years after we took on two gods or something like that."  She
shivered and he held her closer, letting her rest her head against his
shoulder.  "It's all right, Buffy.  You'll handle it and they
won't be coming.  Not with what the Powers told Timmy," he said
gently.  "It's time to think about making plans for when you pass on
your powers." 


"I
won't be." 


"Timmy
and Grandfather both said that you'd be doing that within a few years," he
offered, looking down at her.  "At which time you're
free."  She looked up at him and he nodded.  "You can ask
Giles.  You're getting too old, Buffy.  They may be snatched from you
by the stuffy asses in England but they'll be going when you hit
twenty-two."  She sniffled.  "Then you'll be a normal girl
again with normal girl problems and normal girl urges."  He stroked
over her back.  "I've got a good cream to put on those so they don't
hurt." 


"You
still hit me." 


"I
did.  You needed it.  If you didn't, you wouldn't feel better
now." 


"I'm
more sore," she complained.  He got up with a sigh and got the
lidocaine cream to put on her back, making her hiss then 'ah' in comfort. 
"I need that after patrols." 


"It's
widely available," he offered, letting her see the label. 
"Better?" 


"Actually,
I am.  Even though you hit me.  I didn't want you to hit me,
Xander." 


"I
could've spanked and probably should have after you the way you glared at my
boy this morning," he warned. "I put up with a lot of shit in life
but in my house I don't tolerate disrespect, Buffy.  I did this so you
could heal a bit more.  Now, someone'll be here soon to pick you up and
you can think all day then we'll talk tonight.  I'm also going to purge
this entire conversation from the computer."  He tipped her face up
again.  "Grandsire suggested I do this last night as well," he
said plainly.  "He's worried that you'll hurt my grandfather and if
you do I won't be doing this sort of thing to *help* you.  Am I clear?" 
She swallowed and nodded, she could see it in his eyes.  "Good. 
Today was therapy.  Now's the time to think and evaluate.  That's all
part of the therapy process.  Then we'll talk tonight if you come
back."  She nodded.  He helped her up and to the living room,
nodding at the guard.  "Buffy, this is Thomas.  He's one of my
grandfather's guards.  He watches me a lot.  Is the guy still out
there?" 


"No. 
He left when I pulled up to the gate."  That got a small smile. 
"Buffy, I'm going to pick up Rupert.  Would you like to come with
me?"  She nodded and took his hand, letting him lead her out. 
She was a lot more quiet than he had expected.  He saw Xander go into the
office and then glanced at her back, smiling a bit.  He wouldn't worry
about this little one around Patrick after all.  Not that they'd be left
alone together but he wouldn't worry.  Xander had broken her of her
attitude problem for a while longer. He helped her into the car and then got in
to drive, taking her to the airport.  Rupert was getting out of the
baggage claim when they got there.  "Rupert?"  He looked
then smiled.  "Long time no see, Ripper." 


"It
has been quite a while," he agreed, giving him a hug.  "You're
still with him?" 


"I
am.  I'm one of his head guards and I watch over Xander a lot." 
That got a gentle smile.  He let him see Buffy.  "She and Xander
had a small talk before I picked her up." 


"He
beat me, Giles. With a soft, fuzzy thing even."  She let him see her
back.  "Am I bruised?" 


"No,
dear. You're not bruised.  He only left a few marks and they'll fade within
an hour," he soothed, giving her a hug.  "He beat you?" 


"Xander
is a dom," Thomas said firmly.  "A very good one.  Sire
said he's got a good hand at knowing who needs what sort of attention to help
them.  He said Father would've went to him for absolution in the old
days."  Giles nodded at that.  "She's fine and he spread
that very nice lidocaine cream on her back.  Besides, I've seen new people
walk out after their first session with him with a lot more work done." 
He walked them back to the car and got in to go back to the house. 
"Before we get there, Ripper, you should know that Father has been really
ill.  Xander's had to trick him into even drinking a mug of blood a few
times.  He and Horatio make a very good team at taking care of
Father." 


"Horatio's
way older, Giles.  Like your age." 


"Yes,
but he loves Xander and Xander adores him," Thomas chided.  "Age
isn't an issue unless someone's underage, Buffy." 


"Xander's
nearly twenty," she complained. "He's ancient!" 


"Horatio
is not ancient, Sire is ancient," he retorted, giving her a scowl. 
She slumped down and looked sheepish.  "Horatio loves Xander enough
to make it work with him. He coddles Xander and Xander's even let him fuss
mildly now and then.  He lets Horatio help him with the weapons Toby gives
him for translating popular fiction into demon.  Horatio and Greg will
both give up their lives for Xander.  The same as he would for
them."  He pulled off an exit and headed down toward Star
Island.  "Now, you're going to Father Patrick's house, Buffy, and we
would appreciate some pleasant attitude." 


"She'll
behave," Giles assured him.  "Is Sire here?" 


"He's
headed back to New York to baby Tara some more.  He thinks she's an
adorable one and he's missed having a daughter.  He said he'd never turn
her but he can baby her like he did Janelle and Loesta."  He pulled
into a gated driveway and punched in a code, watching as the gates
opened.  He parked and got them out, walking them inside. 
"Study?" he asked Gordon. 


"Sitting
room by the garden."  That got a nod and Gordon smiled and shook
Giles' hand.  "Welcome to Miami, Rupert.  He has missed
you." 


"Him
or Ethan?" he asked dryly. 


"Both."



Giles
sighed but headed that way, one hand on Buffy's back.  He nearly gasped
when he saw his former mentor.  Father Benis had always been a lively man.
The energy that Xander expended daily had come directly from him.  Now he
was grayish and nearly propped up in his chair.  "Father?" he
asked quietly. 


"I
heard you come in," he said, smiling at him.  "Sorry, it's been
a long night.  Sire was raving with praise for Tara and kept me
up."  He smiled at Buffy.  "Welcome to Miami, Miss
Summers.  Please, have a seat.  We'll have tea sent in for you
two."  Gordon came to the door with a mug.  "Must I?" 


"You
must and it's not bagged."  He handed it over.  "Horatio
donated that last week, Patrick.  Drink."  He sipped it and some
color returned to his skin.  "Thank you." 


"I'm
not ready to die yet," he chided gently. 


"Good! 
Because I can't hold the boy together if you did."  He took the mug
to get him a refill, bringing it back with the tea tray.  "Here we
go, Giles.  I'm sure you can fix it for the both of you?"  
That got a nod.  "Good enough then.  Salacia just sent Xander a
present so I've got to remind her he's gay and staying gay."  He left
them alone but there was a guard  right outside and one in the shadows
waiting to burst out of the hidden panel he was hiding behind. 


Giles
poured he and Buffy tea, then sipped his and smiled. "You still have
Cook?" 


"Yes,
and I will until I die," he agreed happily.  "She adores
Xander.  Says he's too skinny because she can see all his muscles, but she
adores that Horatio loves the skinny little boy."  He sipped his
blood and looked at Buffy.  "Did you not have a good night with
him?" 


"No,
I had to go run off the lust demon that was effecting the house." 


Giles
looked at her.  "Who else was there?" 


"Timmy
and his girlfriend Cally or something like that," she said. 


"Calleigh
is a wonderful young woman.  Purebred southern bell from the old lines and
is a ballistics expert," Patrick told him.  "Loves Xander like
he's her stepson."  Giles smiled at that and took another sip. 
"He was a bit ill after a car crash so she and the others have been
babying him a bit." 


"Was
he badly injured?" Giles asked, looking a bit worried. 


"A
bit of ringing in his head.  Horatio made him see someone about it." 


Giles
relaxed at that.  "Then he must love the little loon.  He never
went in Sunnydale, even when we suggested it." 


"There's
a cute little dog wandering around too," Buffy told him. 


"It
decided it lived here but our guard dog and he didn't quite get along,"
Patrick told her with a smile.  "Sire gave it to him.  He also
took pictures of my boy napping with him.  Gordon, where's the recent book
of Xander pictures?" he called. 


Gordon
walked it in and handed it to Giles with a wink.  "He's a delight to
have around, Ripper.  Even makes the stubborn one there behave. 
Makes Sire quit spoiling him and everything."  He walked out
again.  Then he came back with a thermos and put it down beside his
employer with a pointed look at the mug.  "Finish that and have
another or else I'm going to give you more of that jerky your grandson
made."  Buffy shuddered so hard her cup jiggled.  He smiled at
her.  "It is useful.  It keeps Patrick eating when he doesn't
want to.  Even if it does leave a bad taste in your mouth and give you
some issues."  He left again, much happier because he had slipped the
herb mixture into the blood already. 


Patrick
sighed but poured himself a new cup.  "They do fuss so," he said
dryly. 


"As
they should, Father.  You do a lot of good in this world.  I'm sure
they think it's better you stay than to let Xander take over for you." 


"Xander
is more than capable of following in my footsteps," he said with a gentle
smile.  "No matter how you discounted the boy, Ripper." 
Giles flinched at that.  "It was relatively clear that Timothy took
over your position in the boy's life.  He does love Xander quite a
lot.  They are perpetually adorable."  Thomas leaned in. 
"Yes, Thom?" 


"Willow
and her spouse are here." 


"Really? 
Was I expecting them?" 


He
smiled.  "I think they were expecting Ripper, Father." 


"They
can come in.  I find young Ryan very nice to chat with." 


"As
you wish."  He turned around and nodded, letting them into the
room.  "Should I get more tea and cups?" 


"Just
water for me please," Ryan requested with a small smile.  "Hi,
Buffy." 


"Hi,
Ryan," she sighed, looking at him.  "How did you know he was
here?" 


Willow
beamed.  "Where else would he be if he wasn't nagging Timmy or
Horatio or us?" 


"That
is a reasonable thought, young lady," Patrick said with a smile. 


She
looked at him.  "Do not make me pull out the jerky on you, Father
Patrick," she said firmly, scowling at him, hands on her hips, one foot
tapping.  "I will be mean and teleport it into your stomach or
something."  He chuckled and gave her a pat on the arm then drank his
blood.  He looked at it in askance and she giggled.  "Ha! 
Got you already, huh?" 


"Indeed,"
he sighed, drinking more.  "They do fuss so.  Do sit,
Ryan." 


"I
was waiting on her.  I was taught not to sit before the ladies, Father
Patrick," Ryan told him, helping his wife into her seat then sitting
down.  He smiled at the cook, taking his glass.  "Thank
you." 


"You're
welcome.  Here you go, Miss Willow." 


"Thank
you, Helga.  Did Xander eat breakfast, Buffy?" 


"Coffee. 
He got noisy last night with his Horatio buddy." 


"More
than most of us need to know," Ryan said dryly.  He sipped his water,
smiling when the cook walked out giggling. 


"I
thought it was cute that Timmy was wearing Xander's clothes again," Willow
told him.  "They obviously cuddled up last night." 


"Then
I doubt he was noisy with Horatio," Ryan said dryly. 


"No,
he was curled up with his honey," Buffy told him. "They were just as
noisy."  Willow blushed and giggled and Ryan shook his head with a
small moan.  "Sorry.  So, you work with Timmy?" 


"I
do.  I, um, took his place when he died." 


"Oh." 
She nodded.  "Things like that happen in Sunnydale." 


"All
too often," Giles sighed.  "How is Aiden, Willow?  Have we
talked to her recently?" 


"She's
in Seattle but she swears up and down she's moving," Ryan told him. 
"She called and nagged Speed over his cellphone the other day while he was
running tests."  That got a smile from Giles.  "She came
down for the holidays." 


"She
did and she and Calleigh shared naughty Timmy stories," Willow assured him
with a smile.  "Made Aiden giggle for days every time she saw
him.  But it was so *cute*, Buffy!  Xander's wife left him a lot of
pretty things and he used some of it to buy her something sparkly and gave
Calleigh some of the leftover sparklies that weren't set." 


Buffy
pouted.  "I got pictures of semi-naked foreign hotties." 


"Calleigh
got to go with him and help clean up the guns.  She's well known for
bullet and gun identification," Ryan told her.  "She got to
squeal for days over all the guns the assassin had." 


"A..assassin?"
Giles asked, looking a bit horrified. 


"Yes,
someone let him go out to the club and dance with women," Willow sighed,
shaking her head. "She got him royally drunk before he realized it. 
Married him the next morning then killed herself an hour and a half later by jumping
off the top of a hotel." 


"To
get away from Sire when he heard," Patrick finished with a smug little
grin.  He sipped more of his blood and crossed his legs.  "Sire
was quite peeved that he hadn't paid enough attention to the boy or his
Gregory." 


"Who
is Gregory?" Giles asked. 


"His
other boy," Buffy said, grimacing some.  Giles looked
horrified.  "He's got two, Giles.  That's not fair, he's taking
more than his fair share and he's gay." 


He
looked at her then smacked her on the shoulder.  "It is perfectly all
right with me if he is gay, Buffy.  I wouldn't care as long as it wasn't a
vampire or a child." 


"But..." 
He glared and she slumped down.  "Sorry if I offended," she said
weakly, sipping her tea. 


"Things
are different down here, Buffy," Ryan said more gently.  "Down
in Miami we can take things a bit slower because our demon community is fairly
small and peaceful.  We don't have to exist on the survival
principle.  We also have a very thriving gay community and a thriving
community that Xander participates in as a Master."  He sipped his
water.  "He's got a very good reputation." 


"He
beat me with a soft, fuzzy thing." 


Patrick
looked at her.  "Did he let you talk afterwards or help you let
go?"  She nodded, looking down again. "That's what he does for
his clients, Buffy.  He was trying to help you." 


"He
still beat me." 


"Don't
feel bad, he was picking on one of the SWAT guys the other day," Ryan
offered.  She scowled at him.  "He was.  The guy challenged
him to a fist fight for being gay.  Xander belittled him during it and
still got him down and in enough pain that he gave up and slunk off in
shame." 


Patrick
looked at him. "When was this?" 


"The
day before his car crash." 


"Ah. 
That was checked for a reason?"  Ryan nodded.  "Have we
found a reason?" 


"Oh,
yeah.  She was following us the other night and Willow popped her tires
right in front of Eric," he said smugly.  Patrick smiled at her for
that, getting back a small blush.  "So, what's this I hear that his
ex is pregnant?" 


"She
is and broadcasting," Ripper sighed, shaking his head.  "I had a
very bad bout of the flu and Ethan figured it out." 


"Speed
said that Xander had that after the crash," Ryan told him.  Giles
shuddered.  "It made the ringing in his head a lot worse from what he
said." 


"That
poor boy," he sighed, shaking his head and pouring himself some more tea.
"Well, I've restricted Anya from doing it again.  I've also had a
talk with her about the fate of the baby and where it might have come
from."  Willow sat up straighter. "I don't know," he
admitted.  "She hasn't mentioned any new boys in her life." 


"And
we would hear," Buffy said dryly.  "A lot.  Very
loudly.  Every day."  Giles gave her a look and she piped
down.  "Sorry." 


Patrick
smiled at her.  "I've seen others who have come back from being
demons, Buffy.  She's an extraordinary one because she spent so long as a
demon and it has made her blunt." 


"She
was that blunt in her last life," Willow told him.  "She told us
about it when she was morose one night.  Her boy Olaf was a pain who liked
bunnies." 


Patrick
gave out a gentle smile.  "Bunnies?" 


"Xander
said she's got a bunny phobia," Ryan offered. 


"She
was quite pleased when she heard a rabbit died due to her pregnancy test,"
Giles assured them, getting giggles from Willow and Buffy.  He sipped more
of his tea.  "Father, what is going on?" 


"The
same lump that you saw before, Ripper," he said gently.  "Ethan
has been helping lessen it for me." 


"Ah. 
No wonder Xander passed on his Happy Christmas."  He took another sip
and put down his cup.  "What can I do to help, Father?" 


"I'm
told I'll live to see my first great-grandchild out of Xander but not much
longer.  His road trip was a good time for us to meet him and he does
liven our lives," he said with a gentle smile. "I know he's got
clients all day today or else he'd probably be here."  Ryan's phone
went off and he excused himself to go outside to take it.  "He is a
darling young man, Willow.  Very polite.  But why are you not wearing
a ring?" 


"I
want my grandmother's," she said simply.  "My mother's being a
bitch again.  I'm working on it."  He nodded once. 
"You, no sending your Sire or Xander after her." 


"Dear,
if I sent Xander after her, he'd hurt her," he promised.  "Quite
a lot."  She sighed and nodded.  "He knows about the
control subject?" 


"I
read him all the books.  They used to help him sleep on sleepovers." 


"They
were rather dry and boring," he agreed.  She snickered at that. 
"They are.  Your mother has no great flair for writing." 
Ryan walked back inside.  "A scene?" 


"Horatio
wanting to know if we were here.  He's on his way out, Father
Patrick."  That got a smile.  "You should probably drink
more before he gets here.  He'll tell Xander on you." 


"I'm
sure he would," he agreed, adding more blood to his mug and drinking more
of it.  He was getting used to the jerky spices finally.  The blood
lust wasn't that great and he wasn't quite as horny.  "Dear, have you
heard from Tara?" 


Willow
blushed.  "They were having a special dinner last night in the back
yard. She was going to let him get better smoochies."  He grinned at
that. "Are they cute?"  He got up and found a picture of her and
Don his sire had taken, letting her see.  "Ooh, Don's a hottie." 
She handed it to Ryan, who smiled and nodded. 


"We
saw him at the holidays." 


"Oh,
that Don.  Okay."  She nodded.  "I must've forgotten
him." 


"Are
you feeling all right?" Giles asked, taking the picture from Ryan. 
"Well, this is a much nicer picture than the one online we found.  He
looks like he adores her."  He handed it to Buffy. 


"Wow. 
Major hottie," she agreed. "Maybe I should move to New
York."  Giles shook his head.  "But...."  He
shook his head again. "Fine, I won't move."  She handed it back
carefully.  "He is cute.  She's smiling at him the same way she
used to smile at Willow." 


Willow
sighed.  "She's happier now.  He even goes to coven events with
her," she said more firmly.  Ryan stroked her back and she looked up
at him.  "We have to talk to my mother." 


"Why?"



"Because
I want my grandmother's ring.  That's why I wouldn't let you buy me
one."  He gave her a hug and a smile.  "Please?" 


"Sure. 
We can meet your mother.  Where is she?" 


"I
have no damn clue.  She hasn't updated her webpage recently." 


"She's
at home this week," Rupert admitted. 


"Gordon?"
Patrick called.  He leaned in.  "Please help Willow talk to her
mother?  Or better yet, help Ryan talk to his mother-in-law?  She
wants a family heirloom ring for her wedding set." 


"It's
already being sent, Patrick.  She called Timothy and he called me to get
advice.  I told him to have her send everything of Willow's down,
including that since she was married now and would appreciate the
gesture.  Her mother pouted but did send it.  She was quite peeved
her daughter did it in Las Vegas but he bluntly told her that everyone
important in her life had known and celebrated with them afterwards, plus she
was extremely happy." 


"And
a bit on the ill side herself," Ryan admitted, looking at her.  She
went pale and shook her head.  "What did you call this morning?"



"The
flu?" 


"And
the last two days?" 


"Gordon,
get her checked please?" Patrick asked.  He nodded, coming in to get
Willow. "With Anya broadcasting that way we should make sure, young
lady." 


"Yeah,
let's make sure it's only Anya and it's all done with," she agreed more
happy with that idea. 


"I
hope," Ryan said quietly.  Giles frowned at him.  "We
haven't been together that long.  It's not time for that yet, Mr.
Giles.  Give us time to actually settle into being married before we bring
a child into it." 


"That
is reasonable," Giles agreed. 


"Quite,
but a bit too late," Patrick said, looking at Ryan.  "But she
may not be that healthy.  You should have her see someone.  I'm
smelling some older blood on her." 


Ryan
raised an eyebrow then nodded.  "Some day I'd like to know how much
more sensitive your nose is." 


"Quite,"
he said with a small smile.  "Sire's is better though.  He
smelled it last week from your car." 


"Wonderful. 
I'll drag her to the ER today."  Willow shrieked upstairs. 
"Maybe I'll do that now.  Excuse us for a while.  Mr. Giles,
would you like to borrow Willow for dinner?  Or both of us?" 


"I
wouldn't mind," he agreed happily.  "Buffy?" 


"Sure,
I can do that.  Xander's got clients all day and I don't want to watch him
copy naked soccer off the TIVO or the computer." 


Ryan
smiled at her.  "He dumps the computer files every day. 
Everything but client sessions and things he can embarrass us with during
birthday parties."  She blushed at that.  "Naked
soccer?" 


"He
said the ones playing hockey switched sports." 


"Huh." 
He smiled. "Cooper will be over the moon.  He sleeps with his DVDs of
naked hockey games."  He walked out.  "Thank you for the
nice meeting, Father Patrick."  He ran into Horatio and Willow crying
on him.  "Willow, we're going to see someone about this," he
said firmly, taking her arm.  "Sorry, H." 


"What
is going on?" 


"Anya's
going to be happy that another bunny died," she sniffled. 


He
took a deep breath then looked at Ryan.  "I'll give you medical leave
for the day," Horatio promised.  "Bring me a report about any
leave time you'll need to take." 


"Patrick
thinks that there might be a problem.  He's smelling old blood," Ryan
said quietly.   "So we're going to the doctor's somehow." 
That got a nod and Horatio opened the door.  "I'll let you
know." 


"Please." 
He watched them leave then went where Gordon pointed.  He stared at
Patrick then smiled.  "Good, you look better than Thomas said." 


"They
dosed my blood with jerky spices," he said blandly, giving him a
look.  Horatio smiled.  "I know, Xander would be proud of
it."  He sipped more.  "Sit, Horatio. Ripper, this is
Horatio Caine, Xander's boyfriend." 


Horatio
looked and shook his hand.  "Pleasure to meet you, Mr. Giles, he's
said some nice things about you." 


Giles
looked almost stunned.  "Well, I can't say the same.  I haven't
talked to him recently.  I have heard some very nice things about you this
morning however."  He smiled and Horatio sat down.  "You've
met Buffy?" 


"I
have." 


"Xander
hit me with something soft and fuzzy." 


"Xander
is very protective and didn't like how you frowned at us this morning,"
Horatio assured her.  "Are you injured?" 


"No,
he made me cry," she pouted. 


"It
is part of his chosen career," Giles agreed.  He sipped his tea then
looked at him.  "Should we get you some tea?" 


"No
thank you.  I'm here on an early lunch."  He looked at
Patrick.  "Xander wanted to know where you had his car sent so he
could check on it." 


"The
dealership." 


"I've
called and they said they don't have it." 


Patrick
sighed and shook his head. "Thomas?" 


He
strolled in.  "Horatio, good to see you again.  Did you get the
notes we sent you?" 


"I
did. They're on my desk waiting on me.  Thank you for giving that to
us." 


"Not
an issue. They're not gay if their boyfriends are that young."  That
got a smile and a nod.  "What's wrong?" 


"Xander's
car?" 


"The
dealership." 


"They
said not." 


"Really?" 
He made a face.  "I'll call and check.  They might have put it
under my name.  Tell you in a few.  Father, need more blood?" 


"No,
Thomas, you and Gordon can both quit fussing," he ordered patiently. 


His
guard snorted.  "I'm sure we will, Father.  I'm sure we will
...some year."  He headed to the office to look up the number and
call.  "This is Thomas McCain.  I brought in Mr. Harris's dark
green Jaguar after an accident last week.  I was wondering how the work
was going?"  He listened.  "Really?"  He nodded
once.  "I didn't know that the crime lab was reopening it since
they've got someone in custody.  Hold on for a moment please.  Let me
get some paper."  He found some.  "Okay, who took custody
of it?"  An eyebrow went up and he wrote down the name. 
"When was this?"  He wrote that down.  "And was there
a warrant or not?"  He smiled and wrote that down as well. 
"Was his insurance notified?  Thank you.  You have a good
day."  He hung up and walked the note into the garden sitting room
and handed it to Horatio.  "They have his car." 


Horatio
looked then called Frank.  "Do me a favor.  Go get my new whip
out of my second desk drawer.  Go find the Chief.  Take him down to
the auto garage at gunpoint if you have to, and ask Rick Stetler what he is
doing with Xander's car."  He smiled.  "Exactly.  He took
it from the dealership with a warrant, Frank.  I want to know why. 
Because if you don't beat him, I will."  He chuckled.  "I
thought you might like that.  Thank you."  He hung up. 
"Patrick," he said dryly. 


"He
is a thorn," he agreed.  "Quite enough of one that Sire growled,
Horatio."  He looked at Buffy and Giles.  "The officer in
question has a problem with Horatio," he said blandly.  "He
wants to get rid of him for being promoted above him."  Buffy grimaced. 
"He has done some very foul and questionable things." 


"We
can't prove he put the pictures in my desk," Horatio reminded him. 
Giles opened his mouth.  "Someone planted evidence in my desk from an
investigation he was running on another officer.  Child pornography. 
My lab team handled it and found out where it came from before I had to get
harsh with him." 


"I'm
glad it wasn't yours," he said firmly. 


"I
wouldn't have my badge or be sitting here if it was," Horatio assured
him.  Giles smiled at that.  "People like that make me
physically ill." 


"Excellent.
Then I think you'll do very good for Xander.  I would watch out because
his uncle has been asking Anya where he's been." 


Horatio
nodded.  "Should he come I'd expect Xander to let me know so we could
meet him together."  That got a smirk.  Horatio stood up. 
"I should get back with this new information."  He gave Patrick
a careful hug around the shoulders.  "You feel better.  I heard
you fed from one of the guards that had the flu.  What would Raphael say?"
he asked quietly.  He gave him a look then smiled at Buffy.  "If
you two wanted to see Speed, he'll be taking lunch probably about two today,
new cases willing."  That got a nod.  "I'll see you
later.  Have a good day, Patrick."  He walked out, heading back
to the office. 


"He
does fuss nearly as well as my grandson," Patrick sighed, but he looked
pleased and finished his thermos of blood. 


"You
don't kill when you feed?" Buffy asked. 


He
looked at her for a moment then shook his head.  "Most of us don't,
Miss Summers.  Those that do are desperate, newly fledged, or
monsters.  Most vampires are like they were in life.  The master's
brood was known and chosen for their monstrous tendencies.  That is why my
sire loves so much to taunt Angel and make him face up to why he was chosen to
be a vampire.  It keeps him from brooding so much and making the city so
gloomy around him."  She cracked a smile at that.  "I would
ask that if you complain to Timothy about the light spanking you got this
morning with the suede whip that you do not do it at the station.  
With that one man after Horatio for the luck of being promoted, it would give
him more ammunition." 


"Sure,
I can do that," she agreed.  She smiled at Giles then at him. 
"I'll trust you to talk with Giles since you apparently knew him back in
his bad, mean, gang boy days.  I'll be in the garden?" 


"Please
enjoy them," he said happily.  "They're meant to be
enjoyed."  She nodded and walked out a door but didn't let in too
much sunlight near him.  He looked at his former mentoree.  "I
did like that you took Xander under your wing, even if you did ignore him
greatly, Ripper.  The boy needed it."  Giles slumped but
nodded.  "What was done was.  Now it's time to move on.  We
have all made mistakes in this life." 



"We
have and I'm very sorry, Father," he said quietly. 


He
smiled and nodded.  "Then I accept, my boy.  I knew even then
that you had forces outside yourself pushing and shoving you away from your
happiness.  Even Ethan did."  Giles gave him a small nod and
finished his tea. 


***



Horatio
walked into the office and Eric ran over to give him a walk out. 
"What?" 


"The
FBI are here," he hissed. "They're the ones with the warrant." 


"Why?"



"I
don't know." 


"Then
I will, Eric."  He walked back inside and spotted an agent he
knew.  "Why are you here this time?" he asked pleasantly, but
was glaring with his eyes. 


"Because
something wasn't handed over," he said.  He looked at him. 
"There was a file on her targets..." 


"We
handed all that we found over.  If it was on her computer, then you should
ask Agent McGee out of NCIS.  He decoded them for us." 


He
looked stunned.  "Why?" 


"Because
doing it expediently encrypted and downloaded it to a spot online.  I have
copies of what he sent us if you'd like to look it over.  Though I would
want to know why you got a warrant to look over Mr. Harris' car." 


"It
was thought to be related to another apprentice of hers." 


Horatio
looked at him. "Come with me."   He led him upstairs and to
his office, kicking someone off his computer. "Thank you."  He
pulled out the DVD's, finding one already running.  "Agent McGee
decoded them for us.  NCIS came to get the tank and F-18 she had stored in
Cyprus."  He whimpered and gave him a horrified look.  "Not
like we were going to leave them there."  He got into the files for
him since it had been password protected, handing over the DVD's and a picture
that Thomas had sent for his records on the cult.  "That person was
outside Mr. Harris' gate this morning.  We had thought he was part of the
cult that looks up to him for staying pure." 


He
looked and shook his head.  "Not hardly.  Not with his kill
count, Lieutenant.  May I?" 


Horatio
let him sit down behind his desk and let him pull up the file.  "We
have a bit of information on him but Xander's grandfather's people have just
started on him." 


"Is
his grandfather in intelligence?" the lesser agent snorted. 


Horatio
gave him a dry look.  "No, he's Father Patrick Benis."  The
man blushed.  "He does do a lot of background checks and has handed
us some information in the past.  It is almost always trustworthy and some
of his guards have decided that working with him is more worthwhile for
humanity than doing your job." 


"I
know one of our agents was mentored by him," the senior agent offered,
looking over the information.  "If he's made contact with that group
it could cause a lot of problems.  What do you have on that group?" 


Horatio
walked to the door.  "Speed?"  He leaned out of
Fingerprints, giving him a look.  "Two things: you're having lunch
with Mr. Giles at around two and I need the cult's files.  The person
outside the gate isn't one of them, it's one of his former wife's
students." 


"Wonderful,"
he said dryly, going to get it for him.  He brought it upstairs. 
"Xander all right so far?" 


"He's
got clients all day." 


"Charming. 
His car?" 


"We
have it in the auto garage looking for any information," the lesser agent
sneered. 


Speed
glared at him.  "Don't think I won't hit you."  The agent
moved away from him.  "Horatio, can I borrow your whip?" 
Horatio got it and handed it over with a smile.  "Thanks.  Been
practicing."  He snapped it at the guy, making him yelp. "Still
a bit off target.  Xander's got stronger wrists than I do."  He
handed it back. 


"You
need more follow-through," Horatio offered, snapping it at him
sideways.  He yelped louder this time.  "Like that.  You
abort the movement halfway through the snap." 


"I'll
have to practice on your couch the next time I'm frustrated.  Have they
told his insurance yet?" 


"No
but if they don't or his insurance doesn't make good on fixing his car, then
they will be or else I will be making myself clear higher up the food
chain," Horatio said plainly. 


"I'm
sure we won't be hurting his precious car," the senior agent said
patiently.  "We do try not to do such things in this day and
age.  Budgets are always scrutinized to the last nickel.  Also, don't
hit my agent." 


Horatio
looked at him.   "Don't think I'm kidding." 


"Oh,
I know your reputation, Lieutenant.  I'm surprised I'm not
creased."  Speed took the whip.  "Do it and I'll send you
off for a day of unpaid leave, Detective." 


"Yay
me.  I can go nap," he said.  The agent glared at him. 
"Xander is like my son.  He's as close as I'm coming." 


"I'll
keep you informed but you're both hovering." 


Horatio
snorted.  "This is still my office.  Planted evidence and
all.  Speed, I noticed someone did it again." 


"Yeah,
we noticed it earlier.  I called Phil.  He took pictures and most of
them.  He said one was glued in and Stetler wasn't anywhere near your
office this time." 


"Interesting."



"Very." 
They shared a look.  "Can't I have it back?" 


"No. 
My toy.  Anything on your case?" 


"Not
yet.  Waiting on fingerprints.  Where's Wolfe?" 


He
cleared his throat.  "Willow said Anya would be happy that another
bunny died." 


"She
probably would.  I wish her the best of luck and Wolfe many more drugs for
his nerves if she is." 


"Patrick
thinks there's a problem." 


"That
might be kinder at this stage in their marriage," he admitted. "It's
crass but it's only been a few months."  Horatio nodded. 
"Should I tell Calleigh?" 


"No. 
Let's wait until he tells us something." 


"Sure." 
He headed off again.  He looked at the lurking AV tech. 
"What?" 


"Xander
just sent an email.  His present client had to shoot an intruder?" 


"Really?" 
He looked up.  "Horatio?  Xander's client just had to shoot an
intruder," he called.   Horatio walked off, looking quite
calm.  After all, the situation was solved.  He called Patrick. 
"Forward Horatio any notes you have about what just happened,
Gordon.  Yeah, just heard.  Thanks."  He hung up and the
FBI agents came rushing out as well.  "Guess he was working with an
agent of some sort." 


Cooper
gaped.  "He does...that to agents?" 


"Some
of them need it after bad cases too," he said patiently.  "Oh,
he said something about soccer?" 


Cooper
shrugged.  "Maybe he's cheering on an international team." 
He went back to his lab. 


"Oh
ye of little faith," he sighed.  "Hockey can't be played year
round."  He went back to work on his case.  If Xander had
emailed he was fine. 


***



Horatio
got out of his hummer and Xander's client met him at the door.  "You
are?" 


"Agent
Phipps.  ATF." 


"Horatio
Caine." 


"I
know.  You're keeping track of his weapon's collection, right?" he
asked quietly.  Horatio nodded.  "Good.  We just had
someone try to break into the house while I was getting ready.  He
unwisely passed by Xander and came for me, Lieutenant.  I still had my
sidearm on me.  He did demand to know where your boy was.  I said
out.  He lunged.  Pity." 


"Thank
you for protecting him," he said, shaking his hand.  "There may
be a few FBI agents behind me somewhere." 


"I'm
sorry," he said, shuddering.  "Should I shoot them for you
too?" 


Horatio
smiled.  "Don't tempt me.  I took my whip to one of
them."  He went to look at the body then at Xander.  "Are
you all right?" 


"Hellishly
pissed," he said stiffly, almost sounding British in his anger. 
"Right now I'm blowing up blocks to control it.  Otherwise I'd be
doing targets with a whip again."  He heard someone else knock. 
"Your boys?" 


"FBI. 
They think you didn't hand over something." 


"Fuckers,"
he muttered.  Then he looked at him.  "Let me copy off the
video." 


"Let
me, Xander. You still have to teach me how to use this."  Xander
nodded and motioned him over to teach him how to use the system.  He took
the DVD he had made, sliding it into a paper sleeve, then giving him a gentle
kiss.  "Calm down."  He walked out to find more agents
coming in.  "Gentlemen." 


"Lieutenant,"
the FBI agent in charge said, looking at the DVD.  "What's
this?" 


"He
bothered me in Master Tim's practice area," the agent/sub noted. 
"It's got video surveillance in there to tape any sessions he does." 


The
FBI agent gave him a stunned look.  "Therapy?" 


"He's
a Dom," Horatio said quietly. 


"OH!" 
He nodded. "Good thing for some.  This is the tape?" 
Horatio nodded.  "The owner?" 


"In
the office keeping himself from killing someone.  He let me tape it from
his system." 


"Thank
him for me.  I do need a statement." 


"Master
Tim was getting some ice water for later," the ATF agent told him. "I
was here to talk to him.  He's a semi well-known weapon's collector
specializing in swords and some lighter handguns and rifles."  The
FBI agent looked at him.  "No comment otherwise." 


"That's
fine with me, son.  I don't care and I'm sure your boss already
knows." 


"He
introduced us," he said blandly.  Xander coughed and glared at
him.  "At a party, sir." 


"Again,
I don't care.  Just what happened, son." 


"He
broke in looking for Master Tim.  Speaking of, Master Tim, someone's
headed for the basement I think." 


"I
will flay the skin from you if you go downstairs," Xander said firmly,
going to chase them down.  The two agents down there were chased
off.  "I'm a known collector." 


"You
have...." 


"I'm
from Sunnydale," he said, glaring at him, making him back up. 
"I handled the shit out that way.  Of course I do.  Especially
since a well known assassin got me so damn drunk she married me and then
committed suicide.  Now, anything else?  Considering I'm dating an
officer and they do know?  They come down to help me clean things now and
then."  That got a nod.  "Trust me, I'll only use it in
case of something really fucking horrible, little boy, and no one's getting it
from me.  Not even if they steal from me again.  Am I clear?" 


"Sunnydale?"



"My
full name is Alexander Lavelle Harris."  The man blanched and nodded,
running up the stairs to report that.  He closed the cabinet door on his
rifles and turned to find Eric standing there.  "I get pissy when
people touch my weapons." 


"ATF
likes weapons just as much as you do," he said, staring him down. 


"Yay. 
They're still mine."  He shrugged.  "Anything on the guy up
there yet?  He's not the one that was at the gate earlier." 


"No,
he's part of your cult." 


"Can
I go talk to them?" 


Eric
snorted.  "Speed's going to lock you in a closet." 


"I
doubt it."  He walked past him and ran into Speed.  "Hi,
Daddy." 


Speed
gave him a smile and a pat on the cheek, then shoved him into a closet and
locked the door.  "Yes, I will."  He walked off
again.  "Horatio, he's in the linen closet.  It's locked on
him."  He heard the door rattle.  "And he's staying in
there until he quits wanting to go talk to his cult and growling at the ATF
agent for wanting to look at his collection."  He went to help
process the scene. 


Horatio
looked at the closet.  "I don't think it'd be safe for him to do that
either."  He turned and found Calleigh behind him.  She sprayed
him with knock out gas. 


"Like
I'm letting you go," she said with a sweet smile.  "Eric, be a
dear and put him in with Xander please?  Either that or go lock them in
the master bathroom?" 


"It
has a large window they could get out of," Speed called.  The dog
came to the door and he glared.  "Out, Humper."  The dog
growled and Calleigh cooed, making him run. "Thanks." 


"Is
that Thumper?" she said, helping Eric pick up Horatio and take him up to
the bathroom she and Speed had used.  Then they came back and she gassed
Xander so they could repeat it.  The dog got tossed into the bedroom with
them and she closed the door, heading down to help.  "Okay, all the
native family is in the blue bedroom upstairs."  Speed smiled at
that.  "Including the dog.  Is that really him?" 


"That's
really the BJ dog," he agreed happily.  "His Grandsire said it
tried to get his ear so he gave it to Xander." 


Eric
smothered a smile. "That's what he told me too.  I'm almost surprised
you didn't decide to call him after me." 


Speed
looked at him.  "If you ever get that bad, I'll put you down
mercifully, Eric.  I promise I will.  Especially if you try for
someone's ear." 


"Oh,
I don't know, I've heard of some strange things going on," the sub/agent
offered from the doorway.  "Need my sidearm?" 


"Please,"
Calleigh agreed with a small smile.  "Just for comparison and you can
get it back while we do your statement."  That got a smile and he nodded
at where he had dropped it.  She smiled and picked it up, bagging the
other clothes very carefully. "These may take a bit longer." 


"Thank
you, ma'am." 


"You're
welcome, but don't call me ma'am.  I'm not that old." 


He
grinned.  "CSI Duquesne?" 


"That'll
work.  Or Calleigh.  Xander's like my stepson.  We all like
Xander most of the time."  Ryan walked in with his case. 
"How's Willow?" 


"Halfway
to an ultrasound.  The Chief called me back.  I pointed out we had to
make sure she wasn't miscarrying, he said tough," he said blandly, giving
her a look.  "She'll call.  Then she'll go kick his ass for
me."  Speed snickered.  "I had tea with Mr. Giles and
Buffy." 


"I'm
so sorry," Speed said, giving him a look.  "She bouncy?" 


"Surprisingly
calm." 


"Then
she's accepted it's not time yet," he said, getting back to work. 
"Did we download off the surveillance system yet?" 


"Your
boss had it, Speedle," the agent offered. 


"I've
got it," the head FBI agent noted. 


They
all looked up at a loud thump.  Then a slide, then a thump outside and
Xander came in off the back porch rubbing his shoulder and muttering under his
breath while he went up to let Horatio out. 


"You
can't help, stay up there with the dog," Speed called. 


"Bite
me." 


"I'm
your father, Xander, and I said so." 


"Fine,
we'll be in my room then!"  Then a door slam and a pitiful
bark.  They let the dog in and slammed the door again. Harder this time. 


"Drama
queen," Eric said with a grin.  "Awww, you raised a good drama
queen." 


Speed
and Calleigh looked at him then at each other.  "I say he gets the
next fast food body case by himself," she said. 


"I
concur."  He got back to work doing the scene sketch. 


"That's
mean," Eric complained.  Those always ended up digging through the
smelliest trash for some clue or another. 


"Yup,"
Speed agreed.  "Go watch the tape." 


"Fine." 
He went to do that, letting it run on the DVD player.  Then he had to stop
it when it started to record down off the TIVO.  He put it into the other
system and gave the agent an embarrassed look. "Time to move some of the
stuff off the hard drive."  He put a DVD into that recorder and then
went to watch the other one, flipping the switch on the A-B box so it had
control of the tv.  It hadn't ruined the copy and if they had to, he could
probably pull another one off the system. 


Speed
finally got done and handed over the evidence to Eric to take back to the lab,
then headed upstairs to look at his boss.  "So, how are you liking
the having a dog thing?" 


"So
far it's been nice.  He hasn't slept on the bed yet, or chewed
shoes," Horatio admitted.  "Though I do believe I want to fix
him." 


"Might
be an idea since Raphael told Eric he tried to hump his ear."  He
grinned at his son when he got glared at.  "What?" 


"I
could've helped some." 


"No
you can't and neither of you can go talk to the cult either, son.  It's
too dangerous this time.  I don't care if they do like you.  The
other assassin got in touch with them and they're going to want to try
something.  So sorry, but not taking control of the lab while Horatio
heals, because if he dies I'm letting Willow pull him back for us, or burying
your butt.  Any other questions?" 


"Can
I have a drink of water?" Xander asked.  "Also, my next
client?" 


"Already
down there.  He's talking to the last one about the shooting and just
agreed it was a good idea the last I heard.  They were both talking about
calling Lady Heather and waking her up."  Xander moaned. 
"So I'd behave and let us put a guard on the house."  He smiled
and walked downstairs.  "Okay, who's going to see the cult?" he
demanded.  "Horatio and Xander are now forbidden because it's too
dangerous." 


"They
like you," Eric offered. 


"Most
of the time I think they're okay too," he agreed.  "I'm going in
with backup."  That got nods from Eric.  "Calleigh? 
Eric?  Any feeb you want?" 


"No,"
they agreed. 


Ryan
looked at him.  "I'll go if you want." 


"Um,
no.  Willow would skin my ass if you got hurt."  He looked at
Calleigh then at Eric.  "Tag, you're it, slutty."  Eric
groaned but followed him out to go with him.  They got there and found a
patrol car waiting on them and Alexx, their ME.  "Why are you
here?" he asked. 


"They
called me personally to come pick up the sacrifice who wanted to make Xander
impure, Speed."  She let him see the thing hanging from the
ceiling.  "As you can see, it's pretty.  They decorated him like
a party favor for me." 


"Very. 
Who did it?"  One of the few female members raised a hand. 
"Okay.  Was he threatening you?" 


"He
wanted to hurt the clean one," she said quietly, looking at him. 
"I'm sorry." 


He
looked at her.  "We'll straighten it out at the office.  That
way we can see if we can keep you out of jail."  She nodded and let
him lead her out so the officers could take her away.  "You shouldn't
have to cuff her, just watch her very carefully." 


"It's
protocol, sir." 


"She
wanted to stay away from killing." 


"I
heard, sir, and I commend them for doing it this way and being so successful
but it is protocol," one officer said firmly.  "Even if she were
my own sister I'd still have to cuff her." 


"I
understand," she agreed, holding out her hands.  "My shoulders
will not quite bend comfortably that way." 


"That's
fine, ma'am, we can do it this way," he promised, cuffing her in front and
then carefully helping her into the car.  "We'll bring her right to
Detective Tripp and have her waiting on you." 


"Thanks." 
He nodded at her when they drove off then went to do that scene, which Eric had
already started on.  "Where am I?" 


"Sketch."



"Decent." 
He got down to do that.  Then take the long-range pictures. They got done
with those and nodded that Alexx could move the body, helping her bring it down
from the ropes that had been suspending it.  "What got him?" 


"About
thirty stab wounds," she said, looking at some.  "Someone
cleaned up the blood at least." 


"We
laid a tarp," another member said.  "We did not want such
unclean things here to tempt us." 


Speed
looked at him then at the weapon's cabinet.  "Any time we've got
officers coming in here, you're going to have to hide the illegal
weapons."  That got him a few sheepish looks.  "Get
Calleigh here to help you sort through it."  That got a nod and Eric
called her, making him shake his head.  "Hopefully it'll be
okay.  As long as we don't get West," he muttered. 


Alexx
smiled at him.  "You're more lucky than that usually, sugar." 


"I
hope so.  My swing with the whip still needs work."  She
snickered and shook her head. "It does, I keep hurting my wrist.  Horatio
said I'm aborting the swing too early." 


"I
don't see how you two can play with those." 


"Easy,
hitting his couch repeatedly makes us feel a lot better," Eric told
her.  He grinned. "Even I've done it a few times.  By the way,
Xander may need a new car when the feds get done with his." 


"Then
they're going to explain it to his insurance company and/or buy him a new
one," Speed said simply. "Or else I'm turning Xander loose on
him."  That got another few snickers from Alexx and Eric but the cult
members looked awed. "I know, it's mean, but yay.  I don't like
Feds."  He got back to work and they all bowed to him and went to
meditate on that idea.  The clean one could be mean and still stay
pure.  He could even border on evil and stay pure.  It was a radical
idea to them.  His phone rang and he answered it. 
"Speedle.  What do you mean the dog's humping my bike and do I know a
good vet, Calleigh?"  He growled.  "Get the little humping
mutt off my damn bike."  He hung up and looked at Eric. 
"If you get that bad I'm fixing you too." 


"I'd
never hump your bike, Speed.  It's really hard to have sex on it." 


"You'd
be surprised." 


"Nah,
tried it when I was younger.  Low riders or touring bikes are easier to
have sex on." 


Speed
just stared at him in horror.  Then he shuddered and went outside for some
air. 


"Hey,
horses are even easier and girls like them," Eric called.  One of the
cult members giggled and he shrugged, giving them a boyish grin. 
"They are and girls do like horses." 


"I'm
having you fixed!" Speed yelled. 


"You
tell my mother first." 


Speed
pulled out his phone and called Eric's mother.  "Mrs. Delko, Tim
Speedle.  You *really* don't want grandkids from Eric, right? 
Because he's annoying me and I'm about to fix him before I have to hear more
about sex on horses or any other animal's backs."  He smiled and
walked the phone inside.  "Your mother." 


"Hi,
Ma," he said, listening to her rant at him about how that didn't give her
grandchildren.  "Actually, the one slip I nearly had was because of a
horse, Mom."  He shuddered and nodded. "I can't, Momma. 
I'm helping watch Xander tonight.  No, I don't think he wants pounced by
the whole family.  He just got a new dog and they had to shoot an intruder
today.  Sure, maybe tomorrow.  No, I won't let him rob you of
grandchildren," he said, smirking at Speed.  Her next sentence made
him moan.  "No, Momma.  I don't want to meet the nice girl you
found at Church.  Because nice girls give me hives, Ma.  No,
mother.  Mom, keep it up and I'll stay at home."  He held his
forehead, then shook his head.  "Fine, whatever.  I'll bring
allergy medicine for when we meet."  He hung up and tossed the phone
back.  "She still said you can't fix me until she's got at least one
grandchild out of me." 


"You
know...Willow could probably do that," Speed offered with a nice, sweet
smile. "Then we could fix you and give her grandchildren." 


Eric
whimpered. "Please don't.  I'll beg." 


"Next
two fast food jobs are yours, buddy.  Thanks for taking on that
duty."  He changed gloves and got back to work. 


Eric
changed gloves and moved to gather any farther evidence.  "What did
she use to hurt him?"  The dagger on the altar was pointed to. 
It still had blood on it so it was easily found and bagged for later
analysis.  Because he did not want to think about him being a pregnant
person.  Ever!  He'd need so many drugs a Grateful Dead concert would
seem straight next to him. 


***



Patrick
walked into the station later that evening and found Horatio still at his desk
but Xander curled up on his office couch.  "Another problem?" 


"No,
this one was fixed.  He took his clients somewhere else for the day and
held their sessions there instead.  He came over for dinner and fell
asleep while I was on the phone," he admitted with a small smile. 
"The dog okay?  I told the officers to make sure it was inside when
they left." 


"Just
fine.  As far as I know he didn't pee on the couch or
anything."  He handed over a fairly thick envelope.  "His
car insurance is not pleased and I had to make his payment because he forgot
with it in the garage." 


"Sit,
Patrick," Horatio ordered gently, taking the envelope to open.  The
vampire didn't but that was his decision.  "Hmm."  He
looked at the photos of someone walking into his office, then out of his office
a few minutes later by the time stamp in the bottom right corner. 
"Where do I know him from?" 


"He's
a janitor.  If you show Xander, he'll know him even more as a former
classmate.  He's been following Buffy around all day and he's the one who
put the pornography in your desk.  This time."  Horatio looked
up.  "You'll find one of them wasn't.  After all, he doesn't
have access to anyone's log-in information." 


"So
the ones from evidence weren't him."  That got a nod. 
"Sit, Patrick."  The vampire sat and looked at him. 
"Thank you."  He put things back into the envelope and then
looked at the last, folded up thing in there.  Then at him.  "Is
it his?" 


"Her
cousin was supposed to be the backup plan, in case the wife couldn't carry or
it had to be done immediately and her body wasn't ready.  Sire found the
doctor, finally, and his records indicate he didn't get to use the
sample.  It got sent back to Mac for testing."  Horatio smiled
at that.  "So unless he had more than one vial of seed, probably
not.  We can't know that until the amnio but the judge is saying that he
won't release the estate until we know for sure." 


"That
is more than reasonable," he agreed quietly, watching Xander fidget. 
"Xander?"  He hummed but didn't fully wake up. 
"Xander?" he called a bit more firmly. 


"Let
the boy sleep, Horatio, you can tell him later tonight."  Horatio
nodded and tucked that information into his briefcase.  "Now, about
earlier today?" 


"The
agent is clear on the shooting, it was ruled a good shoot.  The one that
the cult got was necessary to them. They're still debating if they're going to
charge her or not since he was an assassin.  It would've been less likely
if she hadn't stabbed him multiple times.  Someone in the ATF wanted to
make sure that the guns and cult didn't go together.  His client wasn't
impressed with the cult at all until someone told him why they like
Xander.  Then he decided it was a good enough thing as long as they didn't
get his guns.  Calleigh pointed out that they kept the guns they'd gotten
off someone who had stolen them from Xander very openly and didn't really plan
on using them. That Xander would be stopping them if they tried anything. That
got a lot more relaxed people but the FBI is now watching them for us.  So
far they think they're mostly harmless as well.  They did see the
respectful dusting of the weapons cabinet and it was fine with them since no
one stroked or fondled the guns so far.  They went back in the
surveillance tapes as well."  That got a smile.  "Again,
they think they're odd but it's keeping them off their other duties and out of
other people's nightmares so it's all good for them."   Someone
came to the door.  "Phil.  Come in here for a minute
please?" 


"Sure. 
What's wrong, Horatio?"  Horatio handed over the information
file.  He looked at the pictures then around.  "Where's the
camera?" 


"One
of my boys planted it in the rafters to help Horatio," Patrick said with a
gentle smile. 


"Okay. 
And you are?" 


"Phil,
this is Father Benis, Xander's grandfather." 


"Good
to meet you, sir."  He shook his hand.  "You've done a lot
of good in this community." 


"As
I plan on doing until I finally turn to ash," he agreed simply.  He
looked back when Xander grunted in displeasure and flipped over. 
"Grandson?" he called quietly.  "Are you awake?" 


"Headache
again," he complained into the back of the couch.  He grunted as he
flipped over to look at Horatio.  "I blew dinner, didn't I?" 


"They
let me reschedule for Sunday, Xander.  They thought it was cute you fell
asleep that way," Horatio assured him with a small smile.  Xander
smiled back and blushed a bit.  "We can pick something up for
tonight." 


"Cook
sent over a full meal, Horatio."  Patrick stood up and looked at
Phil.  "That should at least help you start an investigation." 


"Actually,
it's almost all of what we'd need to arrest him," he admitted. 
"Was it him all the times?" 


"He's
a janitor, he wouldn't have access to evidence," Horatio said bluntly. 
"Xander?"  He came over to look at the folder Phil had. 
"Do you recognize him?" 


"Yeah,
he was...he was in school a few years in front of me."  He looked at
him.  "That's who planted the evidence?"  Horatio
nodded.  "Damn it!"  Phil took the photo back. 
"Can I ask him why?" 


"I'll
let you know why," Phil offered with a small smile.  "I can't
let you question him, Xander.  It's not done and it could rock the
case." 


"Fine." 
He gave his grandfather a hug.  "How's Grandsire?" 


"Doing
well.  He went over for the medical checks then went to spoil Tara and
Don.  I just gave Horatio the information so he could tell you
tonight."  Xander looked at him.  "I only got it this
afternoon, Xander.  I figured you would want to cuddle him and talk about
it tonight." 


"So
there's a baby?" he sighed. 


"One
of her cousins," Horatio offered gently.  "We don't think it's
yours but we'll have to wait for the amnio to prove it.  That'll be around
five months?" 


"It
should be, it was back in my bearing days," Patrick admitted. 


Xander
forced himself to relax.  "Any other news?" 


"He
found the doctor and a sealed specimen tube that had your name on it.  He
sent it back to Mac Taylor for analysis since his lab was over the
kidnaping.  The doctor said it wasn't yours but we want to make
sure."  Xander nodded at that.  "He paid the cousin quite
handsomely to be the backup plan from what Sire said, Xander.  So we'll
know in a few more months." 


"How
could he have gotten two samples?" 


"I'm
not sure," he admitted. 


"He
had how long after he was taken before they left the airport?" Horatio
asked. 


"About
an hour." 


"It
might be possible if they took one right when they got him and then right
before they left," he offered.  "I've seen it done in the past.
We'll see and support your decisions, Xander." 


"No,
if that's my kid, she's coming over, Horatio.  She can follow in Lady
Heather's footsteps and Mommy will cry about being a grandmother." 


He
smiled and nodded. "I can accept that."  Xander smiled at
him.  "I should also ask, did you hear from Willow?" 


"I
did and they said that the miscarriage was slight since she was only a few
weeks along.  Her body's already working on reabsorbing it." 
That got a nod from Patrick.  "Where's Giles?" 


"He's
at my house, Xander.  He needed a neutral place to talk to Ethan for a bit
and work on their former issues."  Xander smiled at that and hugged
him, whispering in his ear.  "I know, Grandson.  Ethan always
came in quite happy when he managed to vex him to the point of losing his
control again."  He stroked over his face. "Now, we should talk
tomorrow about the mess they made of your car." 


"They're
going to replace it if the insurance company won't or else I'm suing
them.  They had no damn reason to get my car out of the shop." 


"They
didn't," Horatio agreed.  "That would still require their bosses
to agree.  I told Gibbs that they had questions about some of the data
recovered and he yelled at a contact he had over there about them taking your
car as well.  He said they should replace it but they might not. 
They can claim it was potential evidence."  Xander growled. 
"I know.  We'll work it out." 


Patrick
smiled at the young man.  "Until then, I've gotten you a lease car,
Xander."  That got a sigh.  "It's only a lease." 
Xander looked at him.  "I think you'll like it and quit frowning at
me.  I don't care if you don't like me spoiling you, Xander.  I'm
going to anyway."  He kissed him on the cheek.  "You be a
good boy and don't get too many speeding tickets this time.  Or else we'll
have to help you find a good driver."  He smiled at Horatio. 
"Would you like to come out to dinner Saturday, boys?" 


"Sure,"
Xander agreed.  "As far as I remember I don't have anyone coming
in."  Horatio handed over the scheduling book from his desk drawer. 
"You took it out of the house?" 


"I
wasn't going to leave it in there with nosy officers, Xander.  Your
clients deserve better."  That got a brilliant smile and Xander sat
down to look it over.  "He has one at seven on Saturday but nothing
that afternoon.  How about a latish lunch or an early dinner?" 


"I
can do that," he agreed, stroking through Xander's soft hair.  His
grandson smiled at him.  "Would that suit you?" 


"It
would," Xander agreed happily, getting up to hug him.  "Love
you." 


"I
adore you as well, Grandson.  Now, make your boy feed you once you get
home.  Cook sent over a full dinner for you both tonight and the
dog."  He patted him on the cheek. "No complaining about the car
either." 


"Is
it here?" Horatio asked.  That got a smile and a nod. 
"Hmm.  Should I worry?"  Patrick leaned over to hiss in his
ear, getting a startled look.  "That is too much.  Even I'd have
to protest, Patrick." 


"It
is only a lease," he assured him. He nodded politely at Phil. 
"Come to me if something needs to happen." 


"Of
course, sir.  Thank you."  He shook his hand then followed him
out to find this guy's personal information. 


Xander
looked at Horatio.  "What did he lease me?" 


Horatio
finished cleaning up his desk and walked Xander out, taking him down to the
parking lot.  Eric, Speed, and Ryan were all staring at the car in the far
corner of the lot, next to Horatio's hummer.  "I believe they can
tell you that." 


Xander
strolled over, resting his chin on Speed's shoulder to look at the car in front
of them.  "Why does that look like a little Italian sports car?"
he asked quietly. 


Speed
looked at him with a grin.  "Because it is a little Italian sports
car, Xander.  Calleigh was considering posing on the hood." 


"He
said it's a lease." 


"Good! 
We should see how it handles." 


"You
are so see-through," Eric said, shaking his head. 


"Hell,
I want to drive the thing and I'm not a thrill junkie for speed," Ryan
said in awe. 


"Grandfather
said it was a lease," Xander protested. 


"Good! 
That means he didn't spend half a mil on a car," Eric agreed, patting him
on the back.  "Keys are inside.  Door's not locked." 


"Horatio,
I'll bring him right back," Speed offered, dragging his son that way so
they could go try it out. 


Horatio
watched as the dark blue sports car pulled out, shaking his head. 
"He'll get so many tickets," he complained.  "Gentlemen,
Patrick has figured out who put most of the disgusting things in my
desk."  They both beamed at him. "All but the one from evidence." 
That got a joint nod.  "If you're clear tomorrow, work on that."



"Sure,
H," Eric agreed.  "Are you going to let him keep it?" 


"It's
totally inappropriate for a young man his age.  All he'll do is get
speeding tickets."  Both young guys smirked at him for that. 
"But his grandfather rented it for him so I can't complain too much. 
Did we make sure the dog was inside when we left, Ryan?" 


"I
put down more kibble and he was nibbling happily when I closed the door,
Horatio." 


"Thank
you, Mr. Wolfe."  Calleigh came out pouting.  "Father and
son went to try to get their first ticket together," he told her. 


"I
swear that boy needs a leash," she complained. 


"Xander
would complain." 


"Not
yours, mine!"  Eric and Ryan both snickered at that.  "He
does!  He didn't even tell me he was heading off." 


"They
only went for a test drive, they'll be back in a few minutes," Eric
assured her. 


"They
had better be.  We've got dinner with my father tonight." 


"Hmm,
family news?" Ryan teased. 


"Not
like yours almost was."  He shrugged at that, looking a bit sheepish. 
"Got too happy on the honeymoon?" 


"Well,
I did throw my back out," he admitted, scratching the back of his
neck.  The boys pulled back in with an escorting patrol car, making them
all laugh.  "Hi, guys." 


"My
fault," Speed offered.  "Handles better at higher speeds,
H." 


"I'm
sure Xander won't be breaking the speed limit anytime soon," Horatio said
dryly. 


The
officer gave them a look then shook his head.  "Boys, and you too,
CSI Duquesne, we have a speedway in this town for when you want to go fast on
asphalt.  Use it, before I have to ticket it and put the car on a watch
list."  Xander pouted.  "What?" 


"His
grandfather leased it for him because the feds seized his for no reason,"
Eric offered.  "Since it got pulled in for evidence after a slight crash...." 
That got a moan.  "Besides, his grandfather is dying, man.  Give
the poor kid a break.  Ticket Speed instead." 


"If
we ticketed Speedle like he deserved he wouldn't have his license
anymore," he said bluntly.  Speed shrugged at that. 
"Lieutenant, maybe we should run a refresher on the driving course at the
academy?  Include Speedle's son as well?" 


"Does
that mean I get to learn how to ride the patrol horses?" Xander asked. 


The
officer looked at him and shook his head.  "We didn't.  Only if
you join that unit, young man."  Xander shrugged. "Ask the nice
Lieutenant to take you, Mr. Harris.  We all think he could use the
relaxation anyway and I heard you were a masseuse as well."  He
walked back to his car, taking it around the building to go park and head in
for his lunch break, plus to spread around what the boy had been given for a
temporary lease car. 


"That
is an idea," Speed agreed, smirking at Horatio. 


"I
don't like to ride, Speed.  I get sore."  Xander blushed at
that. "For the same reasons, yes, Xander.  We'll talk about
it."  Xander smiled at him and held out his hand.  "I'll
follow you home."  Xander nodded, taking the keys from his father's
hand, giving him a hug before getting back in and heading home. 
"I'll see you four tomorrow."  He got into his hummer and headed
home before Xander could get into trouble again. 


Speed
grinned. "It really does handle better at higher speeds and the road out
here isn't that busy right now."  Calleigh moaned and swatted him on
the arm.  "Hey!" 


"Dinner. 
Go change." 


"Oops. 
Have to head home." 


"Fine,
we can do that.  I'll follow you there and no tickets on the
bike."  He nodded and put on his sunglasses, heading over to grab his
helmet and head for the house.  "I'll see you boys tomorrow. 
Play nicely."  She slid into her car and left as well. 


Ryan
looked at Eric.  "I've got a wife to spoil.  Later." 


"Sure,
rub it in," he said dryly. 


Ryan
looked at him.  "I doubt you'd want Willow, Eric." 


"No,
your wife is strange.  I don't like strange women like your
wife."  That got a smile and Ryan shrugged before getting into his
car and heading home.  Eric shook his head, going to his mother's for the
ill-fated dinner meeting.  He really was allergic to nice girls. 
That's why they avoided him and he avoided them in the clubs. 


***



Xander
finished with his balancing his checkbook and frowned.  "Damn
it." 


"Forgot
to take out fees again?" Horatio asked, coming into the office, the dog
following him since he was carrying a plate in his hand.  He looked down
at him.  "You do not beg." 


"He
does so and he proves it every single time anyone nibbles," Xander said
dryly.  "No, not under, over this time."  He let him see
his calculations.  "That's got to be another deposit." 


"Your
bank has online records," he pointed out, kissing him on the temple. 
Xander logged on and looked then blinked and his hand reached for the
phone.  "Click on it first, maybe it's got a copy of the
check."  Xander did that before he called out to his grandfather. 
Sure enough, it came from there.  So Horatio called Gordon, he was
calmer.  Xander had a bad habit of sounding hysterical about the money
stuff.  "Gordon, Horatio.  Who put ten grand in Xander's bank
account?  The check came from the main one.  It's got an impression.
That's where we are, yes."  He nibbled on a bite of vegetable and the
dog made a pathetic noise.  "You don't like carrots, Thumper." 


Xander
took the phone, listening to him.  "Did someone steal it from you and
give it to me?"  He listened then sighed. 
"Why?"  He moaned and put his head down.  "Why do I
need more clothes, Gordon?  I've got plenty.  I know that but I've
still got plenty.  I'm doing fine with the business.  I was even
thinking about dipping into the savings and building a small dungeon off to the
side of the house."   He pouted at his assertion he'd never make
it back.  "Fine.  Grumpy.  Why did Grandsire want me to get
new clothes?  Uh-huh.  So someone gave it to him for me.... 
Who?"  He thumped his head on the desk this time.  "Sure.
Thanks."  He hung up and called his grandsire by feel. 
"Who gave you the money so I could go shopping?"  He handed over
the phone, letting Horatio take it while he shook his head. 


"Who
gave him money to go shopping?" he asked politely.  "No, I'm
ignoring the begging beast at my ankle.  No, not your grandson, the furry
one.  He's in the desk chair."  He rolled his eyes. 
"I don't ignore his begging and you're off the topic, Raphael.  Who
gave it to you?"  He nodded once.  "So you are working on
that issue, correct?"  He smiled. "Thank you."  
He hung up and looked up a number out of Xander's personal rolodex, dialing
it.  "Oz please.  Horatio Caine."  He waited and then
smirked.  "Oz, yes, this is.  No, not a pleasure call, though
I'm sure he wouldn't mind a visit soon.  Someone handed Raphael ten
thousand dollars for Xander and he seemed a bit...cagey about it.  That's
what he said.  Who would that be?"  He listened then smirked a
bit evilly.  "Thank you, Oz.  Of course.  Xander's got a
beautiful home and I'm sure you could have one of the guest rooms if you don't
stay at the main house."  He smiled, looking at his mate. 
"He's very happy.  You don't have to threaten to eat me, I
promise.  Have a good day, Oz."  He hung up and looked at him. 
"Speed and I need to talk." 


"Am
I not allowed to know?" 


"I
need to know who to yell at," he admitted.  "It seems your
former girlfriend is there saying you're to be a sacrifice to the Gods so she's
treating you specially now.  Her and a few others of her clique and
someone named Druscilla?"  Xander went pale at that name. 
"I don't remember hearing about her." 


"Spike's
honey." 


"Oh." 
He nodded once.  That made a bit more sense.  "Why would they
have teamed up?" 


"Not
a fucking clue."  He blinked then called out there. 
"Angel, Xander.  What the fuck is Cordy doing to me?" he
demanded in a high-pitched voice.  "Deadboy, do not make me come out
to LA," he warned.  "Now, she's doing *what*?"  He listened
to him bluster.  "Angel, I'm going to have someone stake your
ass.  Yeah and I can tell Buffy that you're coming to me for my dom
skills," he said dryly.  Angel spluttered.  "Am I
clear?  She's doing what?"  He listened to how Dru had convinced
them all he was about to be needed as a sacrifice so they had to soften him
up.  "I'm out of that life, Deadboy, I doubt I'm going to be in that
sort of trouble.  I also doubt I'm going to be a decent sacrifice. 
No, I'm not that pure.  Well, gee, I don't know, Angel.  Would you
like to talk to my boyfriend?"  He snickered.  "Little
known fact, Angel, but I have had to kill things to protect myself. 
Willow and I both.  Having parents like mine was like that."  He
went silent.  "Am I clear?  Good.  Then back your loony
bitch off my lawn.  I want her away from my family, and that does include
Grandsire Raphael.  If she does not I will make your life a living hell
and stake her on top of you some night."  He hung up and looked at
him.  "So, apparently Angel was going to sacrifice me soon," he
said conversationally. 


Horatio
gave him a kiss.  "I would stop him, Xander."  Xander
smiled and relaxed, giving him a better kiss.  "Any clients
tonight?" 


"Nope,
or tomorrow unless I pop up an emergency."  Horatio smiled at
that.  "Are we having an announcement?" 


"Soon,"
he promised, finishing his snack.  The dog hopped into his lap to lick his
face, getting handed off.  "Dog!" 


"Thumper,
just because he was eating doesn't mean he needs the doggy napkin," he
said patiently, petting him. 


"Obedience
school, Xander." 


Xander
grinned.  "I've got him trained, Horatio."   That got
a look.  "He just loves you.   He'll even fetch my canes
for me."  Horatio moaned and shook his head.  Someone knocked on
the door. "Who is it?" he yelled, getting up and heading that
way.  He found Cooper and Eric on the other side.  "Need more
DVD's," he said blandly. 


"That's
fine.  I was going to go out tonight and wanted to know if you and/or H
wanted to go out to the club with me," Eric offered.  "We're
taking DC to try to get him a girl." 


"Hey,
Horatio, want to go out dancing with Eric and Cooper?" he called, heading
back to the office. 


"I'd
feel out of place," he complained. 


Xander
smiled at him.  "I'd help you learn again," he offered, stroking
the dog.  He winked.  Horatio moaned and nodded.  "Please?"



"Fine. 
The dog stays here." 


"Of
course he does.  Here, Cooper, hold the dog while I go change,"
Xander ordered, handing him off.  "Which club, Eric?  Am I
playing your bodyguard again tonight?" 


"No,
we need draw tonight," he said, watching him head up the stairs. 
"H?" 


"I'll
change as well," he promised, shaking his head all the way up there. 
Xander had clothes on the bed so he got into his closet but Xander turned him
around and pointed at the clothes on the bed.  "Those aren't mine,
Xander." 


"No,
they're mine and I want to see you in them." 


"They're
leather." 


"I
know that."  He grinned wickedly at him.  "If we're getting
DC laid tonight, we've got to look hot enough to draw them to us,
Horatio.  Besides, this way we'll match."  He found what he
wanted and headed into the bathroom, coming out a few minutes later in his
favorite leather pants and a button-up shirt.  Horatio moaned at
him.  "Please?" 


"Can't
I wear your black jeans instead?" he begged. 


"Sure. 
You can do that," he promised, stealing a kiss.  He sat down to fuss
with his hair, scrunching and spiking it like Greg had taught him. 
Horatio came out of the bathroom dressed.  Xander gave him a critical look
and pulled out a different shirt, handing over Horatio's purple one. 
"Do that one instead."  Horatio nodded, changing shirts. 
He sniffed him.  "New deodorant and cologne," he said in
appreciation, taking a nibble of his throat. 


"Keep
that up and I'll never get dressed," he teased. 


"Oh,
I'll be fixing that later," he said with a wink, handing over his
shoes.  Xander put on his sneakers.  Horatio gave him a look. 
"My feet hurt.  I had one of my longer-lasting clients in today and I
was on them for five hours earlier."  He headed down the stairs after
forcing his wallet into Horatio's back pocket.  "My treat for our
stuff since Cordy gave me cash."  He bounced down the stairs and
Cooper moaned and nearly dropped his dog.  "Are we calling Dad?"



"We
could.  He's sulking," Eric admitted.  He dialed him. 
"We're taking DC out to get laid.  You wanna come?  We've got
Horatio and Xander coming."  He smiled and nodded. "Sure,
Speed."  He hung up.  "He'll ask Calleigh but she's in the
tub so it might just be him." 


"She'll
let him flirt as long as he doesn't touch," Xander assured him, nuzzling
his dog's face.  "Good boy, Thumper.  You be a good boy while
we're gone.  Let's go outside for now."  He took his dog
outside, letting him run out to water his favorite tree, then he ran back
inside and to his bowl.  "Good boy!"  He closed and locked
the back door, letting Horatio get the one in his office.  His keys got
handed to Horatio too, earning a smile.  "I don't have pockets and
you'd have to dig them out of the thong later," he said dryly. 
Cooper gave him a look.  "What?" 


"You
look like a stripper." 


"Thank
you," he said happily.  He locked the door and set the alarm and
headed out with them.  He looked at his mate.  "You driving or
me?" 


"You
can drive.  I got a speeding ticket the last time I did," he
admitted, making Eric snicker.  "So did you, Eric." 


"I
remember.  The officer just shook his head as he wrote it out." 
He got into his car and Cooper got in with him.  Xander's car prowled
after his more modest ride and he found a club he had always had good luck
in.  It was a mixed club so Xander and Horatio wouldn't get it for dancing
together and DC could pick up someone nice.  Hopefully!  The poor guy
hadn't had a date in ages.  Nearly a month.  They got a call from
Speed, so he told him where they were.  Then they paid cover and went
inside.  Xander took Horatio out onto the floor, making him sweat with how
the boy was teasing his lover. 


"Damn,"
Cooper said in awe.  "Xander doesn't just look like a stripper."



"Well,
he did win those open poles," Eric joked.  "Horatio's going to
be sleepy tomorrow for the meeting."  He gave him a nudge and
pointed. "Head that way.  I'll take this side of the
floor."  That got an enthusiastic nod and he went to find him some
women.  Eric shook his head and went to get a beer and wait on Speed. 


Who
didn't look so bad himself.  He nodded at Xander and got a wicked smirk
and a nod, plus a mouthed 'that's my boy' from his buddy.  Eric went to
have fun and Speed went to steal his boy for a while.  Horatio rolled his
eyes but went to get a drink and watch over them.  "Hi." 


"Hi,
daddy."  He gave him a hug and got back into the groove. 


Speed
felt himself sweat.  "Damn," he said in awe.  Xander just
grinned and turned around, teasing the one who had been trying to get into his
pants.  The man there pouted when Speed pulled him back against his chest.



Xander
teased him all the more because he was safe and knew no one was going to get
him.  At least until Horatio came back, then he teased him enough to hear
the growling over the thumping bass beat.  He felt Speed get pulled away
and looked at him, getting a nod that it was fine.  He went back to
teasing his boyfriend, making him shiver at one point when he rubbed against
his front while dancing.  Horatio's hands were on his hips and they were
both hard by the time Eric came over dragging Speed back.  "He
okay?" 


"Woman
who wanted to make Calleigh shoot her," Eric told him. "Keep him
here."   He went off again. 


Xander
shrugged and turned to dance with him, letting Horatio have his back. 
Speed smirked and shook his head, winking at them before moving off
slightly.  He felt hands go around his waist and looked up over his
shoulder, smiling at Horatio.  "He'll be fine," he
mouthed.  Horatio nodded, taking him off the floor to get something to
drink.  "Hi, can I have a virgin cranberry ice?"  The
bartender nodded and got it for him and two boys paid his tab for him, getting
a wink in return.  Then he kissed Horatio before leading him off to drink
on the floor.  It was going to be a good night. 


When
he got home he went to send a quick email to his grandfather complaining about
how modern cars were so pitiful for having sex in, then went to jump his mate
and make him beg for mercy.  The dog decided to sleep on the couch that
night. They had a bad habit of flailing and kicking when he licked their toes
or tried to join in. 


***



Horatio
smothered a yawn the next morning, waiting for everyone to come in. 
"Who's missing?" he asked. 


"Markham,"
Calleigh said with disgust. 


"That
too shall be fixed," he promised.  The last two people walked in
together, including the Chief.  "You called for us to meet,
sir?" 


"I
did, Horatio.  Go ahead and sit." 


Horatio
sat a bit slowly.  "Sorry, Xander wanted to go out to the
clubs." 


"Threw
your back?" Speed teased. 


"Didn't
you?" he taunted back. 


"Well,
yeah," he admitted.  He looked at the boss.  "So, what's
up?  Another budget gripe about overtime?" 


"No,
not this quarter."  He smiled at them.  "We've just gotten
a grant to put on a cold case DNA tech," he announced.  They all
nodded at that.  "She comes with a grant to redo some of the
lab." 


"Why?"
Eric asked.  "It works now." 


"They
wanted to redo the lab," the Chief told him.  "So you will all
have six weeks of leave.  Even if you don't have the leave it'll take that
long to do the renovations." 


"Are
we being loaned out to another lab?" Speed asked. 


The
Chief looked at him.  "No, Speedle, I want you to sit at home and
play video games," he said seriously.  "Go take your son for
picnics if you want.  The whole lab is being renovated.  If something
critical comes up for the state boys, they'll call and ask for one of you to be
borrowed for a few days but otherwise you're on vacation."  Everyone
stared.  "Salaried vacation, people.  This was my
decision." 


"At
least we're getting paid," Ryan complained.  "Six whole
weeks?" 


"Yes,
Officer Wolfe.  Wouldn't you rather have that time with your wife?" 


"She's
in college.  I'll be with her cat all day, sir." 


"Whatever. 
Maybe you'll take Speedle's son out for a picnic then." 


"I
doubt his boyfriend would like that," he said dryly, smirking at
him.  "Is the six weeks an estimate or a definite?" 


"Estimate
at this point.  We will be putting the state boys on for any crimes here
in the city.  They said that was fine and the non-felony lab will be done
faster so they'll come back first and take over until your lab is
done."  He looked at Horatio.  "I'm sure you can find
something to do for six weeks, Lieutenant." 


"I'm
sure I could too," he admitted.  He looked at his team. 
"We'll leave one of you on call for a week at a time," he
decided.  "That way if something comes up you don't all have to stay
in the city the entire time." 


"I
could go visit mom for a weekend but I'd never go that long," Calleigh
complained. 


The
fingerprint tech raised her hand.  "What about us, Chief?  Are
we on the same six week leave?"  That got a nod.  "Do I get
to look over the plans for my new lab so I can throw fits now or should I just
start a cassette of it when I first see it?" 


"I
have the plans in my office," he assured her. "Any of you with any
doubts can come look at them." 


"Oh,
I will be," Horatio assured him.  He looked at her.  "We'll
all look it over to agree on what each lab looks like."  They all
nodded at that assertion.  He looked at his boss, who was scowling at
him.  "We don't know who designed it and I'm sorry, Chief, but
sometimes people with ideas don't see the reality.  The only problem we've
got now is the lack of lighting in two labs.  The overheads are too dim. 
We need brighter bulbs." 


"This
new lab will be light and airy," he promised. "With lots of sunlight
and ways for it to reach everywhere." 


"If
it hits AV I can't do my job," Cooper told him.  "How long do we
have to submit complaints so whoever can make changes?" 


"Today,"
he decided. That got a nod and they all headed to do that.  He looked at
Horatio.  "You're going to complain about six weeks of paid
leave?" 


"Some
of us will be a bit bored," he admitted. 


"You'll
figure it out, Horatio." 


"I
probably won't be one of them," he admitted. 


"Good. 
Let me know if you need any radical changes." 


"I'm
heading there now," he sighed, heading that way.  He found Speed
already grumbling. "What?" 


"It
looks like an Escher with glass."  He let him see the proposed
drawings.  He also handed over the notepad someone had started. 
"Let's let them do a tour, Chief.  Please?  The labs are too
small and unusable in this.  Also, fairly dangerous."  That got
a nod from Horatio - who was making copious notes on the notepad.  Then he
handed them on with a head shake.  "Can you please include a second
set of bathrooms?" Speed asked.  "She's only got one by the
break room and then the locker room."  That got added as a separate
point at the top of the page.  Speed looked at the boss.  "Are
we going to have to fight with idiot feds over this?"  That got a
nod. "Figures." 


Horatio
patted him on the shoulder. "We'll get through this, Speed.  You and
Xander need to talk about Cordelia and Druscilla anyway." 


"What
did the loony bitch do this time?" he demanded, glaring at him. 


Horatio
smirked.  "We found out they've decided Xander is going to be a
sacrifice soon so they're treating him like a god before they kill
him."  Speed growled at that.  "Sent him a rather nice check
to go shopping through his Grandsire."  The growl got deeper and
everyone but Eric stepped away. 


Eric
patted him on the back.  "You can yell at them.  We have the
vacation time now," he reminded him. 


Speed
looked at him.  "Why would I want to go to LA?  If I did that,
someone would die."  He looked at Horatio again.  "Was it
fixed?" 


"Xander
pointed out how flawed he would be as a sacrifice," he said gently.
"He called Angel and apparently shocked him." 


Speed
just nodded.  "Good!  I'll help."  He walked off
shaking his head.  He knew his boy was either in bed or the pool at this
time of the morning but Gordon was usually up so he called him to make sure
they knew about this situation and to see if they had more information, giving
him what he could on Druscilla and Cordelia both. 


"When
does leave start?" Horatio asked. 


"Tomorrow
morning." 


"This
will push back the renovations," Horatio pointed out.  His boss
stared at him. "You're serious?" 


"I
am.  Wrap up what you can today, Horatio.  You're nearly clear so
unless you get a bad case today it should be fine.  Finish all those nasty
reports you've all got backlogged as well."  That got a mass groan
but they went to do that.  He took the seventeen pages of notes and looked
them over, moaning at them.  He called the new tech and her designer to go
over them with her.  The sheets of problems got faxed to the design office
and new plans were drawn up that day to fix things.  Because it was just
bad.  Very bad.  No one could work in a 4x8 lab. 


***



Xander
looked up as someone came around the house.  "Hi, Thomas. 
What's up?"  He climbed out of the pool and put a towel around his
waist since he was naked.  He saw the look on his face. 
"Granddad?" 


"Sire's
grumpy," he admitted.  "Called me at two this morning to chew me
a new one for you complaining about Cordelia." 


"I
don't want to be a sacrifice," he complained.  "Does he want me
to be one?" 


"No,"
he said patiently, sitting down at the table out by the pool.  Xander had
recently put in a small patio set with an umbrella out there.  "He
didn't think you scaring Angel was a good thing however." 


"Why
is he more scared of me now than he was then?  I mean besides the fact
that we broke some of his willful blindness." 


"Basically
that.  Are you okay?" 


"I'm
fine.  I'm debating sending it back," he admitted as he sat
down.  "I don't think I should spend it." 


"You
probably should.  You also might want to put a lawyer on
retainer."  Xander gave him an intense look.  "To handle
things for you since Gordon's getting sicker, Xander," he said more
gently. 


"Usually
I don't do anything that needs a legal person.  I mean, I don't need one,
right? I'm not going to get busted soon for being a dom?"  He shook
his head.  "You're sure?" 


"I
am.  We keep a very close eye on you in the various federal level
systems."  He gave him a pat on the hand.  "Someone will
have to help you with the will after the Father dies, Xander.  Also a
prenuptial?" he suggested.  Xander gaped.  "Perhaps as a
front for the newest things you've gotten sent so they can auction them off and
help you discourage someone?" 


"Is
Gordon that sick?  Because if he is I'll gladly hire someone that Horatio
recommends to handle that for me if he's too sick to do it," he promised.
"I don't want to make him get worse faster." 


"He's
not.  It's merely been noted that you haven't made many long-term
plans." 


"I'm
not one who does that," he agreed.  "Every time I did that
before they got shattered."  That got a knowing look. 
"They did.  The last time I made a long-term plan Timmy told me I
couldn't go back to Sunnydale." 


"I
understand how that goes but you do need to work on a few things.  Things
like a will.  That can change over the course of your lifetime," he
said gently at the sad look.  "We don't expect you to need it but you
never know.  You nearly crashed last night on the way home." 


"The
cop car cut me off and tried to shove us off the road.  I wasn't even
going fast!" 


"I
know, Xander.  The security detail last night was following you and got it
on film.  We tape you going everywhere for your grandfather," he
shared.  That got a smile.  "Now, we do think you should think
about some longer term things.  Your will.  A prenuptial.  It
can stay in the safe if you want.  That'll be good until it's signed or unless
you need to make changes." 


"I
know I consider Horatio my mate," he said quietly, looking at the
table.  He looked up.  "I know he's not going to steal from
me.  He's not with me for the money." 


"No
he's not.  We adore you with Horatio," he assured him, patting him on
the hand.  "We just thought it should be spelled out more firmly in
case something does happen that does separate you.  Like him being asked
to choose between you and his career.  I know someone's already tried to
blackmail him about you."  Xander's face hardened and he glared at
him. "I have no idea."  He stared at him.  "Both of
those and having someone to send the stupid presents to would help you." 


"Is
this what grandfather wants?" he asked quietly. 


"No. 
He likes to ignore such things until he can't anymore. We're still working on
his will, protesting mostly that we don't want his stuff and some of us won't
live that long past him because some of us are sick too."  Xander
nodded, looking sad.  "I'm fine, Xander." 


"I
know.  I know the other new guy isn't."  He shook his
head.  "Has anyone told Horatio and them that?  Just in case it
comes up on a scene or something?" 


"Not
yet."  He considered it.  "It might be a good idea if you
let them know, as you said just in case something happens."  Xander
nodded.  "Now I do agree that Horatio could probably lead you in the
right direction toward someone to handle some things for you.  Like the
taxes you'll have to pay next month." 


"I
did that last month," Xander said, looking a bit confused. 
"They said to come in every six months."  That got a smile and a
nod.  "Taxes are really high." 


"They
are, but the sad fact is that you'd pay less if you had more people working for
you."  He shrugged and grinned.  "At least make out a
preliminary will, Xander.  Just in case something like last night happens
again." 


"Sure. 
Can I bring in that tape?" 


"No,
I'll go hand it to Horatio myself," he promised, patting him on the hand
again.  "I didn't mean to depress you." 


"You
didn't."  He grinned a bit.  "Tell Grandfather I still
don't want the money." 


Thomas
laughed.  "I'm sure he'll sigh in displeasure once again,
Xander.  Any word yet from Grandsire about the amnio?" 


"Not
yet.  I haven't heard directly from him in a few days.  Last I heard
he was up in New York babying Tara and Don some more." 


"He
probably still is.  He does adore Tara."  He smiled. 
"He even updated his will to include the two of them."  He
stroked his cheek.  "Now, you go shower off the chemicals and
water.  Then take your boy lunch.  That way you two can
talk."  Xander nodded and headed inside.  Thomas got up and
headed back to his car, driving down to the station.  He found Calleigh
outside.  "Is everyone else gone?" 


"Cursing
in the morgue," she said with a small smile.  "What's going
on?" 


"Just
something someone needed to see," he promised, handing over the
tape.  "If you guys aren't busy Xander was going to drop in for
lunch." 


"No,
we're having an easy day before we go on enforced vacation during
renovations," she admitted.  He smiled at that.  "Six
weeks.  Speed's going to be insane." 


"Maybe
he'll help with some of Xander's boredom."  He winked and headed off,
going back to the house. 


Calleigh
walked the tape inside to AV.  "Busy?" 


"Not
really.  Watching tv."  He took the tape and ran it for
her.  He blinked.  "Isn't that... Xander's car?" 


"It
is," she agreed. "Fast forward would you please?"  He did
and they both stared in horror as the cruiser cut the sports car off. 
"Volume?"  He turned it up and they listened to the guys doing
the taping pointing out he wasn't going too fast, there wasn't a chase, and no
one had any lights on.  The cruiser tried to bump him again then they sped
off when the chase car hit a spotlight on their rear window. 
"Uh-huh.  No wonder Thomas handed that in."  He rolled it
back and got a good picture of the car.  "Thank you,
Cooper."  He printed it off so she took it and the tape with her,
putting it into an evidence bag.  She looked around. "Oh, dear, I
think I broke a nail," she called loudly.  Eric gave her a look from
his lab.  "Someone tried to run Horatio and Xander off the road last
night?" 


"They
did?"  She nodded, handing him the tape and the still. 
"Uh-huh.  Ian!" he yelled.  He came out of his
office.  "Does the breaking a nail thing usually work?" 


"He
usually offers me a file," she said with a small grin as their IAB consort
came down the stairs.  "Someone tried to run Horatio and Xander off
the road last night?" 


"I
heard something about a cruiser taking body damage."  The picture was
held up. "That would be the one."  The tape was held up. 
"Where did we get this?" 


"From
the head of security for Xander's grandfather," Calleigh said. 
"By the way, Xander's coming with lunch, Eric." 


"I'll
see if he'll pick something up for me too." 


"Ask
him if he can get mine too," Ryan called from somewhere. "I'll pay
him back when he gets here." 


"Sure,
Wolfe."  He shook his head and dialed Xander.  "If we beg
would you pick up stuff for Wolfe, Calleigh, and I too?  We'll pay you
back," he promised with a smile.  "Thanks.  So, cruiser who
tried to run you off the road?"  He raised an eyebrow. 
"Really?  What was Horatio doing?"  He just nodded. 
"Interesting. Thank you.  Yeah, we're probably going to be here,
another shooting willing.  Thanks."  He hung up. "He'll get
your usual from Burger King, Wolfe." 


"Thanks."



Eric
shook his head again and looked at the IAB officer, who was snickering quietly
behind the picture.  "Xander was driving and Horatio was nearly
asleep." 


"Very
interesting.  Thank you, guys."  He walked off, going to find
Horatio.  He found him in his office. "You nearly got hit last night
by a cruiser?" 


"Yes
but I thought it was out of control." 


"Apparently
not.  They never reported it." 


"I
didn't think to get the number."  The picture was held up. 
"His grandfather's people?"  That got a nod. 
"Good.  Anything else I should know?" 


"Your
boy's coming in for lunch." 


"It'll
keep me from some paperwork."  That got a smile and he went back to
his office.  Horatio considered calling out there but they were probably
doing it on Patrick's orders in case another mad woman tried to run him off the
road. 


***



Xander
walked into the station with a small box of bags.  "Hi, I'm in for
lunch," he told the new person, taking the sign-in sheet to fill it
out.  He smiled at him.  "I'm Speedle's son." 


"I
see.  Does he know you're coming?"  Xander nodded. 
"They're not here." 


"Really? 
I just called and he said he was in Trace."  The man glared. 
"I called to see if he wanted mayo or not on his burger.  Can you
page him?  Or Horatio?  Or someone?"  He grinned.
"Please?" 


"Fine." 
He did that but didn't get an answer.  "Sorry, no answer up
there." 


Xander
called a number.  "Cooper, can you tell Ryan if he's that starved to
come get me?  At reception.  Thanks."  He hung up. 
"They're in the break room now."  Ryan came down and grabbed the
box, towing him off with it.  "Thank you."  He waved and
walked on.  "I had to get you kinky fries." 


"That's
great, I don't mind.  Got me ranch dressing?" 


"Of
course."  He grinned and nudged him.  "How's my Willow
buddy?" 


"Cranky. 
Physics test today."  Xander snickered at that. 
"Really."  He walked him into the break room.  "Did
you plan for Frank?" 


"No
but I got extra in case."  He handed out bags and gave Frank his
extra burger then sat down next to his father.  "Hi." 


"Hi." 
He gave him a hug.  "What's going on down there?" 


"He
said he called and no one answered." 


"My
cell worked the last time I knew," he offered, shrugging a bit. 
"We'll figure it out, Xander."  He dug into his lunch, smiling
and taking the rest of Ryan's ranch dressing for his chicken sandwich.
"Thanks, Wolfe." 


"Always
happy to share," he said dryly.  "So, Xander, what's going
on?  I heard you nearly got hit by a cruiser?" 


"Yeah,
I thought they lost control."  He shrugged and ate a bite then looked
at Horatio when he walked in.  "I left yours in the box." 
That got a smile and he grabbed it, sitting down to start eating. 
"Thomas came to see me today and he wanted me to point something out in
case it ever came up.  We all know some of Grandfather's people are also
sick, right?  I mean beyond Gordon and his lung cancer?"  They
all stared at him.  He nodded.  "At least one of the security
guys and one other guy in the office staff.  He didn't think you guys knew
but with the way these things happen he wanted to make sure you guys would be
okay if something happened." 


"We
usually take precautions," Speed admitted.  "That's good to know
however."  He gave him a nudge.  "Cruiser?" 
Xander shrugged. "Okay.  Is that the only reason for lunch? 
Because if not we've got time to make some plans," he said with a wicked
smirk. 


Xander
beamed back.   "Grandfather said something about renovations and
you guys getting a few weeks off." 


"Six,"
Eric snorted.  "At least."   Xander gaped. 
"With pay since it's a federal grant.  It'll come out of that
probably."  Horatio nodded.  "Are they going to fix the
problems?" 


"I
do hope so, Eric."  He looked at his boy.  "What else did
he say?" 


He
cleared his throat then looked at him.  "Thomas suggested I get
someone to help with things as a front since Gordon's only getting
sicker," he said quietly.  Horatio tipped his head a bit at that and
ate another bite.  "He also mentioned wills and
prenuptials."  That got a choke from Speed.  "I didn't
think it was time for that yet and I don't think I need one but he said that
someone was going to try to blackmail my boyfriends some day soon about their
careers or me." 


"One
has tried," Horatio admitted.  "It was handled." 
Xander nodded at that.  "Do you like that idea?" 


"He
suggested they could be the person to scare the present giving idiots." 


"That
might be helpful," he agreed.  He ate another bite, thinking while he
chewed.   "I think it might be a good idea to make out a
preliminary will anyway, Xander.  You do own the house and a few other
things.  If you were to die it'd all be taken by the state, including the
stuff in the safe." 


"Then
I should definitely do that and leave those to Lady Heather," he agreed.
"That way they can be kept safely or destroyed by her."  That
got a smile from his boy.  "Do you like that idea?" 


"I
could like it.  I can't see you paying retainer price for it." 


Speed
coughed.  "We still have to hand over the things we couldn't send
back, H." 


"I
thought you did," Xander said, staring at him. 


"We
did, the last shipment," Eric agreed.  "Now we've got more and
we should clear them before they do the renovations."  Speed nodded
at that.  "Maybe the lawyer can scare them for Horatio and
Gordon." 


"That's
what he was thinking but also some longer-term planning," Xander
admitted.  That got a smile from Eric and Horatio both and a grimace from
Speed.  "I know, I'm not a long-term guy really.  The last time
I made long-term plans you told me I couldn't go back to Sunnydale." 


"Which
was a better plan anyway," Speed agreed, looking at him.  "You
want this?  That's kinda expensive." 


"I
figure I can pay him out of the auction of the stuff I can't send back." 


Ryan
coughed then drank some of his tea.  "Willow walked up to one's house
and knocked on her door, handing it back to the woman with a nice word about
how this had come from your house to her very taken friend.  Then she
walked away humming after embarrassing her in front of her family." 


Horatio
moaned.  "That wasn't a very good idea, Ryan." 


"It
wasn't mine.  She told me about it later." 


"The
woman had sent six things, Horatio, and she's not that wealthy.  I'm sure
someone there is going to rein her in soon," Speed assured him.  He
looked at his boy.  "If that's what you want to do." 


"Well,
it's either that or hire an officer who's on injury leave or newly retired to
do that for me," Xander told him.  "Then do the will
thing." 


"I
know a few officers who'd love that," Frank said with a bright grin. 
"Mayper just retired."  Eric and Speed both shuddered. 
"Can't get a bigger, badder, more attituded former cop than him.  He
could probably even scare some of them from coming near you again, kid." 


Xander
grinned at that.  "I kinda like that idea.  Horatio?" 


"I
could like that idea, though he lacks tact, Frank.  Most of these people
are fairly wealthy if they can throw money away on expensive presents without
doing more than hoping for a return." 


"It's
a tax writeoff," Calleigh reminded him. "A capitol loss." 
Everyone stared at her.  "I asked someone over at the IRS about
that.  They did say it was a plausible writeoff but not one they wanted to
see too many of." 


Xander
looked at her.  "Grandfather said his only lasted for about four
years." 


"Good!"
she agreed happily.  "Would Mayper do that, Frank?" 


"He
might.  Give him a small fee every month.  Retirement pay sucks after
all." 


"It
does," Speed agreed.  He shrugged.  "That's an idea to talk
about later."  He nudged his son with a grin.  "We're all
free for six weeks." 


"I
have a whole week free in a month," he said happily.  "I was
planning on sneaking out to visit Greggy.  Horatio?" 


"I
could get behind that plan," he agreed, smiling at him.  "We'll
each be doing a week on- call during this hiatus.  That way everyone gets
some actual vacation time in."  That got nods. 


"We
saw Greg when we were out getting married.  Our hotel had a suicide and
they sent Greg and Nick to handle it," Ryan offered.  "Willow
gushed over him until Nick had to make me drag her off.  Embarrassed him
totally." 


"He
told me," Horatio assured him.  Xander gave him a look. 
"It was work related, Xander." 


"I'm
not jealous," he assured him. "Lady Heather said she looked her up
and called."   Everyone burst out laughing.  They couldn't
see someone like Lady Heather putting up with Willow babbling at her for very
long.  Horatio smiled at him.  "She would like a visit when we come
out." 


"Of
course.  When were you going to tell me about this trip?" 


"Two
weeks before so you could come out for a weekend if you wanted to." 


"That
does seem reasonable," he agreed with a smile.  "Now, let's
finish up and clean up our desks this afternoon."  They nodded and
finished up, leaving him and Xander.  "I don't mind if you did go
with an officer or a lawyer, but I think it's too early to be thinking prenup,
Xander," he said quietly. 


"I
pointed that out and I also said I didn't think we needed one," he
admitted.  He finished his soda and balled everything up inside the cup,
then tossed it out and sat down, staring at him again.  "I know
you're not in it for the money or prestige, Horatio.  The same as you know
I'm not."  That got a smile.  "He did say I could leave it
in the safe if I wanted. I also am leaving Daddy the house since you have
one." 


"I
can agree to that," he promised, smiling at him.  "I don't want
the house since I have one."  Xander relaxed at that.  "I
will take the dog."  That got a smile and a nod.  "Are we
bringing the beast with us?" 


"We
are.  Greg wanted to meet him." 


"That's
fine.  They make carriers for flying and he's more than small enough to
fit in the seat." 


"Grandfather
suggested I use the plane I sold him." 


"We'd
have to pay for gas." 


"No
we wouldn't.  He said he wanted me to go up there like a knight in shining
armor and save Greggy from the heathen bitches who keep hitting on him." 


Horatio
grinned. "He's mentioned them.  New intern in the lab." 
That got a nod.  "I would go with whatever you decided on
that."  Xander smiled.  "Good.  Now, you should expect
Speed to throw fits." 


"I
don't care." 


"Good. 
Then we'll deal with it as it comes along."  Xander smiled and
nodded.  "We should turn those things and files over to you." 


"If
you want.  I've got a DVD for Cooper in the car." 


"Go
get it and we'll let him carry stuff down with Eric, Speed, and I." 
Xander whimpered.  "Including the files."  That got a nod
and Xander got up, giving him a hug before heading down there to dig out the
DVD.  Horatio went to find the boys pulling stuff out.  "Get
Cooper to help, boys."  Eric paged him to help carry and he came in
to help by grabbing the stack of files they had on the evidence.  They
brought it down, layering the trunk with two of the boxes and the other in the
front seat.  The files went on the floormat.  Xander slipped the DVD
into Cooper's labcoat pocket with a grin and then got hugs from everyone before
heading home to deal with this crap again.  If they couldn't discourage
them then he'd have to try. 


Cooper
walked back into AV, putting in the DVD.  The hockey season was over so he
wondered what Xander had found him.  He nearly fell out of his seat when
the picture came up, his mouth falling open.  "Soccer," he said
in awe.  "Oh, man!"  He whimpered and couldn't quite bring
himself to blink.  Jogging naked women instead of skating naked
women.  He didn't even hear Speed and Calleigh walk in to look over his
shoulder.  He only protested when they put it on the smaller screen so he
had to sit up to watch it so no one could see it from the hall. 


"The
chief just saw," Calleigh told him.  "Speed said it was
evidence." 


"Of
why God made women bouncy," he agreed, smiling at them.  "I love
your son, Speed.  Have another one?" 


"Any
I had now would be normal kids, Cooper.  Keep it to yourself." 


"But
Eric... Ryan?" 


"Page
them later," Calleigh said.  "No watching it in the
lab."  He nodded and muted the screen.  "Thank you. 
Remember, no copying in the lab either." 


"I've
got a brand new DVD copier at home ready for this baby," he vowed. 
She walked out shaking her head. 


Speed
looked at him.  "That's the second game of the season.  He
recorded them down backward.  There's been eight so far." 
Cooper whimpered.  "We caught the season at the start this
time." 


"I
love your son," he said, giving him a hug.  "Thank you!" 


"Thank
him yourself," he said, walking off shaking his head.  Horatio passed
by him with a curious look.  "Soccer season, H." 


Horatio
detoured and turned off the by-play.  "Not in the lab, Cooper." 


"Yes,
Horatio." 


"Thank
you."  He walked off again.  He would have to talk to Xander
about giving those to the horny boys in his lab after shift from now on. 
He really would. 


Eric
leaned in.  "What did Xander slip you?" 


"Naked
soccer," he said, waving him inside and checking the hall before turning
it on.  Eric gaped in awe.  "Same women I think." 


"Maybe. 
Turn that off before we get into trouble."  Cooper turned it off and
grinned at him.  "Get the rest from him and make me
copies."  He headed out, going to tell Ryan. 


***



Don
Flack opened up the package that had been dropped on his desk by the mail
clerk, looking at the DVD holder sheet.  It had 8 DVD's on it and they
were all marked soccer and a number.  He slid in the first one and then
had to turn it off when he saw what it was.  "Hey, soccer season's
started in Europe," he said happily, sliding it back into the
sleeve.  The guy at the desk across from his gave him a look. 
"On the same circuit as the hockey games." 


That
got a snicker.  "Your nephew is a great guy, Flack.  Make
copies?" 


"I
don't know how ta do that.  We can ask Danny or Stella." 


"Won't
she scream?" 


"Not
really."  He knew she was down there so he called her. 
"How do I copy the new DVD's from Xander?"  He grinned. 
"Soccer.  Maybe the same girls, not sure."  He nodded,
writing down instructions.  "Thanks, Stella.  Think we could
slip the AV guy twenty to do it for us if I brought in DVD's?"  He
snickered at her 'only if you distract Mac for a few weeks'. 
"Sure.  Thanks."  He hung up and looked at him. 
"I can make copies but I've got to use the computer at home she
said.  Then she said at the end to ask Danny.  My copier's
broke." 


That
got a grin.  "That's fine, man.  Whenever." 


Don
nodded and got back to work on work things, the DVD's safely in his drawer so
they couldn't get ruined.  He did write an email to his father offering
him a copy as well.  His poker buddies had loved the naked hockey games...



***



Greg
looked up when someone called his name a few hours into his shift that night,
waving a hand before going back to his microscope.  "What?" he
asked when Warrick walked in. 


"Mail,
Greggy."  He put it in a clear spot and Greg looked at it and
smiled.  "From your boy?" 


"Xander
said he was sending me something."  He moved away from the evidence
on the table and took off his gloves to open it, smiling at the DVD holder and
the small white box.  He opened that and beamed at the protection
amulet.  That went around his neck and the DVD's were looked at. 
"Hey, the hockey season turned into soccer.  Cool." 
Warrick took them to run in AV, making Archie choke, splutter, and wheeze until
he found his personal stash of DVDs to burn down to.  "I want those
back," Greg called after him.   He fingered his amulet, then
gloved up again and got back to work. 


"Greg,"
Grissom said an hour later.  "Are those your DVDs Archie's copying
off his personal laptop?" 


"Xander
sent 'em," he said absently.  "Soccer." 


"I
saw.  I had to run Nick out of there."  Greg gave him a
look.  "Keep them at home." 


"He
sent them to me here since I'm never at home."  He pointed at the envelope
off to the side.  "He also sent me a protection amulet." 


"Good. 
You could use it."  He looked at it.  "That's very
pretty." 


"Thank
you."  He grinned and got back to work.  "I told them I
wanted them back, Gris.  Go steal them back and I'll take them home with
me when I head there in a few hours." 


"Thank
you, Greg.  Is there anything else I need to know?" 


"Xander's
coming out in about a month but Horatio may be coming with him since they're
doing a lab revamp at the moment," he said, going back to his
microscope.  "They got given six weeks off for the renovations."



"They're
both coming?"  Greg nodded.  "Thank you."  He
went to warn the others.   "Master Tim's coming in a
month," he announced into the AV lab.  "With Horatio Caine this
time."  They all let out a breath of relief.  "Greg is to
get that back immediately, Archie.  Do that on your own time." 


"Yes,
Gris.  Sorry.  I didn't have anything else to do yet." 


"I
don't care.  Naked soccer is not for shift time."  He walked off
shaking his head.  He ran into Sarah and turned her around. 
"You don't want to go deal with that." 


"What? 
More hockey post-season?" she teased. 


"Soccer." 
She went pale.  He nodded.  "Xander sent up the first
batch.  He'll be here in a month as well with the head of the dayshift
felony lab." 


"Wow. 
So we might not have him kidnaped this time?"  Greg walked behind her
and popped her on the head.  "Hey!" 


"It
is not his fault," he said with a glare.  "Do not pick on Xander
for things he can't control.  That's not nice."  He went to get
a soda then came back to look at Grissom.  "Why are there deep sea
spores in my guy's mouth?" 


"Anything
that could have come from sushi?" Grissom suggested. 


"No. 
Not unless he enjoys eating Spongebob raw."  He popped open the soda
and took a drink, looking at him.  "I found it online in the database
after emailing Eric Delko.  He's a diver too and he knows more about those
things.  There was also bits of coral.  He said that's normal to find
them together but there's no ocean here and we're outside the range for coral
or deep sea sponges." 


"Neither
one is something you'd find in contact with food either," Grissom
admitted. "Did it have to do with his murder?" 


"Not
unless it strangled him with the phone cord." 


"I'll
take that as a no."  He nodded. "I don't know, Greg.  Is
there anywhere in the city that has some in a tank?" 


"The
only place I know with coral in a tank is letting it die and the last time I
knew it didn't have sponges.  I've got a call in to the local exclusive
pet shop for tomorrow but I'm stuck with that at the moment.  Unless you
know, Sarah?" 


"I
don't get out that much," she admitted. 


He
frowned. "Would Catherine know?" 


"She
might.  Catherine?"  She came out of AV.  "He has
stopped, right?" 


"Yeah. 
It's even the same girls, Grissom.  They apparently are
multi-talented."  Sarah snorted at that.  "What's up?"



"Deep
sea sponges and traces of coral inside my guy's mouth," he told her. 
"I checked it with a diver out of Miami's labs and he told me that they're
often found together.  It was coral bits in his teeth.  The sponge
was on the roof of his mouth according to Doc Robbins." 


She
frowned and thought.  "I only know one place that has coral in a tank
and it didn't have sponges the last time I was there." 


"Me
too.  We were there together probably," he reminded her. 


"We
were," she agreed, shrugging a bit.  "Okay.  Should we call
around?" 


"The
exclusive place where you get fancy imported fish for pets is closed for the
night. I've got a call in to call me back in the morning," he
admitted.  "I thought you might know somewhere else since we hang out
at vastly different places." 


"True. 
Did you enjoy the goth club?" she teased. 


"I
so did," he agreed happily.  "When he comes back in a month
we're even planning on taking Lady Heather out for the night again too." 


"She
had fun last time," Grissom assured him.  "Even if she did say
you were impudent." 


"Well,
yeah," he admitted with a grin.  He bounced off, going back to finish
documenting the stuff he was seeing. 


Catherine
smiled and shook her head.  "Those boys are going to drive someone
insane." 


"Horatio,"
he told her. 


She
gave him an odd look. "Caine?"  He nodded. 
"Really?"  He smirked and nodded. "Is he coming
too?"  He smiled brighter and nodded.  "I look forward to
seeing him again."  She walked off, heading to get her copies of the
DVD's.  She had seniority, she got hers first. 


***



Tara
looked at Don the next night, sliding into his lap.  "What are you
watching?" 


"Um,
naked soccer while I make copies for Dad's buddies and Danny and
them."  He blushed a bit.  "Sorry." 


"Do
you want me to play soccer like that?" 


"No,
I don't think you'd like that."  He gave her a kiss. "I like you
just fine how you are, Tara. Bump on your nose and all."  She blushed
and ducked her head.  He kissed her on the forehead.  "If you
want me to give 'em up, I'll have Xander start sendin' 'em to Danny
instead." 


"No. 
Every guy has to have an outlet when his girl can't do things and things like
that make you giggle." 


He
made her look.  "You'd look really funny running like that,
baby." 


She
giggled and nodded.  "I would. I don't bounce like that." 


"Love
you because you don't," he promised. 


"Mushy,"
she teased. 


"Well,
yeah, but only over you," he teased back. She smiled.  "We on
for anything tonight?" 


"No. 
Raphael is headed back to Yemen."  He nodded and gave her a
cuddle.  "Do you really think Xander's going to be a daddy?" 


"I
think someone wanted to try.  I don't know if someone managed it or not. 
I do know he'll explode and take that kid if it is his."  She nodded,
snuggling into his arms.  "Did you and Willow have a good
talk?"  She nodded, playing with his shirt buttons.  She got one
undone and slid her hand in to stroke over his undershirt.  "Feeling
a bit frisky?" he suggested. 


"Just
wanted a cuddle.  I'll be frisky later." 


"Whenever
you want," he vowed. Because he would drop a suspect and walk over him to
get Tara in bed.  It almost scared him how devoted he was but it was a
nice sort of scary.  "I realized earlier that you're the one thing
that made me understand Xander's cult better."  She gave him an odd
look.  "I'm that sort of scary over you." 


"Oh." 
She considered it then smiled.  "As long as you don't become a bad
guy, Don." 


"I
try very hard not to," he assured her.  He nuzzled her cheek and
pouted.  "Can't kick in those shoes," he complained. 


"I
doubt anyone's really watching the *score*, Don," she teased.  She
pinched one of his nipples.  "It's like that show on Comedy Central with
the girls on trampolines." 


"Yeah,
only without the shirts," he agreed happily, giving her a squeeze. 
"Did he nag you about getting married again?" 


"No
but your sister did.  I went into the ephemeris and found the only good
date would be her wedding day and I don't want to spoil it.  She pouted at
me when I told her that. She suggested the spring and I said she could have all
the grandchildren, your mom said so."  Don snickered at that. 
"I did tell her we wouldn't be taking her wedding day from her." 


"Good. 
I like how her boy leashes her mouth."  He kissed her and smiled at
her. "Still just wanna cuddle?"  She blushed and giggled. 
"If you do that's fine." 


"No."



"Then
I'm for that."  He picked her up and carried her off to bed. 
Naked women playing soccer had nothing on his girl. 


***



Xander
finished with the last package and sent it off.  Then he settled in to
look at the others.  They had no idea who had sent it to them.  He
had talked to the officer Frank had suggested with Horatio's help and he had
agreed to the plan of scaring them off for him.  He said it was a bit of
fun in his mundane and drab retirement.  He had all the files they had
gathered and he had put up the address they had created for presents to be sent
to instead of his on everything he sent back with a nice note about how he
couldn't possibly take such an expensive gift since he was taken.  He felt
a bit girlish doing it but oh well.  Better that than to be gifted by
everyone and their brother.  He leaned back, looking at his scheduling
book.  "I had a client coming an hour ago." 


He
scanned the house, no one else was around.  He called him, didn't get an
answer.  He got up to check the house in person, just in case they were
being silent.  Nothing.  He went back to his book to look at
it.  His last night hadn't shown up either.  Different fed.  The
one today was his ATF agent sub.  He frowned and made a note.  Then
he looked at the last few days.  He had a few others miss out with
him.  He called the local bar in town, getting the bartender. 
"It's Master Tim.  Is something going on?  I've had clients that
haven't shown up and I know I'm still practicing.  I've never said
anything to the contrary."  He frowned.  "When was
that?"  He nodded.  "No, that was weeks ago.  Yeah,
they got her.  My client had to shoot someone a few days later when they
came in looking for me as well.  The car wreck was before that by a few
days."  He considered the rumors he was being told.  "No,
I'm perfectly fine.  I haven't called off any sessions in weeks, not since
that shooting.  I've seen everyone but one person since then. 
They're on vacation." 


He
frowned and nodded.  "Thanks.  Yeah, let them know I'm still
practicing if they come in.  I have no idea what's going on. 
Thanks."  He hung up and called his father. "Dad? 
Someone's spreading rumors around that I'm sick.  I don't know who,"
he told his voicemail.  "I'm working on who right now.  Love
you."  He hung up and called his grandfather's house. 
"Granddad, who's saying I'm sick?"  He listened, making notes.
"Really?  Thank you, Grandfather.  No, a bunch of people who
haven't shown up."  He made notes on that as well, shaking his head.
"Thanks.  I'll let him know.  Yeah, I want to know that
stuff.  Plus about the amnio tests.  Thanks.  Love
you."  He hung up and called Eric.  "It's me.  Come
over?"  He smiled. "Thanks, man.  Pick up some new
DVD's.  The TIVO's full."  He hung up and went to make some
plans.  Someone was going to get his foot up their asses.  Internal
Affairs or not. 


***



Horatio
walked into the house later that night, finding Eric on the couch with an ice
pack on his head.  "Hurt yourself?" 


"No,
the guy who came to attack Xander hit me on the head with a stick," he
admitted tiredly.  "Xander's babying me for saving him." 
He moved the ice pack.  "Go to the office, look at the notes Xander
showed me, H.  You'll need to handle something soon." 


Horatio
went that way, finding Xander in there in the safe.  "Something
missing?" 


"Yup. 
One of the session DVDs is missing."  He locked it and came over to
make a note on the notes he was making then handed them over.  "You
need that.  Is Eric asleep?" 


"No. 
What happened?" 


"We
were copying things off the TIVO while I told him about how it was strange that
some of my clients hadn't been showing up in the last few days.  Someone
came in from the back yard with a kendo stick and tried to bash his head
in.  Eric was closer so he got the first hit then I knocked the bastard
out and Eric sent him off with a patrol unit, who glared at him for being
here." 


Horatio
looked at him.  "You had problems the last day in the lab as
well." 


"I
did.  They claimed you guys weren't there and no one was answering." 


"Hmm." 
He looked over the notes.  "Have you told that client?" 


"I've
gotten in touch with all my clients.  One earlier had his phone off during
a raid but he was told by his bosses that the local PD was watching me for
doing illegal things and he didn't want him caught in the snare." 


"You're
not under investigation that I'm aware of," Horatio admitted, calling his
boss.  He let Xander sit in his lap so he could keep him calm. 
"Sir, it's Horatio Caine.  Yes, I'm just now finding out about that
assault.  Does it have anything to do with some of my boyfriend's federal
clients being told that he's under investigation or how some officers have
decided to treat him like he is a criminal?"   He listened to
him, making another note on the paper.  Xander growled.  "No,
that's not what is going on. That was the person who kidnaped him the last time
he went to Las Vegas to visit some friends out there.  Yes, that will,
sir.  Part of what he did however was to take some sperm samples so he
could have a second generation when Xander got too old for him.  He was
going to implant his own wife with it." 


He
smirked.  "They're doing the test now.  One of her female
cousins is pregnant and his Grandsire wanted to make absolutely certain nothing
like that happened.  Also it'll clear up the last of the will. 
Exactly, sir.  Yet, he's been snubbed at the station with officers
refusing to call us to come down and get him when we invited him in to eat
lunch with us.  Earlier today, Delko got sneered at for being here with
him.  His clients were told he was under investigation by us." 
He listened then made another note, nodding some.  "That's what I was
thinking, sir.  Thank you, sir.  Of course. No, I'm going to be here,
sir.  Thank you."  He hung up and looked at Xander then at the
notes.  "Eric?"  He came wobbling in.  "Do you
need the ER?" 


"No,
I'm fine.  A small lump.  My mother will baby it."  He sat
down and looked at them.  "What's going on?" 


"There
is a person within the department who has been spreading rumors." 


"Really?"
Eric said dryly.  "Why?" 


"I
do not know," he admitted.  "I will be finding out.  The
same as I will be finding out who told his clients that he was under
investigation." 


"Is
it malicious or someone who overheard the wrong things?" Xander asked him.



"It
has to be malicious at this level, Xander."  That got a nod and he
got cuddled.  "I'll handle it.  Now, did the person with the
missing session know anything about this?" 


"It
was the one you sent home after the crash," Xander said quietly. 
That got a nod and a small smile.  "He was furious.  I pointed
out it had been in my safe." 


"We
need to fingerprint the safe," Horatio said.  "When was the last
time you were in there?" 


"Three
days ago.  I've went back through the files.  Nothing's on
them.  No intrusions on the alarm system.  No strange noises in
here.  Nothing." 


"Even
during sessions?" Eric asked. 


Xander
nodded.  "I haven't had one since the last one I put in
there."  That got a nod.  "Are they part of the same group
as the fire guys?" 


"No,"
Horatio assured him.  "No, this is an officer, Xander."  He
gave him a squeeze and put him back onto his feet.  "Let me handle
that.  Get dinner out of the Hummer."  Xander nodded, going to
do that.  "Save me some." 


"Yes,
sir."  He watched Horatio pull out and headed back inside, going to
baby Eric's head.  He even called his mother when he decided to cab
home.  He could pick up his car in the morning.  Xander puttered
around, doing the minimal cleaning around the bottom area, then heard Horatio
pull back in.  He opened the door, then had to duck when someone shot at
him.  "Fuck."  He found the gun he had hidden and blew a
tire, then shot at the person running away while he hit the emergency button on
the alarm system.  The person yelped at the second shot and fell down
holding his leg.  "Mother fucking hell," he muttered as he
walked out.  Two cars roared in with lights on.  He pointed at the
guy. 


They
pointed their guns at him.  "This is my house and this person just
shot at me!  Don't believe me, that's Delko's car," he said, nodding
at the dark Lexus.  He walked off shaking his head. One of them pounced
him and he got him down, glaring at him.  "That was a mistake,
son.  You don't jump a combat veteran.  You get hurt.  Did no
one teach you this in the academy!" he yelled.  The officer moved
away from him.  "Let's try this then.  Someone call Ian
Fischer.  He's the IAB guy for the lab.  He knows me very well. 
He's helped me do some stuff.  Okay?"  That got a nod and the
officer called it in over the radio.  Ian pulled in a few minutes
later.  "Get that mother fucking bastard off my damn lawn!" he
ordered, pointing at the guy he had hit.  "He shot at me and they're
blaming me for him shooting at me and me getting him in the calf!  This
one pounced me!" 


"He
had a gun and was trying to escape, sir," the officer reported. 


"Not
like you told me to stop," Xander said dryly, glaring at him. 
"All you did was point your gun at me.  Hell no I'm not going to
stand around for that shit!"  The officer went pale at that. 
"Ian, I want this fixed.  Someone's said a lot of shit about me
recently.  They've also conveniently told others that I'm under
investigation." 


"I
heard that one.  I'm still tracing it down." 


"Horatio
knows who it is." 


"Charming." 
He called him. "Get back to Xander's house, Caine.  Someone tried to
shoot at your boy and he had to get him in the ankle."  He hung up
and looked at him.  "Okay.  Xander, go put your gun on the front
hood of the hummer." 


"It's
not Horatio's." 


"Doesn't
matter at this point."  Xander nodded, flicking on the safety and
doing that, ejecting the clip and the one in the chamber for them. 
"Thank you for making it safe, Xander.  Now, sit on the
step."  Xander sat on the step.  He walked over to the guy on
the ground.  "Someone get him a medic and me some cuffs." 
A pair was handed over.  "Thank you."  He cuffed the guy
then took his mask off, looking at him.  "I know you.  I took
your badge last month."  The officers moaned.  "He shot
someone during a foot chase on purpose."  He stood up and looked at
them.  "Did we order Mr. Harris to drop his weapon or any other
commands?"  They shook their heads.  "Is that no longer
protocol?" 


"It
is, sir, but he screamed and we were a bit taken aback by the swearing,"
the officer who had pounced admitted.  "He turned and walked
away.  I tried to stop him and he put me onto the ground then screamed
about combat veterans?" 


"He
is one.  Street warfare.  Not a gang before you ask.  His town
had an extremely high death rate and he was on the protection
patrol."  That got nods from them.  He looked at them. 
"Why didn't you two cuff this guy?" 


"We
were trying to get him calmed down, sir, and there's no way he's moving with
that injury."  Horatio pulled in and parked. 
"Lieutenant," he said respectfully.  Horatio glared at
him.  "Um, the homeowner or whoever he is is fine, sir." 


"My
boyfriend is fine?" he asked blandly.  That got a set of pale
officers nodding at him. "Good.  This one, Ian?" 


"I
took his badge last month, Horatio.  Check the hummer would you
please?  That's Xander's gun on the hood." 


"Thank
you."  He went to check it, finding the number and calling it in to
see who had used it last.  He came back shaking his head. 
"Mocked up?" 


"Tester
model.  New one coming out of the dealership next week."  He
looked at Xander, who looked miserable.  "Are you all right?" 


"He
shot at me!" Xander told him, defending himself.  "It's not like
I'm going to stand there and let him!" 


"I
know, Xander.  Calm down."  Xander slumped again and he went to
see the damage.  He found the slug and pulled it out, looking at it. 
He slid it into an envelope he had pulled from the hummer, coming back
out.  "His pistol, Ian?" 


"He
dropped it when he started to run," Xander said, pointing at where the dog
was.  "He's being good and guarding it."  That got a smile
and the officers went over there.  The dog growled. 


"Thumper,
good boy, stand down," Horatio ordered.  "Good boy,
Thumper."  He trotted back for some attention and affection then went
to stare at the guy who had tried to hurt his human.  Horatio walked back
to look at the gun.  "That would be consistent with the bullet I
found," he admitted, holding up the envelope.  He looked at the
officers.  "Not everyone stands there and screams when they're shot at,"
he noted.  "Xander has never been like that."  He looked at
Ian.  "Is he in trouble?" 


"Not
as far as I'm concerned."  An ambulance came in.  "He's a
suspect, boys; the homeowner got him in the calf."  That got a nod
and they bent to deal with him.  "How many shots in his gun?" 


"You
fired how many times, Xander?" 


"Once
to disable a tire.  Twice at him," Xander called.  "Second
shot hit him.  First went wide.  It should be about where the
pouncing guy is."  He looked around and found it, holding it up. 
"Probably.  Not like we get much gun play here, guys.  If we
did, I'd be fixing that shit pretty damn quick." 


"Xander,"
Horatio said, looking at him.  Xander slumped again.  "Thank
you."  He looked at the officers.  Then at Ian.  "He
had them call you?" 


"I'm
a neutral person, Horatio.  With a crime lab hummer here he didn't want to
bother any of you." 


"I
see.  Have you heard about these rumors?" 


"I
have and he said you've got more information than I do." 


"I
do.  I know who started them."  He handed over the sheet of
notes.  "Is Eric still here?"  They all shrugged. 
"Xander, where's Eric?"  The dog barked at a paramedic. 
"No, let them have the chew toy, Thumper.  He's going to prison after
he gets stitches.  Other people will chew on him there." 


"He
cabbed home so his mommy could baby him."  He came back over. 
"I promise I won't scream at you again," he said bitterly.  He
looked at Ian.  "Am I in trouble for defending myself?" 


"No. 
Nor for putting the officer on his back, Xander," he assured him. 
"That gun is registered?"  Xander handed over his firearms
license.  "Even to carry concealed.  Nice.  Thank
you."  He handed it back.  "All right.  Now,
apologize?" 


"I'm
sorry I put you onto the ground when you pounced me but it is a very bad idea
to pounce a combat veteran.  There's no telling how violently we'll react
or how we've been trained to react." 


"True. 
I didn't even think about that, sir.  I'm sorry I misjudged the
situation." 


Xander
shrugged.  "It happens."  He looked at Horatio. 
"The rumor mongering person?" 


"Will
be getting theirs tonight," he promised, taking a gentle kiss. 
"Take Thumper inside and I'll be back in an hour, Xander.  Ian and I
are going to handle that then I'll be back for dinner." 


"It's
in the fridge," he promised, smiling just a bit.  "Anya called
but I let the machine get it.  She wanted to talk." 


"Then
you can talk to her while I'm gone," he suggested.  Xander nodded,
going inside with the dog and closing the door.  "Do I need to
process the scene?" 


"No,
we've pretty well gotten everything we need.  We'll have a wrecker tow the
hummer tomorrow," Ian assured him.  "Park yours in the garage if
you can." 


"Xander's
sports car is in there." 


"Sir,
did he come from money?" the quiet officer asked. 


Horatio
shrugged a bit.  "Not that he ever knew it.  He only found out
last year.  Why?" 


"Because
there's been a lot of rumors about you handing over bribes to him and bribes
being sent to your lab team for him." 


"No,
those are people who want him and send him presents," Horatio
corrected.  The man whimpered.  "Exactly. It's an ongoing
problem.  We have a former officer dealing with that for him." 
That got a stronger nod.  "But thank you for letting me know. 
They had been sending them to Speedle because that's his son.  We've been
letting someone investigate where they came from to get rid of them for
him." 


"Wow,"
the pouncing officer said.  "How many does he get?" 


"Too
many," Horatio admitted.  "It's a family curse.  That is
Father Patrick Benis' grandson."  They both gaped at him.  He
nodded.  "Which is why there should be a guard around here
somewhere." 


"I
saw a car on the road when I pulled in," Ian admitted.  "Go
check, boys.  You're not in trouble as long as it never happens
again."  They nodded, getting into their car to head off. 
"Horatio?" he asked quietly.  "Are you sure?" 


"That's
what the information we have is.  We know the originator of the rumors
now.  We can get her to break." 


"Thank
you.  He was using her, you know that, right?" 


"I
do," he promised.  The gate opened and the cruiser came back.
"Is he all right?" 


"No,
sir.  He's been shot."  The officer driving got out and leaned
on his door.  "I've already called it in over the radio.  We're
going to escort that bastard to the ER if that's all right?" 


"Go,"
Horatio agreed.  "My whole lab's on downtime due to the renovations
they promised would only take six weeks."  That got a shudder and the
officers escorted the ambulance off.  He looked at Ian.  "You or
me." 


"Both
of us.  I want this shit stopped, Horatio," he said plainly. 
They went to look at that scene, finding the state police pulling up. 
"I forgot they made you guys do the job while they're on downtime,"
he admitted. 


"That's
fine, sir.  Any idea who this guy is?" 


"His
name is Max and he's one of the homeowner's usual guards from his
grandfather," Horatio said quietly.  "He works for Patrick
Benis." 


"So,
that's Speedle's son's place?" one guy asked.  Horatio nodded. 
"What was going on earlier?" 


"We
have a suspect in custody.  He tried to shoot Xander just a moment ago and
Xander brought him down with a shot to the calf, gentlemen."  That
got some smiles all around.  "He was using the brand new hummer that
was still supposedly at the dealership to get access.  It's got a blown
tire." 


"We
can have that towed too, Lieutenant," one of them promised. 
"Wanted to get a better look at them anyway."  He peered over
the gate.  "The second one yours?"  Horatio nodded. 
"Decent.  Were you here when the shooting happened?" 


"No,
I was tracing the source of some rumors that have been spread about
Xander," he admitted.  "Xander had them call Ian since he's IAB
and neutral because of the hummer." 


"Sure. 
Sounds reasonable to us," they agreed, getting down to work. 


"Go
inside, Horatio.  We'll bring her in tomorrow morning," Ian
said.  Horatio nodded, heading inside with the notes.  He watched
them work.  "Need anything from the hummers?" 


"No,
sir.  We'll get someone here to tow it in a few.  Any neighbors
who'll complain?" 


"Not
that I'm aware of.  You guys have heard about Speedle's son?" 


"Yeah. 
Heard he's a damn good dom, works with officers and feds," one said,
smiling at him.  "Also heard his sugar daddy is a bit sweeter than
some.  Got him a fancy sports car.  Heard the Lieutenant got a ticket
in it too."  Ian smiled at that.  "Sugar daddy?" 


"Doting
grandfather." 


"Eh. 
Better than sugar daddy," he said happily.  "Always nicer to
have real family than someone who's only there for a cheap piece." 
He got down to work.  "Should we notify?" 


"If
I know Horatio he's already called the Benis household and someone should be
here relatively soon to ID the body and give you his information log,
boys."  He went to get the tow truck to the right hummer because he
knew Horatio would throw a fit if his got towed.  His was his baby. 
He did have to smile at the very attentive dog who was guarding daddy's gun on
the hood.  He took it with him and the dog went around the house.  It
was a little lap dog but it was fiercer than most creatures. 


***


Xander
walked up to the front desk at the Las Vegas crime lab.  "Is CSI
Sanders in yet?" he asked politely. 


"He
is around here somewhere," she offered with a smile.  He grinned
back.  "Let me page him for you, Master Tim." 


"Thank
you."  She paged him and Greg came out looking curious a few minutes
later.  "Hi." 


"You're
early, I haven't even cleaned yet," he complained, giving him a hug. 
"Why are you early?"  He got a visitor's pass and walked him
back to the break room.  "Where's Horatio?" 


"At
the hotel.  We tried your place first and your neighbor just got arrested
for the cloud'o bliff that was floating out from under her door.  And I do
mean literally.  Horatio said he wouldn't normally care if he hadn't
gotten a contact high by ringing your doorbell."  Greg moaned. 
"So you're more than welcome to stay with us or we'll come back with you
once it's all aired out."  He smiled.  "As for why we're
here early?  IAB said they didn't want Horatio's vendetta against someone
to make someone end up dead." 


"Am
I out of the loop?" 


"I
told you about the rumors thing?"  Greg nodded and beamed. 
"That.  The originator is toast when Horatio sees him next
time.  If I see him first I'm going to use him as target practice and then
I'll hand him to Horatio.  Their new IAB guy knew this however so we're in
a few weeks early and under orders not to come back to Miami for at least a
week." 


Greg
grinned and hugged him. "That's fine.  Hey, Gris?"  He came
out of his office, then smiled.  "They're in early because Horatio
was going to kill the guy spreading those rumors that got back to us." 


"I
don't blame him.  Do you need a few hours to get them settled, Greg?"



"No,
his neighbor was smoking enough weed that there was a cloud coming out from
under her door," Xander admitted.  "Horatio started to giggle
just from the doorbell ringing.  He said the two teenagers sitting on the
porch above her were saying how much cheaper it was to sit up there instead of
buying it themselves." 


"They
keep talking about all the good and none of the coughing," Greg
agreed.  "I turned her in." 


"I
heard," Grissom assured him.  He smiled.  "I need Greg
tonight but I can give him off tomorrow if you needed him then, Master
Tim." 


"We're
going to be here at least a week, Grissom.  They won't let Horatio back
into Miami until the guy's either been arrested or has left the city without
his badge.  Our IAB guy is a great guy but he said he's the only one
allowed to kill the bastard."  That got a grin from Greg. 
"So we may be here for a few weeks." 


"That's
fine.  Greg can still have tomorrow off.  He's already in overtime
for the week. It'll make the budget people happy."  Greg snickered
and so did Xander.  "Where are you staying until his place is aired
out?" 


"Bellagio. 
I loved it the last time." 


"That's
fine.  We'll keep an ear out for you.  Did Lady Heather tell you she
was out of town?" 


"She
did.  She's in the Riviera getting a tan and being waited on hand and foot
by boys in tiny gold shorts."  That got a smile from the older
man.  "We'll take her out to dinner or something when she gets
back.  Don't worry so much about us.  I've got Horatio if something
happens this time and some of the others may be coming up for a vacation as
well."  That got a smile and a nod.  "Plus maybe Uncle Don if
I can talk him into it," he admitted with a happy grin and a small
bounce.  He looked at Greg.  "Be good and safe tonight. 
We'll see you when you get off work.  Come over, don't worry about
showering or eating."  He got a smile and a shy grin.  "I'd
kiss you but someone would say something."  He kissed him on the
forehead, then handed him a case.  "That was given to me by someone
with questionable tastes.  I know they meant it for you instead of
me."  He walked out with a wink, handing back his visitor's pass. 


Greg
opened the present, smiling at the jeweled turban pin inside.  "Did
you send him pictures of me in the turban?" he asked.  Grissom shook
his head, so he let him see the pin, getting a smile.  "Nick, did you
send Xander pictures of me in the turban?" he called. 


"I
did," Hodges called from Trace.  "That way he knew what a
goofball he was dating."  He came out and looked at the pin, then
snorted.  "At least he humors you." 


Greg
grinned.  "And then some, Hodges.  Thanks."  He
punched him on the arm and went to put it into Grissom's desk for the
night.  That way he couldn't lose it in his locker.  Then he went to
work for the night. 


"What
did your boy get you?" Nick teased.  "A harem lord outfit?"



"No,
a turban pin.  Someone sent it to him and he thought it suited me
better," he said happily. 


"Regifting?"
he teased. 


"Nah,
people with bad taste send him stuff," he said with a grin. "Someone
sent it as a cloak pin." 


"In
Miami?" 


"Yeah. 
If he ever wants to lavish some girl in attention he's got the stuff
stored.  I know what he picked out for Aiden's birthday present and
Calleigh's.  Plus Stella's out of the New York lab.  He'll never have
to buy another girl a present again."   Nick smiled at that and
got back to work on the layout.  "He said some of the others might
come up soon to vacation with them since they wanted Horatio out of town during
the remodeling." 


"Why? 
He nagging?" 


"No,
the guy who spread those rumors that you and Warrick told me about is down
there and Horatio was going to turn him into peanut butter."  He
grinned at him.  "They're at the Bellagio while my place airs
out." 


"The
pot granny going again?" 


"Horatio
got a buzz from ringing my doorbell.  He said there was a cloud coming out
from under the door this time," he said dryly.  "So I'll be
there tomorrow." 


"Sure,
Greggo.  It'll be fine.   You guys will be happy and carefree
for a few days." 


Greg
beamed.  "Thanks, man."  He got back to his sketch. 
"I do not like doing these." 


"Tough. 
You're better at it than I am." 


"Yay."



***



"Flack,"
Don said tiredly.  He smiled.  "Hi, Xander.  Why do you
sound like you're in a casino?"  He blinked.  "So they sent
you to *Vegas*?"  He put his feet up on his desk, leaning back. 
"Sure.  I can understand that.  Not like I don't wanna hit him
myself.  Yeah, I can warn Stella about that and let her choose.  Tell
her the other's her holiday present unless she wants to give Uncle Patrick
great-grandkids from you two."  He smiled.  "I wouldn't
mind and I can trade off for this weekend.  Yeah, that would get some nags
off her back.  Last time I saw him he just looked confused.  Didn't
hear anything about the test results.  Sure, let me ask her tonight. 
Where you guys staying?" 


He
wrote down the hotel and room number, plus the number Xander read off to
him.  "Sure thing, Xander.  Let me talk to her then get back
with you.  Thanks for the offer, nephew.  Behave and be
safe."  He hung up and went looking for Stella.  She was in the
lab as far as he knew.  He found her in Mac's office.  "Two
things," he offered.  She smiled at him.  "Xander said your
present for your birthday came from someone up here.  They found this out
after he sent it.  There's a different one you can have instead if you
want.  Secondly, the guy who started those rumors is in deep shit down
there.  They sent Horatio to Las Vegas with Xander to get him out of Miami
so he couldn't turn the guy inta paste. But he did invite Tara and I out this
weekend if I can trade out."  He grinned.  "He wasn't sure
you'd want the stress if the former owner saw it." 


"That's
sweet of him.  I haven't opened it yet.  Mac's got it in his desk and
I was just asking for it since I'm celebrating tonight."  She scowled
at Mac, who chuckled and tossed it over.  She sat down to open the small
package, then gasped and held up the jeweled hair clip.  "Oh, this is
beautiful," she breathed.  "The scorpion is exquisite." 


Don
smiled.  "He said the other one was a pin if you wanted it instead."



"I
don't care who the sender was.  I love this!"  She pulled back
her hair with it.  The tail wrapped around and was clasped in a claw to
hold her impromptu ponytail back.  "How does it look?" 


"Looks
great in your hair," he promised with a smile.  "You know, he's
got tons of the stuff that got sent but he said he'd probably only sell it
unless someone gave in and gave Uncle Patrick a next generation." 


She
looked at him.  "They can ask me themselves, Don.   You've
got a woman to give him some grandkids."  She smiled as Tara peeked
in.  She had seen her coming up the hall.  "Come see my birthday
present from Xander." 


"I've
got the other one," she admitted, holding it up.  Mac took it and
locked it in his desk, making her giggle.  She looked.  "That is
beautiful.  Totally mundane too."  Stella looked at her.
"The other one has a slight protection spell on it so you can't hurt
yourself with it."  She smiled at that.  "I came to give
you a card," she admitted, pulling it out of her purse and handing it
over.  "It's not much." 


"It's
wonderful, Tara," she promised, kissing her on the cheek.  She opened
it and grinned at the kitty cat card.  Then she giggled at the
inside.  "I love you, little girl."  She kissed her on the
cheek again.  "I'm going to put this up safely and let Danny drool on
my new ornament." 


"Before
you go," Don offered.  Tara looked at him. "Xander's out in
Vegas with Horatio and Greg.  They wanted him out of Miami because of the
rumor crap that got started."  She pursed her lips and nodded. 
"Xan wanted to know if you'd like to go out for a weekend?" 


She
blinked then slowly went pale.  "You mean like to visit and play or
like to the little chapels?" she asked weakly. 


He
gave her a hug.  "Whichever you decide.  He did say if you wanted
that it would get Uncle Raphael off your back and my sister." 


"It
would but ...  It's only been a few months, Don." 


He
kissed her.  "I know.  Up to you totally, Tara.  When
you're ready."  She relaxed and smiled at that.  "Or we
could just go frolic in the desert and watch Xander be cutesy with his two
boys." 


"As
long as he doesn't get married again," Mac joked. 


"Very
true," Don agreed, grinning at him then down at Tara.  "I can
trade off this weekend if you want." 


She
swallowed and nodded.  "I wouldn't mind that, Don.  Thank
you.  Can I ... can I pay for part of the hotel?" 


"Nah,
not a problem.  The wiseasses have a house out there too, Tara.  We
can relocate for the weekend."  She smiled at that. 
"Okay?"  She nodded and gave him a cuddle.  He gave her a
tight squeeze.  "That's my girl.  Now, did you see Sheldon yet
about your paper?" 


"I
did.  He's got it at home and he'll proof it tonight for me," she
admitted sheepishly.  "I waited too long." 


"Nah. 
It happens.  You've had a busy semester."  He kissed her on the
forehead.  "Okay.  Let's get you back home, baby." 


"Your
boss was looking for you." 


"She
probably was."  He grinned and waved.  "Later, guys. 
Happy birthday, Stella." 


"Thanks,
Don."  She smiled at their backs as they walked out, her tucked under
his arm with her arm around his back.  "They are so adorable,"
she sighed. 


"They
are," Mac agreed.  He smiled at her. "That does look good
nestled in your hair." 


"Thanks." 
She walked out, going to make Danny jealous.  He was having a frustrated
day so it wouldn't be too hard to break his bad mood. 


***



Xander
pounced Greg when he came in.  "Ha!  Caught you!" 


"You
did.  Did you need handcuffs?" he teased, looking back at him. 


"Not
for you, Greg."  He stole a kiss and let him up, closing the door
behind him.  "Horatio, Greg's here."  He stole another
kiss.  "The only thing that will keep me from you while I'm here is
you working, me having an emergency at Lady Heather's because she's out of town
and I volunteered if we had an emergency case come in, or Don and Tara when
they come out this weekend." 


"They're
family, Xander.  I don't mind.  I can steal more than enough of your
time."  He took another kiss and grinned at him.  "I am
under orders from Speed and Eric to keep you two entertained and make you
forget Miami exists for the next three days.  I don't know
why...."  He felt Horatio's hands go around his waist and a kiss be
placed on his neck.  "Oooh, I missed that."  He turned his
head and Horatio kissed him once he shifted to reach him better.  "I
missed you guys."  He felt Xander tease his belt buckle and let him
do whatever he wanted.  He had one possessing him and the other trying to
suck his soul out.  It was a great day to be Greg Sanders.  He came
into Xander's talented mouth and moaned into Horatio's. 
"Please?" 


"Bedroom,
Greg.  Not out here.  Even though Xander did pounce you." 
Greg went running that way, stripping as he went.  Horatio smiled and
helped Xander up, kissing him.  "You taste just as sweet." 
He walked that way, pulling off his shirt.  Xander put out the do not
disturb sign and headed in to join them.  A good pounce of Horatio and
Greg joined in to pleasure their older lover until he begged. 


***



Speed
looked around the mess the reconstruction crew found, sighing in
displeasure.  "This is going to take weeks to clean up." 


"Who
would've done this?" Eric said. 


Ryan
walked in with his case and paused to look then groaned.  "That
janitor guy, didn't he have a crush on Buffy?" he asked.  Speed
looked at him.  "The one who planted the porn to break Xander and
Horatio up." 


"He
did," he admitted, looking at the pictures again. 
"Shit!"  He looked around again.  "Okay, who wants
sketch?  There's no way I want this one." 


"I'll
take it," Eric offered, starting with the long distance pictures
first.  He'd be working from them. "How did we not smell these?"



"He's
got the ventilation system vented out through the morgue," Speed said,
pointing at the additional pipes.  "They wouldn't notice any more decomp
smell."  They settled in to deal with this issue.  The six
sacrificed bodies to Buffy's picture and the stuff laying around was not going
to be fun to deal with.  "Wolfe, maybe you shouldn't work this,"
he noted when he found his wife's picture. 


"Bet
me," he said bitterly.  It was held up.  He shrugged. 
"I don't care.  Working it means I can protect her better,
guys."  That got a nod and they got back to work.  "Is this
the only area?  I saw the dogs heading for another section of the
walls." 


"Do
we have people living in them?" Eric said bitterly. 


"If
it was the janitor, he'd know all the insecure spots in the building,"
Speed reminded him. "That's how he would've gotten back in here to
sacrifice his victims.  I bet he had some master key at home or
something." 


Ryan
called someone. "Calleigh, it's me.  Has anyone checked on that
janitor who tried to plant the porn in Horatio's office yet?  Because
we've got a huge shrine to Buffy with sacrificial victims.  Yeah, and he
said he wanted them broken up so Xander could go back to her side," he
reminded her.  "Please.  Just in case.  Well, with the bad
photoshopping he was doing I'm not surprised.  Thank you."  He
hung up.  "She'll swing by there but they just called her in to come
look at drug evidence."  The other two guys stared at him. 
"Apparently that's why they had the dogs out.  She was talking like
she'd be a while, Speed." 


"So
will we.  Good thing they evacuated Horatio when they found
this."  He took another picture and held up a teddy.  "That's
nasty." 


Eric
looked then shrugged.  "Two hundred dollars of nasty but yeah." 


"It's
still nasty, he wanked off on it," Speed protested, bagging it. 
"I'm going to see how far back this goes, guys."  He walked
toward the back and shuddered.  "Rats!"  He came out. 
"Dead rats but rats."  They got to work a bit faster before
whatever had killed the rats came out.  Halfway through Ryan got pulled
away to look at something else.  He came back two hours later. 
"What was it?" 


"You
know how this building has some really old foundation still underneath
it?" 


"Yeah,
the old station and hurricane shelter," Speed agreed.  "Some
people actually think it's romantic and take dates down there." 


"I
only went down to see what it looked like," Eric defended. 


"Well,
someone rewired electric to a room and set up another shrine to Xander. 
An officer is going in for a blood transfusion."  Speed paused to
stare at him.  "Dark hair, long dress.  Babbling about the stars
and her kitten while she played with a very small jeweled collar." 


"Druscilla,"
he hissed.  "She's gone?" 


"It's
dusty down there," Ryan agreed.  "I called Willow to check on
him and boxed up that shrine.  Before I got her she was saying the light
one would get me for this." 


"Xander
said something about her and Cordy," Eric reminded them.  "Isn't
that his ex?" 


"Cordelia? 
Yeah.  Makes me look sweet and pleasant some days too."  Speed
looked at him.  "You're sure you dusted her?  She's a master of
the mind screw." 


"I'm
fairly sure, Speed," he said, dusting off his t-shirt.  "She
tried for a nibble.  Didn't like Willow's protection or perfume on me
apparently."  Speed smiled at that.  "She put a small
wooden blade into my kit recently." 


"Excellent
work," he decided.  "Anyone complain?" 


"One
of the guys until he realized she went whoosh and turned to dust.  Then he
decided he didn't want to know and it was a good idea to keep Horatio in Las
Vegas for a few more weeks." 


"Horatio
would be growling," Eric agreed.  "Xander's dog would look
impressed with him." 


"Who
has his dog?" Ryan asked.  "Willow wanted to puppy sit." 



"Me,"
Eric said with a grin. "He's a good dog.  Hasn't tried his trick on
me yet." 


"Then
I'd get the spot on the back of your shirt taken care of, Eric," Speed
teased. 


Eric
looked then grimaced. "Eww!" 


"Well,
we know the dog loves you," Ryan teased with a grin.  He pulled on
some new gloves and dug back in.  "Hey, Speed, does this go to Xander
or who?" 


"It's
evidence.  I don't know," he admitted.  "We'll have to ask
someone higher up."  They bagged up the next box of stuff to the
former hunting trio then let the officers helping them cart it off to the
temporary evidence locker.  By the time it was dinner time they were done
and starving.  Eric finished his last measurements and followed everyone
out.  Speed stopped in front of the chief.  "We're going to
dinner.  We'll come run fingerprints in the morning if that's all
right." 


"That's
fine, Speedle.  Has anyone told Horatio yet?" 


"I
called my wife but no," Ryan assured him.  "We'd hear the growl
if we had." 


"True."



"I
had a question," Ryan said.  "Who does it go to?" 


The
Chief looked stunned.  "I don't know.  It's evidence but it may
not be stolen.  It was clearly a shrine to someone." 


"It
wasn't bought by the janitor if it wasn't," Eric assured him. 
"There were a few good handfuls of jewelry in there." 


"The
one in the basement had semi-precious carved stones," Ryan agreed. 


"I
don't know yet, boys.  We'll have to make that determination since there's
no clear cut chain of custody that I know of."  That got nods. 
"Also, Calleigh found the janitor dead.  Fairly brutally.  She
had joked about needing hip waders for the blood on the walls.  He died
four days ago according to Alexx Woods." 


Speed
frowned.  "Those bodies she pulled out for us were only two or three,
Chief." 


"Could
it have been the one in the basement?" the Chief asked. 


"That
would account for the lack of blood," Speed agreed, nodding a bit. 
"Alexx paged and said they died of exsanguination." 


"Interesting. 
So the blood went somewhere and we do know what that thing in the basement
was." 


"I
was in Sunnydale for two and a half years.  I knew who she was,"
Speed assured him.  "I would've gotten her on sight, sir." 


"That's
fine, Speedle.  Trace ownership for me.  If it's stolen we'll hand it
back.  If not, we'll keep it for the trial if we end up having one. 
I will have this building in lockdown in case someone else is sneaking in."



"Yes,
sir," Eric agreed, tugging on Speed's arm.  "We're going to
eat.  We missed lunch."  That got a nod and they headed out
together, meeting up with Calleigh at the usual hangout to talk about it. 


***



Speed
sat down at Xander's desk and dialed Mac's phone, putting him on speaker. 
"It's Speed.  I need some advice and this can not get back to Horatio
and Xander." 


"Okay. 
What's wrong?  Another rumor started?" 


"No,"
he said, relaxing into the comfortable chair.  "I wish.  Are you
alone on your end?" 


"That
sounds bad." 


"We're
talking human sacrifices, Mac. It is bad." 


"Give
me two minutes.  I'm in the halls."  He walked off. 
"Not now, Lindsey.  I need to take this. It's about a case.  No
you can't help.  This is an older case.  Human sacrifice." 
He walked into his office.  "Um, Sir, I need to take this call. 
Can..." 


"If
it's a bad time I can call back in twenty," Speed offered. 


"No,
Speed...."  He smiled and muffled noises came through the obviously
covered mouthpiece but not enough to hear or make sense of.  "Okay,
I'm back.  It was about the same case possibly.  Human sacrifices,
shrines set up to Buffy, Xander, and Willow?" 


"Yup. 
Plus vampires.  Didn't get that part of it?" he teased. 


"Oh
no," he moaned.  "How bad are we talking?" 


"Six
bodies that we found, the body of the guy who set up the original shrine dead
days before the others were killed.  We dusted one in the building itself
at the secondary site.  Nothing was stolen, Mac.  They were all
convinced to give them to her because she was going to get her dark kitten back
and he would join them.  The guy who built the shrine wanted him to dump
Horatio and go back to slaying on the hellmouth with Buffy.  I'm guessing
the same people got him for not being on their path after all.  We've got
indications of at least four others, all reportedly dead.  This case will
never come to trial." 


"So
you're left with the evidence and a lot of it." 


"A
lot of expensive things.  One of them was a carved jade cat figure. 
Not Egyptian style either.  There was a moonstone set as well, both
napping cats, Mac.  Our boss is keeping Horatio out there until this is
done with.  He'd be trying to protect Xander and I am protecting Xander
this time.  We haven't even told Patrick yet.  How did you
hear?" 


"Your
boss called my boss to get advice since he knew we had a small demon community
up here," he admitted. "Can they take it back?" 


"No. 
Which leaves the problem of do we give it to Xander, to Willow, to Buffy, or
all three?  The main shrine was to all three but had more Buffy
pictures.  There was a small shrine to Willow, including some very
dangerous magic books.  Druscilla was making her own to Xander in the old
foundation." 


"At
least they traced the drugs." 


"Yeah,
to another few janitors who were pilfering out of the vault somehow. 
Fortunately that's not under us.  This was in the walls in the lab,
Mac." 


"That
would be gross.  Personally, I would say split the main one since it was
to them.  You know what was where so split it that way.  Split
Xander's to him." 


"Half
of the stuff to Buffy was really tacky lingerie he'd had fun on." 


"Well,
ask her if she wants it at least," he offered.  "Some women
would wash it a few times and keep it." 


"The
chief didn't like that idea.  Apparently he's heard some things about
Willow and magical mistakes.  He apparently liked it when she turned
Stetler into a lizard a few times."  Mac snickered at that. "She
did.  During the holiday party even.  Amused Horatio to no end as
well."  He smiled at the laughter.  "So, did she take
it?" 


"She
did.  She loves that little scorpion.  She said the other can be her
Christmas present."  You could almost hear his chair creaking. 
"I would give it back to them, Speed.  Can you stop the others in
that group?" 


"Yeah,
we let Willow go after them with some of Patrick's guys.  She was not a
happy witch.  Not even Ryan can make her smile at the moment.  You
think that'd be acceptable?" 


"I
don't know," he admitted.  "It could be.  Let me know how
this turns out.  Danny's walking up the hall looking pissed as hell."



"Good
luck with that, tell him I said hi and they're okay in Vegas so far with
Greg."  He hung up and leaned back further, considering it. 
Then he wiped the conversation off the computer's records, just in case. 
Xander would check that first and he wanted to talk to him first.  He
called out there.  "Grissom please?  I know it's daytime but I'm
sure he's hovering somewhere.  Because he's like that," he said
dryly.  "Most CSI are.  Yes I am.  Tell him it's Speedle
from Miami."  He scratched the inside of his elbow.  "Hey,
Grissom. Yup, that one.  No, slight issue.  Actually no, I'd rather
brief you, have you brief Greg, and let them be briefed by him," he
admitted.  "Because I'll be out of screaming range."  He
smiled.  "Kinda figured he was.  Horatio has always had shit
sensors that make him drift closer to where he'll be needed with
tp."  He smirked.  "It was but it fits in this case,
Grissom.  Please."  The phone was handed over.  "H,
sit.  Now."  The dog peeked in.  "Hey, Thumper. 
Eric bring you home?"  He sighed.  "Where to start,
H?"  He put him on speaker.  "Okay, first of all, the
renovations are going to be a bit delayed." 


"Why?" 
Horatio asked calmly. 


"They
haven't started yet." 


"Why?"
he asked again, still staying calm. 


"Because
they were tearing down a wall in ballistics and ran into a shrine to Buffy,
Willow, and Xander by that same janitor who planted porn to break you two
up.  Apparently he wanted to have Xander go back and help her." 
The dog hopped into his lap.  "There were six bodies killed three
days ago in his shrine.  He died two days before them." 


Horatio
took a deep breath.  "How?" 


"Remember
hearing about that thing with Druscilla and Cordelia?"  He petted the
dog to stay calm.  The growling was upsetting the poor little beast. 
"Well, they found a second shrine just to Xander in the basement. 
Druscilla was down there putting new kitty items in it."  The dog
barked. "I know, you don't like cats," he soothed.  "Ryan
staked her when she went for him, aftere he got an officer away from her
snacking nature."  Horatio's growl went up a step.  "But we
packed it all up and sicced Willow on it with some of Patrick's guys." 


"The
bodies were done by who?" 


"One
of the vampires presumably," he admitted.  "As was the
janitor.  This leaves us with the problem of the shrine's contents. 
This will never see a trial." 


"No
judge would believe vampires did it anyway," he agreed, sounding a bit
tired.  "Why the call?" 


"I
called Mac to get his opinion on what we should do with the, approximately,
seven hundred thousand in jewels and lingerie we have in the temporary evidence
locker.  The Chief said he's stumped too.  Wolfe pointed out the
possible problem this situation would create." 


"Speed,"
he said quietly, a low, quiet, dangerous sound.  "Why the call?"



"Because
the bottom shrine was just to Xander.  The top one was mostly to Buffy but
Xander's side of it was packed with shit too, Horatio.  This is why I told
you to sit."  The dog looked up at him.  "The daddy, not
you, Thumper." 


"Thumper,
daddy loves you, behave.  Good boy."  Another deep breath, in
and out, then in again. "All right.  Can we just hide it?  Make
up a case number and put it in the back of a storeroom somewhere?" 


"The
Chief said he didn't like that option.  Ian hates it.  Since it was
staff related he still had to make a note of it.  Especially since we
weren't sure until about an hour ago that it wasn't related to the sixty pounds
of various drugs we found in another maintenance shaft.  The guy was
slick, he had walkways behind most of the walls so he wouldn't get caught,
Horatio." 


"Burn
it, Speed." 


"We
can't really burn the jewels, Horatio.  Willow's had things like clothes
and spell books.  Things she'd normally wear and a few pieces of lingerie,
plus a few token bribes for her to leave Wolfe.  Buffy's had a lot of
nasty lingerie - definition of nasty in this case meaning biological deposits
already included.  Xander's upstairs had knives and things.  Then Druscilla's
had collars, carved gemstone cats, things like that."  The dog barked
again.  "I know, Thumper.  You'd hate her anyway.  She
called the Xander master a kitten all the time."  He went back to
petting him.  "So we think it should be split up." 


"I'm
not telling him this." 


"I
was going to tell Grissom so he could tell Greg and make Greg tell you
two.  Unfortunately your shit sensing radar must be working very well
today because you and the Charmin showed up already." 


"Not
funny, Speed.  I'll tell Xander." 


"Thanks,
son-in-law."  He hung up on that, smiling at the dog. 
"See, not a bruise or a whip in sight.  It was a good
job."  He got up to pet the dog, going to help Eric save down stuff
off the TIVO.  "Told Horatio." 


"I
thought you were going to call Taylor in New York." 


"I
did.  He suggested we split it.  I told H the chief wasn't sure
yet."  He put the dog down.  "He doesn't like the 'c'
word."  The dog growled and pounced a pillow.  "Taylor
suggested we split up the individual shrines." 


"Did
you tell him about the warehouse Willow found?" 


"Nope. 
Don't want to.  He's regretting having Charmin-sensing radar." 


Eric
snickered.  "That's a better way than you usually put it." 
He finished making the copies and labeled each set, then set it to record the
other things.  "So, how was New York?" 


"Apparently
not totally happy.  He said Danny looked pissed as hell coming up the
hallway." 


"Better
than we're doing."  He looked at him. "Are you and Cal going out
to Vegas?" 


"Could,"
he agreed happily. "Ryan said he can't because of her class
schedule.  You?" 


"My
mother would coo about the possible marriages.  She already did and I
pointed out the last person who had one of those quickie marriages without
warning married an assassin.  That's why I got to hit Russia for a
week.  She's decided I can go but I can't take Marisol with me and I had
better bring back something other than a hooker or a showgirl." 
Speed snickered.  "Hey, at least she knows my taste for the pretty
ones." 


"Uh-huh. 
We can go out with it." 


"Xander
would kill us if we showed up with crap like that," he said with a dry,
evil grin. 


Speed
pulled out his phone and called his boss. "Chief, Speedle.  Talked to
Taylor.  He said split it up by shrine, boss.  Yeah.  No,
they're still in Vegas and I told Horatio.  That's why I told him from
here instead of just showing up," he agreed. "Up to you, sir, you're
the boss.  No, Horatio has a bad headache now and I wouldn't interrupt
them curing it for him, boss.  He's likely to snap.  Thanks.  We
were thinking about that."  He smirked.  "Well, you did put
us on vacation, sir, and we have been working...."  He smirked at
Eric.  "Well, there's Calleigh, Eric, and I, Chief.  His wife's
in school and they've already been.  Thanks, boss."  He hung
up.  "Go pack.  We're bringing it out tomorrow."  Eric
whooped and brought the dog with him.  Willow and Ryan would puppy sit for
a few days.  He called Calleigh.  "We are going to deliver that
stuff to Xander and Horatio.  Possibly travel over to get Buffy's to her
too.  Tomorrow.  So pack, dear.  Really?  Good time to do
laundry.  You could pack that bikini.  After all, most hotels do have
pools."  He smiled.  "Sure, you do that.  Love
you.  Be home soon."  He hung up and went to check the house,
then locked it up behind him, heading home with a quick stop to tell Gordon
what was going on. 


***



Greg
smiled when the people in the picture Xander had given him came out of the
secure area of the airport.  "Flack!" he called, waving.  Don
smiled and waved back, then pointed, dragging the petite blonde with him into
the baggage claim.  They came out and he smiled, holding out a hand. 
"Greg Sanders.  Xander's Greg." 


"Hey,"
Don said, shaking his hand.  "I'm Don and this is Tara." 


"Xander
said you were sweet and nice," he said, shaking her hand with a
grin.  "Come on. I've got a car rented for you two."  Don
nodded, going to pick that up from the machine since he had done everything
online.  He noticed Greg had changed it and got a grin.  
"Your other one didn't have air conditioning.  It's still the desert,
Don.  That model has it and a map.  No more expensive either." 


"Sure." 
He got the keys and they headed out.  "So, where are we staying since
Uncle Raph said we can't stay at his pad?" 


"You
two are staying at my place since I'm at the hotel with my boys.  I just
got done airing it out because my neighbor was a pot granny and made Horatio
have a contact high."  That got a small grin from Tara. 
"That's okay, you don't have to babble.  I do enough of that for four
people."  She giggled and pinched him on the arm.  He smiled and
got into the back seat.  "You want to head to town." 


"Okay." 
He headed that way, going a bit more slowly once they got to more scenic
areas.  Greg directed them to his apartment, finding his landlord coming
out of the other apartment.  "Hey," Don greeted. 


"Guests?"
he asked Greg. 


"Yeah,
this is Don and Tara.  My friend's uncle and future aunt.  Since I'm
at the hotel while they air this out, I'll let them have my place for privacy
and so they don't feel that they have to hit a casino." 


"Sure. 
That's nice of you.  You're getting a new neighbor." 


"Okay. 
Do they smoke pot too?" 


"No,
they're religious." 


"Uh-huh,"
Greg said, nodding a bit.  "I'm happy with mine and if they are then
I'm happy for them."  That got a smile and the landlord walked
off.  "Okay."  He let them into the place, frowning at the
flies in the kitchen. "I did not leave food out and it hasn't been that
long."  He got into there to dig out anything nasty and do the last
few dishes he had left in the sink.  He even took it out. Then he came
back and found Tara remaking the bed.  "Sorry to make you do
that." 


"It's
okay," Don promised, patting him on the back.  "Where is Trouble
anyway?" 


"At
the hotel attending to Horatio's headache." 


"Headache?"
Tara asked.  "The sun too much for him?" 


"No,
the shrine to Xander that a janitor and then some vampires set up
was."  She eeped and sat down on the foot of the bed.  He
nodded. "The janitor wanted him to go back to help Buffy hunt.  The
vampires wanted to sacrifice him later so they were spoiling him now. 
Speed said Willow handled them when he notified him yesterday."  That
got a smile from Tara.  "So."  He grabbed a few things then
handed Don his keys.  "Gold one goes to the door.  I've got my
spare car keys.  My cell's number three on the phone because I've lost it
a few times in the couch of doom.  The play station is really great. 
Stock the fridge however you want.  There's a nice place about three
blocks away. The closer one is more expensive.  We're in the Bellagio up
in the Princess suite."  She giggled at that.  "Yeah, I
know, it's cutesy but sometimes you gotta treat Horatio like a princess. 
Otherwise he pouts."  She burst out in louder laughs so he smiled at
her then at Don. "Nap, rest, then call us for dinner, man.  By then
Horatio shouldn't growl." 


"Sure,
Greg," he agreed with a smile.  Greg winked and headed out.  Don
looked at Tara, who got up to give him a hug.  "He remind you of
Danny?" 


"He
reminds me of Willow but so does Danny," she admitted.  She gave him
a gentle squeeze.  "Let's look in the fridge then get food before our
nap." 


"Sure." 
He kissed her and went to browse, then went to get them snack food. 


***



Greg
barely got inside when someone knocked on the door.  He groaned, walking
back there without a shirt on.  "Hi, Speed.  Hi, Eric.  Hi,
Calleigh.  Guys, your team's here," he called, finishing his
stripping on the way to the bedroom.  They could wait or Xander could go
play nicely since he was sated and sleepy looking. 


Speed
set down the case he was carrying.  Eric set down his.  Calleigh got
the door and set down the two bags on the table.  Xander padded out and
gave Speed a sleepy cuddle.  "Why are you naked?" 


"Because
we've got a huge bed and you gave Horatio a headache yesterday.  He still
has it."  He kissed him on the cheek and went back to cuddling. 
"I'm content, daddy." 


"Good. 
We like content.  Think you wanna wake up enough to look at the pretty
stuff?"  Xander spit.  "Be nice." 


"He's
well built," Calleigh teased. 


Xander
looked at her and spit at her too.  "Women suck."  He put
his face back into his father's neck.  "Hit on Horatio all
night," he complained weakly.  "Wouldn't leave him alone and
even pinched." 


"It
was the pants you put me in," Horatio said from the doorway. 
"Speed, Eric, Calleigh.  Sorry, Calleigh.  Xander, go put on
clothes or go pounce Greg."  Xander spit at him too.  He shook
his head but he gave him a fond smile. "Now, Xander." 


"Go
pounce Greg," Speed whispered.  Xander looked at him. "We'll be
here.  Go ahead."  Xander went back into the room and Greg
yelped a few minutes later then he laughed. "The Chief agreed. 
Tough, boss."   He handed over the cases.  "His." 
He smiled at Calleigh.  "He didn't mean you." 


"I
know.  He would've said the same thing to Aiden too," she agreed,
stroking his cheek.  "Quit worrying, worrywart."  She
smiled at Horatio.  "Can we have your spare room and Eric have the
couch or should we try for our own?" 


"Go
ahead," he agreed.  They headed to their spots then Eric snuck out to
go play.  He smiled at the other couple.  "He's sleepy." 


"Sleepy
Xander is a content and happy Xander with the way he was walking on his tip-
toes," Speed said with a small grin. 


"No
comment.  Why are you three here?" 


"Vacation
and the Chief paid airfare as long as we brought this stuff out to
you."  He grabbed Calleigh's wrist when she came back out in
something less practical. "We'll be back later, Horatio."  He
headed down to the tables with her.  Down there they ran into Don and
Tara, making Calleigh squeal and hug Don.  "Hey, Don.  This must
be Tara.  I'm Tim Speedle." 


"Timmy?"
she asked, shaking his hand. 


"According
to Willow and Xander."  He gave her a gentle hug. 
"There.  Because my boy would if he were awake."  She
giggled and smiled at the other woman.  "This is Calleigh." 


"So
you're my pistol packing cousin?" she asked. 


"I
sure am."  She gave her a hug and walked off with her. 
"Speed, remember our limit," she called. 


"You
two too if you're going shopping," he called after her. 


"Uncle
Raphael showed up last night and none too subtly asked her about her taste in
diamonds," Don said with a small grin.  "Where were you headed,
Speed?" 


"Poker. 
Wanna join me?" 


"Sure. 
We can do that.  Thought I saw Eric." 


"We
got our airfare paid if we brought the crap from the shrine.  Xander's
still half asleep and only able to walk on his tiptoes so I'll give Horatio
time to wake him up."  Don snickered at that, shaking his head as
they walked.  "I'll let you copy a copy of the report for Mac and
them, drive him nuts making sure they don't have people living in their walls
too." 


"That
bad?" 


"Sixty
pounds of drugs found in another ventilation maintenance shaft."  Don
gaped.  Speed nodded.  "Yeah.  Not even related to the
shrines." 


"Mac'll
let Danny go crawling around for a few days to make sure of ours." 


"I
hope he has more fun than we're doing on this lab revamp."  Don
smirked.  "Okay, well, we've had *some* fun.  The vacation is
nice so far but they've barely started and we're in week two." 


"You'll
get there.  Remind yourself there's a federal grant paying you ta sit on
your ass or to play with your son." 


"I
have.  Xander is so getting spoiled when we all get home."  They
sat down at a poker table.  "So, how's New York?" 


"A
little bit more sane than Miami is apparently," he teased. 


Speed
gave him a look.  "The officer my boy's got dealing with that present
situation sent back two cars the other day." 


"Damn,
I'm glad I'm from the other side of the family."  Speed grinned at
that and anted up for the next hand.  Don did the same.  "So,
she put you on a budget?" 


"I
can't lose more than eighty a day." 


"What's
hers?" 


"The
same or for shopping."  They shared a look then snickered.  The
girls would never stick to it but they were sure Xander was going to be helping
them soon.  He watched Eric stroll past with a drink in hand. 
"Looks like someone had some decent luck at some slots."  He
checked his cards then tossed back two, getting two new ones.  He upped
his bet a bit and the dealer smiled and flipped hers.  He flipped
his.  He lost but oh well.  It was fun.  He got a beer when the
waitress came over and Don did the same.  It was a good day and eighty dollars
went fast but it was still fun. 


***



Don
strolled into work his first day back, waving at his boss.  "Hold
on.  Got stuff from Miami for Mac." 


"How
was Las Vegas?" 


"Decent. 
We had a lot of fun.  Got totally spoiled.  Got to hang with Xander
and his family.  One of the CSI out there let us stay at his place so we
had fun.  Tara's second cousin is a CSI down in Miami; she came up to
spend it with us since Xander's almost like a stepson to her."  He
grinned.  "Before you ask we did not do anything
official."  She pouted.  "Tara's not like that.  She
wants something more like her and you can't do that in a week's time without
planning."  He walked off, taking the manilla envelope down to Mac's
office. "Hey." 


"How
was it?" 


"Good. 
Before you ask, she only giggled at the wedding chapels."  He handed
over the envelope.  "From Speed and them.  They were up for a
few days as well.  Calleigh is Tara's second cousin so the girls went
*everywhere* together.  Speed and I just kinda drifted behind and grinned
at the cuteness."  Mac smiled and opened the file, looking at
it.  Then he gave him a horrified look.  "Their Chief paid
airfare if they went to drop it off in Xander's lap.  So it's in Tara's
suitcase for the most part.  With his blessing to sell it and do something
better for humanity with the money.  Horatio gave her the name of someone
he remembered up here who could help her." 


"Good." 
He read over the report behind the list of shrine contents.  He blinked.
"In the walls?" 


"Yeah,
all that, another spot hiding drugs, Speed said about sixty pounds in some sort
of maintenance shaft for the ventilation system.  Then one in the old
foundation."  Mac moaned, shaking his head. "He said you might
wanna check yours just in case you've got people hiding in your walls." 


"Danny
could use the easy day," he admitted, going on.  He smiled at the
link to the revamped lab's plans.  He typed it in and looked then at
him.  "Did you see those?" 


"Horatio
found those.  He got special attention for his ongoing headache from
Xander and Greg both.  Speed and them are leaving tomorrow for more of
their vacation.  Eric was joking about taking some woman he found home to
his mother.  Made her quit clinging really fast and flee.  But that's
okay because one of them came for Xander again when we were all out a club last
night.  She was damn persistent.  Even Horatio couldn't run her off
and he was getting *real* friendly on the floor to make her go away. Tara
giggled at the cuteness of the trio all night." 


"Trio?"



"Horatio,
Xander, and Greg?" 


"Oh,
I'm glad they worked that out."  He went back to the plans. 
"It looks like teeth." 


"That
was one comment Eric had.  Xander offered some of his explosives to fix
that."  Mac snickered at that.  "He wasn't joking. 
Anyway, have fun seeing if we've got people living in our walls as well. 
They've just barely gotten the revamp started according to Speed.  That
shrine stuff added an extra few days." 


"I'm
sure they'll be fine." 


"Speed's
already going nuts.  He and Xander ended up together on the floor and
Calleigh gave them a lot of long looks." 


"It's
only fatherly between them." 


"I
know.  She knows too.  Xander is a tease though.  Got Speed hit
on by some majorly pretty women.  I should've brought one back for you or
Danny but they said they couldn't bend enough to get into the
luggage."  He walked off, smiling at Danny and Sheldon when he ran
into them.  "Hey, guys." 


"Bring
back presents?" Danny asked. 


"Hell
no," he snorted.  "Postcards.  Pictures. 
Tara."  That got a smile from Sheldon.  "She's fine and
she's figured out how she wants to do the official stuff.  Stood up to
Uncle Raphael even.  Was kinda cute when she gave him the big eyed pouty
look.  Calleigh taught it to her."  Sheldon beamed at that. 
"They were up due to their lab revamp.  She got to giggle at the
cuteness of the trio for *hours* last night in the club before we flew
back."  He looked at Danny.  "Miami found a drug stash in
their walls and so many little pathways in their walls that you may get to do
the same." 


"Yay
me.  So, how were the showgirls?" 


"You
know, I only saw the ones hitting on Eric."  He shrugged. 
"She was pretty nice but he mentioned his mother and she fled." 
That got a smile from Danny.  "Xander got a new friend that Horatio
couldn't make go away.  So in a few years they may be finding her body in
the desert.  Oh, met Lady Heather.  She came in early last night and
Xander introduced her to everyone.  She thought Tara was adorable and gave
her a long hug for being so cute," he said proudly.  "Xander
babbled on and on at her about a lot of stuff and they went to dinner so we got
everyone else for two hours.  Then she went ta work and he came back and
pounced his boys to go clubbing." 


"Aww,"
Sheldon said.  "I'm glad you two had fun."  He patted him
on the arm.  "Tell her to call me later and tell me.  I'll be
expecting happy babble."  He walked off.  "Hey, Mac, are
Danny and I both going to be inside the walls or just him?" he called into
the office. 


"You
can both go," he agreed. 


"Hey,
Danny, we're both going," Sheldon called. 


He
quit talking to Don and nodded, then said something quietly, getting a grin and
a happy wink before Don went back to his desk.  "Sure, Doc.  Not
a problem until I get too dusty and nasty today.  We bringing tranq rifles
for the rats again?" he asked as he came in to see what had went on down
there. 


***



Greg
crept into work his first night back, holding his head.  "Before
anyone says anything it's not a hangover.  It's where some unkind woman
hit me with a bottle last night for the sin of dancing with my boys.  I
have a pounding headache and no tylenol at home."  Catherine found
some and handed it over.  "Bless you, Catherine."  He took
them and laid down on the couch.  "I'm early so I can do this for ten
minutes. Then I'll get ready." 


"Sure,
Greg.  Who was she?"  He shrugged. "Will we need a body
detail?" 


"Only
if Xander killed her after she batted at me.  I think he just glared because
he babied me instead of going on a body dumping run." 


"Sure." 
She watched him drift for a few minutes, going to find Grissom. "Greg's in
and he's got a bump on the head."  He handed over the report with a
small head shake and went back to his reading.  "That's what he said
happened.  Horatio and Xander all right?" 


"Just
fine.  Greg?" 


"Just
took a few tylenol and laid down for ten." 


"I'll
give him an easy night if I can."  Nick leaned in. "He got hit
on the head." 


"Why?"



"Woman
who wanted Xander and he wouldn't give him up," Catherine said. 


"Uh-huh. 
Horatio?" 


"Probably
growled at her until she went off."  She handed over the
report.  "He was out of drugs at home." 


"It
happens to the best of us," he agreed, reading it over.  He smiled at
one section.  "Yup, he'll have a headache."  He handed it
back.  "Okay.  I'm in, Gris.  Do I have anything?" 


"Not
yet." 


"Cool
by me.  Going to the locker room."  He headed that way.  He
ran into Warrick and Sarah.  "You saw the lady who hit him last
night?" 


"Yeah,
I had her arrested."  He gave him a look.  "Looker and
kinda hot but tragic and stuck on Xander."  He shrugged. 
"He okay?" 


"He's
fine.  Just took some tylenol.  He was out at home." 


"That
happens to the best of us," Sarah agreed.  She closed her locker and
sat down to tie her shoelaces.  "Will we have a busy night
tonight?" 


"We
shouldn't.  It's a Tuesday.  But you never know," Nick offered. 


Catherine
walked in.  "Lady Heather just called.  Someone broke into her
house.  I heard Xander in the background." 


"I
thought they left yesterday," Warrick said. 


"Maybe
Horatio left yesterday," she offered. 


"Or
maybe neither one left because they don't want Horatio to scream at
someone," Greg said from behind her.  "Who broke in?" 


"Someone
broke into Lady Heather's office." 


He
stared at her.  "Her office where she talks to people or her
*office*?" 


"I
think the second.  I heard Xander soothing her in the background. 
Her secretary called." 


"I'm
going."  He took the slip.  "Who's going with me?" 


"Greg,
I think you're a bit too involved," she offered. 


"Catherine,
in her *office* she keeps client records.  Special session
videos."  She went pale.  "Yeah.  Xander had one of
those stolen recently."  He headed out, going over there with his
case.  He walked in and found Brass waiting.  "Is someone
dead?" 


"Someone's
going to be.  They got into her session files." 


"Xander
keeps those too," he agreed, heading inside.  He nodded at the door
guard.  "Office or tea room?" 


"Tea
room, Gregory." 


"Thanks." 
He signed in and went up there, signing in on their board as well.  He
walked under the tape and kissed her on the cheek.  "Lady
Heather," he said, staring at her.  "Are you all right?" 


"I
opened the door and I found the safe open," she told him. 
"Horatio was helping Xander keep me calm just now.  They came over
for tea." 


"Let
me work on this," he promised.  "Who's missing?"  She
whispered in his ear and he hung his head then nodded.  "I'll let him
know privately." 


"Thank
you."  She stroked his cheek and he swallowed.  "It will be
fine, Gregory." 


"Or
else I'll get to flay someone this time," Xander agreed. 


"Tim,"
she said, frowning at him. 


"I
will!  They did the same damn thing to mine!  Only took one
session."  She nodded so he came over to sit at her side and hold her
hand.  "It'll be okay." 


"I'm
sure it will be.  Gregory, if you need him to, Horatio has offered to
help." 


"I
think I can do this but I'll let Grissom know in case it's needed." 
He smiled at Horatio then blew a kiss.  "Anything on first
glance?" 


"Fingerprints
definitely." 


"Even
better. Stupid criminals get me in the stomach."  He walked in there,
pausing to look around.  A few shuffled papers.  The desk safe was
open.  So was the other safe.  He started with pictures and moved on
from there.  Warrick came in a few minutes later.  "Both safes
were open and the papers on the desk were shuffled through.  I'm sure
she's much neater than that." 


"Okay. 
Anything up there going to be compromising?" he asked the owner.  She
walked in and Greg helped her around his things so she could look.  She
held up a few things.  "If we have to we'll those in confidential
bags, like we would legal papers."  She smiled at that. 
"Is the combination to the safe in here anywhere?" 


"I've
never written it down," she admitted. 


"Is
it a sentimental date?" Xander asked from the doorway.  She
nodded.  "Could anyone guess it?" 


"It
was the day I graduated my training."  He nodded and helped her back
out then back to her seat, cuddling up with her.  She smiled at him. 
"You are very precious to me, Tim, but do behave." 


"I
am.  I could've lost you if you came in sooner."  She smiled and
stroked over his hair.  He looked up.  "You know, if the people
in Yemen who wanted me badly enough to take sperm samples managed to make a
daughter she's going to follow in your footsteps.  Baby leather and
all."  She smiled at that and gave him a cuddle.  Horatio
finally made him sit up straighter with a look and he held her hand instead. 
"Horatio, did we ever find out who had broken into my safe?" 


"I
did," he admitted.  "Because of the rumors that person took that
one session back because he thought he might have spilled some secrets." 


"He
did but they weren't getting into the open.  If he had asked I I would have
given it to him." 


"Sometimes
people panic," she reminded him. 


"I
know."  He kissed the back of her hand, watching them work.  He
looked at her.  "You were going to talk to Horatio about
something?" 


"I
was."  She kissed him on the cheek.  "Go do a check round,
dear."  He nodded and went to do that while she looked at
Horatio.  "Are you two serious?" 


"I
am.  I can't answer for Greg."  He sat down across from
her.  "I'm very serious about him, Lady Heather." 


"Good. 
His grandfather's people were concerned since someone tried to blackmail you
about him."  He nodded at that.  "They did suggest that a
prenuptial would be good for him at this stage, even if it only sat in the safe
until you were ready to sign it.  They don't think you're a gold digger
but they can't discount the fact that Xander will be coming into at least half
Father Benis' estate and that is rather sizeable.  Especially with this
recent problem and another one he's feeling hints of." 


Horatio
stared at her.  "I believe that's moving a little fast and I know
they don't think I'm after him for the money.  I believe his sire is being
pushy in this case."  She nodded.  "I have nothing against
signing one if that is what *Xander* wants.  The same as I agreed to the
contents of his will when he laid out the list in front of me a few days
back." 


She
smiled and nodded.  "Good.  I knew it wasn't in you, Horatio,
but they do think that the pressure may get between you some year." 


"Then
I'd come out here," he told her.  "Or to New York to work."



"Excellent." 
She reached over to take his hand.  "I think you two are perfectly
charming and well suited to each other.  They are thinking like this
because they're used to having someone out to get them for being gay. 
Patrick lived through some of the most upheaving times for personal
rights." 


"I
understand that. I still think they're pushing both him and Tara before they're
ready." 


"I
think Xander could be ready if you were.  I think they're trying to make
sure that she'll be protected in case something happened to Don.  This
isn't the easiest field to be part of, Horatio." 


"I
agree, it's not, but she's definitely not ready yet." 


"He's
a wise man who's letting her set the pace," she reminded him with a small
smile.  "The same as you are for Xander." 


"I
have...  There have been things in my life..." 


"He
knows.  If you wanted to tell him he's there for you to spill to,
Horatio.  He sees a compliment to his own life in yours."  He
relaxed and nodded at that.  "The same as he knows you've had to kill
in the line of duty.  He is one very realistic young man. He would gladly
hold your trust if you would give it to him." 


"I
do trust him," he promised, looking at her.  "Even with the bad
parts of my temper." 


She
reached over to stroke his cheek.  "We all have a temper.  He
held me the night I went after the murderer of my daughter with a long whip,
Horatio."  He nodded at that. "Where others tried he stepped in
and held me together. Xander is a gift to be treasured. That's why so many want
to steal him from you."  He cracked a smile.  "Tell him if
you trust him.  You already know all the sins from his life." 


"I
do," he agreed. 


"When
he's ready he'll tell me," Xander assured her from the doorway. 
"Santiago is here, Lady Heather.  He's settling his boy into the blue
room." 


"What's
wrong with him?" 


"A
lot of bruises that made me wince," he admitted.  "Which I'm
pretty sure weren't done by him." 


"No,
he never lost control.  Boys, I'll be back in a moment," she called,
letting him help her up and the both of them escort her down. 
"Emil?"  He smiled grimly at her but gave her a hug. 
"What happened?" 


"His
ex wife.  I need to hide him for a few days." 


"Of
course you can stay with me.  The both of you."  She looked at
the poor boy.  "Tim, go get some of your cream, dear."  He
went to do that, bringing back a small zippered bag.  He got to work on
the injuries and she looked at him.  "Is she under arrest." 


"He
wouldn't but she's clearly snapped." 


Horatio
cleared his throat.  "Can I call someone in that department to help
facilitate her arrest?  Before she hurts others?" 


"We
talked to one person who knew.  She's in the department,
Horatio."  That got a nod.  "If you wouldn't
mind."  He handed over a slip of paper. "That's who she
is." 


"I'll
call a contact I have in that department.  I know of her."  He
went to do that, calling Mac to get her number first from the balcony. 


Xander
finished with the last visible bruise.  "Should I worry about broken
ribs or anything?"  The man on the bed shook his head. 
"Are you certain?" 


"He's
got some bruises but x-rays said no, Tim," Emil said.  "What is
that?" 


"Something
Willow makes," he offered, handing over the tub.  "It's a
natural herbal remedy."  He helped him out of his shirt and
winced.  "I've had one there in the past.  That
aches."  He scooped some out and put it on with the lightest of
touches.  "There, that should smell funny but ease some of the ache
and help draw out the bruise."  The man on the bed nodded. 
"Good boy," he soothed.  "Any others I should worry
about?" 


"She
ripped out his PA," Emil offered. 


Xander
winced and hissed at that.  "Ice pack, dude."  Lady Heather
sent for one and he handed it over. "Wherever it'll help the
most."  The man smiled and dropped it there.  "Okay. 
Emil, do you need me further?  Someone broke into Lady Heather's
office." 


"Are
you all right?" he demanded, looking at her. 


"I
wasn't here.  I think it must have been a few days ago," she
admitted.  Greg came in and whispered a name, getting a nod. 
"It wasn't?" 


"No,
it wasn't.  I checked it against the list.  A different one was in
that slot.  I found one of the missing ones." 


She
looked at him.  "I passed him onto you."  She whispered in
his ear. 


"That's
the guy who took his from my safe," Xander agreed.  Greg nodded and
went back to let Warrick know.  That let Horatio help them.  "I
never get to see my man working so I'm going to lurk and watch.  With
permission?"  She nodded so he left them alone to talk so she could
help the poor guy.  "Pulled out his PA," Xander said
quietly.  Horatio shuddered.  "Yeah.  Someone warned?"



"Someone
is very warned," he assured him, smiling a bit.  "Sit out of the
way."  Xander curled up in a chair facing the doorway, watching them
work.  "You wanted to watch us work?" 


"I
never see you work.  Every time someone's working in the house I'm always
safely in the kitchen or the office, or locked in the bedroom.  Greg, did
I tell you that Calleigh and Speed had us knocked out the last time and locked
in our bedroom?" 


Greg
looked at him.  "It would've kept you safe," he offered with a
shy grin.  "Stay there."  He got back to work. 


Warrick
looked at him then at Xander.  "So, would you like to learn this
stuff, Master Tim?" 


"I
sucked at school." 


"You
could probably get help from Horatio." 


"I
only passed Biology in high school with a D-minus because Willow puked on my
frog," he told him.  "Even Timmy couldn't help with that,
Warrick."  That got a small smile. 


"She's
got a frog phobia," Horatio said.  "Xander does very good at some
languages."  He gave him a look.  "I know Timothy and I
both thought he should take a few classes that way, perhaps even angling toward
a degree?" 


"School,
eww." 


"I
know.  Language classes aren't that bad." 


"I
tried French.  I couldn't remember why I wasn't talking about fish." 


"We'll
see, Xander." 


"I
pick it up better when people are speaking it around me, Horatio." 


"Then
we'll see if we can help you with that."  He lifted a beautiful
print.  "That is a wonderful one," he said, sealing it and handing
it to Warrick, who smiled.  "She always wears gloves?" 


"Almost
always during work hours," Greg agreed. 


Warrick
looked over at him.  "Should I worry that you've got some in
there?" 


Greg
looked at him.  "No, mine are missing, Warrick.  That's why I
left you that safe.  Mine isn't the only one either."  They
shared a look and Warrick moaned.  "So yeah, it'll be okay
though.  She's going to gut someone this time."  He got back to
work on the doors.  "Hmm.  Hand print."  He lifted it
and carefully sealed it, then labeled it.  Lady Heather came back. 
"Lady Heather, should I worry about going to get exemplar matches against
anyone else tonight?" 


"There
are a few people who could have touched things in here
legitimately."  He gave a pointed look at the door and the handprint,
making her smile and nod. "Including there.  I'll have his
taken?" 


"I
can do that," Warrick said.  "Or Greg can if you want to keep it
confidential." 


"I'll
send him with Master Tim.  They all know if he or Santiago is there it
comes directly from me."  That got a nod.  She went back to
watching Xander watch what they were doing.  "It's not that
hard," she whispered in his ear. 


"I'd
have to go through years of science classes and I suck especially hard in
science, m'lady." 


"I
understand, dear."  She stroked over his hair.  "You should
let it grow again." 


He
smiled.  "Horatio likes it short." 


"He
does have good taste."  She kissed him on the temple. 
"I'll give you a list of names to go looking for."  He
nodded.  "You are to escort and let him do whatever he needs to
do." 


"Of
course.  Are any of them in today?  I saw Paul cleaning somewhere and
I remember you used to have him clean your office for punishment." 


"He
still does now and then," she admitted.  "We can start with him
and move out.  There's only six people who should be in there
legitimately."  He nodded at that.  "What about that one
client?" 


"I
can't get hold of him," he admitted, looking at her.  "My last
message I made it fairly clear that he would be in contact with me this week on
my cellphone or I would start proceedings to have him banished and shunned for
stealing his session tapes back instead of asking." 


She
nodded.  "That is reasonable," she agreed. "I've had one
who went to a more covert agency and they made him gather his.  I gave him
the same choice."  She stroked over his hair again. 
"Always so soft." 


"It
matches my abs," he teased. 


"Shut
up, Xander.  Your abs are not flabby," Greg ordered.  He gave him
a look.  "You're not getting fat." 


"You're
not," Horatio agreed.  "Greg could take up some limited exercise
now and then but I think you're in wonderful shape, Xander."  Xander
blushed but smiled at them.   "No more worrying about your body
image." 


He
looked at her.  "My red leathers with the velvet trim are getting
tight again." 


"Dear,
that's because you keep gaining muscle," she assured him with a gentle
smile.  "Your thighs are much tighter now."  He
nodded.  "It's all that work they get," she teased.  He
blushed but nodded and smirked wickedly, making her laugh. 


***



Greg
walked up to where Grissom and Ecklie were talking.  "Can I borrow
Gris for five minutes?" he asked when Ecklie stared at him. 


"I'm
not done with him yet." 


"Fine. 
I can wait." 


"Go
wait somewhere else." 


"Um,
no.  Sorry."  He stared back.  "We have federal agents
coming soon."  Ecklie went pale and hurried off.  He looked at
Grissom then around.  "Because one of them has been stealing his
session tapes and gathered a few others.  Xander got a call a few minutes
ago.  He killed himself and they had to clean out his apartment. 
They found the tapes there."  Grissom nodded.  "Yours,
mine, Nick's, and one other person's who they wouldn't name," he finished
very quietly.  "She wanted you warned. We've taken accessory
fingerprints since his weren't the ones on the safe, Grissom.  He paid
someone to break in for him." 


"I
understand, Greg.  Thank you for warning me." 


"Not
an issue but his boss is coming," he said at a more normal tone of
voice.  "He's probably not a happy guy by any means.  Also,
Horatio got to help because it's the same guy who stole one from Master Tim's
safe."  That got a shudder.  "Only one where he stated a doubt
about some orders he had received.  So we do have feds and they're not
happy feds by any means." 


"Thank
you for the warning.  I'll be in my office."  Greg nodded. 
"If the opportunity came up, are you moving?" 


"I
don't know yet," Greg admitted.  "Living with them for the last
week has been fun but I've also found myself getting a bit frustrated at some
things.  I know it's what newlyweds go through but I'm not sure at this
moment." 


"That's
fine, Greg.  Let me know if you do make that decision and start
looking."  Greg smiled and nodded.  "After all, there are
all those research labs down there plus college positions.  You wouldn't
have to be in the same lab." 


"True,
I wouldn't," he agreed.  "But I like working with Horatio. 
Even if his hair care routine in the morning does make me wait on my
own."  He smiled and walked off.  "I'm going to see
Nick." 


"He's
in the field."  Greg looked at him.  "Eighth." 


"Going." 
He headed back out to go find him and talk to him.  He found him and
Catherine on a scene and got out, waving at them.  "I need to see
Nick out here.  I'm not signing in," he told the officer.  That
got a nod and he went to find him.  "Hey, not here to help, gotta
talk to you," he said when Nick joined him at the tape. 


"Why?"



Greg
led him back to the back of the SUV he was signed out on tonight. 
"Lady Heather's safe was broken into, Nick.  Some of her session
tapes were stolen.  Mine as well as your therapy one," he said very
quietly.  Nick went pale.  Greg nodded.  "We're getting
them back tonight.  The Fed who did it committed suicide.  It's the
same guy who stole from Master Tim.  It wasn't just ours but his
supervisor is supposedly bringing it back without having watched it.  Your
name was labeled.  Last name and first initial." 


Nick
nodded. "I agreed she could do that," he admitted.  "Do we
need fingerprints?" 


"No,
Horatio brought those back first and the safe was broken into by someone other
than him.  But she did want you warned that it had been taken from her and
that it was in the hands of some stupid mother fuckers in the Feds.  The
same sort who made his guy commit suicide for going to her and Master
Tim." 


Nick
nodded.  "If something gets said I was there for therapy after my
kidnaping, that's all it was.  The tape backs that up.  I can weather
that storm.  Going to her is like going to a motherly nun." 


"I
know.  I have no idea what sessions mine was." 


"Anyone
else?" 


"Other
useable capitol." 


"Gris?" 
Greg gave him a look.  "I know he goes, Greg.  You really get
petted?" 


"Yeah,
I'm tactily deprived." 


"Oh. 
Have to remember that.  Thanks for letting me know quietly." 


"Not
like I want everyone to know I go to let her stroke through my
hair."  He shrugged. "They're supposedly coming in
tonight.  I told Gris in the halls but quietly and no one should've overheard."



"That's
good.  I'm good with that.  Thanks." 


"Welcome. 
Now, I've got to get back to work."  He grinned and Nick smiled,
heading back to get sucked back in.  He got back to the office and saw two
black sedans pull in.  One parked in his parking spot too.  So he
walked in and told the guard to have them move it or tow them.  He walked
into the back area.  "Gris, he knows," he offered. 


"Thank
you, Greg." 


"Mr.
Sanders." 


"Yeah?"
he asked calmly.  "By the way, one of you parked in official parking. 
You're probably going to get towed."  He saw the shocked looks. 
"What?" 


"Your
sessions were recorded." 


"I
knew they could be.  I have nothing to hide just because I'm tactily
needy.  She has great nails that I love going through my hair." 
The man looked horrified.  "Most everyone in the lab knows about me
going to get petted like a big puppy dog.  Don't believe me, ask the
person behind you." 


"I
didn't know that's why you went there, but I did know you were involved in a
relationship with her student," Ecklie admitted. 


"Yes,
that's called love.  Bit of a difference."  He looked at the
feds.  "Now, my sessions please?" 


"They're
evidence and may be shown at the inquest." 


"He
shot himself.  There won't be an inquest," Greg said bluntly. 
"What you're doing right now is blackmail and I'm going to call the FBI on
you.  Because I'm not going to put up with you hurting others." 
He felt a familiar hand against his back and looked up, smiling at
Horatio.  "Have you ever heard of an inquest at a suicide?" 


"No. 
Not if it was as clear cut as I heard this one was."  Horatio looked
at them.  Then he looked at Grissom.  "I locked Master Tim in
the locker room with a guard, Grissom." 


"That's
fine.  He can have a volatile temper now and then."  Greg
snorted.  "He can." 


"He
does targets for that."  He looked at them.  "My session
tapes?"  He held out a hand.  "Before I sue your
asses." 


"We're
the federal..." 


Greg
picked up the phone and dialed a number. "Deputy Director Winchester
please.  Greg Sanders.  Thank you, I'll wait."  He looked
at them, seeing the pale faces.  "Scotty, it's Greg Sanders. 
Yes, him.  Lady Heather's safe was broken into and we need some help down
at Grissom's office.  Could you please come help us?  I can agree to
that.  Thank you.  Yes, that's why.  They have session tapes and
are trying to blackmail people.  Thank you."  He hung up. 
"She'll be here in ten minutes," he promised quietly, leaning against
the desk.  "I think we can all wait that long.  Horatio, who's
guarding Master Tim?" 


"Bobby. 
They're talking guns.  I really do need to go over his collection
again.  Someone sent him something recently and I'm not sure what." 


"Present?"
Greg asked.  Horatio nodded.  "Artillery?" 


"With
what he was saying, possibly."  A delicate tapping of shoes came up
the hall so he looked and nodded.  "Deputy Director," he said
respectfully. 


"Far
from home, Horatio."  She smiled at him and shook his hand. 
"What's this I hear Master Tim went down there?" 


"He's
up here on vacation as well.  He's presently locked in the locker room
with their ballstics tech.  His personal safe was broken into by the same
person." 


"Interesting." 
She walked in and looked down at them.  "Why was one of our agency
cars being towed?" she asked blandly. 


"They
parked in official parking," Greg told her.  "Thank you,
ma'am." 


"You're
welcome, Gregory."  She looked at them.  "The problem with
handing them back would be?" 


"The
inquest...." 


"Isn't
about to happen for a suicide case," she assured him blandly. 
"The same as you blackmailing people for needing therapy isn't going to
happen either.  Am I clear?" she asked patiently.  The man's
mouth opened.  "Do not make me strip you of rank," she warned
before he could get out a protest.  "I will and we both know I
will.  Should you try to protest it you'd lose your job for attempting to
blackmail CSI Sanders and Mr. Grissom." 


"There's
another who went for therapy after a kidnaping, just traditional therapy,"
Grissom said quietly.  He saw Horatio shake his head at someone. 
"Come in and close the door, Horatio."  He came in and closed
the door.  "Thank you.  Sara?"  He nodded. 
"This is not the first time something like this has happened, Deputy Director."



"I
know.  The same as I know it's not the first time he's done
this."  She bent to get the paperwork that had been slid under the
door.  "Hmm.  Fingerprints."  She looked at them then
at one of the people there. "Interesting."  He went pale. 
He already knew.  "Handcuffs, gentlemen?"  Horatio handed
over a set, making her smile.  "Quite a fit mate for Master Tim,
Horatio.  Stand," she sneered.  He stood and she cuffed
him.  "You're under arrest for blackmailing four officers and
breaking and entering.  Your accomplices here will be spilling their guts
or they'll join you."  He nodded, hanging his head, swallowing
hard.  "Your career is over.  Now, the DVD's?"  They
were handed to Greg, who counted and shook his head. "What's
missing?" 


"Nick
Stoke's therapy session," Greg said, handing Grissom his and keeping his
own.  The spare one got put onto the desk.  It wasn't labeled with
more than a number but he knew who it belonged to.  "It had his last
name on it."  She searched the briefcase, coming up with it.  It
also got handed over and that agent was also arrested.  "I thank you
for your help." 


"This
stinks, Gregory, and I agree that it had to be dealt with by someone in my
position."  She stared at him and he tipped his head slightly. 
"Thank you."  She smiled and led her boy out, letting Horatio
escort the other one once he had cuffed him.  "Thank you,
Horatio.  I'll try to make sure the people who come to bother you about
cases in Miami are smart enough to work with you." 


"I
enjoy turning them into lunch," he promised.  Xander came out and he
smiled at him.  "Xander." 


He
walked over.  "Scotty." 


"Master
Tim."  She shook his hand.  "Thank you for helping Lady
Heather.  I heard you were also broken into?"  He handed over
the notes he had made.  She looked it over then nodded.  "I'll
check with him later then.  I thank you." 


"Not
an issue."  He leaned a bit closer to kiss her on the cheek.
"Play nicely with my boy," he ordered quietly. 


"Always,
Master Tim.  I'm always nice." 


"Santiago's
in." 


She
smiled at that.  "I'll have to stop by for tea later." 


"I'll
make sure she gets these back," Greg promised. 


She
nodded.  "Agreeable, Gregory.  As the law allows of
course."  He nodded.  "Good boy."  She got into
her car and her driver took off with the prisoners.  The others had to
smoosh themselves into the remaining car. 


Greg
went to move the SUV then came back to look at Grissom.  "Mine go
back to her unless we need them." 


"Agreed,"
he said, handing over the stack.  "I have Nick's."  That
got a nod.  "The last one?" 


"Won't
really care.  He died late last year." 


"That's
fine, Greg.  Take them back there for me please."  He nodded and
went to do that.  He looked at Xander.  "What did they give
you?" 


"Oh,
a new trial piece of hardware and a new scope."  He smiled. 
"Someone's upgrading the AK again."   Horatio moaned. 
"I let Calleigh see it." 


"I
wondered why she was sighing in displeasure." 


"It's
not illegal yet." 


"Yet,"
he said, looking at him.  Xander smiled sweetly.  "I'll be
seeing the entire collection when we get home, Xander.  Just so I can keep
track of the explosives content." 


"Yes,
dear." 


"Thank
you."  He looked at Grissom.  "We're going to go play in a
casino so Greg can work.  Thank you for handling that so quietly,
Gil." 


"Not
a problem, Horatio."  He shook his hand.  "I'll see you
boys in a few days.  Have fun and be safe." 


Xander
grinned.  "I think they're scared of him.  No one's tried more
than groping me this time."  He walked off, taking Horatio to their
rental car. 


Grissom
walked back inside with a smile on his face.  He ran into Nick coming in
from the back entrance and handed him the DVD.  "Up to
you."  That got a nod and a smile.  It got tucked into his
locker.  It was a good case solved easily.  Before anyone could
panic. 


***



Xander
woke up in a hospital with Mac leaning over him.  "How in the hell am
I in New York this time?" he complained weakly.  Mac laughed and
patted him on the shoulder.  "Head injury?" 


"Yup,"
Danny admitted on his other side.  "Horatio's next door before you
ask.  This time they tried for both of you." 


"The
stalker from the Middle East?" 


"No,
but your Grandsire was here," Mac said gently.  "How do you
feel?" 


"Strangely
numb.  Anesthesia?"  Mac nodded. "Surgery?" 


"Small
one.  The standoff got you grazed fairly deeply."  He smoothed
over his hair.  "Horatio's fine." 


"I
knew I wasn't in ICU.  Greg?"  He raised the head of his bed and
his ears popped. "We are in New York, right?"  They both
nodded.  "What happened?" 


"One
of his buddies wanted to see what was so special and thought redheads were cute
too," Danny told him.  "They gassed you both and then stole
you.  We got you off the plane after a short, intense swearing session
from Greg in warning.  They tried to hold you both hostage with a
concussion grenade.  You bit him.  Didn't draw blood." 
Xander nodded once with that.  "The Feds shot him and you both got
brought here.  You're all right.  Horatio's still a bit groggy. 
They sedated him more heavily.  Your Grandsire took care of the hotel out
there."  Xander shrugged weakly.  "He said if you fuss he's
going to complain." 


"I
prepaid." 


"He
said he took care of it for you," Mac promised, smoothing over his hair
again.  "Can you feel that?"  Xander nodded, looking at
him.  "Good.  You said earlier it felt like your hair was
singing opera."  Xander smiled a bit at that.  "Let me get
an update on Horatio." 


"Can
I go over there since I'm not staying?" 


Mac
pointed at the handcuffs next to him. "You're not getting out this time,
Xander.  Speed said to handcuff you and your grandfather
agreed."  He smiled and went to bother the nurse for a minute,
getting an update.  Horatio was awake, barely.  He walked in
there.  "Xander's fine and awake." 


"Who
had us?" 


"Do
you remember a woman in a club?"  Horatio glared at him. 
"I see you do.  Her husband." 


"Living?"



"With
them doing a stand-off on a plane, Horatio?" 


"Never
mind."  He raised the head of his bed.  "Sedated?" 


"By
them.  They gave a local when they did the stitches on your chest. 
Greg called me swearing.  He got in more than enough in the first ten seconds
I nearly hung up on him until I recognized his voice.  Fortunately Don
knew who he was talking about.  His grandsire took care of the hotel and
your things out there."  That got a slow nod.  "Your dog's
fine.  I talked with Speed.  He said Xander's staying even if we do
have to handcuff him this time.  He's in the next room over." 


"Thank
you." 


"Welcome. 
The nurses said you'd probably be okay to go sometime tomorrow, him as
well.  Want wheeled over?  She said you could move and he
shouldn't." 


"Please." 
Mac got a wheelchair and helped him into it.  "I hate hospital
gowns." 


"I'd
offer you pajamas but you're bigger than I am," he teased.  He
wheeled him over there, finding Xander trying to undo the handcuffs. 


"Stop,
Xander," Horatio ordered.  Xander pouted at him. "Tough. 
We'll get out tomorrow."  He took his hand to hold.  "How
do you feel?" 


"My
head feels like it's numb.  Otherwise I can't feel a thing." 


"Then
you definitely need to be in here."  He stroked his thumb over the
back of his hand.  "Mac, any word on the revamp?" 


"Not
a bit except Speed heaving a sigh," Danny offered with a grin. 
"So apparently not that great."  Horatio nodded at that and
stared Xander down until he went limp and nodded.  "Don'll be up
tonight to see you guys with Tara.  We just need a statement." 


"We
were cuddling and I was making him watch Monty Python," Xander told
him.  That got a smile from Mac.  "We were on the couch I
think."  Horatio nodded.  "So, am I going to be stranded up
here again?" 


"No,"
Mac assured him.  "They'll let you go home sooner this time. 
They did say that perhaps Greg should come down to visit you more often." 


"That's
unfair to him," Xander pouted. 


"Then
both of you travel to some other city," Danny offered. "Make it a
real vacation."  He stood up.  "Do you remember the gas or
anything?" 


"I
remember thinking someone had been smoking in the hallway," Horatio
admitted.  "Nothing else."  He didn't look at him, kept
staring at Xander.  "We will behave?" 


"I
was behaving last time." 


"I
mean it, Xander." 


"Fine. 
I'll try not to whine." 


"Thank
you."  He kissed his hand and let him go.  "We'll see if we
can get the handcuff keys later."  Xander nodded and relented, making
him happier.  He looked at them.  "So, the woman who decided she
couldn't take no was married?" 


"She
was.  Scouting people for her husband," Mac agreed.  "Don
found her on the same flight and pulled her off it." 


"Nearly
by her bad hairdo," Danny offered with a small grin.  "Grissom's
gonna think you go for flashy exits with this being the third time,
Xander." 


"Third?"
Mac and Horatio asked, staring at Danny.  Then Horatio stared at
Xander.  "Third?" he repeated more quietly. 


"That
was a mugging," he defended.  Danny cackled and walked off shaking
his head.  "It was!" he complained.  "Even Greg said
it was!"  He looked at Mac.  "It really was." 


"I'll
be talking with Gregory later tonight," Horatio assured him.  Xander
went pale.  "Would you like to tell me about this mugging?" 


"It
was just a mugging, Horatio.  He came up to me while Tara and I were
getting groceries and tried to get my wallet.  Nothing else." 


"I'll
tell Don," Mac assured him, heading out with a pat to Horatio's shoulder
in sympathy.  He ran into Don in the hall.  "Mugging?" 


"What
mugging?" 


"The
one where he and Tara were out getting food?" 


"Oh,
yeah, she told me about that.  Pissed off guy wanting drug money. 
Xander got between him and Tara, then knocked him out, walking her inside and
chatting normally afterward.  She thinks he's got superhero syndrome
too." 


"How
did that turn into another attempted kidnaping?" Mac asked, looking a bit
curious. 


"Oh,
no.  That wasn't the mugging thing.  Same day," he
admitted.  "Person with a gas canister while he and Lady Heather were
out for dinner together to chat.  Did I tell you she liked Tara?" he
asked with a grin. 


Mac
smiled and nodded.  "You did.  She's a great girl,
Don."  He headed off shaking his head. 


"Don,"
Horatio called.  "What kidnaping?" 


"Um,
last I heard it was some chick with a gas canister," he admitted, heading
in there. "He didn't tell you about that?"  Horatio shook his
head.  "Huh.  Xander?" 


"What?"
he whined.  "Can I please have the keys so I can go to the
bathroom?" 


"You
can't escape that way either," he said, handing Horatio the key. 
"So, how's Greg?" 


"Last
I knew he was fine," Horatio admitted, unlocking Xander. "Need help
going to the bathroom?"  Xander shook his head and shuffled that way,
closing and locking the door.  He looked at Don.  "Gas canister?"



"Hotel
security took care of 'em," Don promised.  "Wanted Xander to be
theirs since apparently there's something really special.  Escaped from
custody but then she left the country.  Headed for Mexico at a dead
run."  That got a hum and a nod.  "He'll be fine. 
She's now seeing why she's not allowed.  Xander berated her quietly and
firmly from what Lady Heather said later that night." 


"That's
what that discussion was about." 


"That
and how much she liked Tara," he agreed with a goofy grin.  That got
a smile back.  "My girl's great." 


"She
is, Don.  You hit the motherlode with her.  She's very sweet and nice
plus she loves you.  Cherish her." 


"Oh,
I will," he promised, grinning at him.  "Xander?" 


"Busy,"
he called. 


"Sure." 
He looked at Horatio then shook his head.  "He'll be okay?" 


"We'll
both be fine." 


"Good. 
Uncle Raphael will be in later tonight.  He's a bit grumpy that neither of
us got married out there." 


"We
have not been dating that long, Don." 


"He's
pushy, Horatio.  He knows how short time can be." 


"I
know."  He sighed and nodded.  "We'll be talking about it
anyway.  People want him to make a prenup." 


"Not
a bad idea.  That way your nephew and sister-in-law can't say he's with
you to soak you dry or use your position to his benefit." 


"True. 
I hadn't thought of that." 


"He's
not a black widow.  We know this, right?"  Horatio nodded.
"Good.  Now, can I get your help on a case?"  He handed
over a folder.  Horatio stiffened.  "What?" 


"That
is nearly impossible," he sighed, looking at him.  "He's
dead." 


"He's
not.  He was at the scene later that day."  Horatio
nodded.  "Let me know?"  Horatio looked at him then pulled
him down to whisper in his ear, getting a horrified look.  "I'm
sorry." 


"No,
it's better that I hear it this way instead of from some idiot fed," he
assured him.  "Speaking of, there's a few of them who might be coming
up to you soon.  Keep him up here for a bit?" 


"If
I can.  Would he be involved?"  Horatio shrugged. "Any idea
so I can find him?" 


"He's
a tweaker, Don." 


"Oh." 
He nodded and made a note.  "Okay.  I'll do what I can,
Horatio.  You guys are gonna go stay with Tara for a few days then head
home.  I suggest you bring Speed presents.  He had that 'dad' sigh
down pat." 


"He
did the last time too," he admitted with a small smirk. "We did some
shopping back there." 


"He's
bringing your bags with him."  He walked out, heading back to the
station to talk to Mac about this case.  It just got a lot more involved
and not in a good way that would make it easier to solve.  "Hey,
Mac?"  He looked over and smiled.  "Don't, man.  I
talked to Horatio about that drug case." 


"Did
he know that person?" 


Don
whispered the same thing into his ear, getting a moan.  "He warned me
of idiot feds incoming." 


"I'm
out here so I don't have to deal with the one in my office." 


"Cool. 
Can we face him down together?" 


"Sure." 
He walked that way with the folder, going to interrupt the pacing the agent was
doing.  "You needed to talk to us?"  Don nodded at someone
but closed the office door. 


"I
don't think this needs to be bandied about." 


"It's
my case and I'm an uncle to Xander Harris," Don told him.  The agent
looked clueless.  "Who's the boyfriend of Horatio Caine." 
The agent went a bit shaky.  His bald, dark head started to sweat. 
"They're both in the hospital after the airline standoff earlier. 
Horatio warned us you'd be showing up." 


"I
have in the past about this sort of thing," he admitted, looking at
him.  "How much do you know?" 


"He
put it out in three sentences." 


"Oh." 
He considered it. "He's undercover." 


"Nah,
ya think?" Don said sarcastically.  "Considering there's a
headstone to him down in Miami I think he'd better be!" 


"Calm
down, Don." 


"The
guy had a kid, Mac!  You don't fuck with families like that!" 


"You
don't," he agreed calmly.  "Not without a very good
reason.  Now.  Was his cover broken?"  The agent
nodded.  "Is he in the wind or free?" 


"Free. 
We let him go.  He wrung out all he could for us." 


"Is
he still a junkie?" Don asked. 


"No,
he's clean," he said quietly, looking at him.  "Is Lieutenant
Caine in any shape to talk?" 


"His
boy will use you as target practice if you upset him," Don assured him. 


"I
can handle that." 


"I
doubt it."  He looked at Mac.  Then at the agent. 
"So, our homicide?" 


"A
dealer we were tracking.  He knows who did it and I've got that
information if we can get some cooperation helping get him out of the
city." 


"Airlines?"
Don suggested. 


"He
helped us bust a South American and Asian cartel."  Mac
shuddered.  "Exactly, gentlemen.  We need him to be safely out
of New York.  Miami would be fine but I can't guarantee he wants to go
down there." 


"Sure,"
Don said dryly. "Train?" 


"Train
might work," Mac agreed.  "Horatio and Xander will be heading
home in about four days probably."  That got a nod.  "He is
not to go near Detective Flack's girlfriend.  They'll be staying with her
and we do not want her involved." 


"If
at all possible.  Is she blonde and shy?"  Don growled and his
fists balled up.  "We made him quit watching her earlier.  
He expected his brother to show up there." 


"You
keep the slimy fucker away from my girl.  Or else it won't be an
issue," Don vowed.  "Am I clear?"  That got a quick
nod.  "Good.  Mac, with permission?" 


"I've
got it.  Go tell her."  He walked out, going to stomp home and
talk to Tara for a few minutes.  "That was royally dumb." 


"Horatio
calls us idiot feds most of the time but that was his brother's doing.  I
was trying to keep him away from normals." 


"He
probably did today as well.  Give me what I need and leave, Agent
Johnson."  The man looked stunned. "Of course I know who you
are.  I knew when you walked in here. File?"  It was handed over
and he left.  Mac muttered something under his breath and went over the
information in there.  He called Xander's room, getting Horatio. 
"You okay?  He was watching Tara to see when you'd be over," he
said quietly.  "They pulled him away from there and Don went to warn
her.  They said he's clean," he offered.  "Don about hit
him."  He smiled.  "You rest, Horatio.  I don't know
why he'd still be in the bathroom.  Too much cheese?"  He
smiled.  "That could do it.  Have a better rest."  He
hung up and made plans on how to cover up this federal mistake in action as
well.  He hated doing it.  He'd hate to disappear more. 


***



Horatio
looked up from his reading when someone walked into his room.  "I
should shoot you." 


"You
probably should," his brother admitted.  He put down the small
plant.  "Are you all right?" 


"A
bit light headed from the gas.  Nothing else."  He closed his
book, using his finger to hold his place.  "So, you're alive." 


"I
am.  They made me." 


"I'm
the least of your worries, Ray.  Your son will kill you."  He
nodded, sitting down.  "I would suggest you hide until I have a
chance to prepare them."  Xander wheeled himself in. 
"Figured out how to pick handcuff locks?" 


"Yes,
right after I found out we had crappy cable."  He looked at the guest
then at him.  "Can I have a hug?"  Horatio gave him a hug
and made him smile.  "Thank you.  My head still feels
numb." 


"The
cloudiness will go away soon, Xander.  They said she used too much on
you."  He stroked over his hair.  "Your grandsire will be
in tonight." 


"That's
fine."  He yawned and looked at his guest, frowning a bit. 
"I've seen your picture somewhere." 


"That
is my idiot brother." 


"Oh. 
Ray showed me your picture then."  He nodded at the shocked
look.  "You've got a good boy and I will use my whips to turn you
into fish bait if you hurt him.  If you don't think I can, ask your
brother."  He looked at Horatio again.   "Did we mail
back Daddy's present?" 


"We
did," he agreed, smiling at him.  "We'll go rest at Tara's
tomorrow, dear." 


"Okay." 
He put his head down, letting Horatio continue to pet him.  "I hate
sleeping alone.  Even the dog would be better than sleeping alone." 


"I
know."  He went back to soothing him until he was snoring then he
looked at his little brother again.  "He will kill you, Ray.  As
I will if you hurt your son."  That got a slow nod.  "Yes,
I'm with him before you ask." 


"You're
gay?" 


"Bi."



"Since
when?" 


"Tenth
grade." 


"Oh." 
He slumped and looked at him then at Horatio. "Is he legal?" 


"Much
more than Suzie was when you two slept together and gave me a
niece."  Ray went really pale at that.  "Yes, she
knows.  Madison got ill and needed bone marrow," he said
quietly.  "Your wife did not take it well and they're still fairly
hostile to each other.  The only thing saving her is that Madison is a
very sweet little girl and Suzie was also out of control at the time. 
Your son thinks of her like a sister." 


Ray
swallowed and nodded.  "Okay.  Um....  Can you help me when
I get home?" 


"I
can try.  I can guarantee it won't be a quick process, Ray." 
That got a nod.  "Good, then you're reasonable at least." 
He went back to petting Xander.  The nurse came in and sighed in
frustration.  "He can't sleep alone." 


"We
have medicine for that." 


"He's
still feeling effects from the last stuff he got given," Ray complained. 


"I
don't care!  He can't be in here."   Horatio scowled at her
and she glared back.  "This is  your room, not his." 


Xander
raised his head, glaring at her.  "Get out unless you want to watch
me suck my boyfriend off."  She squeaked and stepped back. 
"Out!"  She fled.  "Thank you!"  He put his
head back down.  "I hate drugs." 


"I
know, Xander."  He went back to petting him, giving him a gentle
smile and a small head shake once he was asleep.  "He is very
protective of who he considers family, Ray.  He would kill to protect me
and probably to protect Ray Junior." 


"I'll
be as gentle as I can." 


"Let
me talk to them first."  He looked at him.  "Are you
clean?"  Ray nodded quickly.  "Fully?" 


"For
ten months, Horatio." 


"Good. 
I won't have to kick your ass."  A guard came in. 
"What?" 


"Sir,
he needs to be back in his own bed." 


"He
can't sleep alone and he'll go back soon." 


"You
can't do things like that here...."  Ray coughed and produced his ID,
getting a wince and a hiss.  "He still can't...." 


"All
he's doing is napping," Horatio told him.  "The nurse
overreacted.  But if they're that fussy we can easily head
home."  The guard nodded and left.  He nudged Xander. 
"Let's escape."  Xander beamed and nodded, going back to his
room to pull on clothes.  He looked at Ray.  "I would suggest
you not follow us tonight." 


"There's
a really tough guy with that blonde." 


"That's
Don.  Her fiance."  He swung his feet around and went to put on
clothes as well.  It felt good to get back into underwear again.  
He loathed hospitals.  A nurse came in with forms.  "Thank
you."  He signed it and let her check his room, then roll him out
with Xander right behind him.  His personal effects were handed over by
the guy outside.  "Evening, Sheldon." 


"Evening,
Horatio.  Xander's grandsire is at the house.  He was coming over
later."  He nodded at Ray.  "Can I give you two a
ride?" 


"Please." 
He nodded politely at the nurses.  "Thank you.  Ray, I'll see
you in a few weeks." 


"Sure,
Horatio."  He watched as the CSI got them into the back of his car
and Xander curled up against his big brother's side.  His wife used to do
the same thing when she felt nasty.   It almost made him go 'awww'
but he didn't want to have warm, mushy feelings about his brother's lover
yet.  At least not until he did a background on the guy.  His brother
wasn't usually the sort to go for barely legal and boyish.  That had been
more of his thing than Horatio's. 


Horatio
got Xander inside the house, watching as he curled up on a couch, his head on
his grandsire's lap.  Horatio took the chair and snuggled in to nap as
well.  "They didn't like that Xander couldn't sleep without his head
on my leg.  He yelled at the nurse and told her to go away before he
proved we were together by blowing me right there."  Raphael
snickered at that, petting his boy's hair gently.  "What do you know
about my brother?" 


"Quite
a lot.  Is he free?"  Horatio looked at him.  "I
thought you knew," he defended gently.  Any angst or yelling would
wake Xander up. 


"Just
now free," he agreed, staying calm. 


"It'll
be fine, Horatio.  Should I ask Patrick to tell Yelina?" 


"No.
I will.  Or I'll ask Speed to have her call." 


"Speed
might be good to have that talk with her." 


"That
should come from family." 


"It
should," he agreed, smiling at him. "By the way, you don't have a
stepchild yet."  Horatio smiled at that.  "I'll tell him
when he wakes up." 


"What
about Anya's?" Tara asked as she walked in with a teapot and cups. 
She smiled before kissing Horatio on the temple.  "You rest,
Horatio.  You need to rest to sleep off that nasty sedative." 
He nodded and let himself drift off.  "Grandsire, what about Anya's
baby?"  He looked stunned.  "She's not beyond that to get
him back," she said quietly. 


"I'll
have her tested," he assured her, making her smile.  "I know
she's had some trouble recently."  She nodded and poured him some
tea, fixing it how he liked.  "Thank you, love."  He leaned
back and Xander blinked up at him.  "The child in Yemen isn't yours,
Grandson."  Xander smiled at that and drifted off again.  He
sipped his tea.  "It's a good thing they don't gamble more
often." 


"Did
they lose a lot?" she teased. 


"Not
really.  Fifty.  They nearly broke even.  How did Don do?" 


"He
won about two hundred," she said with a shy smile. He smiled back. 
"So, everything they had out there is upstairs?"  He
nodded.  "Good.  Even the presents?" 


"Everything
in their rooms that the hotel clerk said wasn't the hotel's.  Now, who was
this woman?" 


"Some
delusional Xander stalker."  He smiled at that.  "Did you
see the new blue pants?" 


"I
did.  They're very tight looking."  She nodded, blushing just a
bit.  "Is that what drew her?" 


"No,
he was dancing with Horatio and making everyone pant.  Even Don," she
joked.  He chuckled and took another sip. "They are very cute
together." 


"They
are and with the dog is even better."  She giggled at that. 
"Who has the horny little thing?" 


"Eric. 
Willow pouted but Ryan made her give the kitty toy back." 


"Your
cat liked him?" 


"Chased
him all around the house and used him for a pillow.  She decided he was a
toy the first time he tried to hump her."  He chuckled, having to
keep his tea from sloshing out and getting Xander.  She grinned at
him.  "Ryan got pictures.  Willow said they'd be pretty babies
but she didn't want kittens this week."  He had to put down his
cup.  "She did ask Eric if she could do a fertility spell for him so
his mother could have the wanted grandchild.  He walked off nearly crying
at the image of him being pregnant.  Apparently Timmy was picking on him
again." 


"Those
two are so adorable when they play," he agreed happily.  She
beamed.  "The same as you are, dear."  He looked at
her.  "Now, what can I do to make you want to have a harvest
binding?" 


She
blushed bright red and gave him a sheepish look.  "It'll be the night
before his sister's wedding.  The whole coven will be there." 


"Good
girl!"  He smiled at her. "Then an official one in the eyes of
the law?" 


She
nodded.  "After that," she agreed. 
"Sometime."  He smiled.  "I didn't want
something  quick and cheap.  It's supposed to mean more." 


"It
is.  You and Don aren't going to split anytime soon though.  Even if
you did hit a justice of the peace."  She nodded.  "Any
particular faith?" 


"Outside? 
But at night?" 


"We
could do that," he agreed happily. "Bind in the fall on an auspicious
day and then marry in the spring at Beltane?"  She went brighter red
and squeaked.  "Well, it is a good time to marry and mate,
dear." 


"Not
too many grandkids," she complained. 


"No,
love, we'd never make you have too many grandchildren," he promised. 
She smiled.  "You can stay on the pill for however long you
want.  We won't be pushy about that.  Though we might start pushing
Willow.  It would bind her powers into her daughter."  She
blinked at that. "Patrick saw it." 


"Oh." 
She pouted then nodded. "I know why."  He nodded and went back
to patting Xander gently.  "He's adorable when he's not teasing
Don." 


"He
is.  Even if he won't let us spoil him horribly." 


"He
wants to be a self-made man, Uncle Raphael.  Of course he won't. 
He's got pride like you've got the need to spoil.  Spoil him with
attention and affection." 


"I
try, dear, but I won't always be there.  Neither will Patrick." 


"He
knows.  The same as Don and I do."  He nodded, smiling slightly
at that.  "Are you going to make Oz do all the Angel taunting
alone?" 


"Quite
possibly.  He's very good at it.  Came up with a new name.  Dark
twinkie."  She burst out in high-pitched giggles.
"Exactly," he agreed happily.  "He can handle loosening him
up again."  He winked at her and sipped more of his tea.  He
noticed Xander looking up at him.  "Did you want to put in another
nickname?" 


"Tell
Angel he's reminding people of Voldemort's younger brother."  He
snickered at that and had to put down his cup again to hug him. 
"Thanks, Grandsire."  He looked at Horatio then at him. 
"We should go to bed." 


"You
should, dear.  Have a good rest."  Xander nodded, getting up to
wake Horatio with a kiss.  "Bed, boys.  The usual room,
Xander."  He nodded and pulled Horatio with him up the stairs. 
He smiled at the beloved niece-in-law.  He did adore Tara.  "One
of my children had a wedding ring if you'd like to have it," he offered. 


She
shook her head.  "Don said he's getting mine. We talked about it out
there and got in some looking before Greg pounced us that second day. I found
what I wanted and he's looking around here to find something like it for
me.  He said when I'm ready it's mine."  He smiled at that. 
"You can't buy it for him either.  He said so." 


"That's
fine, love. That is a special purchase from husband to wife.   I
wouldn't dream of it outside of offering an heirloom.  I can see if
Patrick still has his aunt's." 


"His
father does.  He asked." 


"Then
it's probably for the best. You two will figure it out."  He leaned
over to give her a hug.  "You're such a sweet girl.  We do adore
you, Tara.  The both of us." 


"Are
you having multiple personalities?" she teased. 


"Now
and then Patrick makes me want to snap that way."  She giggled and
swatted him.  "You should be in bed as well, young lady." 


"Can
Don move in with me when we've bonded?" 


"Of
course.  He could move in now if you wanted, Tara."  She shook
her head.  "Not ready yet?" 


"That
should come with a ring." 


"It
should," he said happily.  "I like your sense of morals,
dear.  Now, shoo, go rest.  You have classes tomorrow and a
frustrating, sick nephew."  She smiled and gave him a real hug before
going upstairs.  He sighed in pleasure.  She was such a good girl for
his nephew. Suited him perfectly and made Don have a reason to protect someone
in that special way. 


***



Speed
looked up as a scarred old veteran walked up to him in the park. "What's
up, Mayper?"  The older Asian man sat down next to him and handed over
a letter.  "For the son?" 


"Yup. 
Can't figure out who sent it," he admitted quietly, glancing around. 


Speed
opened it and gasped, nearly grabbing his chest.  "Oh please tell me
this is a joke?" 


"I
checked, it's a legal draw."  He looked at him.  "It came
from the Middle East.  Also, I heard from Gordon.  That will was
finally settled.  You don't have a granddaughter."  Speed smiled
at that.  "So it was settled and they've sent things where Xander
wanted to go.  He'll have forms to sign soon."  Speed handed
back the draw slip.  "I can't deposit it into his account." 


"I
don't have a safe place to put it." 


"But
you could deposit it for him." 


"I
could but man!"  He looked at it again then at him.  "From
the people who stole him this last time you think?" 


"I
don't know.  I called a contact I have in the Feds to see if they could
trace it.  They came up empty." 


"Damn." 
He looked at it then nodded.  "I know someone I can see." 
He looked at him. "How are you enjoying the threatening?" he teased. 


"Mostly
I feel really sad for these lonely schmucks who can't see reality but sometimes
it's fun.  A lot of them have been higher class people who think they can
buy him as a new toy."  He stood up.  "Have fun with that
and I've got a few at the house whenever you're ready to take them over." 


"He'll
be home in a few days.  Bring them over then."  That got a nod
and he walked off.  "Have a good afternoon." 


"You
too.  Bikini season has started," he joked. 


Speed
got up and tucked the draw slip into his pocket, then put his phone on top of
it so it couldn't come out while he rode over to the office he wanted.  It
wasn't that far away fortunately.  That thing made him incredibly
nervous.  He walked into the office of the Treasury Department. 
"Is Agent Elliot in?"  The receptionist nodded and he flashed
his ID, so she let him sign in.  "Thank you.  Where?" 


"Last
office on the left, CSI Speedle." 


"Thank
you."  He headed that way, puling out the check.  He tapped and
walked in at the grunt.  "Sorry to interrupt lunch," he offered.



"That's
okay.  Another problem with counterfeit money?"  Speed handed
over the draw slip and he gasped in horror.  "How?" 


"We
don't know.  He has an officer working as a front for those things. 
He sends back what he can figure out and deals with them for him.  He and
his buddy somewhere in the feds couldn't figure out where that came from. 
I figure your people probably had that big of a payment flagged." 


"I
can definitely check."  He turned to his computer and logged into a
different screen, typing in the numbers from the check.  He blinked. 
"It was from a blind draw account.  Corporation name only on
it.  They're out of India according to the limited information.  This
is their supply account." 


"So,
are we talking terrorists want my son as well?" 


"No. 
This isn't how they usually operate.  Thankfully."  He traced
that account back to a Swiss bank, only getting a number.  "Swiss
bank was the originator of the deposit.  Oh, crap, there's another that
got authorized the other day."  He sent a request to the bank. 
"Okay, I'm asking the Swiss bank for information but that's like pulling
teeth from a toothless hippo."  He handed it back. "Want an
escort to the bank?" 


"I'd
rather talk to Horatio and Xander first." 


"Want
me to hold that here?" 


"Please. 
I'm scared to death I'll lose it." 


"He's
getting another one in a few days," he admitted quietly.  "Who
do you have working on this?" 


"He's
hired Mayper to handle all the presents he gets." 


"Wonderful. 
Would marrying Caine help this?" 


Speed
shook his head.  "According to his grandfather it happens to all the
members of the family once they've found their true spouse.  Takes about
four years to die off.  I know he's not allowed out to Vegas again. 
This was the second time the FBI had to extract him from a plane where he was
sedated and a hostage, this time with Horatio."  That got a weak
smile.  "Yeah, exactly.  That's all he gave me.  I don't
know anything about the envelope yet or anything." 


"I'm
hoping it got sent by a courier," he offered.  "US Mail isn't
that trustworthy all the time." 


"Good
point.   If you hear anything let me know please?" 


"Sure. 
When are they coming back?" 


"Two
days."  He walked off after a short wave, heading to Xander's house
to call up there.  "Hey, it's me.  Love you too, son, what did
you just do?" he asked tolerantly.  "Ah.  You're trying
very hard not to drink about that will.  At least it's not a
baby."  Xander cackled at that, a bit high pitched.  "Calm
down.  Because Mayper got a draw slip for you from a blind account. 
We're still trying to track it.  I don't know, Xander.  I left it
with Agent Elliot so he could finish tracking it down.  Xander, we're
talking like the lab's budget check," he said patiently.  Xander whimpered. 
"And there may be another one coming but if he can track it we can send it
back.   He did want to know if you wanted it deposited or
not."  He nodded. "I understand.  Okay.  Have him get
you into a cab and go hug Horatio, Xander.  Don't drink, it won't
help."  He smiled. 


"Love
you too, baby.  Be good and calm down.  It's not that
bad."  Xander told him why it was that bad, which made the bartender
hiss in sympathy, he could hear him.  "It'll be okay.  Go home
and get cuddles.  If I was there I'd cuddle you," he promised. 
"Pay for the drink and go home.  I love you.  Remember
that."  He smiled and Xander hung up after paying for the drink he
didn't get and headed home.  He found Mayper's number.  "I got
with the treasury guy we know and use in the lab sometimes.  He's tracking
it but if you've got an envelope or anything it could help.  No, he didn't
figure it came in the mail.  He did see that another one might be
coming.  Elliot.  Treasury.  Yeah, him.  I called Xander,
he's a bit hysterical about the will.  Yeah, still that guy.  Thanks,
man, and keep me informed."  He hung up and went to check the house.
You shouldn't have to come back from vacation to a messy house.  Or rotten
food in the fridge. 


***



Xander
found Tara studying and sat down to hug her, making her squeak.  "They
settled the will and someone sent me a major anonymous check in the mail."



"Horatio's
napping in the backyard," she told him.  He nodded but continued to
hug her.  "I know, Xander.  It'll be okay.  I know it
will.  The Goddess doesn't like selfish people like them."  She
stroked over his hand and he gave her a squeeze before going out to cuddle his
boyfriend.  She sighed and called down to Florida.  "Gordon,
it's Tara.  Someone sent him a check that's got him smelling like
cigarettes?"  She listened then winced.  "Ow. 
Why?"  She nodded at that.  "Thankfully Don doesn't have
that sort of curse on him.  Thanks.  No, they're here. 
Why?"  She smiled.  "They're coming back in two days,
Gordon.   You can have him sign papers then."  She
giggled.  "Of course."  She hung up and went back to her
studying.  She was learning a lot more at her present college.  Not
having a cuddly Willow was giving her more time to study it seemed.  Don
and Mac walked in and she smiled.  "Xander and Horatio are in the
backyard.  Did you hear about the check?" 


"No,
I got faxed things he's got to sign," Mac admitted, heading that way. 


Don
came in to give her a kiss and a smile.  "How's class?" 


"Boring. 
I don't like this one."  She stole another kiss with a grin. 
"Xander came in and hugged me smelling like cigarettes.  Someone sent
him a massive check anonymously."  He shuddered.  "I'm so
glad you didn't get that curse, Don," she said more gently. 


"Me
too, baby.  Me too."  He stole another kiss and winked, heading
out to help calm Xander down.  "Why do you smell like
cigarettes?" 


"He
went to a bar to almost drink," Horatio said, stroking Xander's back while
he read.  "We can't give it back or deny his existence, anything like
that?" 


"They
tried that, the judge said it was odd and probably detrimental, but no. 
He did caution the rest of the family to leave him alone about this
however."  He sat on Xander's other side on the lounger, patting him
on the back.  "Hopefully this'll be the last for a while." 


Xander
looked at him.  "Someone just sent me an anonymous check that was
like the lab's budget.  That's what daddy said." 


"I'm
sorry," he soothed, stroking his back.  "If you sign those, your
Grandsire can handle things and liquidate things for you."  Xander
nodded, going back to reading it over.  He handed back one paper, pointing
at a section, then read the others before signing.  "That is a bad
clause."  Horatio looked over at him.  "That he'd give up
his daughter to the family."  He called the toll-free number he had
for the attorney handling it.  "He's signed everything but the one
with the daughter clause," he offered. "That one, yes," he
agreed, nodding slowly.  "Nor will he be," he promised. 
"Thank him for me anyway."  He smiled.  "No, he wants
to be totally left alone by them.  No matter what they want.  He
doesn't want to see them, hear them, hear about them in the news,
nothing.  Thank you."  He hung up.  "He'll ignore that
one.  Your grandsire is there and furious about that one.  I could
hear him in the background when that one got pulled up."  He patted
Xander on the back.  "Need any more help on this one?" 


"Nope." 
He looked at him. "Thanks, Mac.  I know I owe you.  Send me a
bill?" 


"It's
not a problem. It's nicer than another dead body any day," he said dryly,
standing up and gathering them back together.  He read through them then
went to fax them back, including that sheet unsigned.  He got back a
confirmation signed by Raphael himself and took it out to the happy couple. 
Xander choked at that.  "That's what it's worth.  Half of it has
to be sold off if you don't want to keep it."  Xander gave the paper
over to Horatio and laid down, one hand over his eyes so he could nap it off. 


Horatio
looked and nearly choked, then looked at Mac.  "This is for
real?" 


"Very. 
I mentioned the last one since it looked like someone from the same
family.  They're inputting a restraining order as well."  That
got a slow nod and a stare.  "It'll be fine, Horatio.  They're
going to leave him alone.  I would probably call down there to see about
the check Xander apparently found out about today."  Horatio moaned
and sighed, nodding at that before going inside to do that. 
"Don?" 


"I'm
good and I'm off the rest of the day," he promised with a smile. 
"Gonna spoil Tara to dinner out." 


Xander
looked at his wallet then tossed it over.  "Take her somewhere
expensive and awe inspiring."  Don grinned and went to do that. 
He looked at Mac.  "You do deserve paid for dealing with the cranky
assholes, namely me." 


Mac
smiled.  "It's fine, Xander. I don't need it this time." 
Xander nodded so he left, going back to work. 


Xander
called his father.  "Daddy?" he asked weakly.  "You
know, we've got to buy Mac a present for helping me.  Plus Mommy before
she pouts."  He smiled.  "At least I'm not with Anya
anymore, dad."  He grinned.  "No, Horatio's doing
that.  Why?"  He groaned.  "You talked with the
treasury guy?"  He nodded at that.  "Please.  I don't
want or need it.  Horatio, can you fax that to my house for dad?" he
called.  "The new information sheet?" 


"I
can and am," Horatio called back.  He came out a minute later, taking
the phone.  "Speed, I just sent it.  That's the brief summary of
worth.  What check?"  He listened, having to blink hard. 
"Tell me you're kidding," he demanded.  Xander shook his head,
making room for him to lay down again.  "Why?"  He listened
to what little they knew.  "Any idea if we can send it back? 
Return to the same account?"  He nodded.  "I don't know
either.  Let me know what you two figure out.  Thank you." 
He hung up and hugged Xander instead.  "I need to finish my
nap." 


"I
could use one," he agreed, snuggling in. 


Tara
looked outside and giggled, sneaking off again to put on something nice so they
could go out to dinner. Don had called Grandsire for a recommendation and he
had gotten them a great reservation at a very nice place for tonight.  She
had just the dress thanks to Horatio taking her shopping last night. 
She'd make Don drool and pant all through dinner, but in a good, charming, and
nice guy way of course. 


***



Xander
walked back into his house and found his father and Eric lounging in front of
the another naked soccer match.  "Any good?" he taunted. 


"Yup,
and one of your clients called.  He'll be coming by tomorrow at five since
you didn't have anything.  I wrote it in your book for you," Speed
offered, grinning at him.  "This way the dog got to come home and
quit trying to hump Ryan in the middle of the night." 


"At
least he was on the right end the last time," Eric said, eating a bite of
chips.   He held up the bag and Xander hugged him.  "What
did I do this time?" 


"I've
got to buy Mom a really nice present and you're helping me."  He went
into the office and came out with an envelope.  "Eww." 


"Tough. 
They sent the second one and closed both the account it came from and the
feeder account.  So we'll have to wait for them to pop back up again or
for the Treasury guy to find out who it came from originally.  He said to
deposit them but not spend them." 


"Horatio,
they gave me a second one," he whined. 


Horatio
came in with the dog, looking at the check.  "You weren't
kidding," he said dryly. 


"No,
and this is the second one," Xander complained. 


"Then
they closed the accounts, H.  We can't send it back that way," Speed
offered.  The dog wiggled over until he could hop down and walk across him
to beg Eric for some of his chips.  "Greedy," he taunted. 
"Didn't Willow feed you plenty of junk food?" 


"Can't
I just flay someone?" Xander demanded, handing Horatio the check. 
"Burn that or something." 


"If
you do, you can't give it back," Eric reminded him.  He looked back
at him.  "Why are you buying your mom something nice now?" 


"She
said I had to if I wasn't making her a grandmother." 


Speed
looked up. "Thank you."  He suddenly grabbed his head and
moaned.  "Ow.  Oh, damn, ow."  He took a deep breath
then sighed and grabbed his phone. "Aiden, can you maybe call off work
today?  Please?  Head splitting migraine?" he offered. 
"Thanks."  He hung up and looked at Xander.  "Car
crash later." 


"Oh. 
Good thing.  She'll stay home, right?"  He nodded. 
"Good."  He went to the office and came out with the small box,
dropping it in front of Horatio as well.  "Do something about those
too please?  Bury them or something.  Whatever?"  He went
to check his book, smiling at who was coming in tomorrow. Then he went to make
sure he had everything ready in his work space for him.  A few things
needed cleaned and the furry tube needed to be washed so he put that into the
wash and then went to hide.  Naked soccer was nice but he really wanted to
hide.  Horatio came up after putting everything in a closet in another
room, he had heard him, and came in to cuddle him.  "Can I
hide?" 


"You
can hide all you want," he promised, kissing him gently.  "I
don't like those either." 


"I
know.  Not like I asked." 


"I
know you didn't," he soothed, stroking his back.  "We'll get
through this, Xander."  Xander nodded and snuggled in, letting
himself be held for now. 


Downstairs,
Speed pulled out his phone again and texted Aiden, getting a screech
back.  Only she had a stylized screech like that.  He sent back what
he knew for sure and let her handle it.  Then he looked at Eric. 
"She's not hard to please," he offered. 


"Does
that mean there's a grandchild on the way?" 


"I
got a head's-up to check on Anya," he admitted.  "I'm not sure
yet and she can do that.  She got on better with Rupert than I did. 
I told him to grow up a few times."  He stole some of the chips,
dropping one for the dog.  "Daddy's upstairs, Thumper."  He
raced and went to cuddle the daddy and get lovies.  He loved the
daddies.  Even the one that didn't let him help while he worked on
things.  He didn't even hump their ankles until they were asleep and then
the nice one kicked him off the bed with a growl so he quit and snuck back up
to get cuddlesome and cute.  Before someone did the mean thing and stopped
his fun. 


***



Speed
looked up a few days later, smiling when the messenger paused beside him. 
"I'm hoping it's not a court summons?" 


"No,
sir, an official letter," he said, handing it over.  Speed signed and
he checked then nodded.  "You are one of the people who can sign for
that.  Please make sure it gets to the proper person?" 


"Of
course."  He checked then smirked. "I'll be seeing him for lunch
anyway," he promised.  The courier left and he slit open the end,
glancing inside.  No check, official form letter with something
handwritten in.  From Las Vegas.  Interesting.  He put it in his
back pocket and went back to enjoying his ten minutes of free time.  He
had wrapped up one, it was only about twenty minutes until lunch, he wasn't on
for the next body, Eric was. It was a pretty day in Miami.  Even if his
son's sports car did sound a bit out of tune when it pulled in. 
"Already time for a tuneup?"  He handed over the letter. 
"From Las Vegas." 


Xander
looked at the open end then him.  "Thought it was another missive to
make me swear?" 


"Yup."



"Not
that I mind," he agreed.  He looked at the letter, then sighed and
called out there.  "Sonya, is she up yet?"  He
smiled.  "M'lady.  I just got an official announcement of
death.  Are you okay?"  He listened to her and smiled.  "I'm
happy to be here for you, m'lady.  Whatever you need, you know
that."  He grinned.  "Sure.  We can do that. 
Talk to you soon, Lady Heather."  He hung up.  "The guy who
killed Lady Heather's daughter was killed in jail." 


"Pity
he didn't last longer," he said then shrugged.  "She okay with
that?" 


"He
got what he deserved," he assured him.  Then he hugged him. 
"So, lunch, or should we worry about grumpy people and bodies?" 


"I'm
not on for the next one, Eric is, and grumpy people, here?"  He
glared at one guy giving them a funny look.  "He's like my son, get
over it."  He walked him inside, letting him sign in so they could
head to the break room.  Xander looked around then at him.  "I
know.  Don't ask me.  I didn't design it.  I protested all the
glass; it's somewhere between a canyon and a big mouth of teeth." 


"They
do kinda look like teeth," Xander agreed, frowning at one.  "Is
that supposed to be decorative?" 


"Yup."



"Uh-huh." 
He just nodded and kept going with him.  "Okay then." 
Speed smirked at him.  "At least they kept the table and the
couch." 


"No,
one of us had to go drag our old ratty couch from home," he admitted,
sitting down with their lunch.  He handed Xander his, getting a smile, and
tucked into his own, just sitting and enjoying the silence with him for
now.  "So, what're you getting Aiden?" 


"Not
a clue.  That's why I'm going to torture Eric into helping me." 


"Is
Aiden someone who works here?" a female voice asked.  "I haven't
met her yet." 


"She's
like my ex and no, she works in Seattle at the moment," Speed said without
having to look.  "Son, this is Natalia.  She's the new cold case
DNA tech.  This is my adopted son Xander.  He will play nicely most
of the time."  He ate another bite and watched the news coverage of
something going on downtown.  "Any idea if H is in the middle of
that?" 


Xander
waved then grinned.  "Hi."  He looked at the tv. 
"Yeah, he's there, with the SWAT team," he said, pointing at
him.  "I should spank him for that.  He's not wearing a
vest." 


"He's
not.  We can take turns," Speed agreed happily, eating another bite. 
"Eat, kid." 


"Yes,
daddy."  He ate and chewed while they watched, at least until
Calleigh came in and walked in front of them.  "Hey!  Horatio's
there without a vest," he complained.  She turned it back and sat
down on his other side, letting him put his head on her shoulder. 
"Hi, stepmom." 


"Hi,
Xander.  Did he make you a sandwich and not me?"  Speed tossed
over the third one he had made, earning a smile.  "Thanks,
Speed." 


"Welcome,
Cal."  He finished it and nearly choked when he saw them going
in.  "Definitely needs spanked." 


"Yup,"
Xander agreed, frowning some.  "Borrow the paddle?" 


"Nah,
I don't think we'll need one.  You can spank hard enough without it,"
Calleigh assured him, stroking through his hair.  Then she grimaced. 
"Forget part of the shower?" 


"Conditioner
malfunction." 


"Ah." 
She wiped her hand off on his shirt and he looked at her.  "It's
nasty, Xander." 


"I've
washed it twice with dish washing detergent.  It was worse." 


"There's
always rubbing alcohol," she offered. 


"True. 
Somehow some of my massage oil got into my conditioner."  He grimaced
and pulled out a ball cap, putting it on.  "Better?" 


"Much,"
she agreed, checking her shirt.  No stains so she was still happy with
them.  The team came back out without a suspect.  "Any idea
where he went?" 


"Up,"
Xander told her.  "Probably the roof."  He called Horatio's
phone.  "Try for up instead of outward running.  You had it
pretty well blocked off so that was his only option unless he had a sewer
access, Horatio.  Also, the tv's showing a glint on what looks like the
sixteenth floor but I'm not sure it's not a camera too."  He hung up
and watched him hang up then argue with the guy in charge.  They watched
as someone came off the sixteenth floor with the camera.  And then someone
fired a shot from the roof.  Thankfully not hitting anyone but one of the
news vans.  "Hmm, not in it for the press.  So not a statement
guy." 


"No,
if I remember right he was a robbery suspect who shot a cop during his capture
yesterday," Calleigh admitted.  "Why aren't they going up
there?" 


"He
can't get down and they can't get up.  It's a standoff," Speed told
her.  "Someone's going to hit a chopper soon."  Sure
enough, one of the news choppers was commandeered and he called Horatio. 
"All this is being covered by at least one news crew, boss.  Do
something outside of the range.  We're watching channel five.  By the
way, the son and I agree we're going to kick your ass for the lack of vest." 
He hung up and Horatio threw another order and someone went to handle that crew
and do the commandeering off- camera this time.  A few minutes later the
news broadcast came back and the guy was down according to reporters. 
They were saying no one had been injured except the gunman.  He was drug
down on a gurney and taken to the hospital with SWAT accompanying him. 
"Huh, good call, kiddo." 


"Thanks,
dad."  He gave him a hug.  "Thanks for lunch too." 


"Welcome." 
He grinned at him.  "Rethinking the profiler stuff?" 


"Nope. 
School sucks."  Speed sighed but gave him a cuddle anyway. 
"Sorry." 


"You're
not disappointing me, Xander.  I promise."  Xander relaxed and
they settled in to watch how things were going.  They had chased him there
so no scene techs needed.  "Ah, there's the hummer.  I was
wondering." 


"He
looks grumpy too," Calleigh offered.  "He was probably out for
lunch when he ran into them." 


"Maybe,"
Speed agreed.  He called his boss back.  "Should I make you a
sandwich?"  He smiled at the grumbled complaint.  "If you
want me to I will.  Then we'll be spanking you for not wearing a vest,
H.  Yeah, and he saw.  We're having lunch."  He
smiled.  "Thanks."  He hung up.  "He'll drive
through somewhere and he didn't have it in the hummer." 


"I
can fix that," Xander said dryly.  "That is something my damn
present givers are good for."  He looked at Speed.  "The
same as you need a new one too." 


"I've
got a new one." 


"No
you don't," Calleigh argued.  "You've still got your old vest,
Speed, and it's way out of date."  She looked at him.  "Did
you clean your gun?"  Speed pointed at Xander.  "That's
fine, as long as it gets done."  Xander looked at her.  "We
worry." 


"I
know you do but that's about the sixth time he's been asked this month. 
It's bordering on nagging." 


"Fine,
I'll ease off," she promised. 


"Thank
you.  Especially since his is a piece of crap anyway," Xander
admitted, going back to his cuddle. 


"They're
not great guns," she agreed. 


Xander
snorted.  "Great or not, I've had to replace his firing pin
already."  She moaned at that.  "Simple cleaning was
bending it.  It's a piece of crap, Calleigh.  He can use one of mine
and register it as his." 


"Sure. 
We'll go over the collection tonight."  Xander gave her a look. 
"I think I know a bit more about guns than you, stepson," she said,
pulling rank. 


He
grinned.  "I'm giving him one that's used for combat situations and
I've used for combat situations."  She gaped.  "You can
check me on it if you want, Calleigh." 


"I
will be.  Where is it?" 


"In
the glovebox."  She patted him down and took the keys. 
"The one in the holster," he called after her.  "The
other's for under my seat but I needed more ammo and I couldn't remember which
clip it used."  She nodded and went to get it for him.  He looked
at Speed and grinned.  "Because if you get shot again, I'm going to
fuss," he said quietly.  Speed nodded and kissed him on top of the
cap.  "Thanks, dad." 


"You're
looking out for me and I appreciate that," he assured him.  Calleigh
came back with the guns, both of them.  "Needed to check the other
one?" 


"It's
dirty?" she demanded, looking at Xander. 


"Maybe
that's why the engine sucks today," Xander offered, checking the
clip.  "No, that's the stupid dust problem I've got in the basement.
It's not dirty."  He opened the breach and let her see. "See,
green fuzzy dust.  Not black and gray dust." 


"Eww."



"Yeah,
going to fix that as well."  He closed it and handed it back. 
"Because I don't feel like getting shot today." 


"Sure." 
She looked at the other one, nodding in appreciation.  "This is a
nice gun." 


"Thank
you," Xander said proudly.  "I've carried it a hell of a lot
over the years since I bought it from a pawn shop." 


"I'll
make sure it's not listed as stolen," she promised, going to do
that.  She came back with a smile.  "It's not."  She
handed it to Speed.  "I even loaded it for you." 


"Thanks,"
he said, shifting so he could switch the holsters out.  "This is a
bit heavier." 


"It
also aims more like you stand," she assured him.  "Your last one
was a bit off to the left.  This one's not." 


"That
one's my favorite," Xander agreed.  He helped him fasten the holster
on then gave him a cuddle and a grin when Horatio came in.  "Giving
him a better gun." 


"Why?"



"His
old firing pin got bent when I cleaned it," he said dryly. 
"He's carrying a POS gun, Horatio.  This one's the one I used to
carry all the time." 


"May
I?" he asked.  Speed pulled it and handed it over.  He looked it
over, checking for cleanliness as a habit, then aim.  "This is a nice
gun, Xander.  Are you sure?" 


"I'm
sure.  I got the new model on order."  Horatio smiled and handed
it back, watching as Speed hitched it back into the holster.  "So,
anyway, dear, your vest?" 


"Here,"
he admitted.  He sipped his new cup of coffee.  "Sometimes that
happens." 


Xander
got up and checked his shirt's tag then smiled sweetly and patted him. "I
can fix that for you."  He took his gun and Calleigh, walking her
back downstairs so he wouldn't get hurt for having a gun in the building. 
Even then he still got some funny looks.  "She wanted to
see."  He took his keys back and slid into his car, heading for the
shop he needed.  He knew exactly where to get Horatio a better vest. 
The police ones were nice, but a bit bulkier than he liked.  He walked
into the spy/special agent/things hidden behind the counter shop he liked and
the guy there smiled at him and pulled out his gun.  "Cool.  I
gave Daddy my last one since his was a POS."  He put his one from the
car onto the counter.  "How do I fix the green fuzzies?  It's
only this one so far." 


He
looked then hummed.  "Not pretty." 


"No
and I'm trying nip it in the bud now." 


"Damp
rid.  Big buckets of the stuff," he ordered.  "Plus a
dehumidifier." 


"I
can do that too.  It'll probably help the other stuff."  He made
notes of that and put down his debit card for his new gun, getting a smile and
it boxed up once the sale rang through.  "Okay," he said,
glancing around, "got one small issue.  Horatio, daddy's boss, his
vest."  The man shuddered. "I like the PD vests, they're safe,
but they're bulky and his has a tendency of not being there when he needs
it.  I need to get him one for his hummer just in case.  I want it
combat rated for field maneuvers if you can.  We're talking deployment
worthy." 


The
guy considered it.  "What size is he?" 


"Shirt
size was thirty-eight tall." 


"I... 
I may have something.  It won't do artillery....  Well...  
Hold on."  He went into the back room and came out with a box. 
"It's a size too big." 


"It'll
fit over his jacket then," he assured him.  He looked at the specs,
then smiled.  "This is what they're using?" 


"Some.
It's fairly new. It's good up to artillery.  Now, if we're talking can
take on a tank...  That's mythical."  Xander gave him a look and
put three thing down on the counter from his pocket, making him drool. 
"Mythical but findable."  He went into the back and came out
with a black box.  "This is Special Forces only."  Xander
looked at it and smiled.  "It'll fit under his jacket, under his
shirt if he has to."  Xander checked the size and smiled, nodding a
bit.  "Still a bit big." 


"It'll
work."  He smiled at him.  "What about coverings?" 


"It's
got a Police sticker in there for him."  That got a grin and Xander
nodded at the three gems, getting a nod.  "Want it delivered?" 


"Nah,
that might raise suspicion.  He knows he's getting it.  I caught him
in something not wearing one."  The guy laughed and took back the
other one.  Xander picked up his things.  "Thank you,
Raul." 


"You're
welcome, kid.  Remember that other stuff I told you about." 


"Heading
to Lowes right now." 


"Good
boy."  Xander smiled and walked out, holding the vest carefully, the
guns in the bag.  He checked the gems and nodded.  "That was a
sweet price.   More than I paid for it definitely." 


Xander
went back to the station and walked blatantly up to the office after signing
in, handing Horatio the box.  "Put it in the hummer.  
Along with this," he said, handing over his personal first aid kit.
"Just in case."  Then he walked out and went to Lowes. 


Horatio
looked in the first aid kit, smiling at what it was.  "That's very
thoughtful of him." 


Speed
looked then nodded. "His hunting kit.  Willow's is more extensive but
his is sometimes more practical."  He looked at the box, then at
him.  "Next time, wear one." 


Horatio
stood up and pulled out the vest, looking at it. It was the same size as his
other one.  It was thinner.  He read the enclosed pamphlet and his
eyes nearly bulged.  He bundled it back up and it would be going into his
hummer the next time he headed down to it.  "I'll have to thank him
later." 


"We
needed a new vest?" Eric asked. 


"He
wasn't wearing one and Xander caught him not wearing one," Calleigh told
him with a sweet smile.  "They were talking about spanking him."



"Thankfully
he decided on being practical," Speed agreed.  "He hits really
hard from what I understand."  He looked at Horatio, who nodded a bit
to acknowledge he was right.  "The hummer?" 


"After
the meeting." 


"Now. 
We can wait."  Horatio went to put it in there and he shook his head,
leaning back some.  "At least now he'll be safe." 


"Was
that the new special forces body armor?  I couldn't see the literature
with the way he was holding it toward you." Calleigh asked.  Speed
nodded.  "Well, it'll do then." 


"It
definitely will," Ryan agreed.  "Isn't that illegal to own
though?" 


"Possibly,"
Speed agreed.  "Not like I care.  Anyone gonna turn him
in?"  No one said anything.  "Good.  Next point?"



"New
gun?" Eric asked.  Speed sighed and handed it over.  "This
is nice." 


"That
was Xander's gun for patrols," Speed said quietly.  It got handed
back and he slid it back into the holster and locked it down.  "He
said mine was a POS with a bent firing pin." 


"It
was," Calleigh assured him.  "Eric, yours should probably be
changed soon." 


"I
had the gun shop do it last month," he admitted.  She smiled at that
and Horatio came back in.  "He's got a nice gun." 


"I
saw.  Xander took very good care of it while he was in
Sunnydale."  He sat down again. "Okay, onto the next
point.  Lab protocol updates from the Feds."  He handed out the
packets and got to work going over them with them.  Not that they weren't
less strict than his, but they had to look like they were playing nicely when
the interview and investigative teams came in for evaluations. 


***



Xander
snuck off the plane and looked around then got his rental car from the
airport.  No one knew he had snuck back to see Lady Heather.  It
wasn't like he'd get into trouble. Horatio was at home tonight.  Speed was
out with Calleigh on a date, and there wasn't a soccer match tonight. His dog
had plenty of food and he'd be flying back in plenty of time to get back to his
client the next night.  He parked once he got to her place and headed
inside, winking at her secretary.  He walked into her office and gave her
a strong hug, kissing her on the temple.  "Because you needed
it." 


"Thank
you, Tim," she said gently, stroking his arm.   "He did get
what he deserved." 


"Yeah,
but it wasn't long enough." 


"No,
it wasn't, but I was told it was a horrible end." 


"Good." 
He kissed her temple again then looked at her.  "You needed a
hug.  Everyone needs a hug now and then."  He grinned. "Now
I'm going to go molest my Greggy."  He went to his place and found
him off duty with a sprained ankle.  He had called pouting about it
earlier.  He let himself in and made Greg squeak and reach for his gun,
but Greg dropped it when he saw him. "My poor boy," he cooed, coming
over to cuddle and pounce him. 


Greg
soaked up the attention like the needy guy he was.  It was good for
him.  Even if it was only for a night this time. 


***



Greg
walked into work the next night, looking at Grissom.  "I knew it
wasn't Xander's fault."  Grissom gave him a horrified look. 
"He came to help Lady Heather last night and baby me then left at nine
this morning," he said happily.  "Not a single
problem."  He went to clock in and get his things out of his locker. 


Grissom
looked at his back.  "Why did he come to see Lady Heather?" 


"She
needed a hug.  The guy who killed her daughter died." 


"Is
she all right?" 



"Smiling,"
Greg said proudly.  "He pounced her for another hug and tucked her in
before he left," he said with a slight grin.  "He swore up and
down if he had a daughter she was going to follow her lead and be the best
domme ever."  He made it into the locker room and got into his
locker, smiling at the card and flower in there.  "Awww.  Who
stuck that in here?" he called. 


"What?"
Grissom called back. 


"The
white rose." 


Grissom
hurried in and moved him gently out of the way to look at it and the
card.   "That's not a good thing, Greg." 


"Okay. 
Not from the studly one with the whip?" 


"No,
it's not."  He carefully put on some gloves and extracted it, looking
at it more closely.  "Go sit in the breakroom, Greg.  Get Nick
in here." 


"Sure." 
He went that way.  "NICK!"  He came out of DNA. 
"Gris wants you in the locker room about the white rose and card in my
locker."  He hurried that way.  "And I wanna know what's
going on!" he called after him.  "Geez, and it was such a great
night last night too."  Warrick gave him an odd look. 
"Master Tim came in to commiserate with Lady Heather last night then flew
home this morning." 


"So
you had a good night?" he teased. 


"Yeah
and then I came in to a white rose in my locker.  What's up with
that?" 


"Not
a clue," he admitted, going to check and see if they needed help. 
"Is this something Greg and the rest of us can know too?" 


"A
few years back, right after we got you and Nick, there was a sniper who sent
his next victim a white rose and a card.  It always showed up in the
oddest places," Grissom offered.  He looked over. "He stopped
suddenly, we figured he either died or got caught by someone else because he
never left any clues." 


Greg
leaned in.  "Xander got me a new vest, Grissom." 


"What
type?" Nick asked. 


"Special
Forces mission quality."  They all stared at him. 
"What?  My baby takes good care of me." 


"Those
aren't allowed for public use," Grissom said, thinking about it. 
"I never heard that." 


"Me
either," Nick agreed. 


"Works
for me," Warrick agreed.  "If it's better, let me know how much
he paid and where so I can get one." 


"A
lot and a hidden contact," he admitted.  He shrugged and flicked his
chest, letting it ring.  "I wore it in tonight to break it
in."  Grissom smiled.  "So, what's going on?" 


"Sniper. 
Remember when you first got here?" Nick asked, looking over at him. 
"That's really thin, I can't tell."  Greg came in and let him
check it for him.  "I like that.  Define expensive." 


"Like
ten grand expensive," he admitted.  Nick just nodded at that and got
back to his fingerprint lifting.  "You should probably find Hodges'
and Bobby's in there.  They both got into it recently to get stuff
out." 


"That's
fine," Nick agreed.  "Remember that sniper we had when you first
got here?  The one who wasn't leaving anything?" 


"Yeah. 
Kinda.  I remember he was going to hit you." 


"Then
he disappeared," Nick agreed.  "Looks like you've got a fan
however." 


"Charming. 
Well, if I get injured, I'll be babied."  He walked off shaking his
head.  "Check my case, guys." 


Warrick
pulled it out to check inside it, just in case it had something nasty waiting
for him.  Like the baby snake that popped up and tried to bite him. 
"Whoa!" 


Grissom
caught it and looked at it.  "Baby king cobra," he said in
appreciation, going to put it into a glass cage in his office for now. 
Snakes weren't his thing but that was a nice one. 


Nick
and Warrick shared a look and Warrick went to find Brass so he'd know
too.  Because this was not going to be making anyone happy until they
caught the guy. 


***



Speed
looked out at the Fed striding up the halls.  "What's going on
now?" he called.  The Treasury agent backtracked and came in, closing
the door to that lab.  "Ah, the checks?" 


"No,"
he said, putting down something else.  "This got faxed to my office
earlier." 


Speed
looked at the bagged note then at him.  "Xander's at home." 


"I
know he is.  I've already sent someone to watch him."  He
frowned a bit.  "The fax came from the same area that the will he was
angsting over came from."  Speed shuddered.  "I don't know
if it's another member of the same clan or whatever.  I have no
clue." 


"Horatio's
out on a case," he admitted, considering it.  "Who do you have
on him?" 


"Two
agents." 


"Do
they *know* him?" he asked. 


"I
don't know," he admitted.  "Rumors state one should at least
know his rep if not him personally." 


"Good. 
That'll work. I know he had a client coming in tonight.  Okay." 
He considered it.  "He has security from his grandfather." 


"I
don't think they're going to be enough this time, Speedle." 


"Most
of them are former cops." 


"I
know.  I checked when a third payment was flagged with his name on
it.  I flagged anything for him so we could see if it came from the same
source as those two checks.  Before you ask, the third one
didn't."   Speed grimaced.  "It came from Vancouver
for some reason."  He shrugged and leaned his hands on a clear spot
on the table.  "We need to figure this out." 


"His
grandfather said that some members of the family are gifted for about four
years after they find a true mate," he said quietly.  "I don't
know why.  He said he got it too." 


"Which
is fine, if frustrating, but this has now turned dangerous." 


Speed
nodded.  "Go wait in the breakroom for me.  Let me finish this
and then we'll have a short meeting about this."  That got a nod and
he took the baggie with the threat with him.  Speed called Eric. 
"Call Calleigh and Ryan, we've got to meet with Agent Elliot. 
Someone just faxed him a threat to Xander.  H is out on a call.  I'm
mid-test.  I'll call Gordon if she doesn't."  He hung up before
Eric could protest and got back to work as fast as he could. 


***



Eric
hung up and looked at his phone then at Horatio.  "Apparently we've
got to have a meeting with Agent Elliot?" he asked. "Something about
a faxed threat to Xander?" 


"Interesting. 
I hadn't heard anything about that yet," he admitted.  He frowned and
called the station.  "Put Agent Elliot on please."  He
listened then smiled when the man answered from ballistics.  "Agent
Elliot, Horatio Caine. What threat?"  He listened as it was read off
and Calleigh went back to muttering to a gun she was working on. 
"We're on a scene at the moment.  Tell them we'll be back in about an
hour.  Tell him to get Thomas or someone from his grandfather down as
well.  What steps have been taken?"  He nodded at that. 
"Sensible.  Thank you.  I'll be back as soon as we can." 
He hung up.  "He's got agents watching him." 


"Good!"
Eric agreed. "A serious threat?" 


"Very. 
He thinks it's from the same family that did the will and the first kidnaping
out of Las Vegas."  He got back to work, frowning while he
thought.  Eric came over and gave him a nudge so he let him have what he
was doing and headed back sooner with what they already had.  He walked in
and found Thomas waiting on him in the lobby.  "Sign him in," he
ordered.  She handed over the visitor's badge and went to log in evidence
first, nodding Thomas to wait in the break area while he did that.  He
came back a few minutes later and found Alexx in there chatting with him about
something and Agent Elliot waiting patiently, chatting with Calleigh and
Speed.  "Updates?" he asked. 


"Mine's
leading back to a bastard who's in jail already," Speed admitted. 
"He wasn't when it happened but he's in right now.  He's out at State
already, I'll head out to talk to him tomorrow." 

  

Calleigh smiled and nodded.  "Ballistics matches back to something he
owned as well, Horatio.  My other ballistics case for you came up empty,
I'm sorry." 


"Not
your fault, Calleigh.  I know you tried."  She nodded. 
"Thomas?" 


"I've
already upped his guards to two.  Patrick is *livid*, Horatio.  Sire is
ranting up in New York.  He even made Tara swear over this
one."  That got a small smile.  "She called Don to rant at
him and swore at him too.  Don's throwing a fit and Danny's trying to calm
him down.  We're not sure if it's worked yet or not.  Sire wanted to
eat him.  Anyone mind?" 


"No,
but if he has more information...."  The file got handed over and he
smiled.  "Thank you, Thomas.  You do make our job much
easier."  He looked it over and took the threat to look over as
well.  "Interesting.  Same family."  He sat down to
look at it then at the Fed, handing it over to him.  "I've got to
call two people." 


"I
called Greg and Lady Heather," Speed assured him.  "Faxed copies
of the threat and assured them we've put more guards on the son.  Lady
Heather was promising he could come back out and stay with her if he needed
to.  It seems he snuck out there the other night to give her a hug,"
he said with a small smirk.  "Then babied Greg's twisted ankle before
coming back." 


"I
heard about his ankle and they called," Horatio admitted with a small
smile.  That got a smirk back.  "I also heard from Grissom that
Greg might have to be sent down for his own safety but not why." 


"He's
got a sniper after him," Speed told him.  Horatio growled. 
"Left a white rose, a card, and a baby king cobra in his locker.  The
snake was in his scene kit."  The growl got just a bit louder. 
"Apparently he slipped off the radar for a few years and came back. 
His last target was Nick but he hasn't come after him again.  They were
never sure if he was a contract assassin or not.  The Feds out there are
less cooperative than ours are.  Especially after that one issue with the
one who stole from Xander and Lady Heather.  They didn't even want to help
them with any information since they now hate Greg." 


"Interesting,"
Horatio said blandly.  "He's more than welcome to come down and be
protected by Xander," he assured him. 


"I
told him that," Speed promised.  "He sounded like he
grinned.  He wanted to meet the dog." 


Horatio
cracked a small smile at that.  "He and Thumper will probably have a
lot of fun together but I am fixing that dog soon."  Thomas snickered
at that.  He looked at him.  "I am." 


"Please
do.  Sire was most upset that it tried to hump his ear that last night it
was at the house." 


Horatio
nodded. "I would be as well."  He looked at Agent Elliot. 
"Can you add to that?" 


"I
can't figure out how they got this much information."  He looked at
Thomas.  "Covert agents?  Someone undercover?" 


"We
did a thorough check when they first came after Xander.  Especially with
the clauses in the will.  We also did a very firm family chart on them so
we wouldn't miss a female relative." 


"Why?"
he asked cautiously. 


"They
took semen and were going to create a daughter for a second generation of
Xander fun," Calleigh told him.  "The will hinged on there being
a child or not."  She looked at Speed.  "Not,
right?"  He nodded quickly.  "Good.  You're too young
to be a grandfather." 


Speed
looked at her and smirked.  "That's not the only way.  We're
waiting to see if Anya had the other tube."  Horatio stiffened. 
"Aiden's checking since she and Rupert get along better, H.  We'll
know within a week."   Horatio nodded at that.  "If
so, it might be a tougher sell to get the baby away from her." 


Calleigh
snorted.  "The girls' a ho, Speed.  I asked Willow to check on
her when she was muttering about her causing problems.  She had twelve
boys last month.  She averages that a month right now."  He
nodded, looking like that was normal.  "I don't think many judges
will give the baby to a mother like that." 


"She
doesn't charge."  Calleigh gaped in horror.  "She'll beg
for presents but she doesn't charge.  Also, most judges will look at
Xander's career and will decide it's about the same, only more violent. 
They have some idiot judges out in Sunnydale.  He'd have to file out here
to have any chance of custody and they'd have to refer it back to a court out
there since that's where the child was living.  Unless we found out it is
and then someone bought Anya off?" he suggested, looking at Thomas. 


"Sire
was thinking that might be the easiest way," he admitted.  "He's
authorized Oz to help Aiden collect the sample.  They had to do a bit of
minor kidnaping to make sure the child was safe.  Apparently they're
having another bad moment in town and she was nearly killed a few days
back." 


She
shuddered.  "I hate where you ended up." 


"I
hated where I ended up but I got some great things out of it," he reminded
her with a small grin.  "The best being the son." 


"I
do like my stepson," she agreed, taking his hand to hold.  Horatio
smiled at her.  "I do.  He's a neat little gun freak." 


"He
is," he agreed.  "I won't tell him you called him that
though." 


She
smiled brightly.  "He called himself that last week."  She
looked at the Fed next to her and took the folder from him.  "Have
you met Xander?" 


"After
all the trips he had to take for his former wife's estates.  I checked for
counterfeit bills and helped with the release of the gold."  He
looked at Speed.  "What do we have planned for this?" 


"I
don't know," he admitted, looking at Thomas again.  "Do they
have a concrete plan?" 


"Sire
wanted to eat them," he said again, shrugging a bit.  "He said
Xander might mind." 


"He
might not mind," Horatio admitted.  Eric and Ryan walked in with
Xander between them.  "I know you were busy tonight." 


"Not
really.  I'm on dinner break.  What's going on?"  Calleigh
handed over the folder, including the note.  "Uh-huh."  He
sat down to look it over, resting slightly against Horatio's side.  He
looked at the Fed.  "Same source as the checks or same source as the
will?" 


"The
will.  The checks came from a different country, that's all we can
tell.  The third one you'll be getting soon came from Vancouver and a totally
different source, I'm not sure why yet." 


"I
am.  Someone made a sexbot of me," he said grimly.  "It's
very realistic and they're paying me for use of the image.  Mom said
so."  He got down to it, then handed it to Speed before looking at
Thomas.  "Where is Sire?" 


"There. 
Or he will be shortly, Xander." 


Xander
considered it.  "I know you're former Special Forces, Thomas.  I
know you know my background.  Strike team?" 


"Sire
wanted to eat them." 


Xander
seriously considered it then looked at him.  "If it does happen, I
don't want to know." 


"I
can tell him that," he promised.  "Horatio?" 


"I
would rather have it handled legally." 


"He
said there's a restraining order in place," Xander reminded him. 


Thomas
called someone.  "Rolph, Thomas.  Xander reminded me there's a
restraining order against them coming anywhere near him."  He
listened then nodded.  "Thank you.  He said he didn't want to
hear if it came down to that to protect him.  No, by the look on his face
he understands and agrees, but he didn't want the details.   Thank
you."  He hung up.  "They'll try the restraining order
first, guys."  Horatio and the Fed both nodded at that. 
"He'll respect it if it comes down to that to save your life," he
promised. 


"Are
we serious?" Agent Elliot asked. 


Thomas
looked at him.  "I know you're more than high enough to know who
Patrick Benis is." 


"I
do and what he is.  I did a deeper background on Mr. Harris after the
problems that got suddenly stopped with the estate sale."  Xander
gave him a curious look.  "Someone protested." 


"Yeah,
someone protested Greg's too.  Said it was her sister but she didn't have
any family.  I know they got asked to prove it in open court and they
refused so the judge threw it out." 


"Basically,"
Elliot said, looking at him.  "Then they got countersued but they
disappeared so it was dropped." 


Xander
shrugged.  "Stopped the stupidity.  It was probably another
student of hers."  He looked at Thomas.  "For the record,
no.  My safety is important enough that I'll bend if it *must*
happen."  That got a nod and a smile.  "Just not for any
old annoyance, like the guy who was ten feet up from my gate this morning and
tried to ticket me for pulling out to go pick up groceries."  He
handed that to Horatio.  "I called in and had another officer come
out to check his radar since there's no way I can come out of my gate at over
twenty miles an hour.  It's too sharp of a corner."  Horatio
nodded at that.  "The second officer said it was a faulty radar gun
and that the guy wasn't wearing the proper uniform, but he took off
suddenly.  He warned me then headed after him.  On the back is both
car numbers and the names I saw on the badges plus descriptions." 


"Thank
you, Xander."  He put it into his shirt pocket and looked at
him.  "Were they threatening?" 


"Sneering. 
The usual reasons but they decided I'm sleeping with you and dad." 


"I'll
see what can be done about them," he promised, giving him a small
smile.  Xander grinned back.  "Good job." 


"Thank
you.  Now, what about Greg's assassin?" he asked, then looked at
Thomas.  "I know he's a contract guy."  Everyone looked
stunned.  "I've got her little black book, guys.  I thought I
handed that over too."  Speed snickered at that.  "I can go
copy another version and send it out to Grissom or hand it to Daddy and Horatio
if you want," he offered, smiling at Speed.  "But I know I
handed it to the Feds." 


"I
remember that being on the list," he agreed.  "We'll get copies
and send it out to Grissom tonight, kiddo."  Xander beamed. 
"Greg will be fine." 


"I
got him the same sort of vest," he said.  "He'll be protected or
I'm going bitch on the world."  He looked at Thomas.  "I
know you've got someone out there." 


"We
do have one guy and he likes Greg.  Thinks he's a neat guy.  He
thinks you two are very cute together when you go out to play,
Xander."  Xander smiled at that, then got up and ran out to hug his
grandfather.  He smiled.  "Father," he said respectfully. 


"Thomas." 
He patted him on the cheek.  "Horatio.  Do we have any plans
yet?"  Xander put him into his seat and snuggled in beside his
father.  He looked at the person he didn't really know.  "Agent
Elliot.  Thank you for guarding him earlier." 


"Not
a problem, sir.  Things like that shouldn't happen to nice young
men." 


"Good
boy."  He smiled at him.  "Xander?"  Xander
looked at him.  "Greg is very well protected." 


"I
know.  I got him a new vest."  That got a smile. 
"We'll copy her little black book tonight and send it out to Grissom since
the Feds I gave it to weren't sharing." 


"I'll
make sure he got a full information packet since it also had a client
list," Horatio promised.  That got a smile from his boyfriend. 
He looked at Patrick.  "Xander did remind us that there is a
restraining order in place, Patrick." 


"I
know.  We're trying that first." 


"I'm
a practical man, Grandfather, but I don't want to know if it's that
serious," Xander said calmly.  That got a nod and an understanding
look.  "I know it has to happen now and then." 


"Good
boy."  He got beamed at.  "It is very practical, Grandson. 
I do come bearing news from Anya's tests.  They're
inconclusive."  Horatio stared in shock.  "The same blood
type but the DNA test was off somehow."  He pulled out his briefcase
and handed over a vial.  "That's the spare sample." 


"Is
that because of what Anya was?" Xander asked.  "I have no idea
if that can warp it or not." 


"It
could be," Eric admitted.  He took it.  "Amniotic
fluid?"  Patrick nodded.  "Let me go run that. 
Someone take a cheek swab from Xander."  Calleigh found a swab and
did that, following him to help.  "A baby Xander?" he teased. 


"If
it's a girl she'll follow in Lady Heather's footsteps," she agreed
happily.  "He's promised her as a protege." 


Eric
snickered.  "I can just see a little leather catsuited baby wandering
around with a miniature riding crop."  She giggled at that image
too.  Speed came in and looked at something, adjusting one test. 
"Why?" 


"Hellmouth
taint.  The same reason mine's a bit off," he admitted, looking at
him.  "I know you ran one when I first showed up."  That
got an understanding look and Eric added a few extra steps to the process to
weed out the 'radiation' that had tainted Speed's sample.  He looked at
Calleigh.  "He really doesn't want kids yet." 


"Imagine
a little leather catsuited baby with a miniature riding crop," she
teased.  "Wandering around cooing at his clients." 


He
cracked a smile and shook his head as he walked out.  "They want to
get the baby leather." 


Horatio
looked at him.  "The baby can start wearing leather when he or she is
potty trained, not while they're in diapers, Speed." 


"Sure,
H."  He sat down beside Xander again, giving him a hug. 
"We'll know soon." 


"Good." 
He looked at his grandfather. "I know you want one...." 


"I
do but you're not ready yet," he agreed, smiling at him.  "I
would be more than happy to have the baby taken from Anya and appoint him or
her a stepmother.  That way you and Horatio weren't doing it by yourself
all the time and she couldn't be involved."  Xander relaxed at that. 
"What happened to you will not taint the baby, Xander."  He
smiled at that. "We'll see what we can do."  Xander nodded at
that and he relaxed again.  "If not, could I convince you to go to a
surrogate?" 


Xander
shrugged. "Talk to Horatio about it and then come to me with the options he
likes or reasons he's throwing a fit." 


"I
can do that," he promised, smiling at Horatio.  Who shrugged. 
"Anya would've taken the sample somehow from the person who drew it."



"I
figured she would have since I know she's not been out here since he moved." 
He looked at Xander, then at Patrick.  "We'll talk about this as a
family at a later date." 


"Of
course, Horatio.  How are Yelina and Ray?" 


Horatio
stiffened a bit.  "I'm still trying to figure out how he is," he
admitted.  "She's being cranky this week." 


"It's
understandable," he promised, giving him a pat on the hand.  Eric
came back shaking his head.  "No?" 


"Nope. 
Oz's.  We got a sample off Willow.  It was in the system and Calleigh
ran it." 


"Immigration
takes DNA?" Xander asked. 


"I
don't know, it said it got put in through a special program." 


"Ah,
the Initiative bastards strike again," he said blandly.  He shook his
head.  "Well, Oz will be happy.  He might say a whole paragraph
instead of a sentence this time too." 


Horatio
looked at him.  "He'll rant mentally and then say the last few things
he weeds it down to," he assured him.  He looked at Patrick. 
"We'll talk." 


"Thank
you, Horatio.  I do worry about my legacy being passed on." 


"I
know.  That's why we'll all talk."  He nodded at that and
smiled.  "Thank you for not being totally pushy." 


"I'm
trying." 


"It's
good, Granddad, we know and understand," Xander promised, smiling at
him.  Thomas' phone rang.  "Tara or Grandsire?" 


"Grandsire." 
He answered it.  "Yes, Sire?"   He smiled and
listened, then nodded.  "Thank you, Sire."  He hung
up.  "The judge did uphold the restraining order and did order them
to desist, sicced the local police onto them for it.  We'll keep you guys
updated but they did have hints that he hired someone to do it for them,
Xander," he said, standing up.  "So we'll keep your two guards
on you."  Agent Elliot nodded at that.  "As soon as we can
figure out who we'll tell the guards you have on him.  They said it was
due to be pulled tomorrow." 


"We
can continue to help guard him that long," he agreed.  "Thank
you."  He shook his hand.  "Anything on the checks he
got?" 


"Everything
we had we sent to you," Speed promised. 


"The
one in Vancouver was image leasing rights," Xander repeated. 


"For?"
Patrick asked. 


Xander
looked at him.  "Someone made a Buffy sexbot."  He
shuddered at that.  "They decided they needed a male one so they made
one of me as well."  His grandfather looked horrified at that. 
"That was from the person who bought it to use my face and voice.  I
heard he got it pretty exact and I told him if it got released into public
knowledge I'd sue him.  He agreed it's for private use only with him and
his wife but it's not a dom."  His grandfather whimpered so he got up
to hug him. "It's all right, Grandfather.  Someone thought my butt
was cute," he teased, grinning at him. 


He
stroked his cheek.  "That is still a horrible thought,
Grandson.  What if someone steals it?" 


"Then
they'd better pay my ass to use it too," he said dryly.  "Or
else I'll sue their asses for invading my robo-butt."  That got a
hint of a smile.  "The guy who bought it is a programmer." 


"Ah." 
He walked out on Thomas's arm, mentally telling himself not to throw a
fit.  He looked at his head guard.  "That is still a horrible
idea." 


"It
is," he agreed.  "At least he won't be having open sex parties
to show it off, Father."  He helped him into the car and got into his
own to follow him back to the house.  He knew he'd be researching this
person later. 


Horatio
looked at him.  "Robot?" 


"Fully
functional, responsive, can't really tell the difference except a small lag
between orders and actions," Ryan told him.  "Willow saw the
prototype Buffy bot."  Horatio shuddered and Speed whimpered. 
"She thought it was a great leap forward in robotics." 


"It
might be but it's a horrible thought, Mr. Wolfe."  Ryan shrugged
because he knew he didn't do it.  "How did this person learn about
the robot, Xander?" 


"Online. 
They're no longer offering my face and image, they've went with a more generic
one and toned down my mannerisms and skills.  He thinks he can program in
individual traits for future buyers."  He shifted and crossed his
legs.  "I did point out that if he ever had to scrap it I was to know
immediately and if it was ever taken I was to be told immediately as
well.  He agreed that was reasonable and paid me the really high licensing
fee I demanded.  Then I kinda sicced Oz on the designer as a favor." 


Horatio
nodded.  "At least there won't be any more." 


"He
didn't even program it as a dom, Horatio.  Just a bottom slut." 
He grinned.  "I asked." 


"Good
to know," he said, clenching his hands together.  "Agent Elliot,
thank you for bringing this to our attention." 


"Not
a problem, Caine.  Working with you is always easier, especially when it's
family."  He stood up and shook everyone's hands.  "Let me
know the next time you need my help." 


Xander
smiled a warm and friendly smile.  "Of course we will.  Who else
sees these things coming and warns me when I need migraine
medicine."  That got a smile and he walked out feeling very useful
and happy.  He looked around.  "Okay, I've got a client in a
half- hour, but I'll be free after ten."  He stood up and kissed
Horatio on the forehead.  "I'll see you soon.  You guys too. 
Daddy, lunch Sunday?" 


"Lunch
Saturday.  Lunch Sunday is her and her dad." 


"Okay." 
He shrugged and walked out, heading home with his grandfather's guards tailing
him. 


Horatio
looked at the others, who were all shuddering in horror at the idea of sex robots. 
He looked at Ryan.  "How realistic?" 


"She
couldn't tell it wasn't Buffy for a few minutes," he admitted. 
"He didn't get much past the geeky facade Xander had back there.  It
was another Sunnydale resident."  Speed moaned.  "Someone
named Jonathan?" 


Speed
just snorted and shook his head.  "Evil genius wanna be." 
He stood up and pulled Calleigh up from the too-soft couch.  "Okay,
so we have information and a plan, right?"  Everyone nodded. 
"Then we're going to go eat."  Horatio nodded and the others
trailed out, leaving them alone.  "Say something if the idea of a kid
bothers you," he said quietly. 


"It
doesn't," he admitted, looking at him.  "I'm still trying to
talk to Yelina about Ray." 


"I
know, Horatio.  I knew before I came back.  She asked me once if I
was really on special assignment and I told her to keep that in mind for a
later case."  He walked out, heading home on his bike.  It was a
good night for a ride. 


Horatio
went to find Yelina, finding her and Ray Junior at home.  "Can we
speak?" he asked when she answered the door. 


"Is
there a problem?" 


"Yes." 
She let him into the backyard after he hugged his nephew.  She also closed
the door.   He glanced around then at her.  "While we were
in the hospital in New York," he said quietly, "someone came up to us
about Ray." 


"Junior?"



"No." 
She stiffened and drew in a breath through her nose. 
"He..."  He shifted and looked around then back at her. 
"Speed said he told you once to keep the story we used for him in
mind?" he asked very quietly.  She nodded once.  "For some
it was the truth.  As I just found out." 


"You've
been back over a week," she noted. 


"I
had no idea how to tell you, Yelina." 


She
slumped and glared at him.  "So he's alive?"  He nodded
slightly.  "Where?" 


"He
may be on his way back down here," he offered.  "I told him to
let me tell you first.  That way you had time to find a baseball bat and
keep Ray Junior from beating him." 


She
smirked at that.  "I get him first." 


"Of
course.  I'm sure if you needed to, Xander would let you borrow
something."  She cracked a brighter smile at that.  "His
assignment is over and I'm told he's been clean for ten months," he said
very quietly.  "I haven't done more than warned him that he was going
to die when he came down and ordered him to let me tell you." 


She
looked inside then at him again.  "I can't go through that again,
Horatio.  He shouldn't." 


"That
is up to you.  You are his mother and it is up to you to make sure they
don't meet.   However, I'm not so sure they haven't.  Did you
buy Ray a shirt from his father's baseball team?" 


She
looked at her son then groaned.  "I hadn't realized that." 
They went back inside.  Her son looked at her.  "You saw
him?" 


"He
came up to me in the mall the other night and I nearly killed him.  Mall
security pulled me off him and I said he was my dirtbag missing father and I
had the right to kill him.  He got me out of there without being arrested
and we went to talk.  He's at some flop house somewhere after I stabbed
him in the arm."  He ate another bite of dinner.  "He
explained everything to me and let me stab him too.  I told him not to
come back but the shirt showed up in the mail today so I'm breaking it
in."  He looked at Horatio.  "Did you know?" 


"I
first found out in the hospital, Ray.  They said his assignment was over
with and they were turning him free.  I advised him to run before your
mother killed him." 


"I
will be now," she vowed.  "Do you really think Xander would let
me borrow something?" 


"I
do," he agreed.  He looked at his nephew.  "Do you want to
talk?" 


"Can
I hit him again?" 


"It's
quite possible," he admitted. 


"Good." 
He grinned. "Then I'll be good as long as I get to hit him a few more
times and then he goes away again."  His mother gave him a
look.  "I don't care.  The father I had died the first time he
sucked on a pipe.  To put it bluntly, fuck him.  If you two decide to
get together again, can I go live with Uncle H?" 


"We'll
talk about that if it does happen.  Right now that's looking like a very
long shot, son." 


"Good." 
He ate another bite and looked at his uncle.  "Sit and eat, Uncle
Horatio.   It looks like it was a long day." 


"It
was."  He got a plate and sat down to eat and talk with
them.   He told them what was going on with Xander and the request
for a child they were considering. 


"Have
one of the nice CSI you know do it for you," Ray Junior offered. 
"That way they'd be in the life already."  Horatio smiled at
that.  "Besides, you'd have to find a decent stepmother, Uncle
Horatio," he reasoned. 


"I
would," he agreed.  "We'd have to agree on a few things
first," he assured him.  "Right now we're only in discussion,
Ray."  That got a smile.  "You would be a good
cousin?" 


"I'd
be the best big cousin ever and he could pay me to babysit all he wanted
to."  That got a smile from his mother.  "He could. 
I'm at that age where pocket change comes in handy, mom."  He
finished his dinner and looked at them.  "Do I have to see the sperm
donor again?" 


"No,"
she promised.  "The next time you see him, refer him back to me
instead.  Then walk away, son." 


"Can't
I hit him first?" 


"If
you want," Horatio agreed.  "As long as it won't get you
arrested." 


His
nephew smiled and nodded.  "Can I borrow some of Uncle Xander's whips
or something?" 


"Only
if he teaches you how to use them properly, nephew," he said dryly,
smirking at him. 


"I'm
sure he could since he taught you how to use them," Yelina offered,
smirking at him. 


"He
did and it is very cathartic to whip the old couch in my office," he
agreed.  He ate a bite and smiled once he had swallowed.  "Where
is Rick?" 


"Gone,"
she said, rolling her eyes. "Long gone." 


"Good,"
her son agreed.  "Can I hit him too?" 


"No,
that's my fun," Horatio ordered.  "He always seems to be in the
way whenever I'm blowing off steam with the whip in my office."  His
nephew cackled and patted him on the wrist.  "I even sent him some of
Xander's cookies in apology once.   Some homemade ones he had made
for the lab." 


Ray
giggled, leaning on the table.  "Oh, that's mean!" 


"It
is," Horatio agreed smugly.  "I find it works well as payback
for how he treated your mother." 


"I
can agree with that."   He grinned at his mom.  "That
way I don't have to hit him." 


"I
do not like this violent streak of yours, son." 


"Yeah,
well, sometimes people need beaten, mom." 


"Not
all of them." 


"Only
two out of the three million in Miami, mom." 


"Fine." 
She rolled her eyes then looked at her brother-in-law.  "How is
Xander handling this one?" 


"He
said he didn't want to know if his grandsire ended up eating the people
threatening him this time.  Other than that, he's got a client
tonight."  She smiled at that.  "We're handling it fairly
well, Yelina.  Don't worry about that." 


"I
won't.  It's cute how you and Speed protect him.  It's also very cute
how he calls him daddy now and then as well." 


"Tim
was the first good one he knew," he said quietly. 


"I
realized that looking at the boy the first time." 


"He
wanted my opinion on what to get his mother for not being a grandmother,"
Ray offered, still grinning.  "He said she liked sparkly things but
that should be a bribe for when she's forced to own up to having a
grandchild." 


"He's
making Eric help him or else he'll give his mother the tape of him watching
naked soccer," Horatio assured him.  Ray Junior gaped in awe. 
"The same teams that played hockey, Ray." 


"Wow. 
Can I move to Europe?  They've got neater soccer leagues than I play
in." 


His
mother gave him a look but shook her head.  "No, son.  You can
not go play naked soccer.  Not unless you become a Chippendale dancer or
something." 


"I
could use the work on my abs," he admitted.  His mother scowled.
"They get major money for shaking it on stage a few nights a month,
mom.  I asked Greg about that when he was teasing Xander about him doing
an open pole down here to tease Uncle Horatio." 


"He'd
better not," Horatio said dryly. 


"Xander
said you might get mad and pout at him so they said they'd wait."  He
grinned.  "Greg said that they made major bucks when I asked why
anyone would want to do that.   He said he got through one semester
at college that way for book and beer money.  Paid his tuition
too."  Horatio looked impressed at that.  "He said he was
too old now but he used to have it a lot better." 


"I'll
have to make him tell me about that."  He sipped his water. 
"Did he also tell you that quite a few of them are hooked on drugs or
alcohol to get by each night?"  Ray nodded. "He told you about
the other downfalls?" 


"He
said he got really scared that a few of them were going to hurt him one
night.  He didn't make it sound glamorous but compared to working in an
office as an accountant? It's about as dangerous.  He said that some of
them do choose not to drink, but it's rare.  Going to the Chippendales
thing instead of the regular stripper route it's easier to avoid that. 
Xander said that normal ones have to go sell drinks too, that's why most of
them drink, that and the mental issues that drove them there instead of to a
real and better job.  He said he thought about doing showboy stuff like
the Chippendale stuff for his off-time or when he was having a bad month with
his clients.  Uncle Greg teased him about getting another person who
wanted to own him and got spanked for it in the bathroom so I wouldn't have to
watch."  He sipped his milk and grinned again at the shocked look his
mother had on her face. "I asked, mom.  They gave me a very realistic
view and didn't glamorize it any.  Believe me, they didn't glam it up at
all.  Uncle Xander even said that leather chafes now and then and it's
really hard to get comfortable in them until you've worn them the first twenty
times." 


"It
can be," Horatio agreed.  "What else did you ask them
about?" 


"I
asked Uncle Greg about the differences in being a lab guy and being in the
field.  He said it was mostly seeing it all instead of the little pieces
and it was like a whole puzzle for him, but it was also scary and dangerous now
and then."  Horatio nodded that it could be.  "He said it
was apparently more dangerous down here than it was back at home.  He
wasn't even carrying a gun most of the time.  He wasn't allowed
yet."  He finished his milk.  "Then we talked about video
games for a while and he warned me women weren't like they were in the
games.  Especially not the slutty one he said was popular among teenage
guys. He said real women were mostly like Willow.  Which is kinda scary
and nearly made me never date.  He laughed and said it was a time honored
tradition to give that sort of warning and to make sure you were careful the
first time you tried to date.  That way no one would expect too much from
you.  I asked him who he had his first date with and we talked about that
and his prom night, because he said he got totally bummed out and she walked
off to screw the cheerleader ho."  His mother whimpered. 
"Then he said most girls weren't like that and she was a good reason to
only date nice girls.  Uncle Xander offered Anya and Cordy as another
reason to only date nice girls.  Then they referred me back to you to have
a more blunt sex discussion since I'm at the age where things are starting to
work and I'm having some loud dreams." 


"I
think I can handle that, son," his mother complained. 


"No
offense, mom, but you don't have a penis.  You can't really tell me what
it's like to use one."  She blushed at that.  "Uncle
Horatio can.  Uncle Greg said it was better if that one came from him
since Xander got his from his father after the fact and Greg got his from
people like Willow's parents with how he described them.  Only they were
overprotective instead of ignoring him.  They said theirs were screwed up
and I could come back to them for practical advice and questions about stuff
after he gave me the more formal, with morals attached, sex talk." 
He looked at his uncle.  "Since the girl I like likes me back and
wants to go on a group date this weekend, not that I'm expecting anything
naughty to happen or anything, but I thought it might be a good idea to have
that now.  At least the second step one as you put it." 


"We
can do that tonight," he assured him, smiling a bit.  "Xander
got his from Speed?" 


"After
he'd had Faith from what he said.  He said he went to Speed the next night
being very confused and they sat down to eat sandwiches and talk.  He said
that anniversary was coming up and to not mind the peanut butter and pixie
stick sandwiches when they came because it was an important anniversary and you
and Calleigh would just have to understand this year." 


"I
can understand him needing his father now and then, even at his age," he
said, smiling at his nephew, then at his sister-in-law.  "Should I
wait and let you try to have one first then fill in gaps?" 


"I
thought I had a good one with him already," she complained. 


"You
did, mom. It was very... textbook."  She grimaced at that description. 
"I went to Uncle Horatio to get a guy's eye view.  Some things you
won't ever be able to explain to me.  Sex from your side is different,
even if I did turn gay.  It's not the same when you're doing it as when a
gay guy is taking it.  Since I don't think I am, I needed to know more
about doing the guy-on-top stuff."  She blushed bright red at
that.  "Sorry.  But I do." 


"You
do," Horatio agreed.  "I do think you're a bit young, Ray."



"I
know that.  Better to have it early instead to after the fact though,
right?  This way I'll find any other questions while I think, dream, and
figure things out so I can ask them before they become pertinent.  That
way I don't have to face a nasty question or decision in the heat of the moment
if it *happens* some year soon." 


"You're
nearly thirteen, son.  It will be a few years," Yelina vowed. 


He
stared at his mother.  "You do realize that there's been two girls in
my class who have been kicked out of the Catholic school I'm in because they've
gotten pregnant?" he asked.  She shuddered.  "They were
with kids our age, mom.  One got kicked out last year.  I know I'm
not ready yet, but knowing what I need and want to know now means I don't have
to go to a party some night and try it to find out if I like it.  The same
as I know how much you hate porn.  I don't care at this point in time
because any urges Playboy is presently helping me wear out so I don't go out to
try stupid things to see if I like them.  I do hide them from you though."



"Not
very well, son. They're in your closet." 


"I
know.  But hey, not under the bed, right?" 


"Your
computer?" Horatio asked. 


"She's
got it locked from most porn sites that're registered."  Horatio gave
him a look.  "I know, only twenty percent are registered and I've
surfed a few times.  I found some freaky shit so I'm almost scared to do
that again.  I found one woman and cow, Uncle H."  He shook his
head at that.  "Exactly.  So I'll stick with the plain,
artistic, playful nudity in Playboy for now.  If and when I find I want
something more, I'll be a man and come talk to you guys about increased issues,
like wanting to do my future girlfriend." 


"I
find that more reasonable," she admitted after a moment's thought.
"You will not try it out without coming to talk to us first?" 


"Unless
I get totally jumped by a girl, I won't," he promised. 


"That
may be borderline rape," Horatio cautioned. 


"Uncle
Horatio, unless she's really a skanky ho or I'm with someone else, I'm probably
not going to complain that much as long as I'm at least late
fifteen."  That got a look from his mother. "I'm realistic,
mom.  By the time I'm sixteen I'll probably be wanting it more than I do
at this moment.  Which is a pretty scary thought with some of the dreams
I've had in the last week, but I guess it happens to all guys.  I'm
probably not going to want it before then, but I heard you get another major
hormone surge about then and it picks up more."  She nodded, sighing
a bit.  "So I'm being a bit realistic.  Right now, I can
fantasize, I can watch the Playboy channel and Cinemax or Showtime porn, and
it's enough.  Later on, I'll want a real woman when I'm older and more
able to handle it.  My body would die if I had a girl right
now."  She nodded that she'd be making sure of it.  "So, for
now, I'll figure out where I stand on things and that's helping me, but I do
need to have the more involved talk from a guy's perspective.  I'll still
be coming to you for a lot of things but I doubt you can tell me how a girl
tastes." 


"I
never tried one," she agreed, frowning some. "You're still too
young." 


"Not
really." 


"You're
also going to start doing your own laundry," she said. 


"I
can agree to that.  It's kinda icky to think about you doing them with
what I've done a few times," he agreed. "That's why I did the last
load, mom."  She smiled at that.  "That's perfectly
reasonable.  I don't want to think about you touching that stuff of
mine." 


"To
me as well," she said, holding out a hand.  "You will promise to
come talk to us first?"  He nodded, shaking her hand. 
"Then we'll renegotiate allowances and things within the next six months,
once we figure out how much more responsible you're going to
become."  He grinned at that.  "You will not go out alone
with a girl before the age of fifteen and a half, son.  Group dates are
fine but you are not to do anything I would disprove of." 


"Yes,
mom.  Not planned." 


"It
often isn't," Horatio warned.  "It's very easy to get sucked in
that first time, Ray.  The same as it is with alcohol and drugs." 


"Oh,
there's no drugs coming near me," he promised.  "Unless they do
like that one girl in my class did and mix GHB and Mountain Dew.  She did
it for fun but they did give it to another girl in the class without warning
her." 


"Did
her parents get her help?" 


"Oh,
yeah.  The kids were arrested for it and got probation," he told her.



"I
heard about that," Horatio admitted.  "It is very easy for them
to slip something into a drink on you, Ray, or to make you drink without
realizing it that first time.  Then it's even easier to slip something to
you without you realizing it." 


"And
if I feel something like that going on or I suspect it, I'm calling you, Uncle
Horatio.  I know you'll come pick me up, get me whatever help is
necessary, and help any other kids who need it without being a total asshole
like mom would and busting the party." 


"No,
I would." 


"She'd
bring Vice." 


"I'd
bring Eric and Xander," he admitted.  "Probably Speed. 
Voices of reason that can still arrest but won't nag or do it vindictively to
all the kids."  She looked at him.  "Vice has a bad habit
of arresting all the kids then evaluating who needed medical attention for
overdoses and things.   I'd evaluate first and then arrest the main
people over the party and whoever drugged or fixed the liquor." 


"I'd
probably got in with SWAT," she admitted.  "That way they'd have
the fear of God again." 


"Which
is totally mean, mom.  Especially if we were tricked into it." 


"You
don't need to be at those sort of parties anyway," she pointed out. 


"Mom,
Billy's birthday last year turned into a schnapps run."  She stared
in horror.  "That's why I came home early."  She shuddered.
"Before you call them, his parents were already asleep and one kid woke
them up giggling so they grounded him for the next year and his next party is
chaperoned and not a sleep over."  She smirked at that. 
"Plus they personally drove all the hung-over kids home the next
morning.  Before breakfast, coffee, or tylenol." 


"Good
choice there, nephew," Horatio praised. 


"Thanks,
Uncle H."  He grinned.  "I know it can happen. Like I said,
I'm reasonable and rational about those things."  That got a nod and
he patted him on the head.  "So, can we have that talk maybe this
weekend or sometime?" 


"We
can have it tonight." 


"I'm
still writing out my list of questions." 


"That's
fine.  We can still talk tonight and then you can bring later ones to
me," he promised.  "Xander's not expecting me over
tonight."  That got a smile and a nod, plus his nephew pulling him
out to the living room, leaving his mother the dishes tonight.  "We
should help with that, Ray." 


"Go,
I'll do this so you have some privacy," she agreed.  She gathered
things and went to pout about her son getting too old too quickly.  Even
if he was realistic and realized he was a bit early. 


***



Xander
woke up the next morning and found the dog and someone staring down at
him.  "Who're you?" he asked sleepily. 


"One
of the guards, Mr. Harris.  You have a Fed Ex delivery here." 
Xander nodded and got up, padding down there naked.  He shivered and
followed the dog.  "Come on, Thumper, we'll get you food." 
The dog followed him instead.  He was even nice enough to put on coffee
for the poor naked boy.  Xander came into the kitchen and he handed over
the first cup, getting a smile.  "Figured you needed to wake up
more." 


"Probably
should."  He petted his dog and headed outside, leaving the box on
the table, going to do his morning laps. He finished his coffee before diving
in and starting off. 


The
dog sniffed the box and growled.  The guard came over to look, searching
it.  The dog continued to growl.  He called his partner. 
"The dog is growling at this box that just got delivered.  I don't
know if he's trained or not," he admitted.  "We should probably
scan it just in case."  They came in to carefully get the box and
take it to be scanned at the office.  Xander peeked in.  "The
dog growled so we took it to be scanned." 


"Okay. 
Bring it back when it's done if you can."  He went back to the
pool.  He was halfway through with his laps when someone came out and sat
in one of the chairs next to the pool.  He flipped onto his back to look
at them then finished that lap before swimming over and lounging on the side of
the pool.  "What's up, Thomas?" 


"Do
you never swim with clothes on?" he asked, sounding fond. 


"Not
if I can help it.  It feels better this way."  He grinned. 
"New update or on the box?" 


"What
box?" 


"Fed
Ex brought me something from Las Vegas." 


"Not
that I've heard," he admitted. "I'll check in a few
minutes."  He leaned forward.  "They managed to self
destruct the family members who were involved," he said quietly. 
"The hit is still on however." 


Xander
slowly nodded. "Is this because they got them or Grandsire got them?"



"They
got their own," he said honestly.  "They're considering you a
family curse."  Xander grimaced at that.  "The one who did
that and another one who showed gay tendencies were both taken out by the rest
of the family."  Xander frowned at that.  "They weren't
sure and while it's a loss, it's probably the only way they considered their
honor to be restored.  They didn't make it painful for them like some
places do with daughters who are sullied," he promised.  "But it
was still ended and they were removed from the family permanently, including
all their records." 


"I
hate that it had to happen." 


"So
do we.  Sire talked to them last night when he heard that.  He said
it wasn't necessary either but the family patriarch said it was and made the
decision to do it that way.  It was pointed out they probably would've
been kicked out for being gay anyway, Xander."  He nodded at that,
still not looking happy.  "It does suck." 


"It
does.  So can I give them back the shit from the first will?" 


"No,"
he said patiently. "Sire offered that and the patriarch said it'd only
bring more misfortune from the curse."  He leaned down more. 
"They are going to make sure that none of them ever see your picture, you,
or the rest of the family again."  Xander shrugged at that. 
"I know, it might be a good idea," he admitted with a small
grin.  "But it was handled and it was fixed." 


"Should
I worry about more wills?" he asked. 


"I
don't know.  Sire didn't say anything when he updated me at six this
morning."  Xander nodded at that.  "So you can relax some
and we do have the information on who they hired.  I gave it to the guard
inside before I came out."  Xander grinned at that.  "How's
your day look today?  You haven't come out to play with Holly recently."



"I've
got two clients this afternoon but I was going to barge in for dinner with
Horatio if I could." 


"I
think that can be promised," he said with a smile.  "Have you
told him that?" 


"I
mentioned I'd like to go out for dinner tonight and he said that was fine with
him.  As long as he didn't have to stay late he'd be more than glad to
come." 


"Good. 
I'll make sure he knows he's welcome tonight."  He stood up. 
"Now, finish up then go shower and put on clothes, Xander. 
Please?  Before you embarrass the nice agents some more?" 


"Oops."



"I
know.  This is how you are," he said fondly.  "Be a good
boy and I'll see you tonight."  Xander nodded and dunked himself,
pushing off from the wall to start again.  He watched him swim for a
minute, taking a few pictures for his Grandfather, then heading back
inside.  "He'll shower and put on clothes when he's done with his
laps.  He does this most mornings." 


"It's
his routine, I can't complain," the agent said, sounding practical.
"I've had to guard full nudists in the past." 


Thomas
smiled.  "That information got passed back?" 


"It
did.  Do we have the only copies?" 


"No,
I've already dropped a copy at the crime lab."  He'd be doing it on
the way home instead but best to let them know now.  "Plus his other
lover out in Las Vegas knows already.  We emailed it to him this
morning." 


"That's
fine. The more the merrier.  The box did have a small bit of explosive and
blood in it.  I don't know why.  The letter inside was extracted once
it was disarmed." 


"Can
I have a copy?"  It was handed over and he nodded. "I'll make
sure Horatio gets a copy as well.  Thank you." 


"He's
a nice young guy, even if he does whip people for a living."  He
shrugged and Thomas smiled and left.  He looked at the dog that came in to
investigate the bowl then looked at him.  "What?  It's full,
dog." 


"He
usually gets some of the chunked chicken from the canned stuff in the
pantry," Xander said as he walked in.  "Just open one and pour
it over.  He'll scarf it down."  He headed up to his room, going
to shower and put on clothes for the day.  Jeans today he decided. 
He didn't need to look scary or really hot. 


The
agent looked at the dog. "You are incredibly spoiled."  He got
the canned chicken out and did as ordered.  The dog dug in after a tail
wag and bark, eating so fast it might've been inhaled and not chewed. 
Then he went to nap in the sun by the front door for a while.  He
smiled.  For being such a little dog he was a good guard dog. 


***



Thomas
walked into the lab and looked around, spotting someone he knew. 
"Valera, where's everyone?" 


"Meeting
with the Chief," she said, smiling at him.  "New
information?" 


"Some
Horatio should know.  Including that someone sent Xander a letter bomb
this morning."  She gave him a horrified look. "His dog
apparently smelled the blood in it and growled at it.  Plus I've got an
update on the new threat." 


"They
should be done in about a half hour," she offered.  "I have no
idea what it's about.  I know it's a field tech thing instead of a whole
lab thing."  She looked around then texted Calleigh.  She
probably had hers on.  She got back an 'okay, ten more' message
back.  "Calleigh said ten more minutes." 


"That's
fine.  Can I wait in the break room?" 


"Sure." 
She walked him that way, settling him in with the tv going with a wink and a smile. 
Then she went back to work.  Natalia looked at her.  "That's the
head of Xander's grandfather's guards." 


"Oh. 
Why does he have guards?" 


"His
grandfather is Patrick Benis.  He's really big in gay rights." 
That got a smile and a nod.  "Apparently Xander only found out he was
his grandson last year so he's very careful with Xander.  Especially since
people like to give Xander expensive things to woo him." 


"That's
interesting.  Doesn't his father mind?" 


"A
lot.  Speed growls at them."  That got a small laugh. 
"Eric growls at them," she admitted with a smile.  "Horatio
growls at them.  Calleigh goes to stomp on them when we find them. 
He's actually hired a former detective to handle those for him now.  It pads
his retirement fund." 


"I
bet.  How much do you get paid for things like that?" 


"Five
percent of whatever Xander gets," Ryan said when he walked in. 
"Who's here?" 


"Thomas. 
He's in the breakroom." 


"Cool. 
Horatio's on his way back.  Anything good?" 


"Apparently
Thumper can sniff bombs or something.  He got sent a letter bomb this
morning."  Ryan moaned. "But Thumper growled so they had it
scanned I guess." 


"Good. 
I like the dog for that, even if he did try to hump my ear."  He
walked off a bit happier. 


Horatio
walked into the breakroom.  "An update?" he asked, closing the
door.  Speed walked in and smacked him on the arm.  "I thought
you were heading out." 


"I
am, after I hear this."  He looked at Thomas, who handed over the
folder, the letter, and the written out note that Horatio was invited out for
dinner with Xander tonight.  "He and Eric are going present shopping
for Aiden before then." 


"That's
fine.  We'll have a late dinner," Thomas promised.  "I'm
sure I can talk Father into it."  Horatio smiled at that. 
"He was pouting because Xander hadn't come out to play with Holly
recently." 


"We
can do that tonight," he promised, going over the folder then handing it
to Speed. "What's this new threat?" 


"Came
with the letter bomb.  Thumper smelled part of it somehow and growled so
the agents had it scanned and diffused.  That was inside." 


"I'll
call over there later," he promised, handing it over.  The invitation
got put into his jacket pocket.  "How is he?" 


"I
caught him doing laps.  The agent didn't seem that flustered, said he had
guarded a nudist before so the naked Xander swimming didn't bother him. 
He did feed the dog though."  That got a smile.  "I emailed
that to Greg personally after Sire updated me at six." 


"Thank
you," Horatio said, shaking his hand.  "Anything else we can
do?" 


"Xander
asked a very pointed question about the possibility of more wills naming
him."  Horatio quirked an eyebrow up. 


"That's
not because he's being greedy, it's because they make him want to drink,"
Speed pointed out, looking at him.  "Xander considers himself
comfortably off at the moment.  He has enough to cover anything that
should happen, even if he can't work for a while, and to spoil his boys. 
He said it's flattering in a being wooed way but it's also scary and warping
and he thinks he's already warped enough.  He said he doesn't like it and
if this keeps going at this rate he's going to start drinking soon." 
He grinned.  "We talked late last night." 


"Good. 
That's a good sign," Thomas agreed happily.  "Would you like to
come out to dinner tonight?" 


"I
wouldn't mind.  I don't think it'll take Eric that long to help him pick
out something for Aiden.  Remind him later on, H.  Just in case it
slips his mind." 


"Eric
or Xander?" 


"Xander. 
He's been thinking hard about some things and he forgot to eat dinner last
night until I reminded him.  Whenever he's thinking very hard or worried
about things he gets stomach cramps and quits eating."  That got a
smile and a nod.   "So, we're good?" 


"We
should be but Sire was upset he didn't get to eat them."  That got a
smile from Horatio.  "I'll see you both tonight, boys."  He
nodded and left the information with them.  He had the originals at home
in his office. 


Horatio
looked at Speed.  "Go hit your scene."  He nodded, handing
back the information before heading out.  Horatio went up to his office to
file this with the other information he had gotten off Patrick's people or
Xander himself.  His boss came in looking quizzical.  "An update
on the threat to Xander's safety," he said quietly. 


"Is
he all right?" 


"He
got sent a letter bomb this morning. His dog caught it." 


"That's
a good dog." 


"He
still needs fixed," he said dryly.  "He likes to copulate with
inappropriate things." 


"Did
he try the hummer?" he taunted. 


"Speed's
bike but not the hummer.  Ryan Wolfe's ear."  That got a
laugh.  "He's fine.  He's got guards for the day and the
originators of the situation were removed from their family last night by their
family.  We think the contract will be canceled by tonight and I have a
dinner engagement with him." 


"That's
fine.  Remember, we do have that budget meeting at four, Horatio." 


"Yes,
sir, I know." 


"Good." 
He smiled.  "I do like you with the boy, Horatio.  He makes you
loosen up and have some fun."  That got a gracious nod. 
"Does his father like it?" 


"He
does.  He said I settle Xander and make him happy." 


"The
rumored third?" 


Horatio
stared at him.  "That is a more private matter, sir." 


"I
already heard, Horatio."  He came in and closed the door. 
"Is that going to cause conflict?  I'd hate for the lab to have to
cover it up when Speedle kills you." 


"He
knows and thought it was odd but his boy loves us both.  He's accepting
now." 


"Good. 
His people?" 


"They
don't seem to care if they know." 


"Even
better."  He nodded at the filing cabinet.  "How much of
that is your casework?" 


"It's
not.  I keep most of the casework on the computer or in the file
room."  That got a smile and a nod.  "A lot of the files in
there have come from Patrick's people." 


"Good. 
It's good he's behind you. I like the guy even if I'm not gay.  He's a
nice man who says a lot of sweet things about his grandson
socially."  Horatio nodded at that.  "I do want to know if
you plan on moving out of this office?" 


"No. 
I'd rather not.  I would accept a raise in rank or pay, sir," he
offered. 


"Not
with how far over budget the renovations went due to the shrines we
found.  I still say we should have kept it." 


"Xander
stuck it in Tara's closet and left it up in New York." 


"Even
better.  Thank you, Horatio.  Let me know how you plan on cutting
that two percent?" 


"If
we'd get crime to slow down I'd gladly cut it from overtime, sir.  I can't
seem to make people quit killing in Miami." 


"I
know, Horatio.  We'll figure it out."  He headed out.  He
considered going to Patrick about that, just gossiping idly about how he was
going to have to make cuts, but that would be too blatant.  He didn't want
to stress the old man or make him pamper Horatio.  It'd look bad if a gay
rights maven pampered the lab.  There were still some anti-gay officers
and even some in the higher ups. 


Horatio
sat down to look over his budget, trying to figure out how to cut his budget
the important two percent.  Ryan came in.  "What's wrong?"
he asked without having to look. 


"Vacation
time?" 


"Would
still be paid leave," he said, looking at him. "It could also leave
us struggling, Mr. Wolfe.  Especially if we get another day like we had a
few weeks back." 


"True,
but it would mean no overtime for whoever was off.  HR is nagging about
saved time at the moment as well."  He handed over the memo he had
gotten.  He knew he wasn't the only one.  "The six weeks didn't
come out of our vacation time since it was part of the grant." 


"That
is one way," he agreed.  "Two percent would still mean about a
month's leave to cut enough from overtime." 


"Yeah,
but if I take four days and so do the others...." 


"That
is an idea," he agreed.  He pulled up his calculator on his computer
to figure out how much overtime that would cut.  "We'd have to pull
twenty-seven days of vacation time to make that work."  He looked at
him.  "Speed had to start over.  He's only got a week saved
up." 


"Okay,"
he said, thinking about it.  "What about the techs?  We can
include some of those without hampering things.  Including QD maybe? 
Maybe Cooper could use a few days off? He's looking vampire pasty according to
the wife.  He was complaining that he needed to take a few days off soon
anyway." 


"We
could do that," he agreed.  "We'll be having a lunch meeting,
cases willing."  That got a nod and he left.  Horatio sat down
to figure up who had what sort of leave.  Eric really could use it with
his sister.  He paged him and Eric leaned in.  "It was suggested
that some of the savings could come if some of you took some paid vacation
time, Eric." 


"Which
I could probably use," he agreed, coming in.  "How many days do
I have?" 


"According
to my records about three weeks."  He looked at him.  "With
only three field techs with leave built up, you'd have to take more than a few
days." 


"But
I could do that around some of her appointments and still get paid," he
agreed. 


"I
know things are tight." 


"They
are," he agreed. "That wouldn't hamper things too much." 


Horatio
smiled.  "Okay, so can I put you down for maybe four or five
days?" 


"I
can see that, spread out over the month we've got to reduce it." 
Horatio smiled at that.  "Was that all?" 


"Mr.
Wolfe needs to burn some too." 


"Calleigh
got the memo of doom too.  Speed didn't get his old account
back?"  He shook his head.  "Pity."  He
shrugged.  "Anyone else who should consider it?" 


"Mr.
Wolfe suggested Cooper needed to take some." 


"Yeah,
a friend's getting married in a few weekends.  I'll send him up." 


"Please." 
Eric smiled and headed off to tell him to come up.  Cooper leaned in,
looking sheepish. "I know you heard the rumors." 


"How
much do we have to cut since this is the last month of the budget year?" 


"Two
percent." 


"So,
if I wanted to take, say, two days on either side of my buddy's wedding it
wouldn't be so bad?" 


"Were
you staying close by?" 


"Orlando. 
He's being married on a coaster at Paramount." 


Horatio
smiled a bit at that.  "That's fine.  How about we schedule you
a day on either side, just in case cases get in the way?  Then you plan on
taking another few some other time?" 


"Thursday,
Friday, and Monday?" 


Horatio
nodded. "I can see that."  Cooper handed him the papers, getting
a smile. "Thank you." 


"Welcome,
boss.  Did Speed get to keep his old ones?"  Horatio shook his
head. "Pity since he had billions of leave hours built up because the guy
didn't take any in seven years."  He winked and walked out.
"Thanks, boss." 


"Welcome,
Cooper."  He called HR.  "This is Horatio Caine.  I
need to check on some leave hours for my people.  Please.  Email
would be fine.  I'd also like to clarify what Timothy Speedle has built
up.  Thank you."  He hung up and waited on the email.  He
got one from the head of HR about Speed's old leave hours and made a reasonable
argument for them.  After all, they hadn't paid his pension out
either.  That had all been put on hold in the system for some
reason.  Probably Willow as he was finding out.  He got back an email
with hours listed in each category and smiled at that.  It did include
Speed's old hours.  He emailed her to make sure and she said it was an
order from on high.  She had checked.  He sent back a thank you and
printed that out, bringing it and the forms for leave to the lunch meeting with
his crew.  He walked in and found everyone but Speed and Alexx in there
already eating.  "Thank you for attending.  As you know, the
Chief said we've went over projections yet again this year." 


"Two
percent isn't as bad as it was a few years back," Calleigh reminded
him.  "The year Speed...disappeared we went over by nearly
fifteen." 


"We
did.  It was suggested that those who got the HR memos could solve a few
issues at once.  We could take the meager two percent from the overtime
budget."  That got some nods.  "Now, I do have printouts of
what everyone has."  Speed walked in. "Alexx?" 


"Doing
the autopsy.  Hers comes out of the ME budget instead of ours." 
He grabbed his lunch and sat down, looking at the sandwich after the first
bite, then he checked the date on his watch.  "Do I have call this
weekend?" 


"That's
one of the things we were going to discuss," Horatio admitted.  He
handed him the sheet.  "I had them check your hours, Speed. 
Since they didn't fully take you out of the system after you disappeared, you
still have your old ones."  He looked at his people.  "To
cut this two percent we need to take twenty-seven days of vacation and have no
extra overtime, over what we normally have."  That got nods. 
"So we should plan for twenty- nine days just in case.  I've got
three days offered so far.  Eric, I want you to give me at least a day's
warning."  That got a nod.  "I do want to make sure we're
not stuck without necessary personnel, but if you wanted to take a long weekend
or two, that might be more than acceptable." 


Valera
raised a hand.  "What about you, Horatio?  You have more leave
time than all of us put together.  If we have to you can sign off from
home on files and things." 


"I
can," he agreed.  "I plan on taking an early night tonight,
after the budget meeting, and then taking a long weekend myself." 
That got a smile from Speed.  "The rest of you need to take at least
a day off.  Preferably two if you can." 


"I've
got two doctor's appointments coming up but one's just into the new
month," Valera offered, sliding down the slip.  "I planned it
because I knew you'd be asking.  That's a Thursday so it shouldn't be too
tough."  He smiled and handed over a leave sheet.  "Should
I put them both on here?" 


"Go
ahead," he ordered.  He slid one down to Eric.  "As soon as
you can, Eric, since yours is probably going to be scattered.  Also try
for one weekend just for yourself?" 


"I..."



Speed
looked at him. "You need it to give yourself time, Eric," he assured
him.  "Even I've got to take some." 


"Take
a few days with her then take a long weekend to go diving," Calleigh
offered.  He nodded, taking a form to start working on that. 
"Do we know what weekends we have off anyway?"  Horatio slid
down the schedule.  Eric looked and made a few of his around that weekend
then the appointments he knew she'd have.  He signed it and slid it
back.  Valera slid hers back.  She smiled at him.  "Can I
take the sixteenth through the twentieth off?  There's a gun show coming
up and I wanted to go."  He handed over a form.  "Thanks,
Horatio." 


"Welcome,
Calleigh.  Who would that leave?" 


"I
can take the last week off since I'm off that weekend and one day that week
anyway," Speed promised.  "Spend it with the son." 
That got some nods and he got a sheet.  "I'll add a Thursday in
another week too, H." 


"That's
fine, Speed."  The others picked out what they wanted and he only had
to stop one long vacation so they wouldn't be left without a fingerprint tech
for a week and a half.  He looked at them.  "The other point
that was brought up was yearly physicals."  Calleigh growled. 
"I know, it's insulting that you have to show proof that you're not
pregnant," he agreed.  "I think it's very sexist in the extreme,
Calleigh." 


Speed
nodded.  "Very, and I'm sorry but I'm going to HR about ours." 


"As
I already wrote an email but that was an executive decision," Horatio told
him.  He looked at the others.  "There's expanded things they
want to know." 


"They
can blow me," Valera said firmly.  Ryan gaped at her.  "I
don't care if he doesn't like it, Horatio.  I don't think he needs to know
what my yearly PAP came out as." 


"I
agree, he shouldn't.  However, HR said they can't do a thing about
that.  They said he made that decision." 


"He's
about to get my foot up his ass," Speed assured him.  "What happens
to those who don't need the tests yet?  Eric and I are too young for
colonoscopies or prostate exams." 


"I
know," he agreed.  "Take it up with the Chief.  It's part
of the overall health initiative he's doing.  He wants us all to be at our
most fit.  Frank's got the same restrictions." 


"He
can bite me," Eric said firmly.  "I'm not doing more than my
regular yearly physical that my doctor thinks is important, H.  
Sorry but if he says I don't need one I'm not having one and I'm sure as hell
not paying for one since this isn't a covered exam for us on the health care
plan." 


"Yeah,
exactly," Valera agreed.  "My yearly exam isn't covered either,
Horatio, and unless he's going to come pay for it he can wait on the results
until the courts decide he can do that since it's very delicate personal
information." 


"That
is something to take up with the union reps," Horatio advised. 
"I know a few of them have already expressed disagreement with that. 
I've talked with ours and they're not happy either.  They've went to
HR.  That's how we know it's an executive decision." 


"They
can still wait," Eric snorted, staring at him. 


Horatio
nodded.  "Take it up with him, Eric. I know they're gathering support
to have it overturned by the union."  That got a mass of nods and one
of them looked confused.  "Did you not get the updated yearly health
exam memo?" 


"I
did and I'm sorry but I can't take the flu shot, Lieutenant," the
fingerprint tech offered.  "The last time I did I was out with it
shortly thereafter and I ended up getting sick that whole winter.  My
doctor said not to since it's a live virus and I had such problems
before." 


"I
need that in writing." 


"HR
has it." 


"You
kept a copy?"  She nodded.  "Make sure the union rep has a
copy as well."  She nodded at that.  "Good.  That
could help as well.  Many of us don't feel the need to take it down
here.  I know we lose manpower hours to it but we lose more to food
poisoning and chicken pox every year."  That got a small smile. 
"Any other problems we can see?"  Valera slowly raised a
hand.  "What's wrong?" 


"We've
got an arcing outlet," Natlia told him.  "We reported it to
maintenance last week and it's still doing it.  It shocked me this
morning, Horatio." 


"I'll
nag them as soon as we're done."  He smiled at them.  "Any
others?"  Speed pulled out a list from his wallet and handed it over,
Eric doing the same.  "Thank you, boys. Calleigh, anything with
ballistics?" 


"Not
yet.  They shortened my firing tank and I don't like it but I can't really
*complain*, Horatio." 


"Is
it going to cause you problems?" 


"Only
with higher caliber rifles." 


"Then
note that."  She wrote it out and handed it over.  "Thank
you.  I'll get onto maintenance about these this afternoon.  Finish
up your lunch."  Speed handed over his spare sandwich, getting a
smile.  "Thank you." 


"From
the son."  Horatio smiled as he carried it back to his desk with the
papers.  He looked around.  "So, anyone got any ideas to help
Eric and Xander shop quickly tonight since he's got dinner with his grandfather
afterward?" 


"Why
are you two shopping?" Natalia asked. 


"His
adoptive mother said she wanted a present if she wasn't going to be a
grandmother and wanted something to knock her out if she was," Calleigh
said with a smile.  "She likes sparkly things." 


"I
can wait if he needs me to," Eric offered. 


"Fat
chance.  She's getting antsy and called last night for information,"
Calleigh said with a smile.  "Shoes?" 


"She's
got tiny feet," Speed told her. "Smaller than yours. 
Purse?" 


"Gift
certificate?" Valera offered.  "Somewhere upscale so she can
pick out whatever present she wants or needs?" 


"I
thought about offering her a dating service subscription," Eric
offered.  "She's got bad taste." 


"Hey!"
Speed complained. 


"Not
you."  He grimaced.  "I asked Marisol.  She suggested
a purse or electronics.  Maybe perfume?" 


"That
could work," Calleigh agreed.  "Make sure it's got a store out
there so she can take it back if she doesn't like it though."  She
stood up.  "I'm headed back."  Speed handed her the rest of
her lunch. "I'm stuffed." 


"Eat,
woman. You're up for the next case."  She groaned and finished it on
her way back, then went to clean up in the bathroom.  Eric grinned at
Speed's smirk for him pulling that.  "What?  She is." 
He leaned on the table.  "What's out there?" 


"Not
a clue.  It's Seattle," Speed admitted.  He called out there.
"Pick a store we have one of down here."  She listed
names.  "Thanks."  He hung up.  "Macy's? 
That upscale snotty place your sister got those shoes that made you
groan?" 


"We
can go there.  I'll take Mari and Xander with me." 


"Just
remember, he's got dinner tonight with his grandfather," Speed
warned.  That got a smile and a nod.  "He got nagged since he
hadn't been out to play with their guard dog recently.  Oh, Ryan, what would
the dog have been trained to sniff out of a letter bomb?  You spent more
time with him than I did." 


"Probably
blood.  He hates the smell of blood." 


"Good. 
Works for me.  He still caught the letter bomb."  Everyone
stared at him so he finished his sandwich.  "Same family
probably."  He got up and headed back to work. 


Eric
called his sister to tell her to be ready for him then he called Xander to see
when he got free.  Cases willing he'd be out about when he got free. 


***



Xander
smiled at the young woman in the back seat.  "Hi.  I'm
Xander."  He shook her hand. 


"I'm
Marisol.  Eric's my little brother." 


"That's
kinda cool.  Eric, can we swing by my ATM?  I'd rather have cash for
this.  Just in case." 


"Sure." 
He backed out of the driveway, watching the dog give them pitiful looks from
inside.  "He's pouting." 


"He
has been since the agents got sent back home." 


"Why?"



"They
decided the threat was over, even with the contract still hanging.  So
we've got two of Grandfather's guys."  He grinned.  "Thomas
is going to hint if I get stuck."  That got a smile and the gates
closed behind them as they pulled out.  He leaned forward and handed over
a DVD.  "The only copy." 


"Thank
you, Xander."  He drove them through an ATM for him, letting him pull
out some major cash. "So she's expecting a really nice present?" 


"Well,
yeah, this is Mom we're talking about.  Not an Anya nice present but still
something nice."  He grinned and they went to the very upscale
department store.  "I feel underdressed." 


"You
are, so are we," Marisol assured him happily.  She led them inside
and to the purses.  It was a good present for a woman.  "What
does she like to do?" 


"Now
and then she clubs.  She's not dating right now and she's a CSI like Eric
and Daddy," Xander told her.  She gave him an odd look. 
"She and Timmy both adopted me from Sunnydale."  He smiled at
the saleswoman looking at them. "Present for my mom.  She's a
CSI."  A fairly practical bag was pointed to.  "It's in
congratulations of not having a grandchild."  She pointed at the same
bag and walked off.  "Hmm."  He looked at it. 
"Not very handy.  Can't carry very much in it."  Marisol
took it and handed him something else. He looked at the tag then at her.
"I know I've got a lot of money but a grand for a purse?"  
She nodded.  "Wow."  He shook his head and put it
back.  "Something under six hundred, Marisol.  Please?" 


"Sure." 
She looked and came up with two good choices.  He looked then picked one
that more matched her wardrobe, letting her lead him to the shoes but he shook
his head.  "No?" 


"She's
got funny, tiny feet.  I don't want to make her take something
back."  She nodded and drug them to the perfume counter.  He
sniffed a few.  "I know she uses this one." 


"Girlfriend?"
the saleswoman asked with a smile. 


He
grinned. "Mom in congratulations for not being a grandmother." 


"Ah. 
We have some exquisite things this way," she said, leading them down
there.  "This one is a bit cheaper than the others...." 
Eric nearly gasped at the sticker on the box.  "Well, the best is
always expensive." 


Xander
looked at her.  "My mom's a CSI, a criminalist with the Seattle
PD.  I know she wears the one in the blue bottle."  She looked
and sniffed, then smiled and led him to some better choices, including a bath
gift set.  "Eric?" 


"She
probably would like to spoil herself in a tub."  He looked at one
thing, tapping it.  "This definitely.  It'll take all the stench
of a bad scene off her." 


"She
said she loves lemons now and then," he agreed, reading the label. 
It was a home treatment for oily skin made of lemon juice and some herbs. 
He added that to his basket and the bath set.  Then he added a fluffy bath
pillow.  That got an approving nod from Marisol, who also added a special
sponge.  "Good.  That's good, right?"  The saleswoman
smiled and nodded. "Registers?  I've got dinner with my
grandfather."  They got pointed at and he kissed her on the cheek.
"Thank you."  He drug them that way and checked out.  It
was still more than he had pulled out so he pulled out his credit card and let
her have it.  She smiled when it went through and he signed the
slip.  Then he looked at the bag.  "Can you box it?  It's
going to be shipped."  She took the ten dollars to do that, taping it
down for him even.  "Thank you."  They headed out and Eric
dropped him off at his grandfather's on the way. "Thanks, guys. 
Great big helps."  He waved and beamed, walking through the
gates.  "Hey, guys," he called before heading inside.  His
grandfather gave him a look.  "I can't have dinner?" 


"Of
course.  I thought we were going to have to wait it for you." 


"Mom
said I had to get her something for not being a grandmother."  He
held up the box.  "A purse and some bath stuff.  I didn't think
we took that long." 


"Not
too long," Speed promised, making Xander squeal and hug him. 
"Was Marisol helpful?" 


"Some,
yeah.  Even if she did like the two hundred dollar sea sponge." 
He put the box down carefully and took his usual spot beside Horatio, stealing
a kiss with a smile.  "I found her stuff." 


"I'm
glad."  He stroked his hand when Patrick came in.  "I said
it wasn't going to be too late." 


"I'm
still having shopping with Buffy flashbacks," Xander agreed.  Patrick
laughed so hard he started to wheeze at that, making Xander hop up to help
him.  "Sorry." 


"No,
it's a funny mental image." 


"Until
she makes you watch her try on push up bras," he complained. 
"Plus bikinis."  He pouted.  "It was horrible!  I
even had to *shoe* shop with her, Granddad." 


Patrick
patted him on the hand.  "It'll get better, my grandson." 
He stroked his cheek.  "Cook?"  She brought out dinner.
"He's finally found presents for Aiden."  She smiled and served
them dinner, making them all smile at the nice meal. "Thank you, dear. 
It's wonderful." 


Xander
smiled at her.  "Thanks, Cook." 


"You're
welcome, Xander. It's been a while since I had to cook for anyone with a real
appetite."  She bustled back to the kitchen to work on dessert. 


Horatio
said Grace tonight then they dug in.  "She is an excellent cook,
Patrick." 


"She
is.  She's been with me nearly forever," he said happily.  He
dug into his smaller dinner, making Speed and Xander happy.  He knew
they'd force-feed him if he didn't. 


Horatio
looked at Xander.  "A purse and what?" 


"Bath
stuff.  Some lemon stuff to take the stench off from a bad scene. 
Eric picked that out.  Marisol picked out some scented bath stuff and the
purse.  I had to deny the existence of thousand dollar purses." 
Speed moaned at that. "It was pretty but not mom's thing. It was dainty
and girly." 


"No,
she wouldn't like that.  Can I look?" 


"As
long as you can reseal and pack it again." 


"Sure." 
He went to look in the package, smiling at it.  "She'll love that
bath set, Xander."  He resealed it and gave him a hug. 
"Good choices." 


"Thanks."



"Lemons?"
Patrick asked. 


"Lemon
juice helps take the smell off us after some of the worst things," Speed
said delicately.  Horatio nodded at that.  "That stuff is lemon
juice, herbs, and some pure water.  It's to treat oily skin but it should
work in a bath setting."  That got a nod.  "Sometimes it
helps." 


"It
can," Horatio agreed.  He looked at Xander.  "We are having
to take some time off this month since it's the end of the budget." 
Xander looked horrified. "Not the whole team at once, Xander.  Just a
day here and there." 


"Sure,"
he agreed. 


Speed
looked. "I've got the ones I picked and he picked.  That way we can
see if you wanted to do anything those days or if you were going to be
busy."  Xander grinned at him for that.  "We haven't been
shopping on the bike in a while." 


"We
haven't," he agreed, but he stroked Horatio's hand. "Or slept
in." 


"We
haven't had breakfast in bed recently," Horatio agreed, stealing a
kiss.  Xander smiled.  Speed smiled at him for that.  "He
does like to be that spoiled.  Even if it is tube biscuits and jelly with
coffee." 


"You
two could borrow Cook know and then," Patrick pointed out. 


"She's
your cook, I'll come to her for spoiling type stuff," Xander said
firmly.  "Since I'd kill him if he had to eat my cooking.  She makes
good spoiling stuff for him."  That got a smile.  "Plus it
doesn't take away from her making you tea and dinner."  The door
slammed.  "That sounded like Don."  Sure enough, Don and
Tara walked in.  He squealed and got up to hug her.  "Hi. 
What are you doing down here?" 


"Someone
tried to stalk her after class the other day so we're taking a small vacation
due to the end of the year budget," Don said.  "Sit and eat,
nephew."  Xander sat down again and went back to eating while holding
Horatio's hand.  "Tara, this is Speed. I don't think you've ever met
him." 


"We
met at the hotel.  Hi, Timmy," she said shyly, waving a bit. 


He
smiled. "Sit and eat."  She blushed.  "We can even
introduce you to Ryan tonight."  That got a brighter blush. "It'll
be fine.  Who has Miss Puppy?" 


"Stella. 
She's housesitting in case something happens," Don offered, sitting Tara
down then sitting down.   "Sorry to barge in, Uncle
Patrick.  We can get a room but we thought we should check in." 


"Not
a problem, children.  The house needs to have some life in it." 
He smiled at Tara.  "My darling one."  She smiled at
him.  "Cook, Don and Tara are here," he called.  "Can
you bring something for them?" 


She
came to the door and looked. "Aren't you too tiny!" she complained,
coming out to hug Don and pat Tara on the head. "Don't you worry,
dear.  I can make you dinner so you don't blow away."  She went
to do that, bringing out more food for them and Xander, who gave her a sheepish
look. "It's about time you ate today.  I'm sure you didn't eat
lunch." 


"I
had a peanut butter and pixy stick sandwich," he defended. 


"It's
a special thing," Speed said at her opening mouth to complain. 


"Fine." 
She went back into the kitchen, bringing out more for Patrick too, giving him a
look. "Eat.  Now.  Do not disappoint those two by fading
sooner." 


"Gee,
Uncle Patrick," Don teased.  "I didn't know she was your fourth
wife." 


Tara
giggled and swatted him on the arm.  "Be nice.  She's fussing
because he needs to be fussed over.  He'll fuss over everyone but
himself.   The same as I heard Xander does."  Xander nodded
and went into the kitchen.  He came back a minute later with a small
bandage on his hand and a mug for his grandfather.  "Good, it's good
for him to eat properly," she decided.  She dug in.  "Thank
you, Cook.  It's wonderful." 


"Good. 
You eat, dear," she called from the kitchen.  "We can make the
boys tea later."  She smiled and dug in.  She looked at Don when
she came back.  "Eat." 


"I
am!"  He dug in faster.  She might nag but he was hungry. 


Patrick
smiled at his family.  They were strong and would carry on after him. 


"How's
Anya?" Tara asked. 


"She's
having a baby Oz by their tests," Xander told her.  She stared in
shock.  He nodded. 


"The
tests don't lie," Horatio told her.  "We did it in the
lab." 


"Wow. 
How did she do that?" 


"I'm
not sure," Patrick admitted.  "We think she pulled the substance
magically and simply specified a male of the hellmouth that was beloved of
it.  Oz would fit that."  His sire walked in and he smiled.
"You made good time." 


"I
needed to be here to help Horatio hold Xander down."  He handed over
two sheets of paper then hugged Tara and Don, then patted Speed on the back.
"It's good to have the whole family here."  Xander started to
get up so he held him down and let Horatio have the papers while Xander
huffed.  "They did it again," he shared. 


Horatio
handed them back.  "Absolutely not." 


"The
judge and the family said so.  It was done earlier today.  It was
said they both committed suicide due to the shameful nature of their obsessions
to improve and restore the family's honor," Raphael said firmly. 
"I can't change it. They bought a judge to sign off on it." 
Xander got free and headed out into the garden, slamming the door.  They
didn't hear any ranting and Speed went to follow him.  He looked at
Horatio.  "I had my people protest, son.  I tried." 
He handed back the forms and sat down in his usual spot.  "It'll be
fine." 


"No
it won't," Tara said quietly. "They did it again?"  He
nodded.  "Poor Xander."  She went to help calm him down,
finding him hugging his father.  She stroked his back. "It'll be over
with soon.  They can't come back to haunt you, Xander."  He
looked at her. "They can't.  It'll be over with soon." 


"Four
years." 


"It's
only been six months," Speed said quietly. 


"Yeah,
but the worst is always either the first or the last.  Like with a broken
arm."  He snorted but did smile a bit.  "It'll be
okay.  I promise it will be." 


"Maybe
I can give it away." 


"You
could," Speed agreed, smiling at her.  "Thank you, Tara." 


"It's
not a problem.  He needed a hug and a pat."  She gave him a hug
then went back inside.  Horatio walked past her, going to hug his
boyfriend, which was a very good sign in her book.  "He's very
upset." 


"I
figured he would be," Raphael admitted.  He sipped his blood.
"Eat, Patrick, you two as well."  They ate again. 
"Anything good happen?" 


"Anya's
baby is Oz's," Patrick offered. "Last I heard he had went mute and
hit a wall." 


"I'd
have hit her," he admitted.  He took another sip and Horatio came in
without the others.  "Taking him home?" 


"We
probably should," he agreed, gathering the present.  "For
Aiden," he explained at the curious look. 


"That's
fine.  She needs more sparkly things."  That got a small
smile.  "I figured he'd rather hear it from me instead of them. 
They were going to send a cleric over as an envoy." 


"Thank
you."  He went to lead Speed and Xander out to the hummer, letting
Speed cuddle him in the back for now.  It was a quiet drive home and the
dog was enthusiastic to see them but Xander cuddled him and he calmed
down.  "Bed, Xander.  We'll come up."   He nodded
and went up that way.  He looked at Speed.  "Staying?" 


"Yeah,
I probably should get Calleigh over.  I think she had something
planned."  He went into the office to call her. "It's
me."  He smiled at her happy voice.  "Sit. 
Really."  He sat down, holding his head. "The family who
considers him a curse hit again.  No, not another one. The newly gone members
decided to leave him everything so it couldn't taint the rest of their family
and pass on the obsession."  He heard her gasp. "You okay? 
I told you to sit."  He smiled.  "I probably should but you
can come out if you want."  He grinned. "Thanks, babe. 
Sure, I'll let you in and all that.  Come over soon."  He hung
up and held his head, at least until he felt something move past his
elbow.  "Shit!  Snakes!"  Horatio came in and took the
one staring at him. The lights were flipped on once that one was dead and they
found a few others.  "I'm sick of this." 


"You
and me both."  He called the house. "Is Thomas still in? 
It's Horatio.  We just found snakes in Xander's house.  They're not
native.  I'm quite sure they're not native.  Thank you." 
He stomped on one that came out to get him, crushing its head.  "I am
very tired of this."  Speed shuddered and headed to check the rest of
the rooms.  Horatio found another one and killed it, then went to check
the dog.  He didn't have any bites at all.  He had been very
lucky.  He did their bedroom but there weren't any.  Speed found
another two in his equipment cabinet.  One in the kitchen.  A water
one in the pool.  That one got shot and brought cops rushing over. 
He handed over the dead snakes with a grimace. "I do not like the person
who has the contract against him."  The officers looked stunned and
reported that, so they got more guards and a better search of the house, they
he did the basement with Calleigh when she came in so no one could say anything
about the guns, explosives, or artillery.  Xander came down to check after
they had cleared it and found two things missing but they were in the kitchen
so they left it there. 


Horatio
took Xander back upstairs with the dog, Speed and Calleigh locking up after the
night shift at the lab got done picking up the fingerprints he had taken and
the dead snakes.  Speed looked at Calleigh then set the alarm and carried
her upstairs.  Then he came back down to get into the computer and save
that area down, before going back up to her.  "Computer," he
offered. 


"It's
all right.  The safety of the family has to come first."  He
smiled and kissed her, getting down to soothe his frustrated soul in her
body.  It was good for them and apparently Horatio was using a similar
cure since Xander was moaning.  She giggled at that, making him
grin.  "He's loud." 


"Aiden
teased him for getting so loud once," he agreed, kissing her again. 
He rested against her shoulder, telling her what had went on.  She kissed
him and went to email Aiden so she'd be warned, then Greg as well, just in
case.  Because no one touched her stepson! 


***



Grissom
looked at the email he got with the header 'information Greg needs' and sighed,
opening it.  He read, then called down there.  "Calleigh, Gil
Grissom, Greg's supervisor.  We found a baby king cobra in his scene
kit."  She described the ones they had found and gave him the cell
number for the CSI who had taken the snakes and the prints Speed had gathered. 
"I'll have him read this immediately and talk to her to make sure it's not
connected to the assassin with the white roses up here."  She said
something else so he got into his email and found that.  "I really do
need to check that more often. Thank you."   He hung up and
printed off her black book of information, paging Brass while it printed. 


Then
he dialed the number down there.  "Hi, this is Graveyard Supervisor
Grissom in Las Vegas.  I think we may have someone working in
common.  I was just told about the snakes that were found in Xander
Harris's house.  No, he does have ties out here, he trained out here
actually, but one of our CSI, who is very close friends with him, found a baby
king cobra in his scene kit after receiving something that we know comes from
an assassin."  Brass leaned in so he pointed him at the
printer.  "Exactly.  That's why I think it may be related. 
I would be more than happy to share that with you," he agreed. 
"Grissom.  Las Vegas lab, graveyard.  Of course.  Let me
know please."  He hung up.  "I need to check my email more
often.  They emailed her black book of who does what how and her former
client list from Miami." 


"Snakes?"



"Someone
put some in Master Tim's house to get him.  That...  Greg!" he
called when he saw him.  Greg waved a hand.  "Let someone do
that." 


"Let
me log evidence.  I'm back alone."  He went to do that and came
back in a few minutes later.  "Damn little in the liquor and check
store robbery, Gris.  What's up?"  Grissom printed off
Calleigh's email, making him and Brass read it.  "Uh-huh. 
Everyone's okay at least.  Though, the snakes sound familiar since I found
a cotton mouth in my shower this morning.   I'm sure my neighbors
were not amused when I shrieked and then killed it."  Brass looked at
him. "Not like I was going to save it.  I bagged it once it was
dead!"  He read back over the email.  "Is Xander
okay?" 


"Calleigh
didn't include that. It's fairly late down there so he might be in bed." 


Greg
pulled out his phone and called Horatio's phone.  "Calleigh told
me.  Everyone okay?"  He listened to the quiet words and
smiled.  "Next vacation days I get I'm there."  He nodded.
"Of course." 


"Tell
him I called the CSI over that new case about the snakes we found in
yours." 


"Grissom
said he called your guy to talk about the sudden input of snakes into my case
and my tub this morning."  He let out a sappy grin.  "Love
and miss you guys too.  See you guys in a few weeks.  Sure, I'll be
safe and careful.  I'm wearing my vest.  Love you."  He
hung up and looked at him, still smiling.  "Can I kill them for
upsetting Xander?" 


"Let
them," Brass ordered, looking at him. "You're wearing a
vest?"  Greg lifted his t- shirt.  "Okay, so you are. 
Where did you get that one?  Can I see it?"  Greg pulled off the
t-shirt and handed it to him once the vest was off.  "This is
nice." 


"That
is called my boy is paranoid and got me one," Greg told him. 


"It's
also called you never saw that," Grissom said blandly.  "It's
Special Forces issue."  Brass handed it back.  "We knew he
knew weapons and how to get some nice ones." 


Greg
just smiled.  "He's translating stuff into demon for a bar owner who
collects and buys so they're not readily available."  He put back on
the vest then his t-shirt.  "Yes, it's very nice, very
comfortable.  I napped in it last night when I slept in the break room,
Brass."  That got a smile.  "If it ever fails Xander's
going to kill someone." 


"Did
Bobby test it for you?" Grissom asked. 


"Yeah,
we went into the desert this morning and he tested it for me.  All the
panels held against normal nine mil gunfire.  It's rated to small
artillery by the pamphlet in the box." 


"Good. 
I like that.  Keep that," Brass agreed.  Greg smiled at
him.  "What're we doing about this?" 


"Well,
if that's what I think it is," Greg said, looking at the other
printout.  "We might be able to find the guy in there."  He
pulled Grissom's keyboard over and got into that email again, doing a word
search.  "Hmm, three listings with snakes.  He found a
highlighter and worked on the copies in Brass's hands.  "Them." 
He did another one just in case but nothing new came up.   So he did
'white rose' and it came up with two.  He picked a different highlighter
and did them.  "That's who uses white roses."  He turned it
back over to Grissom and smiled.  "That narrows it down to four
people since one overlaps." 


"They
do.   Good thinking, Sanders." 


"I
try now and then," he said happily.  "Going to work on the check
store robbery."  He went to work on his new case until Catherine came
back. 


"I'll
go search these guys," Brass promised.  "Let me know what you
get from Miami."  He went to do that, leaving Grissom happier since
the threat might be over.  He found Sanders humming to his iPod and shook
his head.  He was so young sometimes. 


***



Xander
walked into one of the top gay rights groups in the city of Miami and found
someone he vaguely recognized in there.  "Hi, got five?" 


"For?"
he asked.  "Are you a reporter?" 


"No,
I'm making a donation." 


"Oh,
that's fine.  Um, our boss usually handles those, sir.  Let me find
her."  He looked around and pointed.  "There she
is."  He pointed at the drag queen in the other office. 
"You can talk to her." 


"Thank
you."  He walked that way.  "Ma'am, I was told to talk to
you about a donation?" 


"You
can call me sir, young man." 


"My
grandfather said to always address as the outward persona," he offered
with a good boy smile.  "Do you handle donations?" 


"I
do.  What sort are you making?" 


He
sat down across from her and pulled open his bag, making her flinch. 
"Don't worry, it's because I'm under a death threat."  He moved
the gun and pulled out the envelopes, finding the one he wanted. 
"This one."  He handed it over.  Then he grinned
again.  "Someone in the Middle East got stuck on my ass and
obsessed.  When he committed suicide he left everything to me.  My
boyfriend and I thought it was in horrible taste but that you guys could use it
more than I needed it." 


She
blinked.  "Excuse me?" 


He
nodded and stood up.  "It happened recently.  One of his uncles
tried to kidnap me and then two others decided I was next to the Goddess in
lust."  He shrugged and closed his bag, then put it back over his
shoulder.  "I guess it happens but I'm content with my boyfriend and
he agreed we could donate it to good causes, and I like yours."  He
smiled and walked out. 


She
opened the envelope carefully, looking at the simple cashier's check
inside.  She pressed a button on her phone, bringing someone
running.  "Who was he?" 


"That
was Patrick Benis' grandson," he said with a small smile.  He had
been the guy Xander had talked to and worked for Patrick.  "Father
Benis told all of us that someone got stuck on him and committed suicide since
he was taken and wouldn't deal with the bastards.  Did he donate some of
that to us?" 


"He
did!" she squeaked.  "Um, I need....  Press, we need a
press release." 


"He
wanted it to be anonymous," he said quietly.  "He's always
donated anonymously before." 


"Why? 
He's the scion of royalty in the fight," she protested. 


"He's
also known as Master Tim and he's dating a cop or two," he told her. 
She pouted at that.  "Sorry.  We can't out him and a lot of us
are still uncomfortable with our more spanking members.  So he's donated
anonymously.  Since we know, we can easily send him a letter for tax time."



"We
can do that," she agreed.  "I need an escort to the bank and one
of the deposit slips." 


"I'll
get the rest of the fundraiser's stuff."  He went to get the
assistant over that, sending her in with it.  He had seen the check and it
was a nice one. It would go a long ways toward helping them build a new
counseling center and rooming house for runaways.  He did call Father
Benis to let him know as well, making the old guy happy.  His grandson was
a nice guy, even though he was a dom. 


***



Xander
finally found the pound and walked inside. "Who do I make a donation
too?" 


"The
director, sir.  Did you set off the metal detector?" 


"Um,
yeah.  I've got to be armed right now. There's a pesky death threat. 
I only came to drop off a quiet donation."  She got the director out
there and he dug it out, looking at the last two envelopes then at him. 
He shifted the gun when he caught him looking at it.  "Death
threat."  He handed over his.  "This is for
you."  He slit open the envelope and gaped then he grinned. 
"Animals are nice.  I like animals.  You guys always need the
help so use it to get more adopted out."  He left, heading back to
the car.  The last envelope was pulled out and his bag left in the car
when he found his way back to the station he needed.  He found someone in
his way as well.  "Hi, Sergeant Stetler.  'Scuse me.  Have
to do something."  He walked inside and to the Chief's office,
tapping a bit before walking into his foyer.  He smiled at the secretary.
"Is he in?" 


"He
is but he's right before a meeting.  Can I help?" 


"I
wanted to make a donation to get some decent vests and guns into the officer's
hands.  Some of the ones they're carrying are POS piles of slag and some
of the vests are *really* outdated." 


"Sure. 
Let me let him know."  She called in there. "Sir, there's a
young man out here who wants to donate to our vest and gun fund?" 
She smiled and hung up. "He's free if you take less than four minutes,
sir." 


"Thanks." 
He walked inside and closed the door behind him, weathering the shocked
look.  "And hey, I even left mine in the car.  Did you know how
POS some of those guns and vests are?  I mean, having to change firing
pins because you *cleaned* them?" 


"I
know.  Some of the vests are fairly old as well." 


"Yeah,
heavily."  He handed it over.  "SWAT gets plenty of grants
to update.  The regular officers and CSI need that so they have equipment
that means they don't die." 


"Again?"
he asked dryly. 


Xander
looked at him.  "No comment.  Unless someone got hurt today and
no one told me?"  He shook his head quickly and Xander relaxed,
smiling.  "Good.  I didn't think so but I've been off giving
away what the latest sick bastard left me after he committed suicide because he
couldn't have my cute ass.  So please, get the normal guys new vests,
better guns, and then get the CSI better guns and vests too please.  I
updated Daddy's with the one I carried on patrol in Sunnydale." 


"Sunnydale?" 
He leaned back, looking at him.  "I've heard of your town and why
it's so odd." 


Xander
grinned. "I worked with the slayer out there from tenth grade on," he
admitted.  "I even taught Daddy how to stake." 


"Thank
you." 


"Welcome. 
I don't want them to have to mourn anyone else, Chief." 


"It's
a wonderful sentiment.  Should I use some for the budget deficit?" 


Xander
grinned. "Daddy promised we'd go for a long ride one of the days he took
off." 


That
got a smile and a nod.  "I'll put it toward new vests and guns,
Xander.  Should I let them know you were here?" 


"Nope. 
Horatio and Daddy agreed I could donate some of it.  So I did.  Some
gay rights groups, the pound, you guys, and a small orphanage that I work with
up in New York now and then."  He beamed and left, heading back to
his car.  He found someone staring at the inside.  "What?" 


"Is
that a gun, sir?" 


"Someone's
threatening my life and I have a permit," he promised, pulling it
out.  "I'm under a death threat." 


"No
guards today?" someone else called, Ryan. 


Xander
shrugged.  "I think I lost them doing my good rounds this morning. 
Tell Stepmom I'm picking up flaky pastry stuff for dinner if she and dad wanted
to come over.  Or you and Eric.  There's a match on
tonight."  That got a nod and he went inside.  Xander took his
permit back. "So, can I go grocery shopping now?" 


"Should
you?" he asked patiently. 


"No
but I can't cook.  I'm poisonous." 


"Poisonous?"
he said dryly, staring at him over the rim of his sunglasses. 


"Ask
Horatio.  I heard someone got sick off the cookies I made him the last
time and I heard he gave someone a piece of fudge I was trying to make to make
them confess."  That got a laugh and the officer walked off. 
Xander got back into his car and headed for the pastry shop he liked, then
home.  There was a match on tonight and he didn't have any clients today so
it'd be a good day.  Of course, once he got inside the gun went into the
holster he put on and it stayed there until others came over that night. 


The
officer walked inside and found Eric on his way out.  "That
boy...." 


"Which
boy?" 


"Drives
a dark blue Ferrari with silver highlights in the paint." 


"Xander." 
He nodded.  "What about Speedle's son?" 


The
officer gaped. "That was *Speedle's* son?" 


"Yeah. 
What about him?" 


"He,
ah, said something about a death threat, I noticed the gun he had openly in the
bag in his car.  I checked his permit."  Eric nodded at
that.  "He is?" 


"Yeah,
sick and sad bastards who couldn't have him so they killed themselves and put a
contract out on him.  That's why they pulled the snakes out of his house
recently." 


"Oh. 
He said something about getting flaky pastries, there's a match tonight?" 


"He's
the guy we get the naked soccer and hockey matches from."  That got
an awed look.  "They play it in Europe and he's got a great
dish.  Cooper runs copies for him." 


"Wow. 
He said he was poisonous?" 


"Remember
the cookies Stetler got sent as an apology?"  That got a smirk and a
nod.  "Xander made those.  He's literally poisonous in the
kitchen.  Also, don't eat the jerky, he makes it very well but it'll give
you the runs and make you so horny one person who ate it went to hump a cactus
in a mall, and his breath spray can peel paint.  But it works." 


"Wow. 
That's...kinda neat," he admitted. 


"Xander's
a great guy but if someone comes after him we'll be cleaning up parts after his
dom side goes off." 


"Dom?"



"He's
also Master Tim," one of the guys walking past them said.  "He's
got a death threat, Delko?" 


"Yup. 
That's why they had the snakes.  Same people who left him new money."



"They
dead?" 


"Yup,
suicide and 'if I can't have you no one will' death contract." 


"Long
range murder-suicide. That's a new twist," the second officer said. 
"His house is on my patrol.  I'll pay more attention and mention it
during the lunch briefing."  He walked out to go back to work. 


Eric
grinned at the first guy.  "Most people who meet Xander like
Xander.  Except for Stetler, who hit on him," he admitted
quietly.  "Gotta go.  Court."  He headed out, going to
do that. 


The
officer considered it.  Anyone who hated Stetler was all right in his
book...  Especially with the rumors that Speedle's son had somehow managed
to charm Caine into bed and made him smile.  Plus there were rumors he had
done others in the lab too to make them happy too.  Since he'd seen
Calleigh happy and bouncy after having *lunch* with the kid, he was The Man to
him forevermore.  Even if it wasn't what he thought. 


***



Horatio
walked in that night and found the boys in front of the tv, like usual on match
nights, and Xander in the office going over the tapes from the last few
days.  "Anything on the snakes?" 


"I
found where Dad downloaded it."  He lifted his head and got a
kiss.  "I donated a lot today." 


"Good. 
Am I going to have to hear complaints from someone?" 


"No. 
I went to the pound and two different gay charities, one's building a new
counseling and runaway center."  That got a smile.  "The
other's a legal defense fund who helps those who've been discriminated against
in work situations or housing situations."  That got him a cuddle. 
"I popped around to see you guys earlier but I only saw Ryan." 


"I
heard about the donation," he said in his ear, getting a sheepish
look.  "I know you told him not to but you need certain things for
tax purposes." 


"They
said copies of the checks or money orders should be enough."  He
snuck another kiss.  "I got a call from Mom.   I
overnighted her present."  He ran the tape connected to the phone
back and let him hear the minute and a half squeal.  "I think she
liked it," he said after she quit babbling about the bath stuff and hung up. 
He rewound the tape.  Then he grinned at Horatio.  "They're deep
in the game, aren't they?"  Horatio nodded.  "Good, then
we've got to figure out what to do about some fugly stuff." 


"What
makes it fugly?"  Xander pulled out some things and held one up. 
"Okay, that is ugly." 


"It's
fugly, dear.  It's so far beyond ugly it's not funny.  It's also old
lady-ish and I'm not an old lady.  I haven't been in a while." 
That got a small smile and they settled down to go through the presents no one
had been able to send back.  Then he pulled out one last thing and looked
inside before handing it to him.  "That is yours to do whatever you
need to with it." 


Horatio
looked inside then at him.  "Why?" 


"Because
Ray Junior's school sucks?  Because your house has a draft from your
storage area?  Because I want to see you looking as pretty as I
am?"  He grinned and leaned back in his chair.  "Because
I'm spoiling my boyfriend and I sent the same amount to Greg.  That gets
rid of one of the monetary funds from one o the stupid ass stalkers." 


"I... 
Xander...." 


"Shut
up, Horatio, and take it.  Use it to help your nephew, fix the air leak,
fix the hummer since it's rattling.  I'm spoiling you and if you don't let
me...."  He stood up and kissed him as hard as he could then walked
away.  "I'll just have to be sneaky and meaner about it." 


"I
still don't need it and this is more than Ray could use for his school needs,
Xander," he called after him.  He looked at the check then
sighed.  It really was too much.  He followed him outside, letting
the dog out since he was following him.  "Which one?" 


"The
first's money, not the stuff that's going to auction next month."  He
picked up his dog to nuzzle noses with, making him a happy puppy. 
"Go mark the lawn."  He put him down and watched him trot off to
hump a rose bush.  "I'm worried since he seems to like that
one." 


Horatio
looked away from the odd little creature, looking at his boyfriend
instead.  "If it was less I wouldn't complain." 


"I
can spank," Xander offered. 


"As
can I, even if I'm not trained," he said dryly.  "Should you try
I will." 


Xander
pouted.  "I can spoil you." 


"It's
too much, Xander.  I don't need that much to buy two new suits, some caulk
for around the doorway, and pay for Ray Junior's tuition."  The dog
yelped so he looked over there.  "It's got thorns, dog.  Of
course it hurts."  He was still going and eventually did get off with
a groan of pleasure. 


"So
he's an S&M dog," Xander joked. 


Horatio
gave him a look.  "Halve it and I'll take it, Xander.  That is
too much." 


"If
I do that you'll get the rest anyway." 


"No,
I won't." 


"Oh,
yes, you will.  Or else I'll pout to Dad that you're mean and won't let me
spoil you."  He grinned.  "Then I'll pout to Granddad, Mom,
and Stepmom too.  Plus Alexx."  Horatio moaned and went back
inside, the dog following. 


"Eww!"
Speed yelled.  "What did you do, dog!" 


"He
discovered the rose bush is his favorite hump of all," Xander
called.  "He's an S&M dog, Dad." 


Speed
walked the dog out and handed him over, then went to change clothes.  He
came back down the stairs and found Horatio making some new coffee. 
"What did he do?" 


"Spoiled
too much," he admitted, handing over the check. 


Speed
looked at it then at him.  Then he smacked him on the back and
grinned.  "Good!  It's about time." 


"If
it was half that....." 


"Xander
would have to find someone else to give it to.  Suck it up before I come
in wearing leather and silk every single day."  He handed it
back.  "Go buy a great new suit, get the rattle in your hummer fixed,
and spoil your nephew and Yelina.  Or him."  He walked off,
going back to the game.  Calleigh came in and watched then moaned and
walked outside.  "Watch out for the dog and the rose bush." 


She
looked at the pouting boy out there.  "What happened to the dog and
the rose bush I helped you plant?" 


"He
loves it best.  It makes him yelp but happy." 


"Ah,
so he'd enjoy your work too," she teased. 


"Dad
and Horatio thought it was a bad joke." 


"I
know."  She gave him a hug.  "Why else are you
pouting?" 


"I'm
spoiling Horatio and he's pouting," he admitted, petting his content and
happy puppy.  He looked at her.  "He said I'm spoiling him too
much but he's got a lot of things that need to come out of the spoiling
money." 


"I
know," she soothed.  "Let me talk to the big grump." 
She gave him a hug and went inside, smacking Horatio on the arm. 
"He's trying to be sweet, thoughtful, and give you some beyond what you
need to handle things right now.  You're making him pout." 


"He
said he was going to complain to his grandfather before you," he told her.



"Well,
I'm here and Patrick's not."  She stared at him.  "How big
is it?" 


"I
could've done all he mentioned and a lot more with half," he admitted,
handing over the check.  She looked at it then at him.   "I
don't need anything that big." 


"Have
you considered that you can do a lot of other things with this?  Like
maybe spoiling him back?" 


"He'll
pout," Speed said from behind her, reaching around her to get the
coffeepot and pour some more.  "He doesn't want you to spoil him, he
wants to spoil you and make you feel absolutely and totally adored.  He
definitely wants you to splurge, buy a few new suits.  Get the hummer
fixed. Fix the house, spoil your family.  He wants you to feel spoiled."



"I
can't return this favor." 


"He's
not asking you to, H.  His version of spoiled is affection and
attention.  In case you hadn't noticed, Xander loves for people to pay
attention to him.  He never had that before. Even when Willow paid
attention to him it wasn't to him, it was about him.  He wants you to
spoil him by giving him backrubs, talking to him, cuddling him, dealing with
his horny dog."  He glared down at the dog nuzzling his ankle. 
"Did the rose bush satisfy you for long enough this time?"  The
dog barked and wagged his tail, then rubbed against his leg again so he got out
of the way of the water dish. 


"That's
the longest he hasn't humped someone in weeks," Calleigh said in
awe.  "I guess maybe he does enjoy some pain with his pleasure."



Speed
looked at her. "Then he came to cuddle me on the couch and got me
nasty." 


"There's
a washer here," she reminded him.  "I'm not touching dog
semen.  Human semen if I have to, dog semen only under threat of being
shot." 


"I've
already put it in the washer," he promised. "Not like I wanted to
touch it either."  The dog nuzzled his leg again then trotted
off.  "We'll have to plant more roses."  He went back to
the living room.  "Why are you still in the kitchen, Horatio?" 


Horatio
went outside to talk to his boyfriend, closing the door behind him. 


Calleigh
went into the living room.  "I'm sorry, but running like that without
a bra on hurts, guys. Those women are putting themselves in pain for your
pleasure." 


"It's
much appreciated," Eric said absently.  She swatted him and he
swatted back but kept watching.  "What?" 


"They're
in pain, Eric." 


"They're
getting paid for it!  And?"  He went back to watching. 
"Go play with the dog or something.  Or the guns." 


"Don't
tempt her," Speed warned. 


She
walked off shaking her head, going to get Xander.  She paused when she saw
him in Horatio's lap getting cuddled and talked to.  He looked too
comfortable so she went down to look at the collection herself.  The
cabinets were very well done and he had gotten the dampness problem solved
apparently.  The few she checked didn't have any green and fuzzy dust in
them.  She put them back and moved on, finding the explosives
cabinet.  She counted up pounds of explosives and sighed.  Maybe
Horatio had upped his limit again because he had over the sixty pounds Horatio
had made him stay under.  Or maybe he decided it only needed it under each
type of explosive.  She closed that cabinet and moved on, finding a closet
doorway.  She opened it and looked at the heavier artillery pieces. She
pulled out one to look at.  It was nice.  Very nice.  She could
get used to that sort of nice thing. 


She
put it back because Xander wouldn't let her play with that toy right now. 
Maybe for the second run of demolition tests. She walked around and found a
hidden doorway, painted the same color as the walls.  "Sneaky,
stepson."  She opened it with a bobbypin since it was locked and
looked inside, then frowned.  "More artillery for a demolition
test.  We'll have to call Bobby about that."  She closed it but
didn't lock it and walked back across the floor, hearing the telltale
squeak.  She walked back over the spot and looked down, then got down to
find the lock.  "I thought we had a high water table," she
complained when she got it open and it had stairs down.  She stuck her
head down, finding a bulb.  She yanked on the cord gently.  She
looked, then she swore and left the door open, going to get Horatio and
Xander.  "Xander."  He looked over and 'eeped', hiding his
face.  "You and Toby need to talk, young man.  Come here,
Horatio." 


"Too
many explosives?" 


"I
think she found the workshop," Xander said quietly, sliding off the
welcoming lap with the dog.  He walked him inside and down the stairs,
kicking the door shut so he could walk into the basement. 
"Workshop," he explained. 


"You
are not Santa," Calleigh said patiently. 


"But
I look so good in red and I give nice presents," he offered with a grin. 


"Speed!"
she yelled. 


"What!"



"Now! 
It's being taped!" 


"Yes,
mom."  He came down the stairs and looked at what Horatio was looking
at then his son.  "Toby?"  Xander moaned and nodded. 
"Too many explosives?" 


"Yup. 
Just over on the plastique." 


"We
said sixty pounds, Xander." 


"I
did.  That's the rest of Giles' stuff, it's just over sixty pounds of
plastique." 


Horatio
looked at him.  "I meant total." 


"I'll
go blow up part of the lawn again." 


Horatio
gave him the 'I am not amused' look.  "Sorry but no."  He
looked at the wall where Calleigh pointed and went into that nicely hidden
closet, coming out with something very nice.  "I didn't know you
could get these commercially." 


"Fuck,"
Speed said, looking at his kid again.  "No sniper feelings,
right?" 


"Not
usually."  He shrugged.  "The Watchers sent that to
Giles." 


"Uh-huh." 
He noticed the disturbed pattern of dust on the floor and the little bits of
light shining up and went to pry up the large doorway again.  "This
would be?  Before I get it open?" 


"My
workshop." 


"I
told him he's not Santa and he told me he looks good in red and gives good
presents," Calleigh complained. 


"Ah. 
No wonder you called."  Speed gave Xander the 'I'm not amused'
look.  Then they got the door open.  He looked down then over the
edge of the door and noticed Xander had disappeared.  "Won't save
you!" he called.  "Eric, go stop the son!"  Nothing
and no movement.  "ERIC!  Go stop Xander!  Now!" 


"Yes,
mother!"  He went to find Xander, dragging him back down the
stairs.  "Why did you lose him this time?" 


"His
demented, gun nutjob workshop," Speed complained, heading down the
stairs.  "Well, no wonder you've got dampness problems, son. 
It's got some water leakage down here." 


"It
was there when I moved in and I'm fixing the walls." 


Horatio
pointed and Xander sighed, heading down there.  "It's the hurricane
shelter and I'm fixing the walls slowly but I am fixing them."  Speed
pointed at the guns. "They don't work and I'm trying to make them
work." 


"Will
the damp help that?" Calleigh asked.  He turned on the other set of
lights, the sort that're used to dry chemicals and she sighed, shaking her
head. "Did the last owner make drugs?" 


"Actually,
they did," Horatio admitted.  She whimpered at that. 
"Point one at the wall." 


"I
did that, it cracked the earth and I had to seal it more," Xander
complained. "These are the non-working things, Horatio." 


"I'm
sure they are, Xander."  He patted him on the back. "Perhaps we
can use part of the new money to fix this area?"  Xander gave him a
pitiful look. "I don't mind having a hurricane shelter down here. 
It's a good idea.  I mind having the six turret guns down here.  Plus
the spare car parts?"  He held up one.  "Isn't that a
carburetor?" 


Eric
nodded.  "Yup."  He went to browse in the boxes, shaking
his head when he found a small hallway. "Where does this lead?" 


"Under
the pool.  It was already here," he said firmly.  He was only
pouting a little bit.  "I even have a doorbell chime down here for
when someone comes." 


"I
can see that," Horatio agreed, nudging Xander to follow Eric down the
small, cramped hallway.  They ran into a small nest of spiders but Xander
sprayed some of his breath spray and they all died.  "I knew there
were more uses for that stuff."  They came out into a better lit
room, one with boxes.  "What are those, Eric?" 


Xander
shrugged. "They were here when I got here.  I haven't been into them.
I don't need the space so anything I found in the house joined it.  As
well as the statue the dog keeps humping that Granddad bought me.  He
thought it was cute I had to clean it twice so I brought it down here to clean
it with the stuff in the bottle in the corner." 


Eric
looked then at him.  "That's not what you use to clean
bronze."  He handed the statue to him.  "Use a sponge."



"He
humps it more." 


"Then
put it up higher," Speed offered, looking around. 


"It
was on top of the bookshelf the last time, Dad." 


"How
did that little dog of yours get up there?" Calleigh asked, looking
confused. 


"I'm
not sure.  I think the tv.  That's why we're missing most of a match
on the TIVO."  He carried it back upstairs, finding one of his
clients in there.  "I didn't hear the bell." 


"Sorry,
Master Tim.  I just heard something that I think you need to
hear."  He played the tape and Xander sighed, nodding him to follow
him once he had the doors locked again.  "Sir," he said, nodding
at Horatio when they ran into him.  He handed him the tape player. 
"During a bust, Lieutenant.  What is this?" 


"Stuff
leftover from the original owner of the house," Speed told him. 


"Ah." 
He looked into the box Eric got open.  "Are those balls of
coca?"  Eric handed one over for him to test, then he nodded. 
"They are!  We were wondering where their stash was!" 


"Down
here," Xander said.  "There's another storeroom too." 
He led him back and then off under the house, going toward the front gate but
under the side lawn.  He ducked under some roots and came out into a dark
room.  He patted himself down. "Lighter?"  One was handed
over and Xander found the switch once the lighter was lit, turning on the
overhead light.  The guy looked and moaned.  "I found this the
other day.  Thumper ran in here."  He handed back the lighter
and shrugged. "Drugs are not my thing." 


He
sighed.  "How strong is your weapon's collection upstairs?" 


"We
can make believe some of the artillery was theirs to get rid of some of
it," Calleigh offered.  "But I wanted to do more destruction
tests.  You guys can have all this if you want." 


"Not
really.  It'll get him in trouble." 


"I
didn't put it down here.  It's even got shipping stamps," Xander
complained, pointing at one.  "I was still in high school then."



Speed
patted him on the back.  "We'll hold a meeting and figure it
out."   Horatio walked in and paused them let out a soft
moan.  "He just found it the other day, Horatio.  Thumper ran in
here." 


Calleigh
looked at the agent.  "He likes the rose bush a lot." 


The
agent smiled.  "So he fits very well with Master Tim
then."  He grinned and they searched for more openings, finding one
grown and mudded over.  "Did you check this before you sealed
it?" 


"Yeah,
headed down toward the water and it had an opening.  It was leaking pretty
badly too," Xander admitted.  That got a nod and they all went back
upstairs to sit in the living room and figure out what they were going to do
about this stuff.  Because the drugs could not stay.  Xander didn't
want them to stay, he made that very clear.  The others figured out how to
do it subtly, with the agents who had busted the old owners coming in to see if
they found the hidden areas.  Horatio and Calleigh went to weed out the
explosives and artillery, sending some of it down there too.  Then they
went to call that agent out of bed.  He was not a happy camper.  He
was glaring and growling but Xander gave him a sheepish look.  "Did
you never make it into the sub-basement?" 


"Sub-basement?"



"Yeah,
we found it recently," Xander admitted.  "I was showing Horatio
my workshop.  I collect weapons and I use down there to fix a few pieces
but he went exploring and found stuff."  They walked him down there,
letting him see the two tunnels and the one he had mudded over. 
"That one had a really bad water leak." 


The
agent looked at the boxes, then at the cops standing around.  "Who
opened?"  Horatio, Eric, and Speed all raised hands.  
"The guns and explosives?" 


"I
found a few things here and there around the house," Xander admitted.
"They had been in the upper basement but I drug them down here." 


"Oh. 
Do you collect guns?"  Xander smiled and led him back up to show him
his gun cabinet.  "You don't harbor anti-American feelings, right,
kid?" 


"No. 
I love this country, I just wish it could protect me from the assholes who keep
giving me stuff because they want me."  The guy gave him an amused
look and a half-smile so Xander went to get the fugly broach and show him.
"From an admirer.  He wanted me to be his sex toy." 


"Oh." 
He put it aside before it tainted him and went back downstairs to look at the
amount of stuff again.  Then he looked at everyone.  "What do we
want to do with it?" 


"Get
rid of it," Xander called down.  "I don't want the drugs
here.  I don't like drugs.  Drugs bad!" 


"He
doesn't even usually take pain killers," Speed offered. "My adopted
kid." 


"Okay." 
He looked around. "Help me heft this upstairs."  They went to
get stuff to help him heft things up the stairs.  By the time they were
done the first match was over with but it was a double-header so Eric settled
in to watch the second match with the dog.  Horatio, Calleigh, and Speed
sat down to write out statements and Xander went into super-fret and worry mode
because he didn't want the house seized when it wasn't his fault.  The
agent promised him it wouldn't be and called his boss to inform him of
that.  They found missing drugs in drug seizure stuff all the time
according to him. A discreet truck came up and took everything out of the foyer
except the dog, who got handed back to Eric when he came to investigate. 
His boss came in and looked at the door panel once it was closed and sighed,
shaking his head.  They hadn't seen it, it wasn't anywhere in the
report.  So that was fine and they gave him a letter saying that it wasn't
his drugs, since some of it had been shipped when he was ten, and he would be
fine.  They left with the drugs, weapons, and explosives, then they all
sat down to relax. 


At
least until Horatio looked at the tape and went to copy it and email it to
Patrick's people.  Then he came back to relax, letting Xander curl up in
his lap again.  "Thank you, everyone."  That got some
smiles and the Fed grinned. "You deserve a reward." 


Xander
looked at him.  "Go get the number two and bring it here." 
He went to do that and Xander settled in to give him a light whipping, making
him a happy boy.  The others ... they decided watching naked soccer was
better, even Calleigh and Horatio.  After all, getting between a boy and
his sub was not a good thing.



[bookmark: _Toc300773464]The Dog's
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Horatio
woke up to a very unhappy feeling and plucked the dog off his lower back,
dropping him onto the floor.  "No."  He flipped onto his
side and cuddled into Xander's warm, hidden mass - he was once again under the
covers completely and hiding while trying to cuddle.  Which meant he still
had blankets so that was nice of him.  The dog hopped back up and got up
onto the pillows.  Horatio glared.  The dog licked him on the
forehead and went for his ear.  Horatio got up and showered calmly,
dressed just as calmly, then picked up the dog and whispered in Xander's
ear.  "I'll be back.  I'll pick up breakfast so you sleep
in."  He walked out, dog under his arm, and took him to the
hummer.  The dog barked and wiggled so he let him use a bush first, then
he climbed in and put the dog in the front seat with him. 
"Stay."  The dog obediently sat and watched him drive.  He
checked his watch.  Not too early for their vet.  He pulled up and
got out, grabbing the dog under his arm again and walking him inside.  The
secretary smiled at him.  "Fix him or I will." 


"Is
he humping things?" 


"Everything." 
He put him down and the dog spotted another canine creature, going over to
sniff it.  It was a pureblood german sheppard and fully male by what he
could see.  His little lover dog though, he hopped up onto the chair next
to him, leapt over, and went to humping between his ears. 
"See?"  He walked over to snatch him, shaking his head and
getting pointed at a seat.  He sat down and looked at the dog. 
"Him biting you would hurt more than the rose bush, Thumper." 


The
stunned owner of the sheppard looked at him.  "Added an extra letter
for decency?" 


Horatio
looked and nodded.  "Definitely."  He put the dog beside
him.  "Stay!"  The dog sat on the chair, watching
around.  A cat came in and he barked but the daddy glared so he settled
down.  He didn't like cats.  They chased him. 


"Well,
at least there's one thing he won't hump in here," the other owner said
dryly. 


Horatio
looked at him and nodded.  "Yes he will.  He doesn't like them
but he will.  He does the rose bush at home."  She smiled at
that.  "Yelps every time too."  He sighed when he saw the
dog moving off.  "Get back here, Thumper."  The dog came
scrambling back.  "Thank you." 


"Leash?"
the secretary suggested. 


"He
won't train to one.  We've tried.  Believe me we've tried." 


"Sometimes
you need a firm hand," she offered. 


"His
owner's a Master." 


"Oh,
then he really won't train," she sighed, nodding.  "Fixing him
might help."  They heard a yelp and looked around, finding the dog
loving their office cactus.   Horatio moaned and she went to get the
doctor.  He'd probably need some spines pulled. 


"Thumper,"
he said, glaring at him. "Get off the plant!  Now!"  The
dog finished with a sigh and barked happily at the plant before coming over to
nuzzle the daddy for some cuddles.  His other daddy got cuddles after sex
so it was a good thing to him too.  Horatio looked at him then petted his
ears.  The other two owners looked at him in awe.  "All the
time, rose bushes too," he admitted.  "People.  My
hummer.  A squirrel he chased and pinned the other day."  The
doctor came out and Thumper barked happily.  He liked him.  He gave
him good ear pets.  He ran over to him and got to work on his leg. 
"Thumper," he growled.  The dog slunk back.  "Sorry."



"That's
okay, it's your turn anyway, Lieutenant.  Come on, Thumper." 
The dog trotted after him, Horatio following.  "The cactus?" he
asked when he noticed the dog was walking a bit funny. 


"The
catcus, the gernan sheppard's head, the cat....  My head and lower back
this morning.  Please fix him." 


"We
can do that," he promised.  He picked Thumper up and put him onto the
table to look at.  "Two spines, I'm impressed, and a thorn from the
rose bush that we missed."  He carefully plucked them out, getting
yelps.  "Sorry, Thumper."  He stroked his stomach for him,
getting happy puppy barks again.  "Fully fix him or just cut his
tubes?" 


"Whichever
will mean I won't wake up to having my ear molested again."  Or his
mouth because the dog had tried once and nearly got thrown off the balcony for
it. But he would not admit that under penalty of being shot.  Ever. 


"Okay,
let's go ahead and do the full ball removal then.  It should stop
that."  Horatio gave him a horrified look.  "As you very
well know, there are other fluids involved in ejaculation, Lieutenant. 
The same as chemically castrating sex offenders doesn't guarantee they won't go
after someone again." 


"True. 
Can we do it in such a way as to make him impotent?" 


"No,
that would be cruel."  He gave Horatio a look.  "Xander
would not like that." 


"Point." 
He waved a hand.  "I don't care how much it costs, please fix
him." 


"We
will.  Can you pick him up about four?"  Horatio nodded. 
"Then I'll do him at lunch and we'll let him sleep it off this
afternoon."  Horatio shook his hand and left him there. 
"You, young man, are going to be shaved.  You'll like that. 
Most men do."  He walked him off, taking him back to the back
room.  "This one's in to be fixed." 


"Clipped
or castrated?" the assistant back there asked. 


"He
found pleasure with our cactus." 


"Means
I don't have to water it this week," she said fondly, looking at the
dog.  "I know you.  Hi, Thumper."  The dog barked and
wiggled, so she took him to hold, weigh, and measure.  While he tried her
wrist.  "Castrated?" she suggested, putting him into a cage with
one last pet. 


"His
second father woke up with him trying his ear and he was trying a german
sheppard outside earlier." 


"Ah. 
Should I give him a toy?" 


"Put
in one of the washable ones.  Let him have his last few hours of
pleasure.  It'll wear him out so he'll go under easier."  She
nodded, getting a rolled up washcloth and putting it in there with him. 
He yelped at one thing so he pulled him out and found the spine he missed,
putting him back into the cage.  "From the cactus." 


"I
thought you were joking."  He walked out shaking his head.  The
dog was happy enough with it but he wasn't barking or growling so she added a
bit of wood inside the washcloth, giving him a hard edge.  He liked that
more and sped up.  "You're a strange dog, Thumper."  She
closed the cage door and went back to giving medicines. 


***



Horatio
woke Xander up with breakfast in bed, making his sleepy lover smile. "I
told you I'd pick up breakfast on the way back from the vet's." 


"Is
Thumper okay?" 


"Being
fixed."  Xander gave him a look.  "I don't care, he tried
me again twice this morning.  He got their cactus, Xander." 


"He
has once before," he admitted.  "The old nurse thought it was
adorable."  He sat up to dig in.  "Aren't you eating?"



"I
nibbled while I put things together so you could sleep in."  He laid
down beside him and gave him a kiss.  "I'm sorry I took him without
telling you but he needed to go." 


"He
probably did."  He ate a bite then held one up for him. 
"Share?" 


Horatio
sucked it from his fingers. "You eat and then I'll share." 
Xander nodded and dug in, leaving the last few bites to tease him with. 
The teasing turned into kissing and then stroking but then Speed came
over.  "Busy," he growled when Speed walked in. 


"Is
the dog okay?" 


"Being
fixed," Horatio said between kisses, one hand moving to Xander's stomach
to stroke. 


Speed
smiled and took the breakfast tray, letting Xander pounce for his other
breakfast.  Speed went back downstairs, smiling at Calleigh. 
"It'll be a few.  They're celebrating Thumper being fixed." 


"Is
he here?" 


"There."



Xander
moaned and then Horatio yelped, but Xander let out an evil chuckle so they
weren't going to save him.  Xander bounced down the stairs twenty minutes later
showered and dressed for the anticipated ride.  "Hi, dad.  Hi,
stepmom.  Horatio's soaking in a bath so it'll be a few more
minutes." 


"Were
you mean?" Speed teased. 


"No,
I'm a good boy," he said with a good boy smile and innocent look. 
Speed snickered and drug him off to go for their ride while Calleigh puttered
until Horatio came down. 


"Are
you all right?" 


"Better,"
he admitted.  "I woke up with Thumper on my back." 


"At
least he was on the right end this time." 


"He
tried for my ear again.  It'll be nice to be able to sleep on my
side." 


"Close
the bedroom door at night," she offered. 


"He
whimpered pitifully until Xander let him in."  She smiled and gave
him a punch on the arm.  "He's being fixed today even if Xander does
pout.  He was humping the cactus at the vet's office." 


"Well,
the rose bush will need watered more regularly but that'll be fine." 
She led him downstairs to look over Xander's weapon collections. 
"Did you realize we didn't see any of the swords the last time?" 


"I
was trying not to think about him having another area," he admitted. 
He heard the house phone ring and jogged up to get the nearer one. 
"Horatio.  No, this is Xander's house, he's out for a ride with
Speed.  Timmy, yes."  He nodded.  "I can have him call
you.  No, he hasn't checked his email in a few days actually.  We're
on limited vacation."  He smiled. "I'll have him do that when he
comes home.  Are you sure I can't take another message?"  He
wrote down what the young woman said.  "I'll let him know the first
time I hear from him.  Of course.  You as well."  He hung
up and made sure the phone was hung up.  Then he called Xander's
cell.  "Call me, I just intercepted a plea for help from The Covenant
for you?"  He hung up and walked downstairs.  "The
Covenant?" 


"Um... 
Role playing group?" she suggested, shrugging a bit.  "No idea,
Horatio.  Ask Greg?  Or maybe Don?"  They heard someone
rush in and grab something then rush out, then the sound of Speed's
motorcycle.  "Apparently it was important."  He nodded and
they got to work finding the other hidden spots for the armory.  Because
he had to have some.  Xander wouldn't have gotten rid of all the
swords.  He loved the swords more than he did his guns.  Nearly as
much as he did his dog.  The same way Horatio loved his hummer. 
"Should we start in the sub-basement?" 


"Unless
it's hidden magically we were all over down there the last time." 
They shared a look.  "We won't need to wake Willow or Ethan
up."  He went up to the office, concentrating until he found Xander's
'emergency switch', turning it off.  She squeaked so he headed back down
there.  "Ah, three new doors."  They opened the first one
after she had picked the lock with another hairpin, finding it empty.  The
other two were the same.  They shared a look and went into the
sub-basement.  No new openings.  Then through the rest of the house,
finding them in the small area next to the study.  He had thought it was
the wall between the study, the kitchen, and under the stairs.  Well, now
they had a doorway.  They were all nicely in racks, neatly gleaming in the
soft light.  Horatio noticed a packed bag in the corner and looked inside,
then zipped it back up.  "His emergency pack."  Two pounds
of shrink-wrapped explosives, a kitchen timer, and a handgun along with a few
sets of clothes and a wallet with cash and a few credit cards he hadn't seen
before.  It was enough to get him away if someone tried to take him again.
He went to turn the switch back to the neutral setting then went to dig into
the explosives closet.  Because Toby was giving Xander things he probably
shouldn't have - again. 


***



Xander
finished his call and walked back to where Speed was resting on the bike. 
"Sorry." 


"Friends?"



"Someone
I helped before," he admitted, glancing around then at him.  "They
were having an 'I don't know who to trust' moment up in New York." 


Speed
looked at him.  "So, they were messed up in what?" 


"The
Covenant is a group home," he said, looking at him.  "Started by
a hacker I met through someone else. They take in runaways and abused kids but
they're not part of the system officially."  That got a nod. 
"But one of their kids came up missing last night at bed check and never
came back." 


"Family?"



"Not
this kid.  Not willingly."  That got him hugged.  "Not
quite as bad as I was," he admitted, hugging back.  "They didn't
know who they could trust to report it to without blowing the house open and
having someone more official coming in to bust them all for living together and
the oldest only being seventeen." 


"That
happens now and then," Speed admitted. "You tell them to call
Don?" 


"I
told them to call Tara.  That she's dating a homicide detective, knows the
good people in the lab.  Plus she could probably help them now and then
anyway."  Speed grinned at that.  "She'll fuss so badly
over those kids, dad." 


"Good. 
They could probably use it."  He patted him on the cheek. 
"Helped them get started?" 


"With
some of that first check Granddad gave me," he agreed.  "She
needed help buying the building.  I think Mac's going to find that she's a
good person to know since she's a legal hacker.  Worked for the Feebs
before and things." 


Speed
grinned.  "Good! That sounded like an excellent idea,
son."  Xander beamed at that.  "Did you call Tara to warn
her?" 


"Yup,
and left a cryptic message on Mac's voicemail for his cellphone telling him to
trust her and to let them live since they're doing good things."  He
shrugged.  "I don't know where Mac is." 


"Hopefully
asleep since it was probably his day off."  Xander blushed at that.
"Stella was planning on pouncing him again today."  Xander
smirked.  "He needs it." 


"He
does.  He's stubborn.  More stubborn than I am."  He gave
him another hug and put his phone into his pocket on vibrate.  He plugged
in his earbud by feel, then put back on his helmet.  "Can we ride
some more?" 


"Sure." 
He straddled the bike and Xander climbed on behind him, clinging to him so they
could go for another ride now that the crisis was handled. 


***



Tara
hung up with Xander and sighed, then went to answer the knock at the
door.  She looked at the young woman.  "I talked to
Xander."  The woman sighed and nodded, walking inside. 
"Don's upstairs." 


"The
problem is that we're all underaged, Tara." 


She
smiled and stroked her cheek.  "The Goddess calls some sooner than
others to do great things for humanity, Webber."  She smiled. 
"I'll bully Don into not reporting you."  That got a smile and a
nod.  "Go into the kitchen, there's cookies and milk."  She
closed the door and went up to wake up Don, getting a sleepy smile. 
"Xander sent someone to us to help but we can't tell anyone we know they
exist." 


"Aliens?"
he asked sleepily. 


"A
group home that's not officially running for some kids like him." 
Don sat up and swung his legs around, pulling on his pants.  "One of
their kids disappeared last night."  He looked at her. 
"Please don't tell the official people about them?" 


"I
won't if I don't have to," he promised, pulling on a shirt and giving her
a kiss.  He headed down the stairs, looking at the young woman. 
Biracial, pretty but her features were a bit off.  Her eyes were canted
but larger than they really should be.  Her nose was a bit too big as well
but her chin was weaker.  "Hey.  Don Flack," he said, shaking
her hand. 


"Oh,
thank God, Xander sent me to someone who has a clue."  She looked at
him.  "I'm Webber." 


"Huh. 
I thought you were male and a myth." 


She
smiled.  "Not quite and no one ever respects female hackers. 
One of the kids at The Covenant disappeared.  They weren't in at bed check. 
We've checked the usual spots.  We're worried his family took him back by
force.  They're not the nicest of folks and he left because they were
trying to beat him into not being artistic and being military
minded."  Don nodded at that.  "He was the one I took in
because Xander asked as a condition of the grant he gave us to buy the
building."  She nibbled on a cookie. "These are great." 


Don
smiled.  "Tara made 'em.  She's homey like that."  He
sat down.  "What do we know on the kid?"  She handed over a
file from her back waistband.  He looked it over then at her. 
"You gathered this?" 


"I
think Xander did.  The kid came into the club one night from what he
said.  He said he realized what was going on and helped the kid, but that
was about the same time he found out about us and he let him come stay with us
when he gave us the money we needed for our building fund."  She
finished her cookie.  "He's a great kid, Detective.  He's very
artistic and his father's military.  They've never understood him.  He
went to a military boarding school and they had to discharge him for attempted
suicide."  Don nodded at that.  "All we want to do is make
sure he's safe." 


"I'll
see what I can pull," he agreed.  "Without busting you guys to
CPS or anyone.  Can I bust his folks?" 


"If
you want.  I'd gladly love for someone to." 


Don
nodded. "Then let me go check on the kid for you.  You stay here or
in contact?" 


She
handed over a card.  "Call me if you need me." 


He
nodded so she left.  He headed up the stairs to get dressed in a suit and
his badge and gun, plus his cuffs that Tara found.  He gave her a
kiss.  "Xander's a good guy."  She nodded.  "Be
safe while I'm gone.  Call Doc about that new assignment you wanted to talk
to him about."  She smiled and nodded again so he left, going to
check on the family's home.  Something was definitely going on in there.
It was way too quiet, like no one was alive, and he was getting that 'wrong!'
feeling that shouted at him to pull his gun immediately.  He walked up to
the nearest neighbor's house and flashed his badge.  "Ma'am, I'm here
on a runaway kid's behalf." 


"They
drug their son home last night," she said, staring at him.  "Why
now?" 


"Because
they were evil bastards to him according to what we know."  She
slumped and nodded.  "I need to know what you've seen so far
today.  Please." 


"Fine. 
Get in here before they wonder."  She let him inside. 
"He's a bit paranoid." 


"I
would be too."  He sat down and nodded politely at her husband. 
"Detective Flack, sir.  Someone asked me to intervene in the boy
across the street's behalf." 


"They
got him back already," he said, looking confused.  Don put the
picture in the file in front of them, making him blanche.  "I can't
say as it doesn't surprise me.  Usually the guy's really nice but now and
then he snaps and gets paranoid.  They removed a land mine from his
backyard a few years back, Detective." 


Don
nodded.  "Do we know if he's got any right now?" 


"Don't
know.  He's been puttering in the flowers again," the wife said,
sitting across from him.  She looked at the picture then at him.
"You're sure?" 


"The
people he went to had him safely there and let him be as artistic as he wanted
to be.  They're the ones who took the photo.  They're also the ones
who called since he missed bed check last night." 


They
looked at each other then nodded.  The husband looked at him again. 
"You've got an uphill battle, Detective, and I'd call his CO.  That's
how his first wife got away from him."  Don smiled at that. 
"That's his new wife and she's just as looney as he is when he
snaps." 


"Thank
you.  Do we think the boy's in immediate trouble?"  They both
nodded.  "Did we report them?" 


"CPS
considers them too dangerous to get into it with after the landmine a few years
back," the wife said quietly.  "They're the ones who called his
former commanding officer to help get his first wife out with their son." 


Don
nodded and stood up.  "Then I know who I can go to get the boy
help.  If you see anything really bad, let me know, please?" he
asked, digging out a card and handing it over.  "I'm going to try to
get him out by this afternoon." 


"Thanks,
Detective.  We like the guy when he's normal and all but right now he's
back into a snapped and scary phase." 


"I'll
keep that in mind.  Thank you both."  He walked out and drove
off, sitting down the block but barely out of sight from that house.  He
called Mac's home phone.  "Stella?"  He grimaced. 
"No, you have to let him go free. I need some help to save a young boy
from his father. Because CPS had to get his commanding officer to get the boy
and his mother out the first time.  The CO's dead according to the file I
got handed.  So I need Mac and his push."  He smiled. 
"Tell him the guy planted a land mine a few years back too." 
She put Mac on.  "It's me.  No, not active service and it sounds
like the guy's off his meds personally.  The neighbors said he snaps now
and then and plants a landmine or other stuff in the yard.  Exactly. 
Navy.  Please. 


"Actually,
we got it because Xander referred them to me because I wouldn't turn in the new
place he's living since it's not fully legal but it's good for him.  Long
story, Mac.  Let's just say... The Covenant came calling."  Mac
made a happy sound at that.  "Apparently the kid went to Xander and
Xander helped them with their building fund so they took in the boy for
him.  Yeah, he went missing sometime last night.  Please. 
Willow Brook Lane.  Yup, that's us," he sighed.  "You know
him?"  He nodded, making a few notes.  "Tell them you have
to come.  Bring Stella if you want. The kid could probably use some
comfort.  He's got a second wife and the neighbors said she's just as
bad.  Thanks, Mac.  I'm here."  He hung up and waited
moving to where he could keep an eye on the house.  It was too quiet in
there and he didn't like that. 


Mac
showed up an hour later, dressed professionally, his pin on his lapel as
usual.  He looked at the house then at him.  "Any idea if he's
planted more explosives?" 


"They
said he's been puttering in the flowerbeds recently.  The neighbors across
the street didn't have any idea." 


"Okay. 
I've got SWAT on standby if we need them.  They're up the street. 
They were here before.  Is the kid still alive?"  Don
shrugged.   "No clue?" 


"I
wasn't about to sneak up and look in the windows." 


"Good
idea with this guy."  He got in to drive, parking the car in front of
the house.  Then he got out and Don followed him up to the door. 
"Detective Taylor, NYPD," he said to the woman who opened it. 
"We were called to do a check on your son.  Someone heard
screaming." 


She
blinked at him.  "I don't think that's possible, Detective." 


"It
was reported, ma'am, and we do have to check.  It shouldn't take more than
a moment."  He stared her down and she looked away.  "Thank
you."  He forced his way inside.  "Sir, Detective
Taylor." 


"What
rank were you?" he asked. 


"Captain." 
The man slumped because Mac outranked him, even from a different service and he
knew what that meant.  "Now, we were told to check on your son,
sir."  He shrugged.  "We can do this the hard way if you
prefer."  The man lunged at him but Don blocked him and got him
down.  "Thank you, Detective Flack."  He headed toward the
bedroom area, not letting the wife get in his way.  He found the boy's
room and winced.  There was clear signs of a struggle.  He looked at
her.  "Where is he?" 


"He's
gone!" 


"I
don't doubt that.  Where?"  She went pale. 
"Now!" he snapped.  She went ramrod straight.  "Where
is the boy?" 


"Downstairs,"
she whispered.  He went down to the basement and found him curled up in a
ball.  "He deserved it," she shrieked, then slammed and locked
the door. 


Mac
looked then shook his head, calling SWAT.  "I'm in, the boy needs
medical attention, and Detective Flack's alone with the parents.  I'm in
the basement with the boy.  They said he may have planted things in the
flower beds," he reported. 


"Roget. 
ETA two minutes.  Ambulance is with us," was reported over the walkie
talkie feature. 


Mac
looked at the boy.  "Philip, I'm Detective Taylor.  Xander put
Webber in touch with myself and Detective Flack."  The boy moaned and
looked up at him. "You'll be okay, son.  We're getting you
help." 


"Front
lawn.  Pattern points out the pathway." 


Mac
called back.  "There's a pattern on the lawn," he
reported.  "Flowers?"  He nodded.  "The flowers
point at the safe path." 


"Thanks
for the warning," the team leader agreed.  They heard one small
explosion and then he called back.  "Even better.  Flipped a
rock on one the rest on that side went off.  Basement is where?" 


"Kitchen." 
He heard shouting and then silence.  Then Don opened the door. 
"Get the paramedics down here, Don." 


"Mac,
we found a girl's room.  No sign of her yet." 


Mac
looked around.  "No other bodies down here, Don.  Can you track it?"



"Sure." 
He got out of the paramedic's way, stopping the one he knew.  "The
kid ran somewhere safe but illegal.  He's got a safe spot." 
That got a nod and he headed down to help.  Mac followed the boy up. "You
going?" 


"Yeah. 
Unless you need me?"  Don shook his head.  "Thanks." 


"Welcome. 
So, handcuffs?"  Mac moaned and walked out shaking his head. 
Don smirked.  He'd have to help Stella and Danny plan their next attempt
to get Mac.  Everyone should be as happy as he was.  He looked at the
other guys.  "Find the daughter?"  They shook their
heads.  "Okay, you guys know he's got explosives. I'm going to be in
here asking about the daughter.  Go for it."  They went to do
that.  It was going to be a messy job and one they hated.  He looked
the wife over.  "How old is the girl?" 


"I'm
not saying anything," she spat and tried to kick him.  "No real
woman would ever let thugs hurt their children." 


"Lady,
my girl's thousands of times better than you.  If our future kids were here
I'd have put her away by now."  The man on the floor groaned. 
He was unconscious but the boy had been the first priority so they'd be getting
another ambulance for him.  "Now, where's the girl?" 


"She's
safe from you.  You won't touch her." 


"I
don't wanna touch her, I want to make sure she's really safe."  He
went into their study to glance around casually.  Bills on the desk. 
He loved people who did things like that.  He found two military academies
being paid and looked at them.  They were in the open so it was all
right.  Someone came in and he looked at the social worker. 
"Hey, we didn't wanna wake you up." 


"Why
not?" 


"The
boy ran away a bit ago to somewhere safe and they stole him back." 


"Where?"



"An
unofficial group home that's not on the streets.  They gave a damn about
him."  She pursed her lips.  "It's safe and good.  I
promise it is." 


"What
would they get busted for?" 


"The
head's only eighteen." 


"Oh. 
One of those.  A lot of the kids form bands and live together." 


"This
one's got their own building and stuff.  The kid was going to school and
stuff too."  She smiled at that.  "We really can't help you
with the home.  This home you're more than welcome to." 


"I
can see that.  The boy?" 


"Taken
to the hospital but there's a girl somewhere.  I'm guessing one of these
two academies." 


She
came over to look then pointed at one.  "That's got female students.
The other's exclusively male."  She took it to look over. 
"The account goes back a while too.  I'll call and check on that,
Detective..." 


"Flack."



"I've
worked with your father."  She looked at him.  "The boy
will be safe?" 


"He
is.  A friend I know helped them buy the building they're in." 
She nodded at that and left with what they had, going to find the girl's room
to find her identity if she could.  Or even pictures.  Don walked out
and found the paramedics checking them both.  "She was awake when I
went into the office, he was starting to groan." 


"She
held her breath," one of the SWAT guys offered.  "We let
her.  Less trouble if she's passed out."  Don smiled at
that.  "We know he's a medicine case, Detective." 


"I
heard people've been here before."  He handed over the original file
to the social worker when she came back.  "That's on him if you need
it to get them but please let them have him back?" 


"As
long as he's safe.  I'll go to the hospital and ask him that and if he
wants to go there instead of into the system.  If so I'll allow
it."  She looked at the picture then at the father.  Then she
spit on him.  "How long did they have him?" 


"Last
night sometime.  Mac found him in the basement." 


"Good. 
Just gets deeper and deeper for them.  The nice CSI went with the
boy?"  He nodded.  "That's fine.  I'll check in with
him."  She walked out with the file, going to do that and file her
preliminary findings.  There was going to be a lot of people who would be
seeing her today.  She ran into Mac in the ER, smiling at him. 
"How is our boy?" 


"He's
fine, Delores.  Don talked to you?" 


"As
long as I know he's safe, well cared for, and content to stay there I'll let it
be," she agreed.  "The system can't do better than
that."  He nodded and let her into the cubicle they had put the boy
in.  "Hi, I'm Delores Fischer, I'm with CPS, young man." 
He gave her a horrified look.  "Relax.  I was told you were
hiding somewhere safe.  If that's true and you're content to stay there
all I need to know is that they're doing good for you and that you're
protected." 


Mac
looked at him.  "Be honest with her.  Don't mention names."



The
boy nodded and looked at her.  "I'm fine there. I'm happy.  They
let me draw and do murals for them."  She smiled at that. "They
even nag me to go to school.  They take good care of me and the girls
mother me to death." 


"Then
I'm not going to put you into the system, young man."  He smiled at
that.  "Good boy.  Now, I would like to debrief you about your
parents if I could.  I'm going to be charging them with child endangerment
and abuse.  Plus we're looking for the sister you had." 


"Stepmother's
daughter.  Screwed up from her," he said weakly.  "Dad put
her into military school.  She did better than I did." 


"That's
what we thought from what we saw."  She stroked over his
forehead.  "All right.  Let me get a tape recorder?" 
He nodded and Mac handed one over.  "Should've known you had one for
me.  Did you take pictures to document?" 


"I
did," he agreed.  "They're also going to be facing charges for
the landmines in the front yard."  She nodded at that and pulled a
chair over to talk to him about what had been going on in the house.  Mac
stood guard and only let the nurses in.  At least until a young man walked
up to the curtains.  He gave him a curious look.  "Yes?" 


"I'm
staying with Philip," he said quietly.  "We wanted to come visit
and know when he could come home." 


"They're
going to keep him overnight for observation and there's a social worker in
there getting a statement on his family," he admitted.  He looked at
him.  "I'm Mac Taylor."  He handed over his card. 
"Make sure the house mother gets that, all right?  She can come to me
directly if this sort of thing happens again."  That got a nod and a
faint smile.  "Though, Tara would probably make you guys tons of
cookies if you hinted you wanted any."  That got a bigger
smile.  "He'll be in a room in about two hours so sneak in then, all
right?"  That got a nod and the boy jogged off.  He smiled and
went back to watching out for the kid.  It was a good place and he
wouldn't complain about this bit of quietness.  Though he did wonder how
Xander knew a hacker. 


***



Xander
stopped in at the vet's, giving the receptionist a pitiful look. 
"I'm checking on my poor humping puppy.  Is he all right?" 


"He's
ready to go home if you wanted," she offered with a smile. 
"They took him in after he escaped for the second time to hump the
cactus.  He's going to be a bit sore."  Xander nodded at
that.  "Let me get the doc for you, Xander." 


Speed
walked in.  "He good?" 


"He's
ready to go home.  So maybe he can ride in my shirt this one time?" 


"Sure." 
He patted him on the back. "It's only five minutes until we get home and
he'll be fine since he's probably sleepy."  He called Horatio. 
"We're picking up the dog."   He looked at Xander. 
"They're going to make you pay for it."  Xander patted himself
down and sighed.  "You've got his wallet back there, H. 
Thanks.  He'll be here in ten minutes."  They brought the dog
out and he looked at the receptionist.  "Horatio is bringing
money." 


"That's
fine.  I can try to run it on the card we've got on the system." 


"I
think that one's in maintenance this weekend. It didn't work earlier,"
Xander admitted. "But go ahead and try."  He sat down with his
poor baby.  "Thumper, daddy's here," he soothed, petting his
ears.  "You're a good boy.  Yes you are, you're a very good boy,
Thumper." 


Speed
looked at the sleepy dog.  "We'll give him soft food tonight and let
him nap wherever he wants."  Xander grinned at
that.    Horatio pulled in and parked, walking inside. 
"He can go home if you'll pay the nice lady." 


Horatio
handed over his personal credit card. "Thank you," he said quietly. 


"It
was our pleasure to have him here today, boys.  He was a delightful reason
and how we talked a few other owners into fixing their own pets so they
wouldn't get quite that bad.  Since he went to molest the male sheppard we
had in here earlier.....  They decided that little dogs are very brave and
every animal should be fixed because the sheppard only groaned and swatted at
him a few times." 


"He's
a very loving dog," Xander agreed, picking him up to hold. 


"True. 
He loved my ankles, your ankles, Ryan's ear, Willow's back and chest once from
what she complained, her cat, Calleigh rose bush a lot, Eric's legs and hands,
and head that once, H's ears."  Xander glared at him.  He
grinned back.  "He did." 


"That's
not love, that's just sex.  There's a difference." 


"There
is," Horatio agreed, taking the dog to hold.  "Want to go home,
Thumper?"  The dog barked quietly.  "Good boy. You can ride
in the hummer.  Boys, Calleigh and I started dinner." They nodded at
the vet techs and headed home, following the hummer there. Horatio put the dog
down onto the seat beside him and petted him. "Good boy." 


Xander
walked in and frowned.  "Who was playing with my emergency
switch?" 


"Horatio
did," Calleigh called from the living room.  "We went looking
for the swords, Xander." 


"You
could've asked."  He walked in there.  "Don't delete things
off the TIVO," he moaned. 


"It's
stuff Eric said he already had, Xander.  I checked."  He sighed
and nodded, going to reset the protection Ethan had helped him with to where it
should be.  Horatio walked in and handed her the dog.  "Hi,
Thumper.  Are you okay, little guy?"  He growled at her. "I
know, it was mean but necessary."  She put him down onto the couch
and petted him, keeping him calm.  "I'm sorry it hurt." 
She saw Speed smiling at her. "If I ever get pregnant I'll baby you the
same way after I fix you too."  He snickered walking off. 
"He thinks I'm kidding but he'll find out," she assured the dog. 


"Then
you'd miss it later on." 


"They
have companies to preserve it, sweetie." 


"You'd
still miss it and me, plus I'd sic Xander on you."  He stared at her
from the kitchen. 


Xander
leaned into the living room.  "Castrating Daddy means I'd have to be
mean plus let Willow help fix him back, Stepmom."   She
shuddered at that.  Willow would have an accident and he'd be inhumanly
large by the time she was done.  "Exactly."  He grinned and
waved at his dog.  "Wanna use a bush now or later?"  The
dog thumped his tail a few times so he carried him out to the bushes he liked
to use.  Then back inside when he was done.  His poor boy settled
with a sigh and a head on her thigh for a nap.  It was time for a
nap.  Xander went into the kitchen but Speed turned him around and shooed
him out.  "I was going to get a drink, Dad." 


"You
being in here scares me."  Xander pouted so he got him a can of soda
and shooed him off.  "Go pounce Horatio until dinner." 
Xander gave him the most wicked grin and went to do that.  Horatio even
groaned prettily so they could hear it. 


Calleigh
looked down at the dog.  "Hopefully we won't have to fix him someday
too.  He'd miss the pouncing."  She finished taking the stuff
off the TIVO that Eric swore he already had and it started to tape something
else so he flipped to see what it was taping. "Why is he taping this
show?" she asked, looking disgusted.  "Speed?"  He
came out to watch over her shoulder, frowning a bit.  "Why is he
taping this excuse for bad decorating?  I mean, who decorates in leather
swags and red lights?" 


"Lady
Heather's on later," came from upstairs. 


"Oh,
okay," she called back, going to a different show.  She really didn't
want to watch one on how to tie down someone and have sex.  It just wasn't
her thing.  Speed went back to the kitchen with a small head shake. 
So maybe he didn't understand either.  "He does get some odd
shows," she called. 


"No,
I was more upset by their decorating scheme.  How Halloween and cheesy was
that?"  He shuddered.  Xander giggled and Horatio made him moan
so they were having fun and dinner would be ready soon. 


***



Horatio
came in the last day of the month and found a note on his door to call the
Chief immediately.  He walked into his office and looked at the mess so he
called on his cellphone.  "Why is my office a mess?"  He
listened.  "Uh-huh.  Do we know who did it?"   He
nodded  once.  "Then I think I have a job for someone
today."  He hung up and walked back out to his walkway. 
"Who's free?"  Eric and Speed both raised their hands. 
"My office is torn up."  They got their stuff and came upstairs
to figure out who had done it. 


Eric
sniffed then looked at him.  "Someone had sex in here too." 


"Charming. 
If you find out who please do tell me."  Speed handed over a pair of
panties.  "Those are not mine or Xander's," he noted, opening a
bag for them.  He noted the source on the bag and took them down to
Valera.  She smiled at him.  "These were just found in my
office," he said, handing them over.  "Someone trashed it."



"Eww." 
He nodded.  She took the bag and got to work with a swab.  "I'll
let you know who and how many I find, Horatio." 


"Please
do.  The boys are up there."  He walked off shaking his head,
running into Ryan.  "How long have you been here?" 


"I'm
the one who found the mess and called the Chief.  He said to let you come
in and call him because we had no idea who it was.  They were wearing
Chanel but I can't tell you otherwise."  That got a single nod. 
"He said to play it that way." 


"Why
call him and not me?" 


"He
sent around a memo about the people trying to discredit you since we haven't
found that one special fruitcake who gave you the porn from
evidence."  That got a small smile.  "He's the one who said
to call him and let him tell you.  That way it keeps you out of
implication." 


"How
long ago was this?" 


"Two
weeks.  Calleigh, that memo was two weeks ago?" 


"Yup. 
Sorry, Horatio, but keeping you in the dark meant you couldn't compromise your
own investigation." 


"That's
fine.  Someone broke into my office." 


"I
got the text from Speed.  They're up there now, Ryan." 


"Let
me log in from my case this morning."  He went to do that then headed
up there. "Guys, I'm the one who found it and called the
Chief."  They both looked at him.  "Whoever was wearing
Chanel and I checked the tapes, they were blanked out." 


"Physically
or was it too dark?" Speed asked. 


"They
didn't have a black patch over them but it sure looked that way.  All I
saw was an ankle on one and they're still down.  Cooper's trying to figure
out why." 


"Ask
Willow," Eric said dryly. 


"She
doesn't wear Chanel." 


"Doesn't
mean she can't tell if whoever did it does." 


"True. 
Hadn't thought about that.  But who would....  Anya."  He
walked off calling his wife.  "Call Cooper.  Ooh, he
did?"  He nodded.  "Please.  Smells like Chanel. 
Office is a total mess.  I saw panties."  He smiled and leaned
into DNA.  "Willow thinks she knows who.  What did the panties
look like?"  They were held up.  "Red thongs about a size
four." 


"Six,"
Valera corrected. 


"Six,
Willow."  He nodded.  "Thanks."  He hung
up.  "She's coming in with an older reference sample of hair if it
doesn't match anywhere.  We think we know who did this."  He
walked off to talk to Cooper.  "Any luck?" 


"Not
yet.  When is the wifey-poo getting here?"  Willow appeared
behind him.  "Damn you're good," he said in awe. 


"Of
course I am, baby."  She smirked and came over to look at the
cameras.  "Cheap parlor tricks."  She undid one. 
"There you go.  That should work."  She undid the other and
smiled.  "Did we not see the backup filter?" 


"I
did.  I can't trace where it goes since it's beamed." 


"Patrick's
guys put them up," she said, kissing him on the cheek.  She walked
out, heading down to DNA.  She leaned in and handed over the locket. 
"The long brown hair."  That got her a funny look. 
"If I'm right it was the Xander-ex." 


"Oh. 
Why?" 


"She's
not happy that her twelve boys a month aren't doing it for her as well as he
did." 


"No
wonder Horatio looked so tired."  She clamped a hand over her mouth.
"You didn't hear me say that."  Willow burst out in giggles,
shaking her head.  "Thank you." 


"Probably
true but I'm not a see and say."  She winked and went back to AV to
kiss her mate then she disappeared from there. 


Ryan
hummed and looked smug.  "Did they capture anything?" 


"Let
me check."  He copied their last output again.  "Nice
picture of you kissing your wife but no."  He shrugged and checked
the other one.  "This one's still got static and an ankle. 
Sorry, Ryan." 


"It's
all right.  Not your fault."  He went back to work on his new
case.  He heard Speed yell at then throw a fit. "Hmm, looks like we
can prove it was the skanky slut." 


Speed
stormed into DNA, plucking out a hair and handing it over. "That one as
well." 


"Sure." 
She prepared that one to be run as well.  "She did really good
collecting hair properly."  He scowled and stomped off again. 
"Not a happy camper and Calleigh's going to be tired later." 
She giggled and got back to work. She had no idea why she was blurting out
those thoughts today but she probably should stop.  Horatio came in when
she paged.  "This is who it belonged to. The second reference sample
that made Speed grumpy.  Has Calleigh made him cheer up yet?" 
She covered her mouth. "Oops." 


He
looked at her.  "What did you do last night, Valera?" 


"Stayed
in, watched some girly movies, went to bed."  He raised an
eyebrow.  "I went to some new bookstore earlier in the day." 


"Hmm." 
He walked out, calling Ethan.  "Whatever you did to Valera and the
rest of my lab stop it or I'm giving Xander four candy bars and sending him
down there."  He hung up and all of the techs who had gotten hit were
suddenly cured of their habit of saying embarrassing things.  He walked
into Speed's lab, hearing the growl.  "Who was the second
sample?"  He pointed at the envelope on the edge of his table so he
slit it open.  He frowned at the card then at him.  "Who?" 


"Flip
it over, H." 


He
did and the angel motif came up.  "Interesting. I didn't think the
sulking vampire, as Xander called him last night, would wear Chanel or size six
panties." 


"No
but his pet bitch does." 


"Cordelia,"
he said, putting it back and resealing it.  "Are we sure?" 


"The
second reference sample was hers, the first was Anya's." 


"Ah." 
He nodded at that.  "That was my worry." 


"Didn't
Willow stake her?" 


"No,
her cheerleaders," Ryan said as he walked in.  "I was calling
her in the hallway to see if she was bringing lunch and asked her when I heard
the name mentioned before you ask.  She wasn't there."  He
shrugged and handed over a report.  "From chem, Speed." 
That got a nod and a frown at the report.   "Not a clue, that's
what the underlying blue substance was under the lube." 


"Interesting. 
Could be helpful."  He put it aside.  "She didn't see
Cordy?" 


"Nope. 
We can call LA, see if she's up.  Oz is out there." 


"Oz
is out at Patrick's right now because he was going to kill Anya." 


"Oh. 
Well, could be worse I guess." 


"Yeah." 
Horatio called out there.  "Thanks, I didn't want to waste new gloves."



Horatio
smiled. "Gordon, is Oz there?"  He smiled at the quiet man who
came onto the phone.  "Oz, it's Horatio.  Yes, Xander's
Horatio.  We think Cordelia broke into my office last night.  Would
that be possible?"  He smirked.  "Thank you."  He
hung up and nodded. "She is still living, vaguely as he put it, and may
have followed him out here."  Both boys gave him an evil smirk. 
"Show her picture around, Speed.  It's sad but she might try to get
Eric when he's out on his rounds tonight."  That got a nod and he
turned so Ryan could get his wallet for him.  Horatio looked. 
"Go back one."  He did.  "When was that?" 


"Our
first ride together down here." 


He
smiled.  Xander had looked so happy and cuddly that day.  Ryan found
the old group photo.  He extracted it and put Speed's wallet back. 
Speed pointed at one, getting a nod and Ryan went to show Eric first then the
others just in case. Because they should know.  Horatio looked at him. 
"Have I ever thanked you for bringing me that bit of insanity and making
him heal?" he asked quietly. 


"You're
welcome.  What did the dog do now?" 


"It's
only slowed him down but he didn't try me at least.  Or Xander.  His
favorite rose bush got some of his affection.  He got a bit frustrated
that it wasn't like before but slunk back to Daddy's side and curled up on him
again."  Speed smiled at that.  "It was cute," he
agreed, heading out to see if he could straighten up his office yet. They still
had the tape up so he went back to work in chem for a while.  Not like he
could be faulted for not doing paperwork that was due today.  Eric gave
him an odd look.  "You still have the tape up." 


"Probably
for the next few hours." 


"If
it's Cordy, she's sun sensitive," Speed said as he walked behind
him.  "Don't worry about the paperwork, H.  The Chief gave you a
two day reprieve." 


"I'll
thank him later.  Any idea where she could be?" 


"Willow
said she can't find her so she's shielded somehow." 


Eric
looked at him.  "What about the demon bar?" 


"Xander
goes there to translate stuff," Speed agreed. 


"Yes,
and every time he does he comes home with new weapons," Horatio agreed
dryly.  He still called his mate.  "Your ex is in town. 
Cordelia.  Because she broke in and had sex in my office, Xander. 
Yes, we're sure.  Willow had some of her hair as a reference
sample."  He smiled.  "That's what I thought at first but
it turns out it was Cordelia.  Please call around and let us know. 
Thank you.  No, you may not.  You are not to go near her alone or
with Willow.  Speed and I are going as well.  Good boy.  I'll
see you tonight."  Xander reminded him about his client coming in.
"That's fine."  He hung up and looked at him.  "He'll
call around since he's got clients coming this afternoon."  They
nodded and went back to their other cases.  "Maybe I should have a
talk with her boss," he mused. 


"Only
if you want to strangle someone today," Speed called from his lab. 
"Because I always did, H." 


"We'll
see then, won't we?" he agreed, going to clean up his office since they
knew who at least one of the parties was.  The other...  The blue
substance had worried him.  It could have been a demon.  He found the
bottle of holy water Xander had given him and attached a spray nozzle, spraying
his whole office with it then opening a window to air it out. It was nice he
could but he still didn't like that feature.  It would make the station
more vulnerable during a hurricane. His papers got sorted and he found a lot
more of the blue substance, going to get a stick and a glass jar to pick most
of it up.  He did not want that on his carpet.  His boss leaned in
while he was doing that so he let him see.  "I'm trying to get it
out." 


"I'll
have it replaced, Horatio.  Are you all right?"  He
nodded.  "Any idea who it was?" 


"Xander's
former girlfriend Cordelia.  They're hunting her down right now since
she's hidden among the less than normal community." 


"I
know a bit about them," he admitted, coming in and looking.  "Is
that demonic?"  Horatio sprayed some with holy water but it didn't
sizzle.  "Hmm.  Where might Mrs. Wolfe be?" 


"Hopefully
in class," Ryan admitted.  "I forwarded her the composition of
the blue stuff, she said it's a nasty substance and to ask Xander.  So I
did."  He handed over the email.  "That's what it is. 
It's a heating lube/muscle rub gel.  It's fairly unique, only available
online, so we can trace that if her momentary fling was normal, and he said it
had to hurt like hell to use that way." 


"Check
the local ER's," Horatio ordered, looking at it.  He handed it
back.  "See if they've had anyone in with burns."  That got
a nod and Ryan walked off.  He looked at the chief.  "It's still
gross." 


"It
is," he agreed.  "What is she?" 


"Vampire,"
he said quietly.  "She's part of the group that was building the
shrine in the basement."  That got a nod.  "Mrs. Wolfe got
most of them but she was apparently back there at that time." 


"I'm
sure someone will get her tonight," he promised, patting him on the back.
"I'll have the furniture replaced, Horatio.  Including the
carpet.  You want another couch you can use the whip on?" 


Horatio
looked up.  "Please.  You took my other target away." 


"It's
better for the department if you don't whip IAB, even if he is annoying,"
he chided, heading out to get someone to do that.  He came back an hour
later.  "Everything's pretty well dinged up, Horatio." 


"Then
I'll manage it, Chief." 


"Please. 
I'll still have those things cleaned."  That got a nod and he left
again.  Horatio sat down to look online.  Since Xander had given him
that check...  He could finally redecorate in a style that was more his
than industrial workplace.  Still modern but less German Industrial Age. 


***



Xander
was lounging in the back yard when Cordelia strolled around the house.  He
petted his pet's head, smiling at her.  "Go inside.  She's a
mean and bad person," he said softly.  His sub nodded, heading inside
to prepare herself.  "You broke into my boyfriend's office to have
sex?" he asked dryly.  "That's a very Anya thing to do,
Cordy." 


"You're
in leather?" she sneered.  "How trashy are you?  And who
was that?" 


"My
sub."  He stood up, letting her see.  "Being a Mater is
like that."  She snorted and rolled her eyes. 
"Whatever.  Get off my land." 


"Yours?"
she taunted.  "By what right?" 


"My
grandfather bought it for me." 


"Your
grandfather's gone, Xander.  I made sure of it." 


"No,
I would've heard if my grandfather had died," he assured her. 
"He's got a whole lot of people who would've told me."  He knew
it was true, he could feel it.  "Anything else?"  She
lunged and he got her with the whip in his hand, making her shriek and back
off.  "As I said, anything else?" 


"You're
going down!  You'll be the sacrifice!  The Gods will be
pleased!"  She hissed and lunged again, but he got her again, giving
her a cool, calm, dispassionate look.  She sneered back.  "Think
you're betting because you learned a few tricks?  You're still not worth
more than as a sacrifice and bait." 


"So
you think.  I know better now," he said, sounding bored. 
"You going to continue?  I can for however long you need me to beat
you."  She lunged and got under his whip this time so he had to take
her on physically.  He had been practicing all day and he knew what he was
doing.  She didn't fight that well.  Angel had been trying to train
her apparently but he was still better.  He ended up backhanding her, then
pulling a stake out of his back waistband.  "Pity," he said,
palming it.  "You could have changed like he did.  You
didn't."  She hopped up and came at him again.  This time he
moved to stake her.  She gave him a horrified look before she turned to
dust.  He walked off dusting himself off.  The Cordy he knew had died
over a year ago.  He had to remind himself of that.  The sub was
cowering in the corner.  "You're all right," he promised
her.  She looked at him.  "My ex.  That's why I date men
now."  She gave him a small smile.  "Now, you were good all
week, so you do deserve a reward, right?"  She nodded, crawling over
to kneel at his feet.  "What did you want?" 


"Can
I please be spanked by hand, Master Tim?" 


He
smiled and nodded. "That is an appropriate reward."  He pulled a
chair over for himself and let her lay across her lap. 
"Count."  She counted each smack, and he watched her reaction,
leaving her hanging.  She pouted and he gave her a look.  She
wilted.  "Good girl."  He stroked through her hair. 
"Did you need more?" 


"No,
sir." 


"Good
girl.  Now, go clean up and go home.  I'll release you to play
tonight."  She nodded and went to do that, letting him walk her out
to her car.  She barely made it out of the gate before she pulled over and
fixed her lust but it made him happy she had gotten outside the gates.  He
saw Horatio pull in and looked at him.  "It's fixed." 


"Cordelia?"
he asked quietly, coming over. 


"Handled."



Horatio
looked at him, seeing the faint traces of dust.  He hugged him. 
"You didn't have to, Xander.  You could have called.  I wanted
you to call us." 


"I
did, Horatio.  She came here."   He gave him the cuddle he
wanted.  "Did you redecorate your office?"  Horatio nodded,
walking him inside. They found the dog on the couch watching tv.  He was
laying with his head on the remote.  It was kind of funny since he was
watching the strip club channel.  "Sorry, I was practicing
earlier."  Horatio smiled and took a picture of the scene, making him
happy.  "She was good so she got a reward.  I am now free
barring emergencies." 


"I
saw her rewarding herself outside the gate," he agreed, taking him upstairs. 
He turned off the tv and the dog looked at him.  "We're going to
bathe, Thumper.  Come upstairs."  He locked the doors and led
his mate up to their bathroom, settling him into a bubble bath once it was run,
letting him lean against his chest.  The dog came in to sniff then went
back downstairs.  They heard the tv come back on and smiled at each
other.  They'd fix that later.  He saw Xander looking at the
phone.  "I was talking with your Grandsire on the way over," he
soothed. 


"She
taunted me by saying she had taken out Grandfather." 


"Not
a chance, Xander.  You'd have already heard."  Xander nodded and
snuggled in harder.  "Good boy."  He stroked his stomach,
teasing and comforting him.  His phone rang so Horatio had to get up and
get it from the dresser.  "Horatio."  He listened. 
"No, I'm at his house, Speed, why?"  He frowned. 
"When did my alarm go off?"  He nodded.  "That's
fine.  No, I came right here.  Anything I should know
about?"  He grimaced.  "Thank you.  Tell Yelina just
in case?"  He smiled.  "Good man.  Bubble
bath."  He smiled and hung up, going back to his bath toy. 
"Someone tried to break into my house," he said quietly. 


"You're
staying until they find out who," Xander ordered. 


"If
you want." 


Xander
looked at him. "I'd rather you moved in," he offered with a shy
smile. 


Horatio
smiled back.  "I'll think about it."  Xander flipped onto
his side, snuggling into his lap in a way that robbed his right leg of feeling
but freed his cock to be played with.  It also let them kiss and fondle,
which was always fun in the bathtub.  Everyone should have a Xander
bathtoy.  Speed came in an hour later, once they had come down off their
teasing orgasm, looking in from the doorway.  "There's still
bubbles."  Speed stepped in and leaned down to whisper in his
ear.  "Are you sure?" 


"I
am.  The same guy that's after Greg.  We found the white rose on your
bed, Horatio.  Another one in your closet.  Greg found one on the
pillow next to him earlier.  Grissom is sending him down tonight.  I
called him to see if he was still getting them or if they had caught the
guy.  Grissom answered Greg's phone.   He had Brass escort him
to the airport just in case."  That got a dual nod.  "So
we'll have him picked up down here and brought over, but we're sitting two uniforms
on the house and I've told Raphael.  He's not a happy camper. 
Especially since he didn't have any information about Cordy, Xander." 


"She's
gone," he said quietly.  "She came her to challenge and attack
me in the backyard."  That got a nod.  "She taunted me that
she had went after Grandfather." 


"I'll
make sure he's all right.  I'm going to hog your office until Greg gets
here." 


"We'll
be safely up here," Horatio promised.  That got a smile and Speed
left, closing the door most of the way.  "I should probably call the
Chief." 


"I'm
sure Speed with, Horatio."  He shifted so he could kiss him
again.  "Just think about the Greggy sex to make sure he's all
right."  Horatio smiled.  "I'm sure he'll call and he'll
call Lady Heather too, baby.  It'll be okay.  We'll get through this
one."  Horatio nodded and gave him a squeeze.  "Thank
you." 


"Welcome. 
I'm sorry you had to deal with her, Xander." 


"She
wasn't the Cordy I used to date.  She died about a year ago." 
He heard someone on the stairs and they waited, but it was Oz, who blushed and
turned around.  "We've got bubbles." 


"I
can see that.  Sire said that you're an annoying brat because you didn't
call to get information." 


"I
knew she'd come for me, Oz.  That's what she was going for.  She and
the cheerleaders of doom wanted to sacrifice me to some dark god to give Angel
more power and strength."  Oz snorted at that.  "Yeah,
that's my thought." 


"No,
your dog, the ho."  He opened the door so they could see him humping
a pillow. 


"Thumper!"
Xander snapped.  He hopped off the bed and ran for safety outside through
the dog door.  "Thanks.  We had him fixed.  Horatio did it
for me."  He stroked Horatio's chest, earning a smile.  "Thank
you." 


"Welcome. 
Tell them we'll be fine with the usual guards and PD guards, Oz."  Oz
gave him an odd look.  "The assassin after Greg broke into my
house.  Speed has information." 


"Gonna
pump him then.  Anything else?" 


"Have
they heard anything about his car?" 


Oz
quirked a half-smile. "He's still waiting on the check from the FBI and
Father Patrick is insistent he keeps the Ferrari, Horatio." 


"But
I keep getting into trouble," Xander said with a naughty grin. 
Horatio looked at him. "I keep getting tickets and one guy I nearly
spanked for asking me if I was your pussy." 


"Who?"
he asked. 


"I
told Ian." 


"You
could tell me." 


"Then
you'd go all threatening and mean," he said, stroking his chest
hair.  "You'd have to wear the mean suit and they might say things to
you too.  This way Ian gets his share of mean suit days." 
Horatio cracked a smile at that.  "He said so." 


"I'll
talk with him tomorrow.  After all, I wear suits to appear
mean."  Xander kissed him again.  "Thank you, Oz." 


"Welcome,
guys.  Nice to finally meet you in person, Horatio.  Hopefully more
clothed next time." 


"I
swim naked most mornings," Xander told him. 


"I
think you're a bit taken, Xander."  He walked out shaking his
head.  He found Speed in the office.  "Assassin?" 
Speed jumped and looked at him.  "Sorry.  I'm a quiet person."



"It
happens, Oz.  Are they still in the bath?"  Oz nodded. 
"Dog up there?" 


"Ran
for the hills, Xander caught him humping a pillow." 


"Even
fixed that dog still humps everything."  He shook his head and handed
over the notes he had been making.  "For the worrywarts.  We'll
have full information files on the person who broke into H's house and the guy
after Greg within the day hopefully.  Tell them Eric and Calleigh are
working H's house.  Yelina does know in case they come after Ray Junior. 
We've got guards on the house as well." 


"You
know Sire was pouting because he didn't come for info on Cordy?" 


"He
figured she'd come here since they wanted to sacrifice him," Speed
agreed.  "Which apparently she did." 


"Huh. 
You're starting to think like Xander." 


Speed
grinned.  "Thanks, Oz.  That's a great compliment." 


"Means
you'll have to play with guns and swords."  He walked out, heading
back to the other house.  He rewound the tape and let them hear both
reports, then handed over the forms with a half-grin.  "That way they
can babble more than I can."  He walked into the kitchen to get some
tea then came back.  He figured he'd be running errands for a while. 


"THOMAS!"
Patrick bellowed.  He came jogging in.  "Rewind the tape
please?"  He did that and listened.  "First, did no one
hear about this sacrifice?" 


"That
was the cheerleader cult," Raphael reminded him.  "That was
their reason, to treat him like a God before sacrificing him to give Angel his
strength." 


"Jerky,"
Oz said dryly from his corner.  They all looked at him. 
"Xander's secret superpower plug.  His jerky."  He took a
drink and it got mean smirks all around the room. 


"I'll
get on the rest," Thoms assured them, taking it to his office. 
Gordon and he had been having a meeting about Xander's security so he needed to
hear it anyway.  Gordon groaned and nodded at the new information. 
"Oz suggested we send Angel some jerky since it's Xander's secret to being
so strong." 


Gordon
looked at him then shuddered.  "I don't want to think about the Dark
Twinkie having sex." 


"Me
either.  Apparently Cordelia was taken care of." 


"Good!"



"Who's
next on your list?" 


He
consulted it then handed it over.  "Here. I checked with the Treasury
agent chasing down the checks and they finally found out who sent the first
two.  The third was indeed for licensing fees."  Patrick leaned
in.  "Did no one tell you about the sex robot, Father?" 


"I
was there, the same as you were," he reminded him.  "I still
shudder at the thought.  Do we need to worry about the person who bought
the robot?" 


"Robot?"
Raphael asked behind him. 


"Someone
made a Robo-Xander for sex," Oz said from up the hall.  Raphael gave
him a horrified look.  "The payment from Vancouver was for image
licensing fees.  He promised not to let it get into the open." 
The elder vampire whimpered.  "Xander sicced me on the
designer.  He'd made a Buffy bot too, Sire."  That got a pitiful
sounding whimper and Raphael walked off mumbling about headaches and only his
grandson.  "It's the only one he made," Oz called after him,
then grinned at Patrick.  "Now and then he needs to have one of those
days too." 


"As
I do," he agreed, patting him on the cheek.  "Thank you,
Oz.  Now I get to fuss over him for a change."  He went to do
that.  The other things could be dealt with by his people.  His
grandson was safe, if not fully sane now and then.  His grandson's mate
was safe, if being driven insane now and then by his grandson.  The rest
could be handled by his people.  He made his sire some tea and brought it
up to him to start the fussing rituals they had grown into over the
years.  Even if his sire did complain.  "You know, I should tell
Tara that story."  He picked up the phone. 


***



"Flack,"
Don said over the noise in the bar.  "Hey, Uncle Patrick," he
said happily.  He listened, losing his smile.  "He good? 
Need me?"  He grinned again.  "So just a head's up. 
Thanks for that.  No, the guys and I are at the bar."  He looked
at his phone then put it back against his ear.  "Excuse
me?"  Patrick repeated it and you could hear the smile and his sire
groaning in the background.  "Here, you tell Mac," he said,
handing over the phone then he poured himself another glass of beer. 


Danny
looked at him.  "What's wrong?" 


"Someone
created a working, good sex robot."  Sheldon spluttered his
beer.  "Using Xander."  Danny spluttered at that and so did
Stella.  "There's a Buffy one somewhere too."  He took
another long gulp and Mac handed him back his phone.  Then he got another
drink too.  "Xander's okay even though the assassin after him and
Greg broke into Horatio's house.  They're building a wall around
them.  Most of the threats have stopped.  Xander's still driving the
Ferrari." 


"I
thought he had a Jag," Sheldon said, looking confused. 


"He
got run off the road and then the Feds tore it apart," Stella told
him.  "His grandfather rented him a dark blue and silver
Ferrari."  That got a nod and another drink taken.  "Xander
was telling me how many speeding tickets he's been getting from some of the
biased cops."  She looked at Mac.  "You okay?" 
He shook his head and continued to drink.  "The thought of the Buffy
sexbot?" 


"No,
that someone else has a version of Xander."  He poured himself more
beer while Don and Danny giggled.  "They said it's in Vancouver and
won't be shown publically.  A programmer bought it.  It's not a dom,
it went on his high school personality and traits.  It's supposed to be
very good."  He took another drink while Don nodded. "You've seen?"



"Willow
took film of the Buffy version.  Then of Buffy.  Couldn't tell a
whole lot of difference.  Don't tell Tara, guys.  She went to cry
over the Buffy bot when she heard."  That got a mass nod and they all
drank to that - and to get the idea of a Xander sex bot out of their
heads.  "You wonder if he can cook?"  Stella hit him on the
cheek, making him look at her.  "What?  It's not the real
Xander." 


"You're
drunk, Don.  Let's get you home.  Mac?"  He nodded and
followed, letting her and Danny get them both into a cab.  Don got dropped
off at his place and they took Mac home because he couldn't complain tonight if
they cuddled him. 


Mac
looked at his nearly naked snuggle friends. "I'll still complain
tomorrow." 


"Shut
up, Mac, before I blow you," Danny ordered, snuggling into his shoulder. 


"Can
I watch?" Stella asked.  "It'd be interesting to see it when I'm
not doing it." 


Mac
looked at her, then at Danny.  "I should hide."  They
snuggled in harder and wrapped him in their arms.  He knew what a collar
felt like suddenly.  Because they had clearly leashed him for now. 
He yawned. "I'll still complain." 


"Shut
up, Mac," Danny warned.  Mac glared at him so he followed through on
his threat.  Mac was a happy boy but he was still frowning so Stella got
to tease him until he drifted off to sleep.  "There,
better."  They shared a wicked smirk and snuggled back in. 
Stella did steal a kiss from him, getting her own taste of Mac.  It was
sweet. 


***



Xander
woke up during the night, looking at the person standing there.  "Who
the fuck are you?" he growled. 


"Checking
on you, sir."  The officer looked at Horatio then at him. 
"Comfy?" 


"Not
really.  The gun under my pillow seems to be a bit lumpy."  The
officer smirked so he pulled it out and cocked it.  "Guarding me does
not mean you have to be in my bedroom watching myself and my boyfriend
sleep." 


"Boyfriend?"
he sneered.  "Isn't that a bit high school?  Are you still that
young?" 


Horatio
woke up and glared at the man, making him back up another step. "Get out. 
Now." 


"I'm
here to guard you, sir." 


Horatio
took the gun and pointed it at him.  "Now!" he ordered. 
The man backed up another step.  "Dear?" 


Xander
looked at the window then whistled sharply.  "Marcus!" 
Their guard from his grandfather ran inside and paused when he saw what was
going on.  He got the officer down and handcuffed with his own
cuffs.  "Thanks, dear.   Do you feel like I'm being too
teenagerish when I call you my boyfriend?" he asked Horatio. 


"I
think it's a natural stage but we're lovers now." 


"I
don't want to use the same word all the time and I don't want to sound like a
thesaurus either.  It was the only good one I found."  He pouted
some.  Horatio uncocked the gun and put it aside so he could cuddle
him.  "I'd call you my mate but that would mean we were
married."  He stole a kiss.  "That'll come later, with
other titles.  What's a good word for boyfriend or lover?" 


Horatio
kissed him, giving him a small smile.  "Suitor.  Paramour. 
Beau if you want to be old fashioned," he teased, sneaking a kiss between
each.  "Sweetheart sounds a bit girly.  Lover is good for
me." 


"See,
I looked that one up.  It came up with entries like gigolo." 
Horatio snickered at that.  "And mistress.  Not exactly your
thing, Horatio."  He kissed him again.  "I could like
sweetheart even though it is a bit girly.   Lover sounds good to me
too."   Horatio moved over him to soothe him back into sleep. 


Marcus
pulled the officer up and down to the cruiser in the driveway.  It was
probably his since it didn't have a driver.  He went to find the other guy
outside, giving him a look.  "Your buddy just broke into the house to
wake Xander up and make fun of him sleeping with his lover."  The guy
groaned and got out of the car to go gather him.  "They were going to
shoot him for it this time."  That got a nod.  "I put him
in the back of his car." 


"That's
fine, sir.  Thank you." 


Marcus
smiled and went back on his rounds inside the gate.  He saw the dog. 
"Go inside, Thumper."  The dog sniffed him and tried his leg so
he gave him a look.  The dog slunk off.  "Go inside, go sleep on
the couch."  The dog headed inside, checking his bowls, but then
decided the recliner the nice daddy liked so much was a better spot to lick
himself for a while. 


The
officer drug his cohort out to his own car and put him into the back, calling
the shift supervisor.  "The idiot you sent with me broke in on the
people we're guarding to make fun of them sleeping together, sir.  He's in
cuffs.  The other guys here from his grandfather arrested him." 


"What
other guy?" came back from him. 


"One
of his usual guards, Captain.  He's doing the inside of the
property.  We're doing the outside.  Should I send him with Jackson
or keep Jackson since he's bringing the other guy here?"  He let go
of the button. 


"Keep
Jackson.  I'll send someone to pick him and the extra car up.  He
injured?" 


"The
other guard said he got a gun pointed at him for making fun of the couple,
Cap.  Broke into their bedroom to taunt apparently.  Not the first
time from what I understand.  He's been lurking up here to give him
pointless speeding tickets too, sir."  He let go of the button. 


"I've
heard.  That'll stop too.  I'll come get him and his car." 
The line went dead. 


He
hung up his radio and looked at his coworker. "Stupid! You couldn't wait
four more hours?" 


"They're
*touching* and things," he sneered back.  "It's wrong!" 


"You
do know that the young guy's got a cult of serial killers who are watching him
to see how to stay pure?" he taunted.  The guy went pale. "Yeah,
and you're upsetting their patron saint, man.  How dumb are
you?"  He went to do a round by the walls on their side.  
It was the least he could do.  He didn't want on Caine's bad side for any
reason, even if he didn't like gay folk.  He wasn't that stupid or
suicidal.  He wanted to keep Caine, Caine's boyfriend, and his boyfriend's
father all *real* happy so that cult and others who wanted his boyfriend
wouldn't come after him for being against gay folk.  He came back and
found Jackson pulling up.  "You're staying," he ordered. 
"Hortens went in to play taunt the gay guys because they were sleeping
together." 


That
got a groan from the guy in the passenger seat.  "They okay?" 


"Just
fine, sir.  Being a bit noisy.  I can hear them through an open
window on the other side of the wall." 


"Thanks." 
He got out and walked inside, turning back on the alarm once he was
inside.  He jogged up the stairs and watched them cuddle and touch under
the covers.  "Awww."  He stripped down and pounced, making
Xander giggle and pull him under the covers to make him laugh, giggle, and
squeal in pleasure too.  Plus Horatio teased him slowly and gently. 
It was a good welcome home. 


***



Greg
woke up to something sitting on his head.  He looked up at the dog, who
was humping the top of his head.  "I thought you were fixed," he
complained, shoving him off the bed. "My hair doesn't need biological
glue, Thumper."  He went back to cuddling Xander.  Horatio came
out of the bathroom and he gave him a look.  "Hmm, pretty
lover."  He tipped his head up and got a kiss.  "Be a good
boy and be safe today, Horatio.  We'll protect each other from the
dog."  Horatio smiled.  "If you're a good boy I'll be your
squeeze toy tonight when you get home."  That got a smirk and Horatio
put on his shoes before grabbing his wallet, keys, change, ID and badge, and
the rest.  He headed down to get himself some coffee and then head in to
work.  Greg nuzzled Xander, earning sleepy complaining noises. 
"Wake up and play with me?" 


"No,
Thumper, tired."  He got a head shove. 


Greg
ducked under the hand and lapped at a nipple then bit it. 


"Thumper!" 
Xander sat up, panting and looking at the giggling Greg.  "Damn
it!  I thought it was the dog learning new tricks.  Don't scare me
like that, Greg."  He swatted him on the butt.  "I should
spank."  He pounced him to correct him in other ways. 


"Boys,
you're loud," Thomas called from downstairs. 


"It's
my house, play with the dog," Xander called back. 


Thomas
looked at the dog.  "Go get me a toy, we'll play."  The dog
snuck over and attached himself to his leg, humping away.  "Not that
way, dog!"  He pried him off and let him outside so he could have his
favorite rose bush back.  He shook his head when the officer making coffee
laughed.  "He's fixed too.  Just recently." 


"It
doesn't always stop them," he agreed dryly.  "Anything I should
know today?" 


"Greg
and Xander are both hyper but they may stay home all day today.  Xander,
do you have clients today?" 


"Three,"
floated down the stairs. 


"He's
got three clients coming in today.  I'll find out when so you can make
sure they're at the right time."  That got a nod.  "What
happened to the guy last night?" 


"Arrested
for B&E and making gaybashing threats at the station."  That got
a nod.  "Sorry." 


"It
happens.  Not everyone is tolerant or happy with us.  We know
that," he said with a small smile.  "Why do you think Father
Patrick hired someone like me?" 


"Officer?"



"Special
Forces.  Delta Force actually."  That got an admiring
look.  "It'll be fine.  We can work together.  Do you want
inside the gate or outside?" 


"Inside. 
The guy outside requested it so he didn't have to see them doing gay things,
and that was a quote.  He heard that he goes naked swimming and other
unnatural things." 


"Almost
every morning," he agreed.  "Xander said it feels better that
way."  Greg chased Xander down the stairs and outside to the
pool.  "See?"  That got a smirk and the officer went back
onto his patrol while Thomas watched over the boys personally.  No wonder
Father Patrick had gotten so many lovers in his younger life.  If he had
been built anything like Xander they had probably all been satisfied. 
Because Greg was already moving a bit slow this morning.  Greg blushed at
him.  "Not like I care, Gregory.  I'm here to guard you two and
if you two want to be naked that's up to you.  I've seen naked boys
before."  That got a grin from Xander, who pounced Greg, making even
him blush.  "Please don't have sex in front of me." 


"Okay,
if you insist," Xander teased, going back to his laps.  Greg spanked
him on his way past but grinned and lounged on the side of the pool.  It
was going to be a good day. 


***



Xander
walked into the station later that afternoon.  He was free of clients, his
last one had canceled when told he was under guard due to an assassin. 
The others had parked in the garage and come in that way so no one else saw
them.  He carried the small bag up to Horatio's office, leaning down to
kiss him on the ear before handing over the bag.  "Because I heard
you missed lunch." 


"I
did," he agreed, smiling at him. "Chief, you probably remember
Xander." 


"I
do.  Mr. Harris, nice to see you again." 


"Thank
you, sir.  Do we have anything on this guy?"  His phone rang and
he looked at it.  "Speak."  He listened, then nodded. 
"It'll take me about an hour to get home and clear the house. 
There's guards so go in through the garage and wait on me if you get there
first.  It should only be one of Grandfather's people and Gregory. 
Thank you."  He hung up and looked at him.  "One of my boys
just got his divorce papers so I'm going to have a long night too.  Come
home when you can.  Eat that."  He walked out with a nod for
Eric.  "Just dropping my boy lunch." 


"Sure. 
Nothing for Speed?" 


"Daddy
ate lunch with us," he said with a grin.  He walked out, handing over
his visitor badge to the reception desk. "Thanks."  He headed
out to his car, finding a parking ticket.  "I'm in visitor
parking," he called dryly.  Ryan walked over so he let him see it.
"Unreasonable?"  Ryan nodded and took it, heading inside to talk
to someone for him.  Xander got into his car then frowned and got out,
looking at it.  He whistled.  "Guys, why is there a fuse
sticking out from behind my back right wheel?" he asked when two cops
looked over.  One of them came over and the other went running inside.
"I know I wasn't that long today."  Ryan came jogging out with a
mirror setup so he could check.  "Fuse?" 


"Huge
ass bomb, Xander."  Ryan sounded a bit grim.  That was not a
good sign. 


"Crap." 
He walked off shaking his head.  He called a cab from reception. 
"Let Horatio know my car's got a bomb, but they're handling
it?"  She nodded and called up there on the other phone. 
"Hi, I need a cab at the Crime Lab.  Going to Heron Way.  Thank
you."  He hung up and sighed, heading out there.  Ryan was
frowning.  He peered over his shoulder.  "Move it further
in?"  Ryan did that and looked at him.  "Only seen diagrams
of that sort.  I'd say either the blue or the green wire, can't be certain
at this angle.  Move."  Ryan moved and he got down there to
look.  "It's the green one.  It goes to the battery and then
there's a backup battery too."  He slid out and looked at him,
handing him the keys.  "Try not to blow up my car, okay?  It's
hooked into the gas tank.  Probably a level switch." 


He
walked over to get in his cab then came back and grabbed his wallet and other
stuff out of the front then the trunk, which he left open so it wouldn't jar
the tank.  Then he got into the cab again.  "15 Heron
Way."  The cabbie looked at him.  "Bomb."  That
got a nod and he drove him off.  Xander got off up the road from his gate
and walked back down once the cabbie was gone.  He waved at the guards in
the cars, getting one back.  "Bomb on my car at the station," he
reported to Thomas when he walked past him.  "One of my boys got his
divorce papers today.  Clear the house please?  I've got a client
coming in," he announced.  Greg handed him a glass of ice water then
went back into the office to read on the couch in there.  Xander went to
get ready for his client.  It was not going to be a pretty thing tonight. 


***



Ryan
walked into Horatio's office with the bagged bomb.  "Bomb squad's
somewhere in town, Horatio, couldn't respond.  They agreed with Xander
about which wire it was, told me what to do and how to pull the battery. 
It's safe but I thought you'd want to see it." 


"I
did.  Is he still here?" 


"Cabbed
home."  Horatio groaned.  "I'm guessing he could handle
that much of a threat on his own, boss."  That got a look. 
"Sorry.  Next time I'll drive him."  That got a nod and
Horatio carried it downstairs to dismantle it fully and search for
prints.  "Also, found a parking ticket on his window for being in
visitor parking."  He handed it over.  "Not sure if it's
from the same source." 


Horatio
looked then growled.  "No, he got arrested last night for being in
our bedroom."  That just got a nod and Ryan pulled on gloves and
pulled over a jar of powder with a brush to help.  "Take the
batteries." 


"Already
did those.  No prints, Horatio." 


"Thank
you, Mr. Wolfe." 


"Xander
spotted it.  It had a sensor in the gas tank.  He called it a level
sensor?" 


"Like
on a level for a construction job or like a depth sensor?" 


"Looked
like a depth sensor." 


"Interesting." 
They got back to work until someone from bomb squad peered in.  "What
were you doing?" 


"We
were off disarming six pipe bombs attached to a cargo ship," he
admitted.  "Someone trying to blow up their rival's
shipment."  He came in to look.  "You still have the touch,
Horatio."  That got a grim smile.  "Where was it?" 


"My
boyfriend's car," Horatio admitted. 


"Oh,
man.  Hold on, you're dating?"  Horatio looked at him and
nodded. 


"He's
dating Speed's son," Ryan said happily.  "The same Xander who
said the green wire." 


"Huh. 
He's well trained."  He looked at the parts.  "Take apart
the sensor. You can't put that sucker together without being able to feel the
parts."  Horatio did that and dusted everything in there, finding a
half print.  "Hey, anything helps, right?"  That got a
nod.  "Have you searched the signature file?" 


"Not
yet," Ryan told him.  "I just removed it.  I left the
sensor in his gas tank and a hanging wire.  I also left a message for Eric
to have a look to see if he could get it off, Horatio." 


"That's
acceptable, Mr. Wolfe.  Eric is better at car things than either of
us."  That got a smile from the bomb squad guy.  "Did we
take pictures?" 


"Yup,
of every step once I got the batteries out."  He handed over his
camera's card.  "I put them into the system already." 


"Let
me search the database, boys."  He moved to the nearest computer to
pull them up.  "Wolfe with an 'e' right?"  Ryan made an
assenting sound, he had just found another print.  He found the pictures
and looked at them.  "That does look familiar."  He got
into the search engine and found a few hits.  "Huh.  Got three
names, Horatio."  Horatio came over to note them and then run the
prints they had found so far against them.  He came back with a longer
list.  "Not enough detail?" 


"Only
three points available for matching," he admitted.  "It matched
over two hundred names.  Including the owner of the car."  That
got a smirk.  "Xander's not like that.  He likes attention but
he's getting plenty with stupid people who give him presents." 


"Hold
on," Ryan said.  "I found a great one, Horatio."  He
carefully lifted it and let him see.  "How's that?" 


"That
is nearly perfect, Mr. Wolfe."  He smiled and went to have that one
searched. It came back to one name, not Xander's.  He came back much
happier and handed that name to the tech, who ran it against their
database.  He had a profile.  He had a history.  He also had a
history of violence against racial and other groups as it was put. 
"Interesting." 


"Very. 
I know he's gay but how would this asshole have seen your boy, Horatio?" 


"He's
the grandson of Patrick Benis," Ryan said quietly.  That got a single
nod.  "Enough reason?" 


"Oh
yeah.  He tried to blow up the good Father a few years back." 
He smirked and walked out with that printout, going to tell his boss so they
could bust him.  Because he knew Horatio well enough to know that look on
his face meant he was going to kill the guy if he found him first. 
"Yo, boss!  Got a strong lead on who put the bomb on the car at the
crime lab; it was on Caine's boyfriend's car."  His boss came out of
his office, giving him a horrified look.  "We've got maybe minutes to
get ahead of him." 


"Who?" 
It was handed over.  "I didn't know Caine was gay." 


"Bi
apparently.   He's dating Speedle's son." 


"Master
Tim?"  The guy smirked and nodded. "He's got great taste. 
The ferrari was his?"  That got another nod.  "Boys, go
find this person before Caine does.  Otherwise we'll be cleaning up bits and
pieces."  They took the information and went to set up who was going
to go in on the arrest.  Horatio would have to let them, it was about
bombs and therefore theirs by right.  If they got there before him. 


***



Horatio
walked in that night and found Xander cuddling a guy on the couch in the living
room.  He gave Xander a stroke through the hair.  "Need
something to drink?"  Xander nodded, giving him a faint smile. 
He went to get them both some water, coming back to hand the agent a bottle
then handing Xander his.  "I have information on the bomb whenever
you're ready.  Let me go change; come up when you're done." 
That got an understanding look from the agent.  "I had one of those
once but mine was almost a relief when she left me, son.  If you need to
hug him he's good at that."  That got a nod and he went back to
cuddling Xander.  Horatio went upstairs to change, finding Greg tied to
the bed.  "Were you a bad boy?" 


"I
was.  I spanked the dog." 


"The
dog is where?" 


"Outside
before I spank him again," Greg admitted.  "I was giving myself
an enema and he came to help."  Horatio shook his head and untied
him, giving him a kiss.  "I should stay tied.  Xander came up
and tied me down." 


"I'll
take your punishment if he yells."  He helped him up, rubbing his
wrists for him.  "Help me change, Greg."  Greg smiled and
helped him change clothes into something more casual and comfortable.  He
even let him play a bit until Xander came up.  "Is he better?" 


"He's
asleep on the couch.  She had the locks changed on him," he said
quietly, closing the door most of the way.  They both nodded at
that.  "She was evil to him, Horatio.  She killed his dog and
goldfish to get back at him.  Stabbed the dog and gutted him.  She's
under arrest but he's been banned from going into the house for right
now." 


"That's
fine.  As long as it doesn't stretch on too many days, Xander,"
Horatio promised, giving him a kiss.  "I freed Greg." 


"I
saw and I should spank you both." 


"He
still tried to help with an enema," Greg defended.  Xander looked at
him.  "He needs help, Xander." 


"I
know," he sighed, sitting down.  "I closed the living room door
so he wouldn't have to deal with the demented dog tonight."  They
hugged him.  "I don't know what's wrong with  him." 


"We'll
talk to the vet tomorrow, see if there's anything further we can do,"
Horatio soothed, stroking his back.  Xander pulled Greg into his lap then
leaned against him, getting a smile.  "Did anyone get dinner?" 


"I
cooked.  Yours is in the fridge," Greg assured him.  "It was
mix and eat stuff, but it's good."  Horatio smiled and drug them onto
the back porch.  There was no danger, boats weren't allowed out in the
water beyond their small cliff.  It was a pretty night to eat
outside.  Both his boys were cuddly.  It was going to be a good
night.  Thomas came out, nodding inside. 


"His
wife just killed his pets, locked him out of the house, and filed for
divorce," Xander said quietly. 


"That
sucks," he agreed.  "She in jail?"  Xander
shrugged.  "Bail?" 


"He
thinks she will when she's arraigned tonight.  His lawyer and boss are
both going instead of him so he doesn't hurt her." 


"That's
fine, Xander.  It's a generous thing to do."  He kissed him on
the head.  "We decided, with Oz's help, to send Angel some of your
strength."  Horatio and Greg both glared at him but Xander
giggled.  "We sent him a large package of the jerky."  That
got an evil smirk from Greg.  "He'll be much stronger
afterward."  He sat down.  "Now, we do have some business
stuff to discuss.  Prenup?"  Xander gave him a tired look. 
"I know, but again, it is something in case someone pressures Horatio or
other members of his family, Xander.  It's to protect you and him." 


"I
don't think it's time for one yet," Horatio said calmly.  "We
haven't been together that long." 


"True,
but better to do it now in case of emergency, right?  Plus power of
attorney paperwork if something happens to either of you. Or Greg." 


"Actually,
Grissom and Catherine share mine jointly," Greg offered.  "That
way they're *there* and can make sure I'm okay.  They both know to defer
to these two when they get out to me."  That got a smile and a nod. 


"I've
got one that names Speed," Horatio admitted, looking at Xander. 
"Yours?" 


"I
never go to the hospital unless I need a cast, Horatio." 


"Point." 
He gave him a squeeze.  "We'll make out new ones tonight,
Xander.  Just for the two of us."  Xander looked at him.
"It is a practical consideration, like the will," he said
quietly.  Xander slumped but nodded.  "Thank you." 


"Welcome." 
He looked at Thomas.  "Well, you got half of what you wanted." 


Thomas
smiled.  "Would you at least start to consider clauses for the
prenup?  Even if you do leave it in the safe?  It doesn't have to
explicitly spell out what each of you has."  Xander shrugged and looked
at Horatio who nodded.  "Thank you.  Father was
worried."  Horatio gave him a look.  "Yes, we heard about
the bomb and the letter you got today." 


"My
union rep can go to hell."  Horatio ate another bite and kissed Greg
for making him dinner.  Greg grinned back.   He looked at him
again.  "The Chief was told, so was Ian."  That got a
nod.  "Miami does have an official anti-discrimination policy. 
He used union stationary."  That got an evil smirk from Thomas. 
"They got the bomber today." 


"Excellent
news," he agreed happily. 


"He
was someone who had went after Patrick a few years ago." 


"Doesn't
totally surprise me.  I'll check into that, see if they need more files on
him or anything."  That got a nod from Horatio.  "Has
anyone talked to Mayper recently?" 


"Daddy
usually does," Xander told him.  "Why?" 


"We
think he's got a closet of stuff for you and his wife is getting jealous."



"Ah." 
He nodded. "I'll get with Dad later tonight to see if he's called and if
not I'll call."  That got a smile.  "Watch out for the
demonic presence."  Thomas looked back at the dog.  "He
tried to get Greg while he was cleaning up." 


"Isn't
he fixed?" Thomas asked.  They all nodded.  "I'll ask
Holly's keeper to see if he knows how to fix this."  He shook the dog
off his leg.  "Go find the rose bush."  Xander took the
direct route, picking him up and carrying him over there.  The dog barked
happily and played with his favorite hump of all.  Xander came back
shaking his head.  "Is he staying out tonight?" 


"Oh,
yeah," Xander agreed.  "Warn the guards." 


"I
will.  It's supposed to rain but I'm sure you guys can lock the bedroom
door and he can keep the living room door locked."  That got a
nod.   "Have you thought about the auction yet?" 


"I
have and I've done one."  Thomas gave him a look. 
"Seriously.  I have.  You mean I need to have *another*
one?"  He nodded.  "Oh, shit!" he complained, settling
into Horatio's side to cuddle him. 


"Tara
found the stuff you left up there and Don's sending it down
tomorrow."  That got a groan from Greg.  "You too?" 


"I've
growled and bawled out a few people who propositioned me to steal Xander. 
Even Gris did one." 


"Three
more years," Horatio soothed.  "Then it'll stop." 
They both snuggled into his side. "I'll call Mayper tonight, Thomas. 
Anything else?" 


"We
still can't track the guy, Horatio.  We're trying our best and I know your
guys are."  That got a nod.   "So we'll leave the
heightened guard here for Xander and you two.  How long will he have PD
guards?" 


"I
don't know," he admitted. "Probably a few more days."  That
got a nod.  "The shift supervisor is already complaining about having
two here." 


"Cut
it back down to one.  We can cover it."  That got a nod of
thanks and a small smile.  "We'll deal, we always do,
Horatio."  That got another nod.  "Okay, then I'm going to
turn over control to Philippe.  You three have a better night,
guys."  He left, going to check in with the new double shift and let
them know who was in the house and that there was an extra man in the living room,
leaving it as a friend of Xander's who had just gotten served with divorce
papers.  That got a knowing look from one officer.  He did warn them
that the dog was outside and prone to humping everything, but already fixed,
then he went to tell that to Father and Sire.  Because they couldn't find
anything either. 


***



Horatio
walked into Detective Mayper's home the next morning.  "You said it
was important?" he asked quietly. 


"Yeah,
Lieutenant."  He let him into his study and closed the door then
opened the closet to show him.  "The large box is leather pants and a
coat.  The others are varying shades of stuff.  It was easier to send
back the jewelry."  Horatio nodded at that.  "It's full and
those are things I can't send back or can't find out who did it.  The list
I did is longer."  He handed it over.  "Including that
family from the Middle East.  I don't know why.  I contacted that
Raphael guy.  He said he didn't know why but he was going to eat them this
time.  But I also got this for him today," he said, flipping open a
box with a human heart in it.  "I have no idea what to do beyond call
you." 


"That
is human," he admitted quietly. 


"Have
it, please.  My wife was there when I opened it.  She's in bed with a
headache.  How long does this last?" 


"According
to family legends, four years after a natural son of the line has found a
proper and true mate.  That's how it was written in his grandfather's
journals and his great grandfather's and a few others."  That got a
groan.  "It's been ten months."  He put the top of the box
back on.  "Did it come in any wrapping?"  He nodded,
handing over the bag.  "Next time you get something like this, call
me immediately or bring it to the lab."  The guy gave him a horrified
look.  "Someone sent Speed some as well.  I'm hoping it's the
same person."  That got a nod.  "Can you help me carry the
rest out?"  That got another nod and they got everything out to the
back of his hummer, the box going into the front with the bag of wrapping paper
that had been around it.  "Call me immediately if anything too big
comes in." 


"Let
me check the mail," he said.  "I had them deliver the thing I
wasn't here for yesterday.  It was registered."  He walked out
to look in his mailbox, then came back, handing over three envelopes. 
"All for him in care of me.  Someone's getting smarter." 


"Yes,
but I'm worried since Xander has drawn a few serial killers before," he
admitted quietly. 


"Then
having me makes even more sense.  The rich brats I can't stand but that's
just sick." 


"It
is," Horatio agreed.  "Tell me if it continues."  That
got a nod.  "Thank you, Mayper." 


"Welcome,
Lieutenant.  Tell the boy his check this month was greatly
appreciated."  He shook his hand.  "Have a better
day." 


"I
hope it ends in an arrest."  He climbed in and pulled out, heading
back to the lab.  He walked the heart downstairs, finding Alexx already
doing an autopsy.  "Xander got sent more parts," he said,
putting it on a side counter. 


"Excuse
me?  Parts?  Like last time with the boy parts?" 


"A
heart this time," he admitted, showing her.  She grimaced. 
"It got sent to Mayper this morning.  Let me know what you
can."  That got a nod.  "Send a sample up to DNA as well
when you're done."  She nodded again.  "Thanks,
Alexx."  He went up to get the boys to help him carry, ending up just
him and Calleigh.   He handed her the bag.  "Run this
first." 


"Horatio,
I'm in the middle of a murder." 


"That
came wrapped around a human heart in a box." 


"Eww. 
Sure, while the other stuff is running."  The other things went into
his office, into evidence boxes that were sealed and marked.  She took the
bag of wrapping paper with her, taking it to fingerprints.  "Can you
fume these?"  That got a nod.  "They sent Xander a human
heart in a box." 


"Sure. 
I'll look for anything I can find, Calleigh."  She took the bag and
looked inside.  "Brown paper, wrapping paper.  Who unwrapped
it?" 


"Detective
Mayper is the one Xander's using as a front for that stuff." 


"Okay,
I'll make sure none are his."  That got a smile and Calleigh got back
to work.  "A heart?"  She started the fuming then went to
chat with Valera.  "Xander got sent body parts?" 


"Again?"
she demanded, looking disgusted.  "Last time someone sent him sexual
organs and a heart." 


"Calleigh
said it was just a heart this time." 


"Eww!"



"Very. 
I'm fuming the wrappings.  I'll let you know who I find so you can do a
comparison."  That got a nod so she went back.  She found
Horatio in there watching it go.  "Calleigh asked me to fume
it." 


"As
I expected since she's got a homicide," he agreed, staring at it. 
"We've got a few fingerprints." 


"Hopefully
we'll be able to identify them," she offered. He smiled at her. 
"Gotta look on the bright side, Lieutenant.  People who send others
hearts should at least be in the mental health system." 


"You'd
hope," he agreed.  He helped her run prints, coming up with an
answer.  The answer went to Valera for her to check against.  He
watched while she ran the test, which probably made her nervous but oh well. 
The cold case tech gave him funny looks but he didn't pay it any
attention.  "Valera?" he asked when she got an answer. 


She
printed it out and handed it to him.  "A match to the fingerprints,
Horatio, and he's not local." 


He
looked at the address.  "Okay then," he sighed. 
"Thank you."  She nodded, looking a bit worried.  "I
don't know yet, Valera.  We'll figure it out."  He walked back
to his office, going to call Mac.  He put His Grumpiness on speaker. 
"Mac?" 


"Horatio. 
What's wrong?" 


"Xander
got sent a heart in a box." 


"Interesting
present choice.   Are they up here?" 


"The
fingerprints and the DNA match, Mac."  That got a hum and Horatio
smiled. "Lunch?" 


"Trying
hard to avoid watching Don eat.  He's eating sausage at the moment. 
It's fairly disgusting.  Who is it?" 


Horatio
read off the name and last known address.  "I'm going through the
stored presents to see if any of the others came from him.  Also, expect
to hear from Raphael.  The family in the Middle East is at it again. 
He vowed to eat them this time."  Mac snickered.  "Have fun
ignoring Don and ask him if Tara's pregnant.  They'll be over the moon
about that and it'd give Xander someone to spoil for a while." 


"Hey,
Don, Horatio wants to know if your current eating issues are due to Tara being
pregnant?"  Mac laughed.  "He paused then blinked really
hard before running for his car, Horatio.  Thank you for sparing me
that." 


"Everyone
should have that scare once, Mac, and it would really please them." 


"It
would," he agreed.  "Protect your boy and we'll see you in a few
weeks I think." 


"Why?"



"Conference?"



"I
had forgotten." 


"Come
up, Horatio.  Have fun for the weekend.  Let Xander run wild in our
clubs instead of yours.  Show me the pictures of the lab."  He
hung up. 


Horatio
hung up feeling much better.  He went to check the other presents against
the NY zipcode the man was in.  Only one other present came from there and
it was a tasteful necklace with a raven pendant.  He bagged it carefully
and went to fume it himself just in case it came from the same source since it
didn't have a return address either. 


***



Horatio
got a call the next morning from Mac.  "Horatio," he
answered.  He listened.  "Hold on, Mac.  Let me get into my
office.  Call me in two?"  He smiled.  "Thank
you."  He hung up.  "Meeting, my office!  Now,
especially you, Speed and Ryan."  He headed up there, catching the
ringing phone as he walked in.  "Mac?"  He smiled and put
it on speaker.  "Thank you for getting onto that." 


"Oh,
we were pretty already there," Don offered. "By the way, she's
not.  I checked." 


"She's
not what?" Ryan asked. 



"I
was eating funny and Horatio wondered if we'd had an accident," Don
offered.  "She's not.  You can tell your wife, the nosy
one." 


"Sure,"
Ryan agreed with a grin.  "What's going on?" 


"What
we found was evidence of a suicide ring," Mac offered.  "We
found his note and he said he had his heart removed because life wasn't pretty
anymore without the beautiful one at his side."  Horatio moaned and
sat down with help from Speed. 


"So,
they killed themselves and had someone cut out organs?" Ryan asked. 


"Yup,
basically," Don agreed.  "We ran back into the guy with the
missing penis and stuff too.  Part of the same ring, guys.  We're
still tracking it.  Danny got really sick over this last night. 
Sheldon's 'fascinating' came through a very green mouth as well.  The guy
wasn't clean by any means.  I'm surprised no one called about the
mess." 


"He
was almost the only tenant in the house, Don," Mac reminded him. 
"Anyway, we have his address book and computer files.  That's how we
found out it's a ring.  We're tracking the others down.  We know most
of them aren't going to Xander.  So far we've found one other that went to
LA." 


"Thank
God," Speed prayed, looking up.  "Thanks for that small
favor."  Horatio swallowed.  "How many more do we
think?" 


"At
least three. Then the guy who's doing the cutting should be dying off but no
one's gonna cut him," Don offered.  "We're sorry as hell,
guys.  If we had figured this out sooner I would've stopped this
one.  It's just *wrong*." 


"At
least they sent it to Mayper instead of Xander directly this time,"
Horatio said calmly.  "Thank you, boys.  Anything else
relevant?" 


"Yeah,
the leather outfit came from the cutter," Don offered with a smirk.
"One of the emails said that he wanted Xander to wear it to his
funeral.  Knew him as Raven from somewhere." 


Speed
coughed.  "Not a clue where," he said when Horatio looked at
him.  "Dry throat."  That got a sigh and a nod. 
"I'll ask him."  He called out there. "Xander, me. 
Where did you use the name Raven?"  He listened, then he
groaned.  "When was that?  Thanks."  He hung up. 
"Aiden made it up.  It was specific to the birthday parties he
did.  Not the times he did it for fun or extra cash but when his former
boss sent him out for birthday parties, before he went for his
training."  Ian from IAB leaned in.  "Get in here. You
should hear it too." 


"So,
another fascinated stripper moment, huh?" Don asked slowly. 
"Why him?" 


"I
don't know, he hadn't even met Horatio then," Speed admitted. 


"Huh?"
Mac asked. 


"There's
a small family curse," Don explained to him.  "On Patrick's side
of the family. That for four years, everyone's going to give him pretty crap so
they're stronger thing, Mac." 


"Oh,
that.  You're right, that would've been before he met Horatio the first
time." 


Ryan
coughed.  "Xander as a stripper.  Has anyone watched the later
ones?" 


"I
did," Speed admitted.  "My boy has moves I don't." 


Eric
shook his head.  "I've seen it in the club.  He draws
predators," he said quietly.  "Always has, Speed.  The same
as his 'bad girl' habit back in Sunnydale probably was."  Speed
moaned at that.  "I'm guessing it's the same thing." 


"I
can ask Willow," Ryan promised.  Horatio nodded.  "Can you
guys let us know if you find any more of them sending stuff down?  We can
try to intercept it if you do." 


"We'll
try," Mac offered.  "We'll even try to stop the shipments from
this end.  By the way, Horatio, he's got a massive present from one
jewelry store.  When the collar came Don gave them mine and his cards and
asked them to not take anything else for Xander unless he asked himself. 
They said they couldn't do that for business reasons but since it was a stalker
situation they'd call us.  That's what she called it when she
called.  It did go to Mayper." 


"I'll
warn him," he agreed.  "Thank you, Mac." 


"Welcome,
Horatio.  I hope it stops sooner for you guys.  This is
annoying." 


"He'll
be doing another auction soon," Speed offered. "We can come up for
that." 


"Conference,
guys," Don reminded them.  "Few weeks from now, our hotels, our
city.  Come up.  You could all use the stress relief and Xander can
go wild up here for a bit."  He sounded like he was smiling.  "Please?"



"Sure,"
Speed agreed.  "We'll try to arrange it, Don.  Thank you." 


"Welcome,
boys," Mac agreed.  He hung up. 


Horatio
looked at them.  "Now we know." 


"I'll
call Mayper about the new hefty present," Speed offered, walking off to do
that. 


"As
soon as we know who I'll get on the shipments," Ryan promised.  Eric
nodded he'd help.  "Anything else come in?"  The boxes were
pointed at.  "Not jewelry?" 


"Some
stuffed animals.  The leather suit.  A few other things,"
Horatio admitted.  "I found a pendant that the donator of the heart
had given.  It's locked away at the moment.  I don't think Xander
wants to see it but I'll talk to him about it later." 


"What
about his grandparents?  Are they still getting some?" Calleigh
asked.  Horatio shrugged.  "I'll call Thomas to ask.  You
take some aspirin, Horatio.   How's Greg?" 


"Fine. 
A bit bored but mostly fine.  Calleigh, can you do conference
registration?"  She smiled and did that.  "Let Speed call
out there." 


"Sure. 
I can do that."  She went to arrange it and talk to the Chief to
brief him - before the gossip chain got back to him. 


Ian
looked at him. "Heart?" 


"New
York has a suicide ring," Eric said quietly.  "They're
committing suicide and letting someone cut out various parts to send to their
love interest since they can't live without them.  Xander got his second
the other day at Mayper's house." 


"When
diamonds won't do, say it in flesh and blood," Ryan quipped, then he
shuddered.  "I'm so glad Willow isn't under that curse."  He
walked off, going to do what he could with the new things they had.  He
came back for a box then went to process the packages. 


Ian
shuddered.  "Eww.  I'm so sorry, Horatio." 


"I'm
hoping they can stop it," Horatio admitted.  "The boxes are more
things Xander received from Mayper.  I picked them up at the same time as
the heart yesterday." 


"That's
fine."  He looked around the office then back at him.  "I
like your decorator.  Nice job, Horatio."  He took the other
boxes with Eric's help.  Then he went to catalog things with Ryan's
help.  Speed got very upset when he saw the presents, Ryan was less
emotional and the newest CSI always got the bad details. 


A
few hours Ryan came in wearing a disgusted face.  "I think we found
another in the ring, Horatio.  Just don't ask how."  He walked
off, going to find some ginger ale and go outside to take in some clean
air.  He'd get sick soon. 


Horatio
went to Ian's office, finding Alexx in there looking at a stuffed animal. 
"Please tell me they didn't put it inside a stuffed animal." 


"Horatio,
sugar, you don't want to know what they did but they were alive when they it
was removed," she admitted, taking the animal down to her morgue.  No
one would mind if she dissected the animal.  Even if it was a nice bear. 
She found another present inside and moaned, pulling out the pierced body
part.  Then she went to get sick herself. 


***



Mac
walked into the morgue the next day, looking at the photos handed to him. 
"Do we know who those belong to?" 


"I'm
not sure I want to know, Mac," Sid Hammerback, their ME said, handing over
the photos.  "I'm going to concur with Alexx Woods.  I've seen
many strange things.  I've seen many horrible things.  That is just
sick."  He walked off shaking his head. 


"Are
they in our system?" 


"Yes,"
he called.  "She's sending the parts up via courier, thankfully
without the stuffed animal they were in." 


"Stuffed
animal?" Mac asked, looking disgusted. 


Sid
came and found another picture, handing it to him.  Mac turned pale and
handed it back, picture side down.  "Exactly.  It was sent to
Xander.  She dissected the animal and found that inside.  Even she
got sick.  I'm  hoping it was a member of our new suicide ring but I
can't be certain until you find them."  He showed him the ID they had
gotten through DNA.  "Have fun with that and I'll be expecting a very
mangled body since that was very badly removed while the body was still
living."  Mac turned even more pale.  "Come on,
outside.  Fresh air will help."  He marched him outside, finding
Sheldon coming back.  He handed over the ID.  "Alexx Woods is
sending the remains she found in the stuffed animal." 


"Who
would desecrate a stuffed animal?" he asked. 


Sid
led him back to the morgue to give him the pictures.  "That
person.  They're his remains.  Go find it.  Mac's in no shape
and you have a stronger stomach since you worked down here." 


"Damn,"
he said.  He looked closer.  "Was that removed with a
spoon?" 


"She
said there were signs of pulling beforehand and it was removed while the victim
was alive," he said grimly.  "So go.  Shoo.  Find the
sick bastard who did this, please?"  Sheldon nodded, going to do that
with Danny.  Sid got Mac a can of his personal stash of ginger ale and
brought it out to him.  "Here you go, Mac.  I sent
Sheldon." 


"Thank
you," he said, looking at him.  "He's got to have a stronger
stomach." 


"I'd
hope so."  He sat down beside him.  "I don't know what to
tell you, Mac.  I don't understand the mentality of someone who would do
this."  Don came jogging up the stairs and looked at them. 
"Ask Sheldon when he gets back." 


"Another
one?" he asked hesitantly.  They both nodded. 
"Charming.  How bad?" 


"Stuffed
animals and things, Detective Flack.  Bad enough I felt sick and Mac felt
sick." 


"Uh-huh. 
I'll call the Doc and let him know to call me if they find
something."  He did that, walking off to get something to settle his
stomach for later. Then he called Tara.  "Sweetie, it's me.  I
may not be over tonight after all.  No, I'm anticipating a really nasty
scene.  Another of the suicide ring," he admitted. "You know
Sid, right?"  He grinned when she described him as a sweet and
loveable older man who told terrific stories.  "Yeah, him.  Even
he looked nauseous.  So did Mac," he told her.  "So if I'm
coming over, soup?"  He smiled.  "Thanks, baby.  I'll
come cuddle if nothing else.  We'll have it tomorrow night.  My
parents are coming over?  That's fine.  I'll eat crackers while you
guys eat then.  Sure, love you.  Tell them I might be late, tell my
Dad out of Mom's hearing.   She'll rant like Willow did at you about
Ryan being unfair because he wouldn't let her have any more lollipops. 
Exactly.  Thanks, baby.  See you tonight."  He hung up and
shook his head, nibbling on a cracker.  Then he called Doc. 
"It's me.  Let me know if we've got a body, okay?"  He
heard Danny retching in the background.  "I take it that's a
yes?"  He grimaced. "Sure.  Meet you there."  He
hung up and looked at Mac.  "Sheldon said Danny can't work the scene,
Mac.  He can't keep anything down." 


"I
don't blame him.  Is he at least off the scene?" Sid asked.  Don
nodded.  "Sheldon?" 


"Can't
go back in there he said.  He said it's that bad." 


"We've
seen worse," Mac sighed, getting up and taking his ginger ale with
him.  He finished his halfway there so he stopped to get them some more
and Danny something for his stomach.  He parked and gave Danny what he
needed, giving Sheldon the other ginger ale.  "That bad?" 


Sheldon
looked at him.  "I worked the Towers, Mac.  I've seen bomb
scenes.  I've seen other air accident scenes.  I'm not going back in
there.  I'll quit first." 


Mac
went to look then came back down the stairs.  "Let's remove the body
first.  I'll do long distance shots."  That got a nod and he
took Danny's camera.  He shot them from the doorway and front
stairs.  Then he paged the ME.  Sheldon and Danny took deep breaths
and came up with them, masks already in place.  He took his and they went
to start the clean up process. 


***



Don
walked into the house that night, holding up a hand.  "Let me
bathe," he ordered.  "Tara, can I please have some crackers,
baby?" 


"It's
in the bathroom with the lemon stuff Xander got Aiden," she promised,
giving him a look.  "Dinner won't be ready for another half-hour,
Don."  He nodded and gave her a weak smile, heading up there. 
She looked at his mother.  "A suicide ring," she said
quietly.  That got a nod. 


Don's
father followed him upstairs.  "You okay, son?" 


Don
looked at him.  "Mac got sick twice, Dad.  Our former ME Sheldon
got sick.  Danny got sick.  I got sick.  It was that bad. 
One body."  That got a nod and a clap on the back.  "We've
got a suicide ring."  His father frowned.  "They're killing
themselves then someone will come and hack bits out to send to their love
interest.  Xander's gotten two, we know one went to LA.  Today's was
hidden in a stuffed animal sent to Xander.  It was the third one and it
was about four days old."  That got a shudder.  "I swear,
dad.  I've seen chainsaws make less of a mess."  He finished
stripping down and went into the bathroom, finding the lemon scented candles
lit and the shower ready for him.  He took the lemon oil and herb gel in
with him.  That then his regular soap and shampoo and he felt nearly human
and didn't feel like he stunk anymore.  He came out and found sweats and a
t-shirt on the bed, smiling at his girl's thoughtful touches.  He blew out
the candles, letting them scent him.  They smelled fresh and clean. 
He finished his crackers as he headed down.  "Sorry, people." 


"It's
all right, Don," his mother soothed, giving him a hug.  "That
smells wonderful.  What is it?" 


"Eric,
one of the CSI down with Horatio and them, took Xander shopping for
Aiden," Don explained.  "They went to this fancy, upscale place
and found this lemon and herb body acne treatment.  It works just as well
for bad and smelly scenes.  Aiden called up and told us how great it was
so I picked up a bottle.  Expensive as crap but works.  I smell
right, right?"  She smiled and nodded. "Thanks, Ma." 
He kissed Tara.  "Thank you for babying me, baby."  She
smiled and stroked his cheek. "They'll run out of each other soon
enough," he promised.  "There can't be too many
left."  She gave him a cuddle.  "I love you." 


"Why
hasn't this been on the news?" his father asked. 


"Because
we didn't want it to start a fad or get copycats, Dad." 


"That's
reasonable," his mother agreed.  "Now, come sit.  Dinner's
nearly ready, Don."  She ushered him into his seat and had her
husband carry out everything this time.  "This is a charming
house."  Tara smiled. 


"It's
Patrick's and Raphael's," Don told her, smiling at them.  "Oh,
Tara, they might be passing back through soon.  That family's at it
again.  Horatio warned Mac day before yesterday of that."  She
smiled and shrugged.  "You take a vow of silence?" 


"I
don't mind if they come home.  It's their home," she reminded
him.  He grinned and kissed her.  "I had lunch with your sister
on campus." 


"She
stalk you again?"  Tara nodded. "You okay?" he prompted. 


"We're
fine.  She went over wedding things.  I'll be a
bridesmaid."  Don smiled at that.  "We'll be wearing
orange."  His mother snickered.  "I know, it's tradition to
make the bride shinier on her day."  She nodded.  "But I'm
happy to be included."  She stroked Don's hand.  "That
means you have to stand up for her boyfriend." 


"I
probably will anyway," he agreed.  She smiled at that and held his
hand while they dug into dinner.  His stomach was settled enough to eat
and he'd have leftovers later when he was fully better.  His father gave
him an understanding look.  Someone rang the bell so he went to get it,
smiling at Danny.  "What's up?" 


"What's
the name of that lemon stuff Aiden bragged on?  I didn't pick up any
before." 


Don
led him upstairs and to the bathroom, letting him have the rest of his
bottle.  "There, I'll get more."  Danny nodded, heading
home again.  Don came back down.  "He didn't pick it up when
Aiden called."  He sat down again and took Tara's hand again, smiling
at her, getting one back.  "It'll be over with soon."  She
nodded and gave his hand a squeeze, digging in again with her other hand. 
Don started to eat again too.  "So, how were your days?" he
asked them. 


"Tiring,"
his father admitted.  "I cut the grass."  His wife swatted
him.  "I did."  Someone walked in and he looked.
"Patrick," he said blandly. 


"Don." 
He and Raphael walked in, both of them hugging Tara, making her blush, and Don,
making him smile.  He held his hand out to Don's mother.  "Mrs.
Flack.  Patrick Benis." 


"Charmed,
Patrick.  Sit and eat with us?" 


"We're
exhausted from the flight," he offered, stroking Tara's hair, making her
smile at him.  "I'll go rest and we'll talk the next time they come
over.  All right?"  Everyone nodded.  "This is
Raphael, my husband."  He nodded at that.  He looked at
Don.  "Lemons?" 


"Suicide
ring, Uncle Pat." 


"I
heard Thomas swearing about that.  We're breaking on our way to Yemen to
talk to the ambassador about that troublesome family.  We'll see you
tomorrow, family."  He walked up the stairs with Raphael's
help.  "Thank you, Sire." 


"Welcome,
my childe," he soothed, tucking him into bed.  He came down the back
stairs to get some tea then went back up.  He knew Don's father still
hated Patrick and they would respect that.   He found Don Senior in
there.  "He's tired." 


"That's
fine.  I heard he's sick."  He looked at him. 
"Husband?" 


"Sire,
same thing to us.  It started with how Xander explained it." 
That got a faint smile.  "We don't mean to intrude." 


"As
Tara said it's your house," he noted.  "We good to finish
dinner?" 


"Of
course.  We've just flown up from Miami.  He needs to
rest."  That got a nod and he left them alone.  He put the tea
down beside Patrick, getting in behind him to cuddle him while he slept. 
He needed the comfort and Raphael needed to make more memories of him. 


Don
Senior sat down again. "Patrick's already asleep and the other one has tea
for them both."  Tara nodded at that, wiping her mouth and going up
to tuck them in.  "She does fuss." 


"She
loves to fuss," Don agreed with a small smile.  "You two ever
going to make up, Dad?"  He looked at his father. "She died
while traveling.  Not like he could've prevented it.  She got
sick." 


His
father slumped and nodded at that.  "Then he ran." 


"That's
grief, Dad.  What would you do if you lost Mom?" 


"Die,"
he said honestly.  "You?" 


"Probably
the same if I lost Tara.  I'm hoping Mac would make sure it wasn't by my
own hand.  Danny definitely would."  Tara came down and hugged
him. "It's fine, Tara." 


She
looked at him.  "You can't die if I do."  He looked at
her.  "I said so, Don.  You can't.  I can't make anyone
else die." 


He
pulled her into his lap to cuddle.  "I'll try my best, Tara, but
sometimes losing love is destructive to the soul.  That's why Patrick went
to God for a while when he lost Xander's Grandma."  She nodded,
snuggling into his chest.  "I'd do my best, baby.  You have my
word on that.  Okay?"  She nodded, smiling into his
throat.  "They having cuddles?"  She blushed, he could feel
it.  "Good.  Then they're comfy and you need to eat, my
woman."  He pulled her plate over and handed her his fork. 
"Eat."  She blushed but dug in, staying in his lap.  He
stroked her back and looked at his father.  "You could try,
Dad." 


"I'm
an old man and set in my ways." 


"What
would you call him?" he snorted. 


"Point. 
I'll try while they're here, son."  Tara gave him a smile and a hand
squeeze.  "Thank you, dear.  I wish my own daughter were like
you instead of the heathen brat she is."  His wife swatted him again.
"She is.  She terrorized the cake shop the other day." 


"Yeah,
well, I was eating funny the other day," Don admitted.  They both
stared at them in awe. 


"Not
me," Tara said quickly, ducking her head to eat another bite. 


"I'll
make your sister take a test, Don.  Thank you," his mother said,
going to call her from her cellphone on the back porch.  "Dear, it's
Mommy."  She smiled at the complaining noises.  "Dear, he's
a man.  He'll never understand seating charts.  No, I was wondering if
you wanted to make another announcement?  Perhaps like we should be
throwing you a baby shower?   Hmm, it would mean you'd have to have
the dress fitted later, dear.  Perhaps you should check, for
me?"  Her daughter hung up but called back twenty minutes later ranting.
"Thank you, baby.  You just made me very happy.  No, Don got
some of your food cravings, darling.  It'll be okay.  I
promise.  We'll handle it."  She smiled when her daughter
slammed down the phone.  "You pegged it," she called as she
walked back inside.  "The back yard is wonderful." 


Don
blushed at that.  "We've had a few special dinners out there,
Ma."  Tara went bright red. 


His
father smiled. "It's good he blushes over you, Tara. Means I don't have to
steal you for my own coddling and make you his sister."  She giggled
at that.  "So, I'm going to be a grandfather?"  She smirked
and nodded. "Let's hope the kid turns out more like Donny or Tara than her
then."  He drank his water, making Tara chuckle.  "Deserves
a toast," he said with a grin.  She swatted him but went back to eating,
comfortable in Don's lap. 


***



Xander
hung up the phone.  "Thomas?"  He peeked out of the kitchen
since they were at Patrick's house.  "That was Grandsire.  Don's
sister is pregnant.  Not Tara." 


"Shoot." 
He went back to his sandwich making with Greg.  They came out and sat
around in the garden room.  Xander had Holly in his lap petting the poor
baby.  "I don't know how she got pregnant." 


"With
Thumper here?" Greg teased.  "How do you think." 


"Don't
remind me.  The dog tried to hump my coffee this morning," Thomas
complained.  Horatio snickered at that.  "Are you guys sure you
don't want to go into hiding?" 


"I'm
needed on scenes and to do the never-ending paperwork that comes with
command," Horatio pointed out. 


"I'll
have to go back to Vegas sometime," Greg agreed.  Xander
pouted.  "I love you two but I'm not ready to move yet, Xander. 
I wish I was.  Our lab is a family like Miami's is."  That got a
nod and he went back to paying attention to the dog. 


"It
happens, Greg," Thomas assured him.  "You'll figure it out over
time."  That got a nod. 

"With the way the population of the US is growing we might just be one big
city soon," Xander offered. That got a grin. "Did they make it to New
York okay?"  That got a nod.  "Good."  He held
Horatio's hand, earning a smile.  "You should eat too." 


"I
ate with you already.  Greg was sleeping in."  That got a shy
smile.  "It's fine, Xander."  He kissed him.  "We
are going to take Holly for a walk in the garden.  Greg, you eat and we'll
spoil you silly later."  That got a grin and he took Xander and the
dog with him out into the garden for a stroll.  It was beautiful here,
even at night.  He shuddered in horror at the house itself but the rest of
the property was very pretty.  Holly found her master having dinner and
Xander let her go when she yanked on her leash, watching as she went to beg him
for some of his food.  He chuckled and fed it to her, nodding at them to
keep going.  They went on, enjoying the quiet for the night.  Greg
came out to join them and took his other side, taking his other hand to
hold.  He smiled at him and Greg grinned back so they kept walking until
they were all tired, then they went to the guest room for the night.  That
way whoever had broken into Xander's earlier could be caught faster. 


***



Xander
woke up when someone covered his mouth, finding someone sneering down at him.
Someone he didn't know.  He went into crisis mode and beat at them, then
kicked at him, knocking him backward.  "Horatio!" he snapped,
getting up to beat the shit out of the man who dared come near his mates. 
The man fought back, or at least he tried really hard, but Xander's first step
was to break one of his hands. His scream echoed down the halls.  Xander
finally got him knocked out and panted over the body, looking at him.  He
looked at the bed.  "Horatio?"  He walked over to shake him
but he wasn't waking up.  He had a pulse, he was breathing but he wasn't
awake.  He felt, no magic.  He called 911. 


"This
is Xander Harris.  I'm at the Benis estate, three up from the bridge to
Star Island.  Yes, there.  I don't know, I'm in the house.  We
have an intruder down but no one's waking up.  I don't know. They've got
pulses, no immediate injuries.  Yes, there's officers and guards here,
ma'am.  Please.  I'll have the gate open and drag the stupid intruder
down to the foyer as well."  He found Horatio's cuffs once he had
hung up and cuffed him, then drug him down by his feet, letting his head hit
all the stairs.  He found the gate console on the wall and opened it,
rushing outside.  "Guys!" he yelled. "Intruders!" 


He
heard Holly, getting down to pet her.  A cop car screamed in. 
"Everyone but me and the dog.  There's three buildings.  The
intruder's cuffed in the hallway.  Lieutenant Caine and CSI Sanders from
Las Vegas are upstairs in the last room in the second hallway on the
left."  He went inside to check.  "Okay, Holly.  We've
got to find everyone.  Think you can?"  She barked. 
Paramedics pulled in.  "You've got this house, three guest houses
with staff and guards down on the grounds.  She's trained and we'll take a
guy with us.  I have no idea why they won't wake up or how the intruder
woke me." 


"Found
a gas canister on him," the officer reported.  "I'll go with
you, kid.  Shoes?" 


"Nothing
that harmful."  He stopped a paramedic.  "There's four HIV
positive people on staff.  A lot of the others are sick for other
reasons."  That got a nod and they called for backup while he got the
ground's lights and Holly's collar, leading her out to find the others. 
They found the guards gassed and fallen in their spots.  Xander ran back
to get the ATV and used it to cart the bodies back for easier pickup. 
More paramedics and officers were reporting and he got the others found and
back to the main site while the new teams swept the house and the guest
houses.  He swept the garden, finding one last one, Holly's Master. 
He whistled and one of the guys in the guest house came out.  "He's
her handler." 


"Sure." 
They got down to give him oxygen.  "It doesn't look like it's a
harmful gas." 


"All
I know is that the intruder woke me by putting a hand over my mouth," he
admitted.  "I have not a clue otherwise." 


"Are
you a resident?" the officer helping him asked. 


"Patrick's
my grandfather.  Due to someone breaking into my house today he ordered me
to bring my family over here.  Has anyone seen a little tan and black
mottled mutt that humps everything?" 


"Thumper's
in the kitchen," one officer yelled.  He came to the back door. 
"Xander, your stalker was found earlier.  He hung himself in your
work area.  Delko had it and I responded." 


"How
long ago?" 


"About
twenty minutes, kid.  I came from there.  Where's your
grandfather?" 


"He
and Grandsire are both in New York before going to Yemen to eat some people who
keep sending me shit." 


"Okay. 
Come back inside?"  He nodded, bringing Holly with him. 
"We've already found the gas canister on the ventilation system. 
Everyone should be fine.  We're taking them all as a precaution.  I
need you to go get dressed and come right back down."  He saw
Xander's look at the intruder.  "He needs a CT, Xander." 


"I
drug him down the stairs.  I wasn't about to leave him up there with them
vulnerable."  He jogged up the stairs, dodging around someone to get
into his room.  "His name's Greg Sanders.  He's a CSI out of Las
Vegas." 


"Why
was he in bed with Lieutenant Caine?" one paramedic asked. 


"For
the same reason I was?" he suggested dryly.  That just got a
nod.  He stripped out of his sweats and put on real clothes, including
shoes this time, then went back down.  "I'm bringing Holly." 


"That's
fine.  We put Thumper out in the garden shed.  He tried a gurney and
a downed person."  That got a nod from Xander, who shook his head
afterward.  "Are you going to fix him?" 


"He
is.  He was fixed last week," Xander told him.  "We've been
thinking about making him impotent."  That got a smirk and he was led
out to a car, getting in with Holly in the back.  "Be a good girl,
Holly.  She's pregnant, is it going to affect her?" 


"Shouldn't. 
It was a fast acting sedative gas."  He headed off after one of the
ambulances.  "So, two boys?"  Xander nodded, beaming at
him.  "He's cute." 


"He's
a level one CSI out of Las Vegas." 


"Cool. 
Cute hair too."  He grinned at him and sped up, flipping on the
lights to get around some late night traffic.  "Can you call anyone
to get them there to handle the house?" 


Xander
concentrated and his phone landed in his hand.  Fortunately he had a lot
of his grandfather's people's numbers on hand.  "Thomas, it's
Xander.  Wake up now!" he ordered.  The phone was snatched from
the answering machine's grasp.  "Someone gassed the house with a
sedative.  So far Holly and I are the only ones up.  I left the gates
open, there's cops crawling all over the house.  We had an intruder, he
woke me up out of the gas I guess.  The field lights are on so you'll get
complaints from the neighbors too probably.  On my way to the ER with my
boys.  Officer Jackson has me and Holly.  Thumper's in the garden
shed.  For the same reason you made him go outside in the rain,
Thomas.  He was trying a downed body."  He smiled. 
"Thanks, University.  Bless you."  He hung up. 
"He'll be right there." 


Jackson
radio'd back.  "Captain Sterling, Jackson." 


"Anything
new to report?" 


"The
head guard for the Benis estate is headed back there at high speed to handle
anything left on the grounds.  I've got Harris and their guard dog with
me, going after his boyfriend and the others."  He released the
button. 


"I'll
meet you there, Officer Jackson.  Ask him about the guy in cuffs?"
another voice, female this time, asked. 


"He
was an intruder, woke Mr. Harris up..." 


"I
had to kick his ass and knock him out." 


"Mr.
Harris reported an altercation when he was woken up.  He drug him down to
open the gates for us after calling for help."  He hung up. 


"Roger.
See you there.  Keep him there, Jackson," she said. 


"Okay,"
Xander agreed.  "Though I don't think I should be in trouble for
defending myself.  The guy was sneering at me."  He
yawned.  "It's been a long day and I'm tired." 


"As
you should be," he agreed.  He pulled into the ER's parking lot and
got him inside. "Two of them are his," he told a nurse.  
"Lieutenant Caine and CSI Sanders.  He's a young blond man with a
tan." 


"They
should've been right with each other," Xander offered.  She looked at
the dog then at him.  "Our guard dog." 


"That's
fine, sir.  Do you have authority to treat?" 


"We've
signed the preliminary but not totally.  We're still doing that
paperwork.  I can call his sister-in-law but I'm the only family he has
outside of her.  Greg's my other boyfriend." 


"They're
a trio," Jackson said at her confused look. 


"Uh-huh."



"To
make it simpler, I'm a Master and Greg's mine.  Horatio's mine for other
reasons."  That got a stronger nod and she took pity on him, giving
him what they knew already.  Then he had to wait like everyone else,
though they did bring him back to identify people.  He'd soothe Greg down
later about putting it that way, even spoil him to get out of the pouting. 


***



Raphael
answered the phone.  "What?"  He listened then nodded
once.  "Any idea who, Thomas?"  That got a second
nod.  "Everyone all right?"  He smirked at that. 
"Who?"  That got a third nod.  "Of course.  We're
here.  Keep us informed; if they charge him do everything in your power to
get him free on bail, no matter the cost.  Thank you."  He hung
up and looked at the sleepy vampire just waking up to stare at him.  "Someone
broke into the house, gassed everyone, and went after Xander.  Woke him up
out of the gas to do that.  Xander kicked him around a bit, drug him down
the stairs after calling for help, and then took Holly to find downed
bodies.  They're at the hospital right now and Xander's identified most of
the people on the staff for them.  A few he doesn't know the names of but
Thomas can do that."  That got a nod.  "They should all be
fine, Patrick.  They said it was a sedative gas." 


"Are
they going to charge him for protecting himself and his boys?" he asked
quietly. 


"If
they do, Gordon's down there.  I left orders to do whatever was
necessary."  That got a faint smile.  "The intruder was
still knocked out the last Thomas knew.  He's called Speed in to help and
sent him his ID file of employees so the rest can be identified." 


"Holly?"



"Apparently
the only one not affected.  Thomas said she's with our boy." 
That got a better smile.  "He's probably driving some nurse insane at
the moment trying to fuss over his boys." 


"There's
no probably about it, Sire, I would be," Patrick said dryly.  Don
knocked and leaned in.  "Someone attacked the house.  Gassed
everyone.  Woke Xander out of the haze and Xander beat him for us. 
Then he called for help and helped find the others on the grounds." 


"If
they charge him I'll help bomb their DA's office," Don agreed, heading
back to bed to tell Tara, who scowled.  "Not my fault," he said
sheepishly. 


"No
but they're going to be feeling it," she vowed.  She called
Willow.  She knew that waking Willow was a bad thing, that evil things
could happen because she was cranky when she first woke up.  Even the fact
that she woke Ryan at the same time wasn't going to help much this time. 
She filled her in and Willow started to swear, making her smile. 
"We're too far away but we've got his grandfather and sire up here,
Willow.  Let us know if you need us to come down or something?" 
She smiled at the assurance that she wouldn't need help this time. 
"Love you."  She hung up and cuddled Don.  "I woke her
and Ryan up." 


"Ooooh,"
he said, wincing at that.  Waking a CSI or a cop out of a dead sleep was
always a bad thing.  You got surly officers who tried to eat people. 
Ryan wouldn't be much different.  He snuggled in.  "We'll
protect each other from the grumps."  She hummed and stroked through
his hair, making him smile.  "Love you." 


"Love
you too, much more than Willow."  He chuckled and gave her a
squeeze.  "Sleep before you become a grumpy cop," she teased. 


"There's
a cure for that," he teased back. 


"Not
with others in the house," she squeaked, going so red he almost
worried.  "They'll *know*." 


"Sweetie,
they already know that we're together.  They could probably smell the last
time we made love.  I'm sure they're doing the same thing."  She
shook her head.  "If you want I'll stick with cuddles and chew on
Danny tomorrow."  He put his head down, purely satisfied with that
much.  She went back to stroking over his hair and back and he fell asleep
that way. 


***



Willow
woke up to the phone, which she hated.  She listened to Tara's quiet
words.  "Excuse me?" she yelled.  Ryan woke up at
that.  Tara explained further.  "That mother fucking
idiot.  I'll castrate him and then sew the parts into his hiney! 
He'll never get away with hurting him!  I'll make the Goddess weep with
what I do to him!"  She heard the quiet offer.  "Oh, no,
love, I don't need the help.  I promise you I won't need the
help."  She smiled at the quiet 'love you'.  "Love you too,
Tara."  She hung up and looked at Ryan, who was holding onto his
knees.  "Patrick's house was gassed." 


"Weren't
the trio there?" he asked, looking a bit confused.  She nodded. 
"They okay?" 


"The
intruder who did it needed to have Xander kick his ass.  Everyone else was
out but the dog."  He quirked an eyebrow at that.  "They're
still out." 


"We
can go," he agreed, getting up to find clothes.  He found her putting
on an older 'Sunnydale' outfit and groaned.  "No hunting needed,
dear." 


"I
won't have to.  He's in the hospital," she agreed, grabbing her
purse.  She slid into her shoes.  "We'll be back soon, Miss
Kitty."  She walked out, making Ryan catch up.  She got to the
ER right after Speed did.  "Where's Xander?  How is he?" 


Speed
looked at them.  "Who told you two?" 


"Tara,"
Ryan said, smothering a yawn.  "Everyone okay?" 


"So
far.  The intruder isn't waking up yet.  Xander drug him down the
stairs."  Willow stomped off.  "You can't do that," he
snapped. 


"Bet
me!"  She continued on and the nurses got out of her way, and the
guys chasing her.  They picked her up and carried her off. 
"He'll fucking well pay for hurting my Xander buddy and others! 
Including the dog and her puppies!" she screamed, struggling but they were
cops and used to struggling people. 


Ryan
made her look at him.  "Go help Xander wake his boys up.  All right? 
We can take care of the intruder.  You can even have the DA if one comes
to have him arrested."  She kissed him and headed back inside at a
jog.  He looked at Speed. "Sorry, man, I had to give her
someone." 


"That's
okay.  Better than I'd do."  He heard a nurse scream and sighed,
heading in there.  "Down, Holly!"  She sat and glared at
the human.  "She's a trained guard dog.  Trained in bombs
mostly.  Have you been touching explosive materials or fertilizer? 
Heart medication?"  She slowly shook her head. "Are you
sure?" 


"Yes,"
she said weakly. "She's going to eat me." 


"No
she won't," Ryan promised.  "Good girl, Holly.  Go guard
the Xander."  The dog went back in there.  "Pet her,
Xander." 


"Such
a good girl," he cooed, petting her.  "Very good girl. 
Granddaddy would be very proud of you and so would Sire.  So would your
Daddy Tony.  Yes he would." 


Speed
looked at her.  "We'll have to scan you, Nurse."  She gave
him a horrified look.  "It's not hard.  We've got an electronic
nose.  I can have it brought."  She nodded and he walked her
into an empty cubicle while calling the nightshift CSI to bring it to
him.  It was brought by one of the officers coming in to be checked for
traces of the explosive.  He ran it over her, finding it all over her
shirt.  "Who was on your stomach?" he asked. 


"A
person who was just brought in," she admitted, leading him and his machine
that way.  He scanned the patient and got the cleared officer to come in
and deal with him.  He had chemical burns.  He had residue from TNT. 
He was going to be questioned once he was stable.  "They'll need to
know why and who brought him in." 


"Of
course," she agreed. "Who are you?" 


"CSI
Speedle.  Second in command in the lab during dayshift."  She
nodded and went to make that note, then to change her shirt while someone else
got the forms for him.  She did not want to be bitten by that dog. 
Or even pounced.  It had been a scary thing! 


Speed
handed the CSI the electronic nose again.  "That guy in there,"
he said, pointing.  "Chemical burns, traces of TNT all over
him.  Have fun with that." 


"Thanks,
really.  What's this?" 


"They
were at Xander's grandfather's house and someone gassed it.  Including the
guards on patrol.  The guy in cubicle 12 was the intruder who woke Xander
up and made Xander kick his ass."  That just got a nod and she went
to help the officers while he went to check on Xander, Horatio, and Greg. 
The dog was up on her master's bed, laying on his feet staring at him.
"He'll wake up soon, Holly."  He looked at Xander. "Where's
Willow?" 


"With
some of the other guards.  I made her help them."  That got a
nod and a faint smile.  "Who woke her up?  She's seriously sleep
deprivation grumpy tonight." 


"Tara,"
he said dryly.  An officer walked in with a notepad.  "Statement
time?" 


"Have
to, Speedle.  Just checking on everyone.  Who's the blond?" 


"CSI
Sanders out of Las Vegas," Xander told him.  "There's an
assassin after him and Horatio so Grandfather ordered us to stay at his place
while he's off taking care of someone who sent me more crap I don't want. 
Grandfather's in New York if you need verification." 


"No,
that's okay," he promised, looking at him.  "The intruder's
pretty badly beaten up, young man." 


"I
had to!  He woke me up and sneered at me. He was going to attack.  I did
shove him at first and he attacked me.  So I beat his ass.  Then I
called for help, cuffed him, and drug him down the stairs.  I wasn't about
to leave him in the same room as Horatio and Greg while they were
vulnerable.  I'm not sure he's not the assassin bastard." 


That
got a nod and he wrote it down.  "Do you know the name of the
assassin bastard?" 


"I
know he uses a white rose as a symbol.  I know we had an influx of snakes
a few months back.  I know he's broken into Greg's house, Horatio's house,
and we thought my house but I heard that the guy who broke into mine committed
suicide in my work area?" he asked his dad.  Speed shrugged.
"They said Eric and Calleigh had it." 


"They
might have.  Calleigh didn't look pleased when she got home." 
He found the wall phone and called her.  "It's me. The suicide in
Xander's house?"  He just nodded.  "Thanks. 
Hospital.  Everyone's okay just gassed."  He hung up. 
"Part of the suicide ring." 


"Eww."



"Very. 
He had some very pretty brand new tattoos on him about his love for you and how
his body would shower you with the love you needed.  It also said as he
melted it would slowly wrap around you until you drowned in the love." 


"Very
eww," Xander complained. 


"Yeah. 
That might be the assassin," he agreed.  "We can take prints to
verify against what we found in Greg's and Horatio's places." 


"Already
done and they're being run, Speedle," the officer assured him. 
"I was told I'd be called if and when they came through."  He
looked at Xander again.  "Do you remember the fight?" 


"Not
every move.  I know I broke his hand first after he attacked.  He
screamed. I usually go for jaw or stomach shots, then chest shots to knock
someone back then down.  I think I stomped on his knee once too.  Not
real certain about that."  That got a nod and he wrote that
down.  "I'm not a berserker anything, Officer.  I'm really
not.  I was protecting my boys." 


"I
can understand that, sir.  I find no fault in you protecting your
lovers."  He smiled at him.  "Dragging him down the stairs
was a bit excessive but I wouldn't have left him up there either.  We'll
get it figured out by the time they wake up if we're lucky."  That
got a gentle smile from him.  "One last question.  No implements
in the house?" 


"Not
as far as I know.  I know there's a few swords and I might've grabbed one
if he had been a challenge.  He wasn't so I didn't.  But no,
Grandfather and Grandsire aren't into the lifestyle if that's what you're
asking." 


"It
was.  Thank you, sir.  I'll file this with your statement.  I'll
have it brought to you for signing."  Xander nodded and shook his
hand.  "I hope they're okay, sir." 


"Have
you heard they wouldn't be?" he asked, starting to look alarmed. 
"They said they'd be fine, it was just a sedative.  Are they saying
something different since the lab's got the gas canister now?" 


"No,
sir, nothing like that has been said," he promised.  "I can
check if you want."  Xander nodded, leaning down to check on Horatio
then moving to check on Greg again.  He looked at Speed.  "I
fussed over my wife that way when she was giving birth."  He went to
check with the nurses, getting assurances everyone would be waking up by the
morning.  He went back in there.  "They're saying they should
wake by morning shift change, sir."  Xander relaxed and kissed
Horatio's temple.  "I'll leave you in private," he said before
leaving.  He went to report to his boss and the DA waiting about what he
had said and seen.  No cold blooded killer fussed over their lovers like
that.  He didn't care who said what about the guy having a cult of serial
killers to him.  Delko stomped in and paused in front of them. 
"They said your boss and the others should wake up by morning shift
change.  Speedle's son is fussing himself to death.  The dog is on
her master's bed.  He's panicking when new news comes in.  Does he
really have a cult?" 


"They
consider Xander a paragon of purity and cleanliness," Eric told them
all.   "They're watching him to see how to stay pure and not
kill."  That got a smile from the officer and the nightshift head of
the lab.  The DA still scowled.  "Not his fault.  They
formed without him knowing.  We've kept an eye on them.  They did
things like steal the guns that were stolen off Xander.  They're keeping
them in a shrine.  Every now and then we make sure they don't have more of
them.  They like to talk to Father Benis about ways to sublimate and how
to move on after abuse and things.  They talk to Speed now and then about
Xander and how he's managing it.  They're fairly nice guys, even for
having been really badly hurt.  They all want to stay clean and
pure."  That got some smiles and even the DA cracked one. 
"They pounced Horatio last week and wouldn't let him into the hummer, said
they needed to tell him about a member that was having troubles.  Made him
go talk to him and get him back down.  They blockaded the hummer until the
guy was better."  That the DA cracked a smile at.  "They
even like Xander's dog Thumper." 


"That
dog is strange," the officer noted, looking at him. 


"He's
fixed and he still humps *everything*," Eric assured him. "We have
anything?" 


Nightshift's
supervisor handed over the reports.  "Everything. Gas was a
sedative.  Major tank on the A/C.  Smaller one was nearly
exhausted.  Probably used on the guards. Looks to be relieved with some
rest and oxygen.  The intruder's prints matched what Las Vegas and we had
from Horatio's and Sander's break-ins.  Does not match the earlier one at
Speed's son's place however."  Eric just nodded at that. "That
one did match to someone else however."  He handed over that report
with a smirk.  "Who did the boy piss off this time?" 


Eric
looked then at him.  "He sent him a diamond collar a few months
back.  Mayper found out."  He handed it back.  "Did we
pick them up?" 


"They're
up in New Hampshire on retreat.  I let them know.  It's not
pretty.  They're going to find him and extradite to us.  Any word on
Caine?" 


Eric
texted Speed, getting back a 'napping'.  "Still sleeping so Xander's
still fussing." 


That
got a nod from all the officers.  "When will I be able to question
him coherently?" the DA asked. 


"Never,"
Eric assured her.  "Xander has a pretty good case of ADHD.  He
babbles.  If you're expecting him to act like normal people, you'll be old
and gray before he does."  He looked at Adam, the supervisor. 
"So, if the intruder matches, are we going to go there and arrest his
broken ass?" 


"We
should," he agreed happily.  "Who did Speed catch that he needed
the nose?" 


"Not
a clue."  He texted that to Speed and got back a 'holly marked a
nurse, the guy was positive for chem, TNT'.  He showed it to Adam, who
just nodded and walked off.  "Okay, anything else?" he
asked.  The other officer walked off.  He looked at the DA. 
"You're going to charge him for protecting himself and his
boyfriends?" 


"Boyfriends?"
she sneered. 


He
looked at her then smirked.  "Caine's his boyfriend."  She
went pale.  "So, are we?"  She shook her head and stomped
off.  "Have a nice night," he called after her.  He went to
gather what he needed and went to the ER to hand it to Speed, who smirked at
him and nodded at Xander.  The boy was curled up on Horatio's bed with
him, but one hand was stretched over to hold Greg's hand.  "They wake
up?" 


"Xander
got Greg up finally.  Apologized for busting their *other*
relationship."  That got a nod.  "DA?" 


"Scared
to death of Horatio, still," he said, sounding happy about it. 
"She sneered at the phrase boyfriends so I mentioned he was
Horatio's.  She walked off very pale and nearly leaving a trail of wetness."



Speed
grinned.  "I've been a good influence on you, Eric.  I'm so
proud!" 


"If
you hug me, I'm smacking you," he promised. 


"Boys,
not even Xander can sleep through you two playing," Horatio said
quietly.  "Shut up." 


"Sorry,
H," they said together. 


"But
hey, now that you're awake the nurses want to know," Speed offered.
"Caine's awake," he called.  The nurses came in to check on them
and one tried to move Xander.  He and the dog both growled. 
"Um, just don't.  Please."  She nodded and worked around the
boy.  Holly put her head back down.  "You, grumpy, go lick your
master or act like Thumper."  She got up and licked her master until
he groaned and swatted at her.  "Up and at 'em, boy!" Speed
snapped.  He looked at him.  "Morning.  Happy nap?" 


"What
happened?" he asked, sounding tired. 


"Bad
guy, gassed, in the ER," Eric summarized. 


"Who?"



"Guy
who broke into Horatio and Greg's places but not the guy who broke into
Xander's either time today."  The guard looked at him. 
"She wasn't gassed.  He woke up Xander."  That got an evil
smirk and he went back to resting, even if his dog did bother him. 
"Come on, Holly, I'll take you out," he promised.  She got up
and followed him, going to use the bushes in the smoking area. 


Speed
looked at him. "Xander's in super fuss mode." 


"Good! 
I like that.  It means his boy will be smiling tomorrow." 


"Only
if I get back to sleep.  Otherwise I'm going to murder a suspect,"
Horatio warned.  The nurse left him alone, leaving him to shift onto his
side so he could hold Xander.  He looked at Greg's bed and it moved closer
with a small touch of magic.  "Thank you," he whispered. 
He took his hand to hold as well and let the other arm curl around Xander's
chest.  It was enough for now.  "I want a full report
tomorrow." 


"Sure,"
Speed agreed, backing out, leaving them alone.  He looked at the
nurses.  "Just don't.  Really.   Horatio is an evil
bastard if you wake him up."  Something flew out of the curtain and
nearly hit him.  "Not to mention Xander when you wake him
up."  He walked her off.  "Let them wake up.  Around
six or so go ahead and put an alarm in there.  They'll be grumpy but able
to move."  She nodded, going to make a note that they were violent
when woken.  He went outside to call Thomas.  "People are
starting to wake up.  Horatio's already woken up and growled for us waking
him up.  She's fine too.  Eric, how's Holly?  Thomas wants to
know?" 


"She's
acting a bit funny.  Why?" 


"She's
pregnant." 


"I'll
call the vet the K-9 unit uses," he agreed, going to call someone who
would know.  He wrote the number on his hand then called it. 
"Hi, this is CSI Delko.  We just ran into a pregnant personal guard
dog and she's acting a bit oddly.  She got gassed earlier."  He
looked at her.  "She's squatting and trying to go but can't. 
We're at University.  You handle the K-9.  Sure, I can bring her
over.  Thanks."  He hung up.  "Okay, girl.  Let's
go see the nice vet who takes care of the police dogs and horses." 
He walked her to the car so she could get into the back.  "Be
back." 


"Go
home," Speed told him.  That got a nod and Eric drove off. 
Speed listened to Thomas laugh.  "She's fine, we're taking her to the
vet just in case.  The guy who does K-9 ones.  Yeah, Eric's
brother-in-law has a dog so she'll be fine with him.  Well, Xander could
use a puppy," he offered.  He laughed.  "I know, only if we
can fix Thumper.  Is he there?"  He nodded.  "That's
probably a better place for him.  Sure.  They're napping here. 
Threw something at us."  He grinned.  "That works. 
We'll let you know when they wake up."  He hung up and called the
office.  "Adam, Speed. Horatio's been up, gotten a quick update, is
back asleep, and threw stuff because we were talking too loud.  Probably
not.  Me either maybe.  Not sure yet.  I'll try.  He'll
probably try.  Wolfe's here.  Delko just took the guard dog from the
Benis house to the vet's because we think she's in labor." 


Xander
wandered out and took the phone.  "Horatio's calling off sick. 
He's got a migraine and he's nauseous."  He handed it back and
wandered back to his lovers' side, going to curl up again. 


"And
that was Xander," Speed continued dryly.  Adam snickered at
that.  "We'll check at six-thirty.  I told the nurses to try
then.  Thank you."  He hung up and looked around, finding Ethan
parking and getting out.  "Everyone's fine." 


"Where's
Patrick?" 


"New
York.  They went to talk to the Yemeni ambassador and then they're going
to eat the family that's bothering Xander.  They probably know since Tara
woke up Willow to tell her." 


Ethan
shuddered, then shook his head.  "We're sure we're all fine?" 


"Should
be.  Let's go make sure."  That got a nod and they walked
inside.  Ethan looked at Willow then muttered something under his
breath.  She passed out, making Ryan catch her.  Ryan glared and he
glared back.  "Quit, boys," Speed ordered.  He looked at
Ethan.  "Explanations?" 


"She's
broadcasting at others," he explained.  "We don't want more
accidents.  Do we?"  Ryan shook his head. "Then take her
home and sleep.  It'll help her calm down and you will as
well."  Ryan nodded and hefted his wife up and out to the car. 
The nurses all stared at him.  "She took a nap.  She's
fine."  He followed Speed to the area.  "I'm one of
Patrick's lead aids.  I need to check on his people and make sure
everyone's identified correctly."  They nodded and let him.  He
looked at one and smiled. "The twins are backwards," he said
quietly.  They switched them and he moved on, smiling at the trio and how
they were curled up.  Xander woke up to look at him. "Sleep,
lad.  You're safe and protected."  Xander put his head back
down, snuggling back in.  He left Speed there and went to make sure
everyone was fine. 


"What
took you so long to get here?" the officer in charge asked. 


"I
was out of town," he admitted. That got a nod.  "Thomas is the
head guard.  He's at the manor house waiting on updates.  Is
everything handled?" 


"So
far as we know.  The intruder matches some earlier breaking and
enterings." 


"We
think he's an assassin," Speed offered.  "Ask him about white
roses, see how he reacts."  That got a nod and the officer made a
note about it.  "We know there's one after Horatio and Greg. 
His prints match both break-ins.  So he's a good shot for it." 


"Sure,
Speedle.  We can do that for you guys.  Your son going to be all
right with beating someone up?" 


"Yeah. 
He's been a protector for years," he agreed with a small smile. 
"He's an incredible young man.  Always has been."  He
looked around then at Ethan.  "Need me?" 


"Go
rest.  That way you can handle things tomorrow."  Speed nodded
and left.  He sighed and looked at the officer. "Anything else I
should know?" 


"Jackson
said he responded to a break-in at Mr. Harris' house right before the gas
attack, sir.  Something about a suicide." 


Ethan
walked off muttering swears, making the nurses giggle at his very British turn
of phrasing.  He looked at one.  "Someone broke in to commit
suicide in the young man's house earlier.  Do not let him fret until I get
back."  That got a nod and he went to call the night shift supervisor
to ask him about it.  He found out Thomas already had and it was handled
efficiently.  He sighed in relief.  He hated to clean up
things.  He always bollixed things up. 


***



Don
walked into the kitchen and found Patrick making tea.  "Shouldn't you
be napping?" 


"Probably,"
he admitted, smiling at him.  "Everyone down there is fine." 


"Good. 
Tara woke up Willow so someone's not fine but it's good everyone's good. 
They get the guy who broke into Xander's house?" 


"He's
up in New Hampshire on retreat according to his people." 


"So
he broke in at ten yesterday morning and then flew to New Hampshire?" Don
asked.  Patrick gave him a look and nodded.  Tara walked in with her
hair back, earning a kiss from both men, though Patrick only kissed her
cheek.  "They got everyone but the guy who broke into Xander's
earlier that morning." 


"Including
the suicide who broke into Xander's house," Patrick sighed. 


"Our
cutting guy?" 


"I'm
hoping so but I can't be sure," he admitted.  "Night shift is
still working on it, Don." 


"I'll
have Mac call," he promised.  He gave his uncle a hug. 
"You be a good boy today.  No teasing Uncle Raph."  That
got a wicked smirk.  "See if you can find a vet who'll be able to
figure out what to do with Thumper."  Tara giggled.  "He's
still humping everything.  Greg said he caught him trying his hair the
other morning."  She snickered, leaning against his chest.  Someone
pounded on the door so he went out to get it.  "Yes, Officer?"
he asked dryly, his badge firmly in place. 


"Sir...um,
Detective, we were told there was some guy here who was wanted on an old
homicide warrant?" 


"Not
that I'm aware of.  Who?"  He lounged in the doorway, clearly
not letting him inside.  "This is my Uncle's house with his
husband.  My fiance lives here while she's finishing college." 


"That's
nice, sir.  Um...."  He looked at the form in his hands then
handed it over.  "A Raphael Monteogo?" 


"Uh
huh," he said dryly, looking at it.  "Son, my Uncle Raphael has
a different last name and this was filed in 1932."  He handed it
back.  The officer shrugged.  "That's also not a homicide
warrant."  The guy looked then at him, giving him a sheepish
look.  "Who called?" 


"Not
a clue, sir." 


"There
could be a new one soon but it'd be overseas when I deal with the people who're
gifting your nephew with pretty things," Raphael called as he came down
the stairs.  He looked over Don's shoulder, staying away from the weak
sunlight outside.  "That would've been my father and he's dead, young
man." 


"Thank
you for clarifying that for me, sir.  There's also a more modern theft
one?"  He handed that over. 


Don
shook his head.  "No they didn't.  The guy who filed this sent
my nephew Xander crap out the ass.  Jewelry, clothes, and other
things.  Xander is in a committed relationship and the dumbass is trying
to break them up.  They helped him send stuff back and sell other things
that he clearly did not want." 


"We
should still talk about it downtown, sir." 


"Son,
if I step foot outside this house in daylight I'm going to burst into
flames," Raphael said seriously.  The officer laughed so he put his
hand out into the weak son and let it smoke.  Then he pulled it back and
let Tara baby it for him. 


"You
still think he's kidding?" Don asked dryly. 


"Um,
Detective?" he asked, looking really confused. 


Don
turned and kissed Tara gently.  "Behave and be safe today.  I'll
be back tonight."  She nodded and gave him a gentle smile. 
"Good girl.  Love you."  He headed out with the
officer.  "C'mon, we'll go talk to your boss.  That way we can
straighten that out."  That got a nod.  "I know, the sun
allergy stuff is really severe in some people." 


The
officer looked at him.  "I like horror movies as much as the next
guy, sir." 


Don
wrote an address out for him.  "That's where the strange stuff
congregates in the city, kid.  The really strange thing is that my nephew
Xander's like Van Helsing, used ta hunt guys like that."  He grinned
as he got into his car.  "Which one?" 


"Eighteenth."



"Meet
you there." 


"Yes,
sir.  I'll wait on you."  He got into his car and headed out,
thinking the whole way.  He decided he was going to tell his boss and that
was it.  His boss was a twenty-seven-year veteran in the NYPD.  He'd
seen most everything before.  Surely he'd seen vampires. 


Don
parked about thirty minutes later and got out, finding the nice guy on the
stairs.  He nodded so Don followed, waving at a guy he knew. 
"Hey, Henderson." 


"Flack,
why're you here?" 


He
looked at him.  "Someone tried to arrest my uncle's husband for
helping my nephew when he was sent gaudy and tacky crap by someone he didn't
want." 


"Ah. 
Heard about that warrant.  The guy was in here ranting and
screaming." 


"He's
gonna be screaming for totally different reasons when I get done with
him," he promised, heading in there.  He smiled at the
supervisor.  "Your boy's good and polite," he said in
greeting.  "He'll go far." 


"Good
to know, Detective...." 


"Flack,
Junior." 


"I
knew your old man, you're not that old," he admitted.  That got a
small smile.  "He filled me in on part of the problem." 


"Yeah,
Xander's got this gifting society that keeps trying to break him and his boys
up." 


"Boys?"
he asked. 


"Yeah,
it took two ta settle his bouncy ass," he agreed, then shrugged. 
"One's a stand up guy and I've only met Greg a few times but he's a CSI as
well."  That got a small smile.  "Anyway, some stupid
people decided they wanted Xander so they sent him crap.  Jewelry, clothes,
our recent suicide ring had a few that sent him parts, and we're talking a lot
of crap.  I had to help with the auction up here when the first load of
crap went."  That got an understanding nod.  "I heard from
Henderson he came in screaming and ranting?" 


"That
the boy shoved away his offerings like that." 


"Uh-huh. 
Half the time Xander doesn't know who they are.  If he does or they can
find out he sends stuff back.  He's in Miami and he's got a retired
detective down there fronting for him and doing that so he doesn't have to look
at it.  My uncle and uncle-in-law are going to Yemen soon to stop a family
over there that keeps sending him stuff for some reason.  That family's
declared him a family curse and had members who committed suicide to restore
the honor they lost by making the FBI pull him off a plane after he was
kidnaped."  That got a shudder from the officer.  "So no,
Uncle Raph did none'a that.   They're mad Xander tossed them aside
when he didn't know who they were.  This is so insane someone tried to sue
Xander over him not taking them after he had sent him expensive crap. 
Uncle Patrick had to get him a lawyer, who brought in the records they all keep
to see what he had sent and listed how they had no idea who had sent the stuff
he did and if he had Xander would've given it back.  The judge ended up
throwing the suit out and made the guy see a shrink plus pay for the time of
both lawyers." 


"I
thought your father was the only son," the captain said. 


"Uncle
Pat married Dad's oldest sister.  Xander's from his third marriage and
Aunt Betty was his second." 


"Oh." 
That got a nod.  "Okay.  That makes a bit more sense.  He
still filed charges." 


"I'm
so going to let him be eaten by someone."  The officer gave him a
horrified look.  "Not like it's a big loss, kid."  He
looked at the captain again. "I'm sure he told you about the sun
allergy." 


"I've
seen others.  I saw a hunter a few years back I think it was.  Dark
hair, tanned, really fit, liked leather?" 


"Probably
Xander," he agreed with a grin.  "Why, he get a normal
person?" 


"No,
I know he saved an officer who had gotten out to help someone.  Didn't
stick around." 


"He's
like that," Don agreed.  "So, what do you want to do?" 


"Have
a drink and forget I had this conversation?" the officer suggested. 
"Or had that visit this morning?" 


"Sounds
good," Don admitted.  "Wanna trade?  I've got the suicide
ring on my caseload since they're sending body parts and traumatizing people
plus they've got someone who's cutting them afterwards for that."  He
shuddered and shook his head.  He looked at the Cap.  "Up to
you, it's your precinct." 


"I'm
going to call this guy in here later.  Can we get him down here in a way
that won't make him flame up?" 


"Maybe. 
You'd have to give him a way to stay out of the sunlight as well.  They
were up having tea with my fiance before she went to class." 


"Does
your Dad know?" 


Don
smirked.  "Dad loves Tara.  Thinks she's the sweetest thing
ever.  Even my sister likes Tara and calls her sweet and my sister
wouldn't know from sweet."  That got a smile. 
"So...." 


"Let's
plan to call him down later this afternoon.  It's supposed to rain,"
the officer suggested.  "We can clear interrogation one down toward
the basement.  The window's so small down there and it's got a shade." 
That got a nod from his boss.  "Can you call so we can arrange that,
Detective Flack?" 


"Sure." 
He dialed the desk phone.  "It's me, we're working out how to deal
with the second warrant."  The captain looked at his boy. 
"Ancient one, Uncle Raph's sire.  Done in 1932." 


"Oh." 
That got a nod.  "Okay.  Let's plan it for four?" 


Don
smiled.  "I can be here then.  I've got court this
afternoon.  Uncle Raph, we want you to come down somehow around
four.  Eighteenth precinct.  They'll drag in the guy who was
screaming about you helping Xander get rid of crap.  Does Horatio or Speed
know about the court case?"  He smiled and nodded. 
"That'll work.  That's what we were planning.  Nah, the Captain
here has been in the uniform for decades.  He even saw Xander while he was
hunting we think.  Thanks, Uncle Raph.  Sure.  Court. 
Why?"  He blinked.  "Who told them?"  He
sighed.  "Does she know?"  That got a nod. "I'll find
her.  She probably went to the station.  Thanks."  He hung
up.  "Not a problem but I've got a crying and sobbing girl.  Her
shitbag parents are coming up to try to drag her home."  He walked
out, heading to his car at a brisk trot.  You only ran in the station if
it was an emergency.  On the way he called his dad. "If Tara's there,
keep her there.  If she shows up in the next few let me know. 
Because her parents are on their way up, dad.  Yeah, them," he said
grimly.  He hung up and got in to drive.  He saw Danny walking and
honked.  "Get in and do it quick."  He slid in and headed
that way.  "Tara's parents are on their way up." 


"Hell,"
he muttered.  "Can we kick their asses?" 


"Only
if she lets me."  He sped up a bit, using his lights at the harder
intersections.  They made it back in nearly record time and headed inside
the CSI side of the building.  Sheldon and Mac both had Tara in his
office, holding her sobbing, shaking body.  "They get near you and
I'm killing," he said.  She looked at up. 
"Seriously.  They come near you I'm so gonna go Xander on
'em."  She flung herself at him and let him hold her. 
"Shh, baby, I've got you."  He sat down on Mac's uncomfortable
couch to hold her.  "Shh.  It's all right." 


"They're
going to make me go home," she whispered. 


"No,
they're not.  They touch you over my dead body," he promised, making
her look at him.  "They're not getting near you, Tara.  Am I
clear?"  She gave him a trusting look.  "I promise, they're
not coming anywhere near you.  You can stay with me today and when I've
got court you can go sit with Mom and Dad."  She put her head on his
shoulder, simply being held.  "I've got you and no one takes what's
mine.  They haven't since I was on the playground," he soothed. 
She let out a soft giggle at that.  "Really, they haven't. 
Every now and then I let someone steal a case because, hey, less paperwork for
me so I get home sooner to you, but no one else steals stuff." 


"Danny
steals your peppermints," she reminded him quietly. 


"Yeah
but that's keeping him happy so he quits bugging others."  She smiled
at him and stroked his cheek.  "I've got you and you're mine. 
I'm possessive in a good way.  They come near you and I'm so shooting
someone."  His father stomped in.  "Did you get when
they're coming in?" 


"Today
at two." 


"I've
got court just after lunch break they think," Don offered.  "Can
she stay with you guys and hide?" 


"Sure. 
Your Ma's got an appointment today but otherwise, yeah."  She reached
out and he squeezed her hand.  "You're our family now, Tara.  If
they come near you, we'll all get to kick their asses and I'll sic my baby girl
on them."  She blushed and hid her face.  "She's meaner'n
Donny.  She'll make 'em cry and then laugh as she walks away." 
He smiled at Mac and Sheldon, nodding politely.  "Mary's already
called you off class because of personal injury.  You can come to the
house with us."  Tara got another cuddle and a kiss from Don then
slowly took his hand and let him help her up.  She snuck another kiss with
a shy smile before he put her under his arm and walked her out.  "You
and Mary can talk about the garden.  She saw Patrick's and wants to do
stuff to our yard." 


"I'm
good with plants," Tara said. 


"I
figured you were.  It's part of your faith, sweetie."  She
smiled at him.  "So you and she can putter in the garden today. 
Your Psychology teacher wanted to know what sort of injury, I told her it was
the sort where your parents were going to try to kill you and then we'd be
covering up their homicides for trying you.  She decided you can do your
test online later tonight."  Tara nodded and gave him a squeeze. 
"Good girl.  You let us handle these parents of yours.  They'll
walk off sorry as hell for not loving you like they should have.  If they
try stuff, well...  Siccing Donny on them would be mean.  It'd make
some of those recent scenes of his look pretty but I'm sure we can cover it
up.  He works with CSI enough that he knows how now."  She
pinched him and he grinned at her. "He does.  Not like they'd come
after Don for taking out your parents, Tara."  He walked her out to
the car and got her inside, then walked around to drive, nodding at one of
Don's coworkers.  "Let Don know if her parents show up, immediately,
son," he ordered. 


"Sure. 
Why?" 


"So
he can find handcuffs and use them on himself." 


"Ah. 
Sure."  Flack Senior smiled and got in to drive, letting her curl up
against the door and even change the radio station on him.  He found Flack
at his desk, looking calm. "You good?" 


"If
they say one bad thing to her I'm killing them," he said honestly, looking
at his fellow detective.  "Should I leave them somewhere for
you?" 


"Not
really.  I have enough open."  He went back to his desk. 
"They bad news?" 


"Told
her she was demonic." 


"Ah.. 
That sort."  He nodded again and got back to his paperwork. 
"I'll help you hide the body or hold you back, Flack." 


"Thanks,
buddy."  He got to work on his own reports.   His boss gave
him a look.  "What?" he asked without looking up. 


"You're
late." 


Don
looked at her.  "One of the present patrol that Xander has tried to
have Uncle Raph arrested for helping him deal with them."  She
laughed at that.  "Seriously.  Had to arrange how to handle that
one, then I found out Tara's parents are coming up.  So I had to calm her
down." 


"She
twittering?" she asked with a small grin.  He stood up and let her
see the dampness.  She frowned.  Don looked at her.  "Not
in the station, Flack.  If you hit him take it outside." 


"Sure,
boss.  More than happy to take it to the alley."  She shivered
at that.  "Dad's got her until I'm done with court." 


"Make
up the hours somehow," she ordered. "Give me paperwork as
well."  Don sat down and got back to it.  "When are they
showing up?" 


"Their
flight lands at two," he admitted. "I've got court this
afternoon." 


"Okay. 
If they come here I'll refer them to Taylor."  Don smirked evilly at
that.  "I will." 


"Works
for me," he agreed.  "Maybe he and Stella can both have fun
before I get back."  She walked off cackling at that thought. 


***



Mac
looked at his gathered CSI.  "Tara's family is coming in today,"
he announced.  "They are not nice people.  If you see them, I
want to know immediately.  She's in hiding and protected."  He
passed around the picture he'd gotten off Patrick. 


"How
bad?" Stella asked. 


"Her
father once told her she was demonic and would have to stay and hide with them
so she could take care of them." 


"So,
if we see 'em, call you then take 'em to the alley?" Danny suggested,
handing it on.  "Flack's got court this afternoon.  Should be
short but you never know." 


Sheldon
looked at the picture then at Mac.  "Just let me have one swing if
we're hitting them, please."  He handed it off to Lindsey. 


"Sure,
Doc, you can help us," Danny promised, patting him on the back. 
"Patrick and them?" 


"Don't
have anything formal planned yet.  They're dealing with one of the present
patrol, as Don calls them, trying to arrest Raphael for helping Xander get rid
of the ones he couldn't find the original owners of."  That got a
laugh from Stella.  "He did.  He filed a theft warrant. 
The Eighteenth is handling that.  Their patrol Captain has been here
nearly as long as Flack Senior was when he was on the job."  That got
some smiles.  "They said it'd be fine."  That got a mass of
nods.  "So if you see them I want to know first, people.  Danny,
try to get them into my office.  You can beat them on the way
out."  He smirked at that.  "You and Sheldon both.  I
might even take a swing by then." 


"Is
that why Tara ran in crying?" Stella asked. 


"Crying?"
Lindsey asked. 


Sheldon
nodded.  "Ran in sobbing and right into me.  Mac got us into the
office and Don ran in a few minutes later to calm her down.  She scared
the crap out of me.  I thought someone was injured or dead." 


Danny
patted him again.  "I'd be pissed too," he reminded him. 
"Don's gotta be seriously pissed.  But a thought just came to
me.  Think we could get Aiden here?" 


Mac
suddenly shuddered.  "No, Danny.  That's a very bad and evil
thought.  She'd baby Tara even more than Xander does and she'd kill them
with a nail file.  No, we'll leave Aiden out in Seattle or wherever she is
since she's in the middle of moving to New Orleans." 


"She's
on her way up soon for a break," Danny said with a grin.  Mac's eyes
went wide.   "I think she gets in Thursday so we've got two days
before she steps in." 


Stella
suddenly shuddered.  "I'll warn her when she gets in.  Tara's
where?" 


"Flack's
parents," Mac noted.  "Very safe." 


"Good,"
she agreed, happier with that.  "When are we seeing a wedding?" 


"We
are going to see a binding the night before my sister's wedding, just after
midnight," Don said from behind them.  "We'll vow to her Goddess
then.  After that, she'll let Mom, Dad, and Uncle Patrick railroad her
into their idea of a church wedding.  All they agreed on so far was that
it was going to be small.  You guys can all sit on her side, I won't
mind.  Uncle Patrick or Raph will give her away.  Mom's already got
bridal magazines from my sister's overly orchestrated stuff and we're thinking
about a solstice one.  Not sure yet."  He shrugged. 
"If they can get it done that quickly."  That got some smiles.
"They wanted a Beltane wedding but she got scared of the fertility rituals
and has to keep reminding them we're not having kids until after she's out of
school and working.  Patrick pouts worse than Xander every time she
does.  So you're all invited to the binding that night.  It'll be a
really late night though.  We'll do that then have a small picnic with her
coven and the family in attendance." 


Mac
smiled.  "I'll be there, Don."  He grinned at that. 
"Date?"  He wrote it down on the window with the dry erase
marker, then handed it back.  "We have details?" 


"I'll
have invitations next week.  We've already arranged it.  I'll be
moving that weekend if anyone wants ta help."  They all nodded that
they would.  "Good.  Now, I just got called about another
suicide ring site they think.  Dead body missing parts but hanging
up." 


"Coming,"
Danny agreed, going to grab his kit and go with him. 


Mac
circled the time and date.  "So I don't erase it by
accident."  He looked at the others. "Meeting over.  Go
back to work, people."  They nodded and left.  He saw Stella
look at the date and then she smiled on her way to the lab.  "You're
a long way from that step, Stella," he said quietly to himself. 
"Especially since there's two of you."  He got down to his stack
of paperwork.  He hated it as much as Horatio did. 


***



Patrick's
main guard got off the plane and headed to the other departure gate he needed,
going to meet Tara's parents for her.  "Mr. and Mrs. 
Maclay?" he asked.  One sour looking man nodded.  Her second
stepmother was almost pretty but looked very tired.  "Hugo
Grant.  I'm one of Patrick Benis' head guards.  Tara's staying with
him while she's in college since she's seeing his nephew, Don Flack." 
He waved a hand.  "Shall we?  I can drop you at your hotel on
the way."  He knew he was here because he was suave, calm, and
wouldn't kill them for being mean to Tara.  Because everyone in the family
adored Tara. 


"Why
is she staying with someone who has guards?" the stepmother asked. 


"Patrick
has guards because he runs a lot of charitable boards.  Tara's with us
because it was helping her with her college expenses and because she's dating
Patrick's nephew.  Patrick married Don's aunt as his second
wife."  That got a nod from her father.  "Once you're at
your hotel I can call the other staff to see where she can meet you
tonight."  That got another nod.  He led them out to the car
that was waiting, making the driver give him a look.  "Paul." 
He gave him a brief hug.  "How's the wife?" 


"Doing
good.  She goes in for her last surgery this week," he said
proudly.  "She'll be fully perfect then."  That got a smile
and a nod while Hugo let them into the back of the car.  "Are we
sure?" he mouthed.  He nodded, getting in after them.  Paul
closed the door and walked around to get in and drive.  "Which
hotel?" 


"We
hadn't made reservations," the father admitted.  "Somewhere not
terribly expensive." 


"We're
going to lower Manhattan," Hugo told him.  "The better but
cheapest is probably the Raddison."  That got a nod and they headed
in.  "Anywhere on the island is usually fairly expensive.  It's
a fact of being in New York.  This city is one of the few in the world
where you can find an efficiency apartment that you have to walk up eight flights
of stairs to get to for over a grand."  The wife looked
horrified.  He nodded. "That's another good reason why Tara's staying
at the house, so the money goes for her education and she doesn't have to worry
about living somewhere less than good.   We're going to the less
expensive side of the island at least."  She relaxed at that. 
He pulled out his laptop and logged on.  "Paul, try for the Hyatt
instead.  They're only running ninety a night," he ordered. 


"Sure,
Hugo."  He pulled onto the highway and headed that way.  He also
put up the window but he started the intercom so he could listen to the
conversation in case it became violent. 


He
shut his laptop and looked at them.  "So, Tara's not told us much
about you." 


"Are
you vetting us for this uncle?" the father sneered. 


"No. 
We've already done a full background check," he admitted, smiling just
slightly.  "We do baby Patrick because he's in ill health.  We
don't want anyone to upset him.  He does take great joy babying Tara and
Don however.  His former wife's jewelry and things have already been
passed onto her care and they'll be hers after the wedding.  It's not
much.  A few necklaces and some earrings.  He also lets her do
whatever she wants to his beloved gardens.  She's recently added a lot of
color to the one up here.  He always smiles when he looks out on it. 
She even got to help with the one in Miami when she went down on vacation with
him." 


"They
have a house in Miami?" the stepmother asked.  Hugo nodded. 
"Why?" 


"Because
that's where he does most of his good works.  Also his grandson lives down
there and he enjoys babying him even more than he does Tara.  Xander's a
very strong young man.  He's also quite stubborn and dating an officer
himself."   That got a displeased look from the father. 
"Tara's dating a detective, first class.  One of the better homicide
detectives in the city.  He's a third generation detective.  He's a
very nice man and very protective of her and the rest of us.  Plus she's
got a few mentors in the local CSI unit he works with.  Xander introduced
her to some before she switched colleges so she'd know someone in the
city.  Doctor Hawkes has been a wonderful mentor to her and even helps her
with some of her science homework now and then."  The stepmother
looked impressed.  "Her other mentor is Detective Taylor.  He's
a former Marine and a widower."  The father raised an eyebrow. 
"He runs the CSI unit and he's been acting like her father mostly. 
She's a darling young lady and we do adore her around the household.  The
cook in Miami met her the once and they bonded over cooking for Patrick to make
him eat."  He smiled softly. "Tara's a special girl." 


"So
I'm learning.  What is she studying up here?" 


"Psychology." 
He snorted at that.  "She's gotten excellent grades.  Since the
college out in Sunnydale fell in she's had one B and I think only two before
then.  Patrick's very proud of 

her grades," he assured him. 


"Has
she gotten over that silliness of her faith?" he demanded. 


"Faith
is a personal issue but I do know she's still vowed to the Goddess. 
They're planning dual ceremonies when they marry."  They both looked
horrified.  "Don's agreed her faith is her own and she accompanies
him when he goes to worship." 


"Jewish?"



"Catholic."



The
father snorted at that.  "Then he's not good enough for my
girl." 


"You'd
be surprised," Hugo said dryly.  "Patrick used to be a
priest."  That got a horrified look."  They pulled up in
front of the Hyatt and he walked them inside.  "Hi, these two need a
room for a few days." 


"Of
course.  What size, sir?" 


"Just
us," he said grimly.  "Nothing too fancy or expensive." 


She
looked in the computer then at him.  "Well, if you'd like a higher
room it'll be a bit cheaper.  We have one room with a single double bed
for seventy-five."  She looked at them and saw the outraged
faces.  "That really is the best this town can do, sir.  Unless
you want to stay somewhere less than reputable and possibly unsafe?" she
noted quietly.  He put down money.  "Two nights?" 


"Go
ahead and make that four and I'll get the rest," Hugo offered. 
"That way they have time in the city."  He put down the
corporate card, getting a smile.  She ran it and got them signed in. 
Paul brought in their bag.  He handed over his card.  "Tara
should be back tonight around five if you'd like to have dinner with us. 
Just call and we'll have someone come pick you two up."  He bowed and
left them there.  He got into the front and leaned against the seat. 
"Don's going to kill them," he said simply.  "Sire will laugh
and help him learn new techniques."  Paul pulled away from the hotel,
taking him back to the townhouse so they could report.  Paul headed inside
at a trot.  "Father?" he called.  "Sire?" 


"Sire's
on the phone with the embassy," Patrick said as he came out of the
office.  He looked at him.   "That bad?" 


"You're
Catholic, she's Wiccan, and they're sour, mean, and I wanted to hit them,
Father." 


"Damn,"
he sighed, heading back into the office. 


"I
did give them enough hints so they could find Mac Taylor first," he
offered, walking after him.  "That way he could hopefully calm them
down.  They weren't pleased she's had good grades, that you baby her, that
you let her play in your beloved garden, or that she's up here.  They're
in the Hyatt because it was cheaper.  They were horrified by the cost so I
popped us for two nights of their stay on the corporate card." 


"That's
fine, Hugo," Raphael agreed, looking at him.  "That bad?" 


"I
wanted to hit them, Sire.  I'm not a violent man but I wanted to pop him
in the mouth." 


"She's
with the Flacks today.  Good job letting them know who Mac was." 


"Oh,
I bragged that she had two mentors out of CSI.  If they run into Sheldon
first can I watch him do living autopsies on them?"  They both smiled
and nodded.  "Let me warn Mac they'll come hunting soon." 
He went to do that, taking his medicine from the kitchen. 


***



Mac
walked into the station and saw the reason for his anger issues standing there
demanding to see him.  "Sorry, I've been on a scene.  Sheldon,
can you log those in?" he asked politely.  Sheldon nodded and took
the box of evidence with him.  "What can I do for you?" 
The father sneered at him.  "You would be?" 


"I'm
Tara's father." 


"Tara's
a delightful girl.  Very sweet and delicate."  He looked at the
receptionist.  "Give them passes, I'm heading to my office with them.
Any messages?"  She handed over two.  "Thank you. 
Shall we?  You'll need to clip those on."  They clipped on the
badges and he led them back to his office.  Stella stopped him with a
folder, which he read, including the note on it.  He nodded and made a
note then signed it.  She smiled and walked off.  "That was
Stella, my second-in-command.  She loves to mother Tara.  They're
always baking together."  He let them into his office and glanced at
the messages.  One from Horatio made him smile.  He'd call him in a
few minutes to calm himself down.  "So," he said, sitting behind
his desk. "What can I tell you about how Tara's done since she switched up
here?" 


"Why
did she come up here?" the stepmother demanded. "This is not what we
agreed on when she said she wanted to go to college for a few years." 


"Because
her old college fell in and she wanted to come up here.  New York's an
exciting city with a lot of culture and history.  She's spent the last few
months doing each museum on her days off."  The father snorted at
that and crossed his arms over his chest.  "You could sit," he
offered.  He leaned on his desk.  "Tara decided to come here for
her own reasons.  I never asked why.  I know she got recommendations
from some of her teachers. She did say that one teacher had recommended her to
a grumpy teacher up here.  I also know she's going to an all-female
college.  It's about three stops on the subway from where she's living. 
It's a wonderful school.  We hardly ever have to answer calls out
there.  It's in one of the lowest crime areas in the city.  Don and I
have both worked on her self defense in case she needs it but she's perfectly
content to stay up there." 


"She
should be home," her father said firmly. 


Mac
looked at him.  "Tara's over eighteen.  She's decided on her
path and who she loves.  If you saw them together they're adorable. 
Even a hardened Marine like I am can see them and smile.  She brings Don
dinner if he works late and the suspects all smile at them."  
The mother sneered at that.  "Don's a very good officer.  I'd
introduce you but he's in court at the moment.  He works in our associated
homicide department." 


"The
boy you were with," her father demanded.  "Is that her other
mentor?"  Mac nodded.  "She associates with him?" 


"Sheldon
is a brilliant doctor who decided he wanted to be a CSI," Mac told
him.  "He's Harvard trained."  The man sneered more at
that.  "Sheldon was the first person she talked to up here.  A
friend of hers had lived here and introduced them so she'd know someone when
she moved.  Sheldon does a lot of mentoring."  He smiled and
leaned back.  "He's even proofread a few important papers for
her.  They were conspiring on her senior project the last I
knew."  The mother sniffed at that.  "It's mandatory she do
some sort of experiment.  They've been designing it on the weekends and
working out all the variables."  Danny walked in with a folder and a note,
letting him read it and sign it.  "Danny Messer, these are Tara's
parents." 


"Hey,"
he said, nodding politely.  "Tara's a beautiful girl.  Most of
us here feel pretty parental about her.  Her sweetness draws you to her
and makes you want to protect her from the thugs."  He looked at
Mac.  "A few of us were going to dinner?" 


"No
thanks." 


"You
sure?  I'm cooking.  You, me, Stella, and Doc." 


"I'll
consider it."  Danny grinned and walked out.  "Even Don's
fellow detectives dote on Tara.  Don's parents adore her.  They wanted
to adopt her right away."  He smiled at them.  "You managed
to raise a brilliant young woman with a heart of purest gold." 


"She
should still be home," the mother said.  "That is her
place." 


Lindsey
coughed and walked in, closing the door.  "Speaking as a country girl
myself, sometimes you've got to go out and explore the world before you go
home.  Mac, there's a *major* attorney here for you.  I have no idea
why but he's going to sue us if you don't go see him.  Now." 


He
stood up.  "Excuse me for two minutes, I'll be right back.  I'm
sure Lindsey can tell you about what Tara's been getting into in the
city." 


"Tara
and I have been going to some of the cultural landmarks," she agreed. 


"Where
are you from?" the father said, looking down at her. 


"Montana."



"Pretty
country," he admitted. 


"I'm
a farm-bred girl."  Not that she got along really well with Tara but
it was nice going to museums with her.  She didn't understand the girl at
all.  "Tara's a very sweet young woman.  We've went to a number
of museums and plays together.  She liked the small Shakespeare in the
Park festival when it was going on.  It's a summerly thing from what I
understand."  She leaned against the front of the desk. 
"She's always been a very good young woman.  Even when someone tried
to mug her she handled it very well and then told Don, who got everything back
for her later that night."  They looked stunned.  "Don's a
well known detective."  She saw Don coming up the halls. 
"Speaking of Don.  There he is.  In one of his more flamboyant
suits.  I think Tara picked it out," she said at the horrified look
for the mauve suit.  "Don, did Tara pick that one out?" 


"She
did," he agreed, smiling at her play.  "Mac?" 


"There's
an attorney threatening to sue us because he wasn't there to personally greet
him and shake his hand.  I let him know so he could go destroy the
ego." 


"Always
happy to see."  He looked at the father, then held out his
hand.  "Don Flack Junior, sir." 


"Rory
Maclay," he said, shaking it but looking disgusted.  "My daughter
picked that out?"  Don nodded.  "And you wear it?" 


"I
do.  It makes her happy and smile."  He leaned against the front
of the desk, nodding for her to go.  Lindsey left, closing the door behind
her.  "Let me assure you Tara's happiness is my first priority. 
If she wants to see me in pastels, I don't mind.  The other guys think I
do it so the crooks underestimate me or because it looks good with my
eyes."  He shrugged.  "They don't even laugh anymore. 
Then again, Tara pouted at one who did and he quit fairly quickly, sensing his
cookie habit was about to be cut off." 


"She
makes you cookies?" the stepmother asked, looking confused. 


"She
likes to bake while studying.  She makes cookies when she's got a
test.  She's a great cook.  A beautiful soul.  A wonderful
woman." 


"Have
you proposed?" 


Don
pointed at the notation on the wall.  "We're bonding in her faith
then.  Then in mine around the end of December.  She's setting a
final date this week with my parents." 


"When
were you going to tell us?" the mother sneered. 


"When
we got both dates finalized.  She wasn't sure you'd want to be
here."  He stood up and looked at them.  "To be frank, I'm
not sure I want you near her," he admitted.  "I've seen how
deeply you've hurt your daughter over the years, Mr. Maclay."  That
got a snort and an increased sneer.  "See, I see abused kids every
single day on the job.  Mostly the ones who couldn't escape.  The
fact that you called her demonic and made her your slave and she's still sweet
means she'll be just fine.  My family loves her more than enough for all
of you combined.  Now, if you'd like to have dinner with us and my family,
we'll be having a family dinner tomorrow night.  Or she and I are dining
tonight but I would expect it to be a civil dinner.  My uncle is quite
ill.  He's got cancer."  That got a heated glare.  "It
is up to you.  You can easily wait to have dinner with my folks and Tara
at my parents' house tomorrow night.  My mother invited you over." 


"Tara
will be going home with us." 


"Only
if you really want to find yourself weighted down in the river," Don
offered calmly.  "You'll find we're all very protective of Tara here,
Mr. Maclay.  Tara's like a young sister to most of the CSI here.  To
me she's more precious than air.  If you don't like that...  Oh
well," he said dryly.  Mac came back in.  "Lawyer?" 


"The
suicide ring.  He's trying to stop us from stopping the last
one."  He sat down.  "Fortunately not going to
Xander." 


"Mental
health warrant?" 


"Already
filed," Mac agreed.  "He's trying to stop it but the judge has
the case files from the others and he's horrified."  He looked at the
family.  "Don," he chided. 


"Making
some things clear, Mac.  Are you coming to the binding?" 


"I
am.  I'm on-call earlier that night I think.  I've got the schedules
worked out that far in advance to see who could go.  Sheldon's threatened
to quit if he can't.  Stella too."  That got a grin from
Don.  "Danny said he'd go but be on-call later that night if he had
to."  That got a nod.  "Let us know about the clothing
soon?" 


"Wear
something nice, Mac. We'll be in the backyard."  That got a nod and
he made a note of that.  "Then we'll have a picnic out there on
blankets." 


"That's
fine, Don.  It'll hopefully be a beautiful night for her."  Don
smiled.  "If not, there's always tents."  He nodded at
that.  He looked at the parents.  "If Don's uncles can't give
her away due to illness I'll be the one doing it," he admitted.  Don
beamed at that.  "You're more than welcome to come for the
ceremonies.  I know Don's nephew Xander will be along with a few of his
family from Miami." 


"Our
daughter needs to come home.  She's in this sinful city and doing things
that are evil and wrong for girls to do," the father demanded coldly. 


"Hmm,
not really," Don said dryly.  "Took me two months to kiss her
without her blushing.  She still does now and then."  He
shrugged.  "I like that about her.  She soaks up positive
attention and isn't afraid to tell me when I need to let her study.  She's
getting wonderful grades.  She'll get a slightly lower grade this time in
science but it's not really her field so she's said she's doing her best and
that's what really matters." 


"Where
is our daughter?" 


Don
looked at his watch then at him. "Probably at tea with my mother and sister. 
My sister's getting married the day after we bind and she's in the wedding
party.  They're going over final details and helping Tara with what she
wants for ours in the Church. Uncle Patrick wanted her to have a grand wedding
where she'll feel like a princess but she wants something modest with family
and close friends around.  Otherwise we might've gotten married when we
went to Las Vegas to visit some friends out there during a weekend off. 
She had a lot of fun watching the shows and laughed at the chapels." 
He grinned.  "I'm picking up her ring tomorrow.  It had to be
resized and I'm hoping they got it right." 


The
mother looked at him.  "You can't afford to be married." 


"Actually
I make a very good salary, ma'am.  I make more than enough to buy her a
great ring that'll make her squeal in happiness and to set up our future
house.  Though Uncle Patrick has said we can move in with him so we can
save up for the down payment on our first home.  That way we can find
something really nice in a great neighborhood.  I'm saving about six
hundred a paycheck right now.  More when we move in together there after
the binding." 


"Separate
rooms?" 


"She's
decided that our binding will be as official as our wedding.  Uncle
Patrick said we'd be married in the eyes of her Goddess and God, so it's fine
with him.  Even if the official paperwork takes another month and a
half.  That way I don't have to renew my lease for a few months and I
don't have to move in December."  That got an evil look. 
"It is harder."  He shrugged.  "I've got help from
most of the guys here.  All I need is a truck and then we'll figure out
what I'm bringing with me and what's going into storage.  The same as she
said she had some stuff stored with you guys?  She really wanted the
sundresses for the summer up here.  It's hot and humid like home according
to her.  She didn't want to let Patrick spoil her with some pretty new
dresses this last one.  Even pouted at Xander when he tried." 


"We'll
be leaving with her in four days," the father said, walking out. 


"Doubt
it," Don said, waving and smiling as they stomped off.  "I'm
going to commit homicide.  Wanna watch, Mac?" 


"I
know a good place to do it and Danny can help you clean up if Sheldon
won't," Mac promised, patting him on the back.  "Get off my
desk, Don."  Don moved and sat down.  "Warn her?" 


Don
pulled his phone out of his jacket pocket and listened.  "So, baby,
you wanna be an orphan, right?" he asked, then he smiled. 
"Sure, we'll talk about it later.  No, I didn't conference in Uncle
Patrick," he promised.  "I didn't.  I swear I didn't. 
No, they won't be eaten.  You made Uncle Raph promise not to eat
them.  Sure.  Dinner tonight and then dinner with my folks tomorrow
night so they can be scared of my Ma too."  She giggled and hung
up.  He smiled at Mac, who turned off his tape recorder and ejected the
tape.  "Thanks, Mac." 


"Welcome. 
Did he promise not to eat them?" 


"Yeah
but he never promised Uncle Pat wouldn't eat 'em and he really hates
them.  Now I see why Calleigh's mom took a shotgun to him."  He
stood up.  "Gotta hit my desk then I'm gone for the day.  Let me
know if you need me, Mac."  He headed off, going to clean up a few
things sitting there.  He saw the note the walked over to their
announcement board and wrote the time and date of the binding but that it was
to be by invitation only and limited to 20 guests, there were only six seats
left after family.  Then he noted the probable wedding date and said it'd
be small as well but they were more than free to throw them a party
afterward.  Then he went back to his desk and got back to work on the
paperwork.  His boss came out and looked at it then at him. 
"She said so, Lieu." 


"Small
is always better, especially when you're shy," she agreed.  She wrote
it in a neater handwriting then went back to call Tara to see if she had plans
for those last six seats.  Some of her guys wanted to attend too. 
Tara stuttered but told her that they could.  If they ran a bit over the
backyard was big enough, but she did remind her it was starting at half- past
midnight so they wouldn't conflict with Don's sister's wedding. 
"Honey, they won't care," she assured her then hung up.  She
smiled and wrote it into her calendar.  She'd have to find out dress code
from Don closer to it.  She came out and looked at him.  "I have
an email from Stella warning me her parents were here?" 


"Yup,"
Don agreed as he typed.  "I'm going to drown them." 


"Sure. 
We'll ignore it unless we find them," she agreed, going back to her
desk.  That did not bode well for happy in-laws.  She wanted to kill
hers but Don was serious.  She could see it in how hard he was
typing.  Don walked in and shut the door.  "That bad?" 


"They
want to take her home because I'm Catholic, a cop, and they told her she was
demonic," he said simply.  "Monroe wanted to hit 'em,
boss."  She moaned at that.  "Doc has every intention of
making them hurt.  Danny offered to help from what I heard.  If they
end up dead I'm really damn sorry but there's a lot of people who'd do it for
us.  Including Xander."  That got a small smile.  "Oh,
he so dotes on her.  Her ex Willow would rip them a new one again
too.  She has once and warned me.  They leave in four days.  So
I'll check in often." 


"That's
fine.  You need to take it off to protect her?" 


"If
I do, I'll call as soon as I know." 


"Good. 
I like that.  I like your girl.  I used to be that sweet
once."  Don grinned at that.  "I was." 


"You
were how old then?" he teased back. 


"Oh,
I was in my young and pretty days," she assured him with a bright grin. 


"So,
eight, nine?" 


"Just
about," she agreed happily.  "Maybe a bit younger.  Your
parents like her?" 


"They
wanted to adopt her the first time they met her.  She makes my sister be
human again and she's pregnant."  That got a shocked look, Don's
sister had rumors spread about her over the years.  "Yeah, totally
calmed down a mood swing and everything.  My sister doesn't even try to
bully her."  He walked back out.  "Heading home,
boss." 


"Go. 
Tell her I said to be careful and I'll be there." 


"Sure." 
He grabbed his jacket and headed out.  He found them looking for a
cab.  "Guys, give my in-laws a ride back to their hotel please?"
he called.  "I'm going in the opposite direction."  A few of
the patrol officers offered and they were taken up on it, the father still
glaring at him as he got into his car.  Don shrugged it off.  He'd
seen worse in muggers and drug addicts.  He headed out to his parent's
house, smiling when his mother opened the door.  "They're in the
Manhattan Hyatt," he said in greeting, kissing her cheek.  "I'm
so going to make her an orphan," he whispered.  She gave him a hug
and let him inside.  "Baby?"  She ran out and hugged
him.  "They're in for four days, baby.  We can handle it that
long and Mac's promised to help me cover it up if they have to be
killed."  She frowned at him. "They're going to try to take you
home and I will kill them if they hurt you."  He kissed her on the
nose.  "Any coffee?" 


"Just
made a pot, Donny," his father offered.  He looked at Tara. 
"It could be worse, dear, it could be Xander."  She whimpered
and shuddered.  Don held her tightly, letting her snuggle into his warm
body.  "So, dinner?" 


"I
was gonna take her out.  Unless there's something I should know?" he
asked, looking at his mother. 


"They
found a small lump, Don.  They're doing the biopsy tomorrow." 


"Then
I'm off work until you're out," he agreed, calling his boss. 
"Hey, it's me.  Yeah I do.  Mom's having surgery.  They
found a lump.  I'll tell her.  Mom, my boss said she hopes it's
nothing serious.  So yeah, boss, I'm gonna be with her and Tara. 
Thanks."  He hung up.  "I've got vacation time to burn and
we can still go on a great honeymoon," he assured her with a small
grin.  "I've got the rest of the week and weekend off, Ma." 


She
smiled and patted his cheek.  "They're saying I should only be in
overnight." 


"So! 
You'll need babied and Dad sucks at it."  Tara smiled at him. 
"She's my mother.  I can baby her if I want."  She nodded and
stroked his cheek.  "So, we'll do that."  He looked at his
parents. "Still want us for dinner?  Ooh, crap, I told them we were
having a family dinner tomorrow night." 


"We
can without her, son.  It'll be a nicer death and we'll know something by
then," his father assured him.  His wife stared at him. 
"I'll make it a quick, clean one.  You'll torture them.  It'll
be a nicer death." 


"Mac
said he'd help us clean and cover it up," Don offered. "The boss said
she'd ignore it."  Tara squeaked and hid her face.  He patted
her on the back.  "Stella warned them your parents were in when she
saw that Monroe wanted to hit your folks," he soothed. 


"She
did?" Tara asked, looking up at him, still blushing. 


"Yeah,
she did.  She was walking around in circles muttering, talking herself out
of killing them and having Danny help her cover it up.  Sheldon didn't
meet them.  They sneered at his race apparently.  They only saw
Stella, she didn't talk to them.  Danny said hi, then left.  They
won't ever find the bodies with the whole CSI unit helping us cover it
up."   She shook her head and headed for the kitchen.  He
went after her, closing the door.  "Tara, if they hurt you I'm not
gonna be nice to 'em."  She looked at him.  "I know you
want me to be.  I tried.  I really did.  They sneered at
me.  He tried to intimidate me. Your mom decided I can't possibly make a
decent salary as a cop.  They sneered at you going to school and doing
good.  I will not have anyone sneer at you doing what you want and getting
a good education, or the fact that you're getting wonderful grades.  No
one sneers at you." 


"You're
a bit scary now and then," she noted calmly. 


"Only
over you," he offered with a shy grin.  "And only when they're
mean to you."  She kissed him.  "I know.  I try. 
I'll try very hard not to smack your father around.  I swear I will. 
But the first time he sneers at you for doing wonderful in school and being
happy, I'm gonna at least smart back."  She sighed but nodded. 
"Thank you, baby."  He gave her another cuddle and a kiss. 
"Now, did we wanna have dinner with the folks or with just us?" 


"With
them, just in case?" she asked quietly.  "I .... I don't want it
to be serious and then you lose her." 


"Shh,"
he said, kissing her again.  "Won't happen.  I won't lose Ma for
a great number of years.  I know I won't, Tara.  Ma and Dad are
nearly immortal. They'll go long after Uncle Patrick will."  She
relaxed and nodded at his certainty, letting him soothe her.  "I met
your stepmom too.  He brought her.  Does she never smile?" 
She shook her head.  "I'm sorry." 


"So
am I.  It's got to be bad for you to never smile."  She smiled
at him.  "I happy that I get to smile at you, even if you are
overprotective of me." 


"No,
sweetie, if I was being really overprotective, Xander and Willow would be here
with Horatio and Ryan."  She went pale at that.  He
nodded.  "Which they will be at the bonding, right?"  She
whimpered.  "It'll be fine.  Horatio and Ryan will keep them in
line  unless something happens.  Then they might enjoy joining in." 
She hid her face in his chest, shaking her head.  His father leaned in
then came to get some coffee.  "She just realized that Willow and
Ryan, plus Xander and Horatio were going to be up for the binding, plus Greg if
we can get him out."  She smiled at that, he could feel it. 
"If her parents show up their mates will keep them out of trouble until
they try something.  Then all hell might break loose." 


His
father looked at him.  "Your sister's coming, Don.  Xander won't
even have a chance."  He walked his coffee back into the living
room.  "When does the new hockey season start?"  They could
hear his mother swat him. 


"Soccer
season right now, Dad.  Same teams.  Xander's got copies of the
matches for your poker buddies." 


She
looked up at him.  "I don't play soccer either." 


"You
could.  You're very good at dancing and it's all footwork, but if you ever
went to play naked soccer I'd have to get really pissed at whoever was forcing
you."  She smiled at that.  "Now, I need caffeine. 
They never have good coffee at the courthouse."  He got himself some
and walked her back out there, letting her snuggle into his side. 
"What hospital, Ma?" 


"Cedars."



"Good. 
They're one of the best in the country," he agreed, taking a sip.  He
looked at it then at his father.  "You made flavored coffee?" 


"Your
mother wanted some and I'm in the mood to baby her." 


"Should
we not stay for dinner?" Tara asked quietly.  "That way you two
can spend some time alone?" 


"Up
to you, princess.  I'll have her all night if you two want dinner." 


"I'm
very certain I won't be losing you or Ma for many years," Don said
firmly.  "If I do, I'm asking Willow ta fix it.  So she'll be
fine," he finished with a smile.  Tara pinched him. "She will
be." 


"She
will be," she agreed, smiling at him.   She smiled at his mother
who hugged her son.  Then her.  "We do love you, Mom." 


"Thank
you, Tara baby.  You two go out to have a wonderful dinner.  You can
baby me tomorrow night after the family dinner if it happens.  You can
even help Donny cook."  She smiled and nodded.  "Good
girl.  Now shoo.  I need to cuddle with my man just like you
do." 


"Sure." 
She let Don finish his coffee and rinse out his cup before walking him out to
the car. 


He
looked at her.  "Do you not own a jacket?"  She shook her
head.  "We'll be fixing that tonight." 


"Don...."



"Hush. 
It's important, Tara.  We get snow up here.  We get feet of snow most
winters.  You need a jacket and I'm going to help you find a cute
one."  He grinned.  "It's a small way for me to take care
of you since you won't let me fuss."  She nodded and they headed
out.  He also had plans of doing other shopping.  He knew just the
ring for her and it was payday.  He had paid off his credit card last month
on purpose.  He took her home to change into something a bit better and
changed his suit so he wouldn't clash. Then they headed out to shop for a
winter coat for her.  He found her a pretty one that made her smile since
it had cats around the collar.  It was cute and so was she in it. 
It'd be warm enough.  He even found her cat hat and mittens.  She
smiled so he bought it then led her to the jewelry store he liked.  She
stared at him.  "I think it's about time I got it for you," he
reminded her.  He led her to the case he liked.  The saleswoman
smiled and brought out the one he had come in to look at.  "How about
that one?" he whispered in her ear. 


"It's
huge, Don.  Much too expensive." 


"You're
my queen and every queen should have crown jewels."  He looked at
her.  "Please?"  She wobbled and he smiled. "If you
like something more I'll go for that instead."  He let her look, just
holding onto her hand.  "Price no object, Tara.  Get whatever
your heart wants."  She gave him a shy smile and pointed at an antique
looking one. "You sure?" 


"It's
beautiful." 


"It's
also very heavy and silver," the saleswoman offered, coming over so she
could compare them side-by-side.  Tara tried it on and looked at it. 
It almost overpowered her hand.  "Try the other one on, dear." 
She took that one and let her have the other one.  It was more sparkly but
it didn't overpower her hand.  Tara stared at it then at him. 


"If
that's the one you want it's yours.  If not, there's another one I liked
but I thought it was more for going out than a wedding ring."  He let
her see that one, noticing she still had on the other ring.  He pointed at
one.  "That one." 


She
shook her head and looked at the one on her hand.  "I still say it's
really huge." 


He
led her back to the same shape and style ones, letting her see the smaller
ones.  She found one the next size down in gold and then she picked out
his, making him grin and nod that he liked it.  Her ring still glowed and
it fit her hand.  His choice had been a bit big.  This one was more subtle,
like her.  But he had gotten the shape and qualities right.  He was
proud of himself. 


She
kissed him on the street.  "I love you, Don." 


"Love
you too, Tara."  He grinned at her.  "So,
Solstice?"  She nodded and took his hand to walk him back to the
car.  Their wedding rings were in his pocket.  Her engagement ring
was on her hand.  It went well with her outfit and dinner out that
night.  Then they made quiet, long, slow love most of the night. 


***



Don
looked at his father the next morning when he picked them up. 
"C'mon, I can drive, guys."  They got into the car with him,
letting him drive them to the hospital.  "Tara has a test so she'll
be over once she's done.  The teacher wouldn't give her a makeup since you're
only her mother-in-law.  Said if it was her mother it'd be okay, but not
an in-law." 


"It
happens, son," his father said quietly from the back seat.  He smiled
at his wife, who patted him back.  "I wish I could watch." 


"No
you don't, Dad.  Surgeries are gross," Don reminded him. "We'll
be there when she comes out and until she goes in."  He took the
bridge back and headed for the best hospital in the city.  When he got
there he parked and got them out, walking in behind them.  The nurse
smiled at them.  "This is my mom, Flack." 


"Let
me look her up," she agreed.  She found her.  "All right, I
see we should be sending you to sign-in for same day surgery." She pointed
them at the stairwell.  "Take that up one floor and go to the red
door, ma'am.  They can go with you."  She nodded and walked up
there, letting her husband hold her hand and her son guard her.  She
smiled at that.   It was good to see whole families.  Don came
back down to show her a picture.  "Your sister?" 


"Well,
she might come, but the blonde one is mine and she stutters.  She'll be in
within two hours probably.  Teacher wouldn't give her a
make-up."  That got a nod.  "Send her up please?" 


"Sure." 
He jogged back up the stairs to catch up.  She made a note.  A few
hours she saw a scared looking blonde girl who looked like the picture. 
"Are you here with the Flacks?"  She looked stunned. 
"The younger one said you'd be joining them and wouldn't know where to
go.  Let me look her up for you."  Tara nodded and came
closer.  "It looks like she's been checked in so she's up on four,
young lady."  She pointed at the elevator.  "Go there, go
up to four, turn left."  Tara nodded and smiled shyly before heading
that way.   She smiled at her back.  She was pretty and cute,
but so shy!  No wonder she had been warned. 


Tara
came off the elevator and headed left, running into a registration desk.
"D...Don F..fl..flack?"  The nurse pointed and she went that
way, peeking in just in case.  Don pulled her in and gave her a hug. 
"It'll be okay," she promised quietly, looking up at him.  He grinned
and kissed her then let her come over to baby his mother for them.  They
were men, they could not match the fussing of Tara.  Not many women could
match the fussing of Tara really.  Probably only Xander could match the
fussing of Tara right now so Don sat down and put her into his lap to cuddle
her for his own comfort. 


A
nurse came in.  "It looks like you're going to go in about an hour,
Mrs. Flack, so we've got to start the pre-surgery prep work.  You might
want to send them out.  I've got to start the IV and make sure you don't
need shaved." 


"For
a lump removal?" his father asked. "A breast lump
removal?"  The nurse looked at him and nodded.  "Do you get
many hairy women that way?" 


"A
few," she admitted.  "They can send hormones out of
balance.  We'll also be laying in a tube while she's out so I can shave
around her mouth if she wants, that way the tape won't pull.  Also for the
leads to the heart monitor she'll be wearing and around the IV site so the tape
there won't stick." 


"Damn,
I wanted you the last time I got sick," Don said in awe.  The nurse
smiled.  "Can we come back when you're done?"  She
nodded.  "Then we'll go get a cup of coffee.  Can she have water
or anything?" 


"There's
a chance she'll throw up if she does.  I wish she could."  That
got nods and Tara led the men out.  She smiled at her.  "In high
fuss mode?" 


"My
boys try," she agreed.  "Has my daughter found out and called
yet?" 


"Not
yet.  You didn't tell her?" 


"She's
getting married in three weeks and she's pregnant." 



"That's
a good reason not to."  She got her out of her hospital gown on top
and got to work shaving what needed to, then her arm for the IV's tape. 
She checked her lip but it was smooth.  "Waxed?" 


"Did
it last night, just in case." 


"Always
a good idea," she agreed.  She finished laying on the monitoring
pads.  "That way all they have to do is clip the leads on," she
told her.  She got her covered again then laid in the IV line. 
"How's that feel?" 


"Like
it's coming out through my elbow."  She adjusted it and she
smiled.  "Better.  Is it drifting out?"  The nurse
looked and gave it a small twist then sealed the line to her arm with
tape.  "Thank you, nurse." 


"You're
welcome, Mrs. Flack.  I'll let them back in when they get back up from the
coffee machine."  That got a nod and she went to do that, finding
them hovering by the door.  She nodded inside with a smile and they went
back in there.  "She'll be fine.  She's got a very strong
family." 


"She
does and that's the best indicator of survival," her coworker
agreed.  "Anything we should know?" 


"One
daughter wasn't told.  She's getting married in three weeks and is
pregnant." 


"No,
she probably didn't need the stress," she agreed. She did make a note
about that.  Daughters often came in frantic and screaming.  
The other two factors would make the screaming louder. 


***



Don
knocked on his sister's door, giving her a look.  "Busy?" 


"Not
yet.  I will be in about an hour." 


"Actually,
you need to come to dinner tonight and you can bring the boyfriend." 


"His
parents are in." 


"Oh,
sorry.  So are Tara's."  He gave her a look and she
sighed.  "You figured it out too?" 


"Oh,
yeah.  I am a social worker.  How bad?" 


"Bad
enough.  I already told them Tara's staying and if things happened they'd
be floaters."  She smiled at that.  "We gotta talk
anyway."  She let him inside.  "Hey, Barry, can we have a
few?"  He pulled his mother back into the kitchen.  Don sat his
sister down, getting a worried look.  "Ma didn't want you to
worry.  She said you've got enough stress and another body waiting in the
hospital wouldn't have helped any." 


"Ma's
not okay?" 


"No,
she's pretty good."  He stared down at her.  "She found a
lump a few months back.  They told her yesterday and she had a lump
removal today.  It's not cancerous."  She sighed and
slumped.  "She's still in bed so that means Dad's gotta cook for
himself.  I'm picking up dinner on the way home," he said dryly,
making her smirk at him.  "Anyway," he said.  "She's
fine.  She's home.  They said it wasn't cancerous.  Dad and I
waited and paced and drove the nurses nuts.  Tara kept trying to calm me
down.  Didn't work but she tried really hard."  She smiled at
that.  "But we didn't want you to stress.  If it had been bad
news she would've told you tomorrow." 


She
stood up and hugged him.  "Thank you, Don.  Tell Ma I'll see her
tomorrow." 


"I
can do that."  He grinned at her.  "Orange chicken's good
for a dinner with her folks, right?" 


"A
whole one?"  He nodded.  "That'd be fine.  Where are
they from?" 


"The
deep south. One of the CSIs I know in Miami is her distant cousin," he
said with a grin.  "That one's Momma went off on him with a shotgun
for Tara."  His sister chuckled evilly.  "There,
better.  Now tell Barry the good news so you two can pamper Ma while I'm
gone and she's at school tomorrow.  Dad's still looking at the kitchen
like it's filled with aliens."  He grinned and left, stopping to pick
up the dinner he had ordered on the way over.  He drove up to the house
and found his in-laws waiting.  "Sorry, had to pick up dinner. 
With Ma in surgery no one really wanted to cook." 


"Is
she all right?" Tara's mother asked quietly. 


"They
said it's not cancerous.  She's just lounging around.  Dad can't
cook."  He walked into the kitchen and kissed Tara on the
cheek.  "Orange chicken, two veggies, including that casserole you
liked, and a cake for dessert."  She smiled and took everything to
make sure it was perfectly warm.  "Where's Dad?" 


"Threatening
mine," she admitted. "They're out back." 


"Ah." 
He shrugged.  "I'll stay in here.  You're a great hostess and
I'll help carry.  Table set?"  She shook her head so he did
that, going up to check on his mother.  "You wanna come down for
dinner?" 


"Help
me up."  He did that and she went to get dressed in the bathroom
while he went to make sure they had room for her.  His father gave him a
look.  "I asked, she said she'd try dinner, Dad." 


"That's
wonderful.  Your mother's a strong woman, Don."  He patted him
on the back.  "When is the nephew coming back up?" 


"Um...
conference is in two weeks and Xander thinks he can stay until the bonding and
the wedding if Sis wanted him to come.  I don't think she's ever met
Xander.  I know she hasn't met Uncle Pat." 


"With
him being down there most of the time I'm not surprised," he agreed. 
He looked at Tara's father.  "What can we do to help?" 


"Go
be entertaining.  Her Ma's in the kitchen with Tara."  That got
a nod and they went to the living room to watch the news.  He rolled his
eyes and went to get the glasses.  He counted.  "Is one of the
water goblets in the dishwasher?" 


"One
broke last week," she reminded him quietly. 


"Crap. 
Well, I can drink out of a regular glass," he decided, laying the rest
out.  His mother gave him an odd look for it.  "One broke,"
he reminded her. 


"I
forgot about that." 


"Ma,
you've had plenty to worry about for the last few weeks.  I can drink out
of a normal glass.  I'm a big boy now, don't need the special sippy
cup."  She smiled and stroked his cheek, going in to check on
Tara.  "No.  You go sit," he ordered, picking her up and
carrying her into the living room, where he handed her to his father. 
"She's tryin' ta help."  He went back to shoo her mother out of
the kitchen so he could get a kiss and calm her back down.  "Love
you," he whispered.  "Where's your ring?"  She
pointed.  "Put it back on.  I want to see you in it all the
time."  He slid it onto her finger, getting a smile.  "I
do.  Even when you do dishes.  Understand?"  She nodded and
blushed a bit.  He grinned.   "Love you and it'll be fine
or we'll replace the rug in there and Dad'll help me haul the bodies
off."  She swatted him but smiled and finished fussing.  He
carried out the chicken, then the veggies.  She carried out the knives,
handing them to Don Senior.  They sat down and Don's mother said grace,
then Don senior cut into the chicken.  "This is one of our favorite
places to get dinner from.  They do a really good job." 


"They
do," Don Senior agreed.  "The chicken's always fully done and
still juicy.  The vegetables are still just right and a bit of bite
left.  I see you got Tara her casserole."  She smiled at
him.  "He does spoil you, princess.  I haven't seen
that."  He lifted her hand to look at the ring.  "I like that,
it suits you." 


"I
tried to get her a bigger one but she protested, Dad," Don said with a
mock-pout.  She smiled at him and he grinned back.  "You're
right, it was too big.  You'd look like a queen."  She giggled
and pinched him.  "Did I tell you Horatio managed to get the whole
lab team to come up for the conference?" 


"You
didn't," she admitted, taking his hand to hold while they ate, like
usual.  "Even Cousin Calleigh?" 


"Even
her."  He grinned at her family.  "Her cousin Calleigh's a
CSI down in Miami.  Xander's adopted father is down there as one of their
CSI and her boyfriend.  It's like a huge family down there with branches
up here."  His phone beeped.  "Crap, sorry."  He
went into the kitchen.  "Flack."  He listened to his Uncle
swear.  "Is everything not okay, Uncle Patrick?  Need
me?"  He listened to the continued rant.  "Uh-huh. 
What did Speed say?"  He smirked.  "They'll get him, Uncle
Patrick.  They can prove both B&E's.  Even if they can't prove
he's an assassin he'll be in prison and they'll have time to work on it. 
You know Horatio would rather dent the hummer by using him as a brake pillow
than let him get away with it."  He grinned.  "Yeah, Greg
would help.  Make sure he can get up for our binding, okay?"  He
smiled then leaned out.  "Honey, is Lady Heather coming?" 
Tara squeaked.  "Uncle Patrick wanted to know." 


"If
she wants," she said weakly. "I never specifically invited her. 
We'll definitely need more food.  Your boss and half the detectives want
to come too." 


"They
love you, you know that."  He went back to listening. 
"Sure, if she wants.  Tara said she'd love to have her out
here."  He grinned.  "That's fine.  Keep us
informed.  We'll be home tonight, Uncle Pat.  I promise.  You
can see her ring then."  He grinned and hung up on the cooing. 
"He's looking forward to seeing your rock."  He sat down
again.  "Well, a bit of news.  The assassin who broke in on
Horatio and Greg was gotten for the B&E but not the killing.  They
can't prove he was doing it.  They're going to try to up it since he broke
into two officers's homes.  Xander's livid.  He called to rant at
Uncle Patrick, who that was. Also the stupid warrant from the person who wants
Xander was removed." 


"How?"
Tara asked, frowning at him. 


"Easy. 
They got him to admit Xander hadn't wanted it but couldn't send it back because
he didn't send him an address with it.  So of course he got rid of it and
his Grandsire helping him was a natural thing.  Holly had six puppies last
night after everyone had been gassed.  If you wanted one, Uncle Raphael
would let you pick first," he teased. 


She
smiled. "I'm still trying to coax Miss Puppy from up the street to be our
dog.  Holly's a huge dog.  They'd never cuddle at night." 


"If
you do, I won't mind," he assured her.  "As long as it's not
Xander's dog Thumper."  His father looked at him.  "They
finally fixed him and he's still humping everything in sight.  Tried
Speed's bike today from what Uncle Pat said."  That got a giggle from
her mother.  "That's a poor dog.  Likes their rose bush for some
reason."  He looked at Tara's mother.  "Do you guys have
any pets down there?" 


"We
have a hunting dog," his father admitted. "What breed is Holly?"



"She's
a mixed breed.  Part german sheppard and part great dane.  She's a
great guard dog, very steady.  A great tracker too.   She likes
to curl up with her head in Tara's lap.  What breed is Thumper?" 


"Some
sort of mixed spaniel.  Is he the father?" Tara asked, looking at him
oddly. 


"They
think so.  That or the neighbor's purebred bulldog that got loose from
their yard." 


"We'll
have to see," she admitted. "Thumper would've made pretty
puppies." 


"Yeah
but he tried Horatio's hair one night," he admitted with a grin.  She
and Don's father both laughed at that and Tara's mother snickered
quietly.  "The day he went to be fixed he decided to fixate on a
cactus in the vet's office.  Went after it three times.  Even though
he got stuck the first two, he still went back for it.  But Lord help
anyone who goes after Xander. Thumper's a good guard dog for him." 
She smiled and nodded. 


Don's
mother smiled at their in-laws.  "What breed of hunting
dog?   One of our neighbors has a blue tick he takes hunting every
fall." 


"We
have coon hounds," he admitted.  "She'll be whelping right after
we get back.  One of our neighbors has her."  He looked at
Tara.  "You'll do good with her puppies." 


"I'm
staying with Don, Father," she said, staring at him.  "Don's my
fiancee and he loves me." 


"He
doesn't know you." 


"You'd
be surprised," Don said dryly.  "For the first three months we
dated Tara and I talked about everything, even what went on back in Sunnydale
and what happened to make her college fall in."  They both gave him
horrified looks.  Someone tapped on the door and he leaned back.  He
got up to let them inside.  "Mac, what's wrong?" 


"Sonny's
out," he said quietly.  "I have no idea where Danny is. I was
hoping you did." 


Don
walked back in, whispering in Tara's ear, getting answer.  "Yeah,
he's got that cooking class tonight, Mac."  That got a smile and Mac
left.  "Sorry, one of our CSIs has a former friend who just got out
of jail and they wanted to warn him."  He ate another bite. 
Then he looked at his father.  "I think this is the most busy we've
been in almost two years." 


"It
is," he admitted.  "You complain if you get more than two new
cases a week.  How's your solve rate, Donny?" 


"Pretty
high thanks to working so closely with the lab.  I'm at thirty-five
percent within two weeks and about sixty within a month.  That beats the
national average by about five percent in each category."  That got a
smile and a pat from his mother. "You okay, Ma?" 


"I'm
fine, dear, but can I have some more of the casserole?"  Tara passed
it to him and he held it while she dished some out, then he put it back onto
the table in front of Tara.  "Thank you, dears."  They both
smiled at her.  "Where is your sister, Donny?" 


"Barry's
parents are in so they're having dinner at her place."  He ate
another bite.  "I told her without him being there.  She said
she'd come fuss tomorrow while she's at class."  Tara smiled at
that.  "She even understood why you didn't tell her but she'll
probably pout you to death tomorrow."  That got a nod.  "My
sister's getting married the afternoon after we're bonded.  We're bonding
at twelve thirty the night before then having a picnic for those who are
coming.  If you wanted to, you're more than welcome to show up for that
part or just come to the wedding at solstice."  Her father gave him a
horrified look.  "I let her pick the date, it's good for me if it's
with her."  He ate another bite. He looked at Tara.  "Gift
registry?" 


"I'll
start my list tomorrow after English," she promised with a smile. 
"Did you want or need anything?" 


"A
new gun safe.  Mine's dented."  She nodded that she'd put it
onto there.  "Maybe a big, fluffy quilt to curl up in front of the
fireplace in?" he offered with a grin.  She blushed but nodded. 
"We won't need many home things at first."  She took his hand to
squeeze, giving him a smile. "You sure you want to move in with the two
fussy worrywarts?  They'll start to nag for grandkids too." 


"They've
got time to wait," she assured him with a smile.  He grinned back and
dug in again, making her eat a bite of his dinner so she'd start eating
again.  She blushed and dug in, eating daintily. 


"Tara
always has the nicest manners," Don Senior offered, smiling at her. 
"Our daughter's a bit tougher but she's just so delicate and gentle. 
We love the girl to death."  He smiled at her and stroked down an
errant piece of hair.  "There, closer to perfection
again."  She giggled.  "I agree with Don, sweetie.  No
woman is perfect but some come close.  Mary does but now and then she
turns mean," he shared with a smirk. 


"If
you did what I asked, I wouldn't have to," she retorted, giving him a smug
look. "Speaking of, it's trash night, boys."  They both
nodded.  "Where did you find her ring, Don?" 


"The
same place Dad got your earrings, Ma."  She smiled at that. 
"I went four, five times and kept coming back to one just like that, only
three carats.  She said it was too big and picked out that one." 


"It's
a darling stone." 


"It's
a real diamond, not one of the lab created ones?" her father asked. 
Don nodded.  "I heard those can be gotten cheaper." 


"They
also fluoresce under lights," Don told him. "I made them check and
they always label those at that place.  It's been a favorite jewelry store
in this family for nearly fifty years?" he asked his father. 


"It
was.  My father got my mother their thirtieth anniversary present
there.  I got your mom her ring there and all the other jewelry I've
gotten her over the years.  It's good that you're keeping the tradition,
Donny." 


"Traditions
are important," Tara reminded him. "It reminds and shows you who you
are."  She smiled at Don.  "Your family has neat ones but Uncle
Patrick said we're to show up on Christmas morning in pajamas." 


"If
you want," he promised, grinning at her.  "Hold on, that's only
four days after the wedding.  We'll be on the cruise ship.  We'll see
them the twenty-seventh down in Miami then fly back the twenty-ninth, then I go
back to work on the second."  She smiled at that.  He looked at
her parents.  "I'm taking her on a cruise for our honeymoon. 
We're doing the Carribean."  His mother sighed in pleasure. 
"One of these days he'll drag you along on a trip again, Ma." 


"I
would like that," she agreed, smiling at her husband.  He stared
back, a small smirk in place. "You did?" 


"It's
a surprise." 


"For?"
she teased. 


"Our
anniversary."  She smiled at him and he grinned back. 
"Aruba sound nice?"  She nodded at that.  "Then we'll
go to Aruba.  I was going to get you a gift certificate to a travel agency
and let you pick out where you wanted to go.  All I was going to ask for
was no snow."  She smiled at that.  "Our anniversary is
late January and by then we're all tired of snow." 


"Snow's
pretty," Tara reminded him. 


"Wait
until February," Don snorted.  "It's pretty but by then it's
also a bit dirty and slush in parts of the city.  Usually right where I
have to chase someone, though they do look pretty going into the snow
drifts."  She pinched him on the thigh, making him shrug. 
"They do.  It's a good laugh for a lot of the guys when one of us
bring in someone snowy.  It's the only fun with snow we get at the station
except the Christmas morning snowball fight.  All the guys who're on shift
that day go out and we have one massive snowball fight.  Last year we
accidentally got a lady up the street and she threw one back at him, hit him
even."  She giggled at that.  "The people who live around
the station come out to watch. It's been a tradition now for nearly twenty
years.  That and the lottery for who gets to work that
morning."  She smiled and stroked his hand.  "I've got an
out this year.  I worked the last five so the guys with kids could go
home."  She kissed him gently and he beamed back. "Next year
we'll do the lunch line together," he said with a wink.  She smiled
and nodded, digging back into dinner. 


"Our
station had a sign up sheet," Don Senior admitted.  "We all knew
who had kids.  We had one guy who had twelve kids.  He volunteered
every year and no one understood why.   One year his wife brought in
pictures and tapes of the chaos.  We understood why then.  Two sets
of triplets in competition for each other's stuff, a set of twins that was even
worse, and the rest were singles who were at war with the doubles and
triples.  They opened Christmas Eve so their father could be there but the
next day they turned into fighting heathens."  Don smiled at
that.  "You know, next year we'll have our first grandchild out of
his sister." 


"Does
that mean you'll take me to FAO again and we'll both squeal," she
teased.  He blushed but nodded, making Don and his mother both
laugh.  She smiled at her stepmother.  "Want more?" 


"Oh,
no, dear, I'm full," she promised.  "Are you men
done?"  They cleared their plates and she and her daughter cleared
the table, bringing out the cake and dessert plates.  Plus milk for Don
Junior.  She almost smiled at that.  It was such a boyish thing to
do.  "So, your nephew Xander, what does he do?" 


"He's
a massage tech," Tara said.  "He's got a pretty good client
base." 


"He
does," Don agreed.  "Spoils the officers down there with
shoulder rubs at work when they need one."  His mother looked at
him.  "He's also helping his grandfather with his charities now and
then."  He looked at her, seeing the begging look.  So he'd play
along.  "Unfortunately Uncle Patrick didn't really get to meet him
until he was nineteen.  Xander's dad kept the two apart and Xander ended
up being taken in by one of the CSI down in Miami who had moved to Sunnydale
for a while.  So when he graduated Xander went on a road trip up here and
Uncle Patrick finally got to introduce himself.  Then Xander moved down
with his adoptive father and he's in Miami now." 


"Interesting,"
her stepmother agreed.  "Does he work for a spa?" 


"No,
home based business," Don told her.  "He makes a good bit. 
Miami's a spa city.  He lives in a beautiful house.  His grandfather
spoiled him horribly by leasing him a Ferrari when his Jag got trashed after he
got run off the road by someone.  The whole family down there in the lab
teases him about that and how the boss got a speeding ticket once in
it."  That got a small smirk from her father.  "Horatio
Caine's a very strong man.  Very serious at times, but now and then he can
have fun.  He and Speed, his adopted father, both baby the boy until he
has to fuss back.  Then again, they fuss because Xander gets into some of
the strangest things.  He was in Las Vegas visiting some friends." 


"The
same ones you took her to visit?" 


"Yeah,
someone in their lab out there.  Anyway, Xander and Greg have been buddies
since they met out there.  This was his second trip out to see him I
think.  Xander and Greg end up in a club and this very nice woman starts
to hit on them.  Feeds them some really potent liquor.  Since Xander
doesn't drink it was too strong for his system.  He wakes up the next day
with a hangover from Hades, a wife who had just jumped off the building to get
away from the FBI because she's an assassin, and we find out Greg married her
apprentice for the same reason.  She got him too drunk to wobble by
himself.  So then most of the family plus parts of their lab out there,
Miami's lab, and our lab up here get to travel with Xander to break into her
houses and hand over her files to the Feds and various state governments, plus
get rid of her weapons collections.  I got to go to Istanbul for four
days."  Tara smiled at that.  "Did I show you those
pictures?" 


"Danny
on a camel," she agreed happily. 


"Yeah,
I guess I did," he agreed happily.  He looked at Don's father. 
"Xander's a great kid.  Very protective of his family.  He's a
goofy guy until someone threatens his family and then he turns into this nearly
demonic force of protection and violence."  That got an understanding
look, so he had caught the threat.  "He'll be up for both the bonding
and the wedding if you wanted to meet him," he offered. 


"I'm
sure I will sometime soon," he agreed.  He dug into his cake. 
"For being commercial, this isn't bad." 


"The
Chef went to school for it," Don's father agreed.  He watched his
wife yawn.  "Go back to bed, sweetheart."  She smiled and
excused herself before going up there.  "Sorry, the surgery was hard
on her." 


"It's
a strong woman who would've gotten out of bed today," Tara's father
agreed.  "What are you doing now?" 


"I
retired after nearly thirty years on the force," he admitted. 
"Now I bother my wife by lounging around and watching football.  When
I get bored I've got some people who'll let me do background checks and things
for them."  Tara swatted him and he patted her hand.  "I
do, she'll tell you that."   He looked at him again. 
"I'm hoping Donny matches me and adds another year to the tally. 
Then his kid can up it.  That way the whole force thinks we're
mythical." 


"Hey,
I'm already mythical," Don said dryly, smirking at his father. 
"Who else gets into the things I do following the lab around?" 


"Point,
son.  Not many detectives do that."  He looked at Tara
again.  "Try to make him quit that, okay?"  She
nodded.  "Thanks, sweetie."   He kissed her on the
forehead.  "Need help with dishes later?" 


"Dishwasher,"
she reminded him.  "Mary said they can go in there too." 
He smiled at that.  "We'll make sure you eat tomorrow too, Don."



"Thanks,
dear.  I'd appreciate that."  He patted her on the head. 
"You're an excellent daughter-in-law.  If Donny didn't want you and I
was unmarried and younger, I'd steal you in a heartbeat."  She
blushed and snickered at that, shaking her head. "Okay, well, maybe I'd
adopt you," he admitted. 


"Then
me loving her would be incest, Dad.  Eww," Don noted
sarcastically.  "Remember, Tara's my woman and I am a jealous man now
and then.  Mostly when she's pretty." 


"She's
pretty all the time, son," he teased back. 


"Exactly,"
Don Junior agreed with a smirk for his girl, who rolled her eyes but swatted
them both.  She got up to start clearing away the rest of the table and
putting up the leftovers. 


"Are
you doing bad things to my daughter?" Tara's father asked bluntly. 


"You
mean like sleeping with her?  I get cuddles now and then.  Am I mean
to her?  Hell no," he said firmly.  "I've never been mean
to my past girlfriends and I'll never be mean to her.  I've never hit one,
I don't yell, and I tend not to argue with them.  It's not worth the
stress unless it's something important." 


"So
you are sleeping together outside of marriage?" 


Don
looked at him.  "First, I don't think that's any of your
business.  Second, we're engaged.  We'll be bonded in three weeks.
Have I spent the night?  Yes.  I'm not going to move in until we're
bonded because we both agreed it wasn't right.  Most often I get cuddles
from Tara.  She likes to curl up on my chest and read.  I've learned
a lot by reading over her shoulder." 


"How
do you plan to take care of her?" 


"Very
well," Don told him.  "I make a great salary.  I've got a
good savings.  All Tara has to do is name something and it's hers. 
Once we're married in December, the PD will also help her with tuition if she
wants to file for it.  They'll help her up to six hours a semester for up
to four years."  That got him a horrified look.  "I want
Tara to finish her education and to go into whatever sort of job she wants
that'll make her happy.  Her happiness is my first priority, even over my
job.  You may not have heard me earlier but I would die for Tara, and I
think that's the way love should be.  We were friends before this and
we're still friends.  I can go to her for advice when I need some common
sense or a female point of view for a case. She can come to me with any worries
she has.  If she ever gets sick I'm going to fuss her to death until she
begs for mercy," he offered with a small smile.  "That's how
love should be." 


"You're
awfully girly," he snorted. 


Don
shrugged. "I'm perfectly fine with my manliness.  I don't need to use
my gun for my job most of the time.  When I do I use it very well. 
I've got an arrest record that rivals some of the best in the US. 
Including my father.  I play basketball on the weekends with street kids
as a mentor.  I don't need to prove how bad of a badass I am.  It's
implied in who I am.  I don't care if I'm wearing pink and driving a pink
car, no one mistakes me for anything other than very manly and
masculine."  He leaned on the table.  "Yeah, I like to play
and joke around.  It makes me a happy guy.  A real man can be happy
with himself and realize that a few things could use changed but not force
himself to do it unless it's necessary," he said, staring him down. 
"I don't need to prove my manliness by threatening women or
children," he finished more quietly.  "If I ever did, I'd expect
Tara to smack the shit outta me for it."  Her father snorted. 
"She can.  She had to hit someone a few weeks back when she brought
in a batch of cookies for my squad.  One of the suspects said something to
her and she smacked the shit outta him and told him off until he whimpered and
begged to be arrested.  Then she fed him a cookie and I got one," he
finished with a grin.  "Tara's a beautiful girl.  Those that hurt
her have one hell of a problem coming from me.  No matter who that
is.  Even if it were my dad."  His father nodded. 
"Any other questions?" 


"You
know fags," he said bluntly. 


"I
know a few gay men, yes.  I also know some very nice lesbians.  It
doesn't matter to me.  What do I care what someone does in their bedroom
if I'm not invited?"  That got a horrified look.  "What
they do is their thing.  I don't really care what they do as long as
they're happy with it and not offering to me."  He looked at his
father. "Have you ever cared?" 


"Not
in the last ten years.  After one of my coworkers did offer I had to sit
down and think.  That's just who they are.  I don't like it but
that's got nothing to do with me."  He shrugged and looked at Tara's
father. Then at Tara since she was in the doorway.  "Pumpkin, did you
mind gay people?" 


"No,"
she said quietly.  "I was one until I met Don.  I'm fine with
all of us."  She went over to pull Don up.  "Come help me
please?  I need to lift down a bowl and can't reach it." 


"Sure." 
He grinned at her.  "You know I don't care.  I like
Willow.  She's hyper- protective, like Xander is."  He grinned
and she grinned back, letting him get down the bowl they needed. 
"Anything else I can help with?" 


"Carry
in the last few plates?" 


"Sure." 
He went to do that.  "Guys, the women would like the last few dishes
please."  His father stacked his and handed them over.  He
carried his in with them then came back out.  "Yours, Dad?" 


Mr.
Maclay gave him a horrified look and stomped off.  "You are coming
home with us, Tara!  We are leaving tomorrow.  You will not be
staying in this place with such people!  It is wrong and so are
they!"  She shook her head.  "You will or I will tell
everyone what you are." 


"I'm
female, Father, I think they already realize that."  He gave her a
glare and she glared back.  "That was just a story.  I figured
that out." 


"Yeah,
about that whole 'she's demonic' thing.  Really?  You wanna prove
it?" 


"She
bleeds." 


"So
do all women who haven't had stuff removed.  Most men learn to respect the
tampon and fear it at the same time.  If you didn't, you obviously either
never had sisters or a mother who was still fertile.  Now, anything
else?  If not, you have a nice stay in New York, Mr. Maclay." 


"She
will be leaving with us," he said, advancing on Don, who didn't
move.  "You are a foul being." 


"STOP
IT!" Tara shrieked.  "Right the hell now!"  A fierce
wind started in the house.  "How dare you speak to my man like that,
Father!  He's a decent, kind, hardworking man who loves me.  No
matter what you tried to teach me!  Now, get out of their house.  I'm
no longer your daughter.  My mother was right to try to leave
you."  He reached for her and she put up a hand, freezing him. 
"Do not tempt me," she vowed. 


Willow
appeared behind her, giving her a hug, leaning her chin on her shoulder. 
"I felt you snap.  Are you all right, sweetie?" 


"I'm
fine, Willow," she said quietly, staring at her father. 


"I'm
not," Don Senior noted.  "Tara, honey, put him down.  He's
not worth the headache."  She released him and Don let her cuddle
into his chest and sob.  "Don, take her out back please?" 
Don nodded, doing that.  He stood up.  "I don't care who you
think you are, Mr. Maclay.  That girl is the nicest and sweetest
thing.  She makes my son happy.  If you think she's wrong for doing
that, that's your problem.  No one said you had to show up for the
wedding.  No one said you had to come to the bonding or acknowledge any
future grandchildren.  I'll give them all the attention they'd miss from
you and make sure they're happy, healthy kids who know love.  Do you have
anything else to say?"  He shook his head and stomped out, his wife
scurrying after him.  He looked at the fuming redhead.  "You
are?" 


"Willow." 
She crossed her arms, looking at him.  "Who're you?  Not that I
mind someone protecting Tara." 


"I'm
Don's father, Don Senior." 


"Oh." 
She smiled and gave him a hug.  "We've heard a lot about you from
her.  Welcome to the family because she's still my best friend and like my
sister."  He smirked at that.  "What?  I can't have
her back and I've moved onto Ryan.  He's more than enough manly woman type
for me."  She shrugged and looked outside then at him.  "This
isn't the first time.  He had her convinced she was demonic at one point
in time.  Buffy nearly kicked his ass.  Can I send Xander this
time?"  He cracked a real smile.  "He'd be more than happy
to help you know." 


"We'll
see, Willow.  Go back to your Ryan toy."  She gave him a wicked
grin and disappeared after a few quiet words.  "Huh."  He
walked outside.  Tara gave him a fearful look.  "Works better
than cuffs if you can do it," he said.  She burst out crying. 
"Not like I care that you're one who can get it to work, Tara.  Shit,
girl, we knew you were a witch when we met you!  You're Wiccan, a
practicing, faithful one to the Goddess.  Donny and I have both been
around long enough to have seen some of the strange stuff in this world. 
You're no stranger than Elvis impersonators."  She gave him a
look.  He smirked back.  "Really.  You're not." 
She gave him a tentative hug.  "That's my girl.  Willow offered
to tell Xander." 


"No,
he'll destroy him," she said weakly. 


"Sounds
good to me.  Dad?" 


"I'm
for it.  Think we could get Mac ta help, Donny?" 


"He
offered, Dad, and said he might even bring Danny ta help, maybe even
Sheldon." 


"That's
one strange trio," he said, considering it. 


"Nah,
it's Danny/Mac/Stella with Sheldon giving Mac hints because he's a great CSI
but he's a clueless guy that didn't know Stella mothered him because she wanted
in his pants."  He shrugged.  "Some guys, ya
know."  He pulled Tara back.  "Mine, get your own or go hug
Ma." 


"Not
a bad idea."  He went to hug his wife, who was scowling
outside.  "I take it you heard?" 


"Yes. 
Get that girl up here right now so I can have a hug too!" 


"Tara,
Mary wants a hug too," he bellowed.  She peeked in.  "Yes,
you, pumpkin.  I'm glad our other daughter can't.  Think how scary
she'd be then."  Tara bopped him on the arm with a scowl so he
smiled.  "See?  Just don't do it around the house unless it's
necessary, okay?"  She nodded and gave him another hug, then she gave
one to Mary, who whispered in her ear and got a nod. 


"Good! 
We should let Donny tell your cousin." 


Don
walked up the stairs with his cellphone.  "No, Uncle Raph.  It
went bad.  We'll still be home tonight.  Because Ma won't let me
cuddle with her here.  Yeah, we'll tell you then, Uncle Raph.  I
promise.  Good, make Uncle Pat eat."  He hung up and looked at
Tara.  "They've got someone watching the house." 


"The
blue car probably," his mother said.  Don looked then nodded. 
"They're the only ones I don't know." 


"It
happens," Don promised, kissing her on the cheek. "You should be in
bed.  Don't make me pull a Xander and fuss, Ma."  She smiled and
got back into bed.  He picked up Tara and put her over his shoulder. 
"I'm taking her home to get cuddles and give her a footrub.  See you
guys in a few days.  Ma, be safe and get better.  Tell me if you need
anything.  Got it?"  She nodded so he walked her down to the
car, putting her on her feet so he could kiss her. "Into the car, my
woman."  She blinked at him.  "What?  I knew you could
do it.  I've seen you do it making cookies."  She blushed. 
"It happens and that's a good reason to me," he promised with a
grin.  "Now, into the car or no footrub tonight."  She slid
in and he walked around to get in and drive, honking at their guard, who smiled
and waved but stayed.   Probably a good thing in case her parents
came back.  By the time he got her home she was calmed down and let him
walk her inside and sit her down on the couch, even letting him give the
promised footrub.  "Before you ask, it ended up being a threatening
action." 


"Willow
wanted to sic Xander on them," Tara agreed.  She looked at Don. 
"It didn't freak you out?" 


"If
it did I'd make you quit reaching for whatever you're nibbling on while you're
deep in study," he pointed out.  "Since I don't it must
not."  She smiled and leaned over to kiss him. "That's my
girl.  You forget you're not an orphan.  Okay?"  She
nodded.  "Can you have a neighbor get the stuff you have in storage
down there?" 


"My
stepmother said she sent it up before they came up."  Both vampires
stared at her so she looked at her. "Some sundresses mostly.  A very
old diary.  Something of my mother's.  She said Don was a good man
but my father's being a pain." 


"That's
putting it mildly," Don agreed dryly.  "Can I sic Xander on
him?"  She gave him a look.  "I know it's mean but he hurt
you.  He threatened you and he said mean things about you." 


"He
said meaner things about you earlier," she complained. 


"So
then they deserve Horatio and Xander," he said with a smirk.  She
swatted him.  "They do." 


"They
might," she agreed.  "But it's still mean." 


"Fine."



"What
happened?" Patrick demanded. 


They
both stared at him. "Don was wearing his mauve suit earlier," she
told him.  "So he's girly, he knows gay men, he's only a cop, he's
not of his faith, I'm still considered demonic because I'm like my
mother.  The usual."  Don pulled her into his lap to cuddle her.
"I'm fine, Don.  Willow helped me heal from him." 


"I'm
going to tell Calleigh to sic her Ma on him again," he said grimly. 


Raphael
dialed that house's number and put it on speaker.  "Speedle," he
sighed. 


"We
just met with Tara's parents.  Can Calleigh's mom go shoot him this
time?" Don asked. 


"That
good, huh?"  He sighed and turned his head away from the phone.
"Calleigh, if you're still on with your mother tell her to shoot her
bastard cousin this time.  They apparently upset Tara and Don this
time." 


"Sure,"
came across faintly.  Then she came closer.  "What
happened?" 


"Don
was wearing mauve, he's a cop, he's Catholic, he believes I can be a strong
woman and not cowed.  I'm still demonic to him.  Then he said mean
things about Don." 


"He
tried to say mean things about Tara but I threatened him," Don promised.
"I was a good boy.  I stood my ground and I pointed out being manly
meant I didn't have to prove it by beating my women.  Willow popped up
when Tara had to stop him from moving toward her and suggested we tell
Xander." 


"That's
still mean," Tara said weakly. 


"He
said mean things about both of you?" Calleigh demanded.  Speed's
voice faded.  "Hold on, I'm chatting with my mom."  The
sound of typing.  "Mom said she's going to aim for his balls this
time instead of between his feet." 


"Watch
out for the dog, she's pregnant," Tara said quietly. 


"I
told her," Calleigh promised, sounding happier.  "Mom said that
she'll meet him at the airport this time.  Maybe he'll come to
Miami."  Don snickered.  "If so, I'll definitely let Xander
meet him, Tara.  Now, I hear that there's a wedding coming?" 


"Yup. 
We're bonding in front of the Goddess on the nineteenth at twelve-thirty at
night.  Then on Solstice we're holding a wedding," Don told her,
smiling at Tara.  "If she gets cold feet I get to tickle and threaten
Xander as her honor guard so he'll get to squeal and fuss with her clothes and
hair."  She shook her head.  "No?" 


"No. 
Female honor guards." 


"Okay,
I'll let Lady Heather do it," he said with a bright grin.  She
'eep'ed and hid her face in his neck.  "The nineteenth right after
the convention." 


"That
is a Saturday evening and I think I have it off so we might be able to come
too," Calleigh said happily.  "Tara, have you two registered
anywhere?" 


"I'm
going to do that tomorrow." 


"Sure. 
Let us know, okay?  We love you two, you're nearly as cute as a frustrated
Horatio following behind a huffy Xander.  Someone tried to run him off the
road again."  Patrick moaned at that.  "Don't worry, we got
the guy and he's very sorry.  Ryan ran into him with a hummer, the cursed
one even, and Horatio said it was good it was that hummer.  Anyway, is
everything else okay?" 


"Just
fine," Don promised, sounding content.  "I finally got her ring
last night and she wanted something smaller so I let her choose." 
His uncles both stared at her until she let them see. 


"It's
beautiful, baby," Patrick said, smiling at her.  "Perfect for
your hand." 


"I
wanted a three carat like that one but she said it was too big," Don
explained. "She went with a two." 


"Wow,"
Calleigh said.  "You two have good cuddles and forget they came up,
Tara.  If they come down here I'm sure someone will gladly have a talk with
them.  We'll see you for the wedding definitely and the bonding if we
can.  We'll also see you during the conference so let us know if we can
bring anything up, okay?" 


"I
will," she agreed. "Make your mom be nice?" 


Calleigh
hung up while she was laughing.  "Oh, that was a good joke,
Speed.  She wanted my mother to play nicely with her father." 


"Hmm. 
I still say I should tell Xander and Horatio." 


"You
never know, Willow could've." 


"True,"
he agreed, looking happier at that.  "If not, she's definitely ranted
at Ryan, who'll tell H tomorrow."  He went back to making his
snack.  "Tell your mother I said hi and she can't have you all
night.  I'm going to debauch you again by having evil, wicked sex with
you." 


"She'd
laugh like the last time you told her that," she called after him. 
She did type in that Tara asked her to be nice to her father.  Her mother
sent back a cackle.  It was all she needed to know.  She did mention
the pregnant dog they had and it was apparently a good thing for her.  She
logged off after a few more minutes and called Ryan and Willow's house. 
"Sorry, Ryan.  Wondering if Willow had any more information.  My
Mom wanted to know the details of what happened.  No, I'm Tara's second
cousin," she admitted happily.  "Sure.  After you're done
with her or tomorrow is fine," she promised happily.  "Thank
you, sweetie.  Have fun."  She hung up and leaned back. 
She didn't mean to break in on them having sex but sometimes it happened. 
Speed came in with a half sandwich for her.  "Don picked out a
beautiful three carat diamond and Tara made him scale back a two." 


"That
was sweet," he said happily.  "They good now?"  She
nodded. "Willow say anything?" 


"A
lot of panting." 


"Ah. 
Newlywed syndrome.  You call Xander to tell him?" 


"No,
I'm scared of calling Xander.  Every time I do I hear Horatio growling or
Greg growling or someone in the background ready to cry from him." 
He nodded, accepting that.  "So evil *and* wicked tonight?" she
asked. 


He
smirked.  "Let me eat so I have enough energy, Cal."  She
smirked and headed for the bathroom to take a shower.  He watched her stip
off on the way, eating faster.  It was good. 


***



Horatio
walked into his office and pulled off his sunglasses, watching Speed do his
paperwork.  "Problems with some of them?" 


"Wondering
if you were going to make it." 


"The
hummer broke down.  Again." 


Speed
looked at him.  "We could use an overhaul," he agreed. 
"The Chief's upset at the budget." 


"He
usually is," he agreed.  "Anything else that came up?" 


"Yeah. 
Xander got paid today for the last set of crap that went up to auction. 
So expect a nice dinner in tonight." 


"I'll
be with Yelina and Ray Junior tonight." 


"Where
is your brother?" 


"Stalking
his son," he said dryly.  "Other than that I haven't seen
him.  Maybe that's because I haven't been able to go home without Xander
pouting at me." 


"He
did want you to move in," Speed reminded him. 


"I
know but I don't want to get in the way of his business." 


"You're
not."  He stood up and let him get at his desk.  "Call the
Chief first.  Did Xander get a call from Willow?" 


"We
did," he agreed dryly.  "Xander was stopped from going to curse
him to misfortune by Greg knocking him down and kissing him stupid.  I
think he snuck out of bed and did it later." 


"Good. 
Calleigh's mother's going to shoot him for real this time."  He
walked off, going back to his lab. 


Horatio
called the Chief.  "Sorry I'm a bit late.  The hummer broke down
on the way in.  The block's cracked I think.  I've already called
Auto and they think so too," he admitted.  He listened. 
"Well, that does leave us with just one working one, sir."  He
nodded. "As soon as they get it back to me."  He glared at the
phone.  "Why?  I told you that one was permanently broken and
the other seems cursed to accidents."  He rolled his eyes, leaning
back. "I'm sure, sir.  I have filed for a grant.  I haven't
heard anything back yet.  Of course, sir.  The same as I'd have been
delighted if they had upgraded the lab without making it look like a canyon and
taking our second set of bathrooms away."  He smirked.  "I
know, sir, and that was on the list.  Three times.  Thank
you."  He hung up and glared at the phone.  He went to check his
inter-office mailbox and sighed at the notice on the grant.  It had been
turned down on very suspicious reasons.  He went back to his office with
the other things, finding one pale cream envelope.  He sniffed.  It
was a familiar scent. 


He
opened it and stared at the check inside.  Then the small post-it on the
back. //To be used specifically for the lab's needs, Horatio.  Do not let
the Chief have it.//  He smiled and walked it out to take it to his
boss.  He held up the post-it note first, getting a glare in return. 
"It smells like Raphael."  He turned it around, letting him see
the amount.  "I'm getting new hummers.  Would you like to get
maintenance to fix the electrical problems she gave us?"  He walked
off much happier now.  Those two really did have very long ears in all the
right places.  He found the number for the dealership who did the hummers,
and their address.  Then he went to the bank.  It was in his
name.  He could cash it.  The Chief could growl and want his old
hummer all he wanted.  Once he had it cashed he walked out to the
dealership.  It was only up the street.  He smiled at the salesman he
knew, taking off his sunglasses.  "We got given a grant to replace
the perpetually cursed and damaged one, the totally broken one, and mine, which
blew the block on the way in this morning."  He handed over the
money.  "Fix it.  Please." 


The
salesman looked at him then nodded.  "Sure, Lieutenant." 
He counted the money then looked at him. "You can get eight of them for
this." 


"We
have one working one.  Get us four more then I'll see."  That
got a nod and he filled out the forms, letting him sign the requisition. 
Horatio took the rest of the money and the forms back, going to drop them in
the proper offices.  He stopped in at auto pool, handing them their copy. 
"Who else needs vehicles?" 


"Motorcycle
and horse patrol." 


"I
don't think I can get good horses in Miami," he admitted, walking
off.  He went to talk to the chief, handing him his copy.  "I'll
write a thank you note to them in a few minutes.  Did you want to sign it
as well?" 


"I
can do that myself," he said, glaring at him.  "You're being
smug." 


"We
lost the grant.  We're down to one.  Unless you want Speed to ride
his racing bike to scenes...."  He shuddered.  "Now, the
lab's needs aren't that vast.  Someone noted mounted patrols needed
something?" 


"Can
you get good horses?" 


"I
don't think I'm a good judge of one.  I haven't ridden since I was
sixteen."  His boss gave him a funny look.  "Summer
camp." 


"Oh." 
He nodded.  "Motorcycle could use about ten new ones." 


"I'll
see what I can do."  He walked off, going back to his office. 
Speed walked in and hugged him.  "What's that for?" 


"From
the guys at Mounted Patrol.  From biker to biker."  He walked
out again. 


Horatio
smiled and called.  "I've got about sixty thousand remaining from the
gift to the lab.  Can you use it?" he asked their boss.  He
heard the happy noises.  "It's not much...."  He
laughed.  "True, it'll give you a few.  Four new hummers. 
I'd offer to the other side of mounted patrol but I don't know horses that
well."  The other boss laughed.  "I've got it in cash in my
desk."  He hung up and the guy came up with the requisition to show
him.  "That's fine."  He handed it over and got a hug then
the guy left to talk to the same dealership.  He put the other fifty
dollars into petty cash and wrote a very nice letter to the meddling duo for
their generous support of the lab.  Then he sent an email to Gordon with
the specifics of what it had went toward if they needed to know.  Gordon
sent back an 'we didn't do it, Horatio'.   He asked him who
did.  He said he'd chase it down and he scanned in the copy of the check
he had made with the post-it note.  Gordon wrote back a few hours later
telling him it was one of the gift giving posse, as he had taken to calling
them.  "Interesting.  Still appreciated."  He was sent
an address so he modified that and printed it out, then signed it and put it
into the outgoing mail. 


***



Xander
opened his door, frowning at the delivery guy.  "I didn't order
anything," he said. 


"I
don't know what it is, sir.  Two envelopes for you."  He handed
them over.  "Sign please?"  He did.  "Thank you,
have a nice day." 


"Need
a tip?" 


"No,
sir.  Fed Ex doesn't need it," he said with a smile, heading back to
his truck and out the gate. 


Xander
closed the door and sat down in his office to look inside them.  One had a
thicker set of papers.  One had a thinner envelope.  He started with
the papers.  Thinner things were generally bad news.  He pushed a
button on his phone.  "The family in Yemen did *what*?" he
demanded when someone answered.  He listened to Mac explain what had
happened. "So they did what!" he said, starting to sound
panicked.  "I don't need it!"  He opened the other envelope
and squeaked.  "Oh, damn it!  No, not from them."  He
hung up and called Gordon.  "Are you busy?" he asked, sounding
normal to his own ears.  Since Gordon told him to calm down he doubted he
did to others.  "Legal paperwork and another present.  Thank
you."  He put his head down on the desk, waiting until Gordon got
there.  He pulled the papers out from under his head.  Then the check
from his hand.  "Can I go jump off somewhere high?" 


"No,
Xander.  Patrick would get very upset and stressed out."  He
read over the paperwork, sitting down.  "They did *what*!" he
demanded.  He dialed the house in New York, getting a very grumpy vampire
ten rings later.  "The family in Yemen did what!"  He heard
the 'huh' and got up to fax it up there.  "I've sent it over,
Patrick.  Wake Sire up.  I don't know.  I'm not sure if the
check he got sent is from that or not."  He waited while Patrick got
the fax and screamed, making his sire run down the stairs and take the phone
and the fax from him.  Then he growled.  "Xander's wanting to
jump off somewhere very high and he's got a good sized check here as
well," he admitted.  He looked at it.  "Like the estate is
peanuts, Sire.  I can do that."  He hung up.  "Let us
handle this, Xander."  Xander looked at him, looking tired. 
"I know.  Let us handle this."  He nodded.  "Good
boy.  You take a nap or something."  He headed for the
Department of Treasury.  "Is Agent Elliot in please?"  She
nodded so he signed in and was escorted back to his office.  "Agent
Elliot?"  He nodded, looking at him. "Gordon Peterson, I'm legal
counsel for Patrick Benis.  I'm here on behalf of his grandson." 


"Another
one?" 


"Two
things," he said, walking in and nodding at the receptionist so he could
close the door.  He put down the check and watched the agent
whimper.  "We can't tell if it's related to this matter or not,"
he said, putting down the legal papers.  "Sire's growling. 
Patrick is screaming and ranting, and Xander wants to jump off somewhere very
high.  Can you track the check for us?" 


"I
can," he agreed, going to do that.  He looked at the name on the
paperwork then at him.  "They're the ones who sent those two huge
checks." 


"I
know.  They consider Xander a family curse and had two members who wanted
him commit suicide to regain the family's honor."  He got a horrified
look. "We protested, they did it and gave him their share of the family's
estate so it wouldn't taint anyone.  Xander nearly cried then. This is
going to drive him over the edge." 


"I
can see why."  He went back to tracing it.  He ran into a legal
notification and read it, then frowned and let him see it.  "I'm
hoping I'm translating the French wrong." 


Gordon
read then turned and hit the wall.  "No, you're not.  Is anyone
alive in that family?" 


"No. 
Not according to this.  Maybe a daughter.  One was mentioned but
she's listed as being in protective custody or something."  He called
the State Department.  "This is Agent Elliot in Miami.  I need
someone in my office now.  Some kidnapers who took a resident down here
paid him a humongous sum of money and then apparently set fire to the family
home with everyone in it.  Now please."  He hung up, looking at
the door, noticing the slowly moving shadows.  "He hit the wall,
boys.  It's nothing.  He was upset on behalf of his
client."  He got back to it until someone knocked and walked
in.  "This is Paul Young, from the State Department." 


"Gordon,"
he said, shaking his hand.  "What's going on?  A case?" 


"I
quit a few years back.  I work for Patrick Benis." That got a
smile.  "Father Benis' grandson is under the family curse.  That
family considered him a family curse and they just killed everyone it looks
like."  He took the paperwork and moved Peter Elliot off his desk so
they could read through what they had found.  "Is there anything
Xander can do?  Are there any members left?" 


"Let
me make a few calls," Paul offered, doing that from the desk phone. 
"Sir, Paul Young, State Department.  Actually, I am.  Yes, sir,
Miami.  Mr. Harris lives down here.  No, sir, his grandparents came
up to talk to you in person," he admitted, looking at Gordon, who
nodded.  He listened to him going over what he had heard. 
"There's a daughter mentioned.  Can we give it to her?"  He
raised an eyebrow.  "Okay.  What can the young man do? 
He's nearly crying over this, Sheik, what can he do?"  He made notes. 
"Thank you for your assistance, sir."  He hung up and called
someone in the FBI.  "Unflag a Mr. Alexander Harris, presently a
resident in Miami.  He's a victim of kidnaping and the kidnapers got stuck
on him.  Yeah, that one.  Thank you."  He hung up. 
"The envoy to the US's advice was to enjoy it.  There's standing
orders that if the daughter sees him or takes any of the money from him she'll
be eliminated too.  Her father put out a pre-paid contract through
someone."  Gordon sat down, looking weak.  "The rest was
flagged and stopped by the FBI.  They're going to find the file on his
kidnaping and come down to talk to him.  The Envoy is the brother of the
current head of the government.  He said as far as he knew, they were all
gone. They found themselves unable to deal with not wanting him." 


"That's
insane," Gordon told him. 


"At
this point, the government decided they were mentally unstable and are watching
the daughter as well.  If she marries over here since she's at NYU
studying, all the better for her."  He stood up.  "I'm
going to copy these and my notes, Gordon.  Tell him to hold off cashing
that." 


"He
didn't want it." 


"I
know.  Hold off on cashing it anyway.  Let me see if you've got any
recourse in this situation.  Okay?"  Gordon nodded.  "Good
man.  Is there any other names I should be aware of?" 


"Sire,
Raphael, was heading over there with our foreign legal team to handle it
again.  They've broken the restraining order time and again." 
That got a solemn nod.  "We've had three others who did this in the
past and were killed or committed suicide.  They said committed suicide
and bought a judge to quickly probate the will and force it on Xander so it
couldn't taint the rest of the family." 


"I
heard the last kidnaping had Lieutenant Caine," Agent Elliot said. 


"Different
family but they know them.  They wanted to know what was so special and
got them both since they were together."  He shrugged.  "I
don't know.  Father Benis is livid.  He was screaming into the phone
when I told him.  Xander looked like he wanted to run and hide." 


"Tell
him to calm himself and to stay in Miami," Paul told him.  "Give
me a few days, okay?"  That got a nod and he strode out shaking his
head. 


"Can
you hold that?" 


"The
boss said I shouldn't.  I briefed him on what's went on with your
client.  He's stunned but he remembers hearing rumors about his
grandfather's problems." 


"It's
a curse on the family for when they've found their true mates," he said
bitterly. "It lasts four years.  Father Benis won't last two more."



"Who
is he seeing?" 


"Horatio." 
Elliot stared at him.  "You thought they were playing?"  He
grinned and took the check, putting it into his briefcase.  "I'm
going to put this in the family's safety deposit box.  Let me know whatever
you find out or tell Horatio and he'll tell me."  That got a nod and
a hand-shake.  "I hope we don't have to keep making your life
unboring, Agent Elliot." 


"You
too, Gordon."  That got a smile and he headed out.  He wrote an
email to his boss, hearing him swearing from up the hall.  Not a good
sign. He rested his head against the back of his desk chair, mentally praying
that no one in his family ever bred with that one. 


***



Horatio
looked up as Gordon walked into his office with the legal paperwork. 
"What's this?" 


"Sit." 
Horatio looked at him.  "The family in Yemen struck again. 
Sit.  Really.  Please."  Horatio sat and read then glared
at him.  "I've got the State Department and the Treasury working on
it.  Someone from the FBI wanted briefed as well.  They're coming down
tomorrow.  He got a check from someone.  There may be more coming.
They literally set the house on fire with everyone in it but one daughter who's
over here studying.  I've already called Mac and he went to talk to her
and to tell her he'd help her stay away from Xander because he knew him. 
He called back and said she wasn't surprised, her grandfather had begun to talk
about him then hated himself.  She's got plans to marry and they left her
with a quarter of the estate.  She refused to take more when Mac asked
her.  She said it was tainted and she was not going to taint herself, her
future husband, or any future offspring, who would not be named after anyone in
her family or you two or us."  That got a nod.  "Mac wrote
out a list when her fiance asked.  He agreed, they don't want it." 


"So
Xander's stuck?" 


"We're
seeing what we can do, Horatio.  Right now that check is in the safety
deposit box.  The FBI took the others with what they told Elliot, I
think.  I can't be sure.  That came from Fed Ex."  Horatio
nodded once and pushed a button on his phone.  He sat down.  "I
know Xander asked if he could jump off somewhere.  Patrick was screaming,
Horatio.  Sire wouldn't quit growling.  Agent Elliot called someone
at the State Department, a guy I know named Paul Young. He said to give him a
few days to find the whole story and depth of this outrage." Speed and
Eric walked in with Ryan right behind them.  "Hi, boys.  Speed,
you'll want to sit before you read that."  Speed looked at him and
read anyway; Ryan caught him when he tried to sit without a chair. 
"You're good," he praised. 


"I've
been getting practice.  Willow passed out thanks to Ethan."  He
helped him into a chair, taking the papers from his hand. 
"Speed?" 


Eric
snatched the papers to read, frowning at Horatio.  "Does this say
they all committed suicide together and left him everything?" 


"A
quarter went to the only surviving daughter and she doesn't want it,"
Gordon told him.  "We're going through the State Department this
time.  The FBI is coming down to get briefed so you three may need to give
statements as well."  That got a nod from them.  "Perhaps
Ian as well since I know he was keeping track of things for you guys. 
Maybe even Mayper.  I'm not sure yet."  He looked at
Horatio.  "When are the new hummers coming?" 


"Four
days.  They had to do the equipment in the back."  He leaned
back, rubbing his eyes.  "Okay.  What do we need to do right
now?" 


"Prepare
what you're going to tell the FBI.  I have no idea who they're
sending.  I have no idea how high up this is going to be joked
about," he admitted.  "I know Paul talked to the Envoy, who's
the brother of the ruler of Yemen.  He said Xander's only choice was to
enjoy it." 


"Donations
good," Speed said sarcastically.  "Maybe that way we can get the
stuff around here fixed, H." 


"Might
be a good idea.  We had to put out a fire in ballistics an hour ago,"
Ryan sighed, looking at him.  "Should I tell Willow?" 


"Do
you really want to calm her down all night?" Gordon asked. 


"We're
going out tonight.  I can tell her in public."  That got a smirk
from Ryan.  "It helps now and then."  He looked at
Speed.  "Want me to call Calleigh?"  He slowly shook his
head.  "Want a soda?"  Speed shook his head again.
"Beer?" 


Shot. 
Many shots."  He stood up and looked at Horatio.  "Think I
could take Xander out drinking?" 


"He
might not mind this time," Horatio admitted. He stood up. 
"Let's go brief the Chief. It's nearly the end of the day.  
We'll go see Xander tonight and calm down together." 


"He's
got a grill, we can do a cookout," Eric offered.  Horatio gave him a
look.  "It would keep him calm and take care of the necessities, plus
Speed could have a beer at least." 


"Not
around Xander, Eric. He hates drunks.  His parents were," Speed told
him.  He looked at Horatio.  "Otherwise I like his idea." 


"Stop
at the store, you'll probably get out first.  I've got to get a ride
home." 


"I'll
drive you, Horatio.  I already told Xander to hold on, we were
investigating it through the State Department and the FBI.  He said thank
you and hung up." 


"Good." 
He took the papers and went to find his boss.  He ended up having to go to
City Hall with a cruiser but that was fine.  He could get home even easier
from there.  He found them in a meeting and sat down to wait, looking
casually unconcerned. His boss and the Mayor came out together, both of them
giving him an odd look.  "An addendum to earlier's discussion,
sir." 


"Did
you find out who sent it definitely?" the Mayor asked. 


"I
did, sir, and I sent them a thank you note.  It was one of Xander's
present giving posse," he said blandly.  "I put it into the
outgoing mail.  With it we gave Mounted Patrol sixty thousand for new
motorcycles and I filled out the forms for the four new hummers to replace the
three broken ones."  That got a smile and a nod and the Mayor walked
on.  He handed his boss the papers.  "You'll want to sit. 
You asked about the family in Yemen?" 


The
Chief of Police read over the forms then stared at him.  "Why?" 


"They
consider Xander a family curse," he said quietly.  He took a deep
breath then let it out.  "There's someone from the Treasury, State
Department, and the FBI working on this outside of Gordon and the family,
sir." 


That
got a nod and the papers handed back.  "Is your boy okay?" 


"No
but it was suggested that the next grant could go to fix what's still
arcing.  We had a fire in ballistics earlier while I was on a
scene."  That got a wince.  "Exactly.  So please have
maintenance get on that list tonight?  Before we have a worse
accident?" he asked quietly.  "If you do, I will ask Xander to
consider donating to the department again." 


"I'm
sure he will." 


"I
think the next one is going to Las Vegas, sir.  Then New York before we
get more." 


"Well,
that does happen.  If you could ask him I'd be appreciative.  We do
need to replace some of the cruisers and motorcycles.  How much, do we
know?"  Horatio shook his head.  "Hug your boy tightly,
Horatio.  It's going to be a stressful few days." 


"I
know, but I thought you should hear before anyone else needed my whip." 


That
got a smirk.  "On your new couch?" 


"Even
on the new couch, sir.  Though I've been using the coatrack." 
He walked off, heading to catch a cab home.  He found Xander in the
kitchen staring at a half-empty beer.  He kissed him, tasting it. 
"There's times when you want to drink," he promised, making him look
at him.  "It's not wrong.  You're not going to become an
alcoholic from a single drink, Xander."  Xander snuggled into his
arms.  "We're figuring out what we could do."  He gave him
a squeeze and made Xander look at him.  "I had to bribe the
Chief." 


"With?"



"I'd
ask you to donate to the lab again if he fixed the things that're wrong in the
lab because Calleigh had a fire in ballistics," he admitted quietly. 
"I don't want you to have to or feel obligated but I've just upheld my
part of the bargain."  That got a small smile and a nod. 
"I don't want you to have to, Xander." 


"I
know, Horatio.  Greggy was getting the next one.  It's in his bag for
Grissom.  Mac gets one when I get this one.  Why did he want
it?" 


"New
cars and motorcycles." 


"Can
Dad help pick them out?" 


Horatio
smiled. "He'd complain because they've got to be touring bikes." 


"Oh. 
Pity."  He gave him a squeeze.  "I'll think about it."



"That's
all I promised you'd do."  That got a smile.  "I wouldn't
normally even try to make the promise." 


"I
know.  You're not Anya."  He snuck a kiss.  "You or
Dad can finish that."  He headed to his work area to go back to
cleaning and purifying it to get rid of the dead guy's soul. 


Horatio
finished the beer and felt a bit better.  He went to change, finding his
closet neat and orderly.  So Xander got upset and got on a cleaning
kick.  Not too bad either.  He had to fix a few things but not too
many.  He walked down the stairs in khakis and a looser shirt, getting
another hug from Xander.  "It'll be okay." 


"Will
you move in?" 


He
kissed him.  "How about we talk about this when we're not as
stressed."  Xander gave him a look.  "I have no worries
about doing that but I'm still keeping my house for a while, Xander." 


"So
let someone rent it from you," he offered.  Horatio smiled at
that.  "I'll even add onto the house so you can have an office that
doesn't have surveillance stuff." 


"I'll
think about that offer.  Most of the time I only use the home office to
pay bills and answer emails."  Xander smiled at that.  "I
do love your house," he promised, giving him a hug.  "We'll talk
about it before Tara and Don's wedding.  That way we're not in the middle
of stress or bad times."  Xander nodded and went back to
clinging.  "You're a good boy, Xander, and they had no idea who you
are or what you mean to those who love you." 


"You?"



"Especially
me and Greg," he promised, stroking his back.  "Speed said he'd
stop at the store and we could cook out on your untouched grill." 


"We
might need gas." 


"Let
me look."  He went out to look at it then called Speed. 
"Pick up propane.  Of course I will.  Thank you, Speed. 
I'm here.  Changed and we're good.  Be careful on the bike.  Did
you call Calleigh?"  He smiled and called her.  "Come over
tonight.  Xander's.  Because there's news and you could use the
dinner too, Calleigh.  I heard about the fire.  No, it's almost the
same topic however.  The Yemen family.  Please?"  He
smiled.  "Cookout.  Bring the ice cream with you.  Speed's
at the store.  Thank you."  He hung up and went inside to help
Xander clean and then burn the white sage to purify the room. 


Eric
walked in with half the groceries, Speed following with Calleigh behind
him.  "Steaks good?" 


"They're
fine, Eric," Xander agreed, working on smudging the walls.  He
watched as Speed picked up Calleigh and put her onto the counter then handed
over the papers, holding her ice cream while she read.  She changed with
him and walked outside to scream and finish the ice cream.  Then to set up
the grill.  She came in to give him a hug once her ice cream was
done.  "I wanted to jump."  She nodded, kissing him on the
cheek.  "Are you that filled with it too?" 


"No,
Xander, I only want to mother you," she promised, going back to the
kitchen. "He made sure I'm not afflicted too." 


"I
made sure Wolfe wasn't," Speed agreed.  "Someone should probably
check Oz and Buffy." 


Xander
came out with Horatio behind him.  "I called Oz.  His whole
answer was 'whoa, head rush' then he moaned and hung up.  I'm not sure if
Anya was there or if he was smoking pot or not." 


That
got a mass nod from everyone, even Horatio. 


"We'll
handle it but you get the cover the next time we go out," Eric teased,
making Xander grin just a bit.  "Good.  Now let's eat. 
There's nothing we can do while the Feds have it."  They got to work,
keeping Xander away from the grill and the food.  Just in case.  No
one had seen if grilling was as bad as cooking was for him yet. 


***



Greg
walked in later that night, looking tired.  "Plane was delayed,"
he told Brass.  "Griss?" 


"Ecklie."



"Yay
me."  He dug out the letter Xander had given him for him.  The
other was for Lady Heather and he'd deliver it later or tomorrow.  He
tapped on Ecklie's door. "I'm back." 


"I
can see that," Ecklie said grimly.  "Why are you late?" 


"Talk
to Southwestern Airlines, Ecklie.  We had a six hour delay at Atlanta when
someone had a panic attack on the plane."  That got an understanding
nod.  "From Xander," he said, handing the letter to
Grissom.  "Am I on or off tonight?" 


"You're
on-call but not on the schedule," he admitted.  "Hit the break
room, Greg."  Greg nodded, heading that way with his bag.  He
opened the letter to scan it, catching the check when it fell out.  Ecklie
gasped so he looked then blinked.  He smiled. "It says it's for our
vest and gun funds, Ecklie, plus to help the lab with something it needs to
get.  At mine and Greg's discretion.  It was sent to Xander anonymously
for us."  He got up and let him see the letter, getting a pout.
"I'll go give it to the Sheriff."  That got a sigh and a
nod.  "This is Xander's curse coming near Greg, Ecklie.  They're
bribing him to leave them."  He walked out, going to find the Sheriff. 
There was a high profile case so he was lurking somewhere for
information.  He found him watching Greg nap on the couch in the
breakroom.  "Sheriff?"  He turned and smiled at him. 
"You heard about what kept happening to Master Tim?" 


"I
did.  That poor man." 


"Someone
sent Greg a bribe to leave him."  He handed him the letter. 
"Master Tim passed it on and said very firmly Greg is still his and
staying his." 


"I
am.  I'm even marked as his," Greg called.  "How big was
it?"  Grissom walked in the check to let him look, making him
whistle.  "Wow.  For?" 


"Partially
for the vest and gun funds.  Partially for the lab, at our
discretion."  That got a smile.  "So we'll figure out what
machine needs replaced the most."  He walked out and handed him the
check.  "It's still in Greg's name," he pointed out at the slack
jawed look of awe. 


Greg
got up with a groan and came out.  "Horatio got one, he used it to
replace broken hummers and then gave some to their motorcycle patrol to get a
few new ones too.  Hey, Hodges!"  He came out of his lab,
looking unamused, like usual.  "What's the most broken down machine
in the lab?" 


"Mine."



"Not
the full lab, one machine," Grissom told him.  "Just one." 


"Our
computer system needs more room," he admitted.  "That would
probably benefit the lab the most.  Then mine needs fixed.  It hasn't
worked right since the explosion."  Greg flinched at that. 
"Why?  Did we get a donation?"  They all nodded.
"Good!  If there's any left, please start with the GCMS." 
He walked in and shut his lab door again. 


"I'll
call someone to see how much updating will cost us," Grissom said, taking
the check with him.  "We'll let you cash it and make it into
cashier's checks for however much goes each place, Greg." 


"Sure,
Gris.  That's good for me."  He looked at the Sheriff. 
"It's probably the person who sued Xander for not returning his affections
even though Xander said repeatedly he doesn't want anyone else and the guy
didn't even leave his address."  He went back to the couch. 
"Delay at Atlanta, Sheriff, Griss said so." 


"That's
fine, Sanders. Thank you for bringing that to the department."  He
went to draft a thank you note so he could send it to Master Tim to pass
on.  Even if it had come from the Klan or Al Queda he'd accept it. 
He wondered if he should announce it and decided he'd ask Grissom later. 


Nick
looked in the breakroom, nudging the others.  Everyone smiled at the
sleeping Greg.  It was good to have him back, even if he was
snoring.  They went to find the boss since he had paged them.  They
were all *very* happy to have Greg back by the end of the meeting. 


Later
that night, Greg was unpacking his bag and ran across a small envelope,
frowning at the handwriting on it.  He smiled and put it in with his work
things so he could take it to Grissom in the morning.  Hodges would get
his wish after all.  That was Xander's stationary that he wrote Lady
Heather on. 


***



Mac
looked over as Tara walked into the station behind him.  "Don's not
in yet." 


"I
know.  I made him pancakes.  I was told to give this to
Sheldon."  She shrugged and handed it to him.  "He's not at
home.  I didn't want to bother him on the job."  She
smiled.  "Can I borrow Stella later?  I've got to up the food at
the bonding ceremony and I have no idea how." 


"Sure,"
Mac agreed.  "She's off today, so give her until ten or eleven before
you call."  Tara smiled and gave him a hug then left.  He went
to the locker room, finding a tired Sheldon in there.  "Early call?"



"Found
the cutter for the suicide ring."  Mac handed over the letter. 
"Where did this come from?" 


"Someone
sent it to Tara." 


"Oh." 
He opened it and read the letter, then squeaked.  Mac took it, letting
Sheldon catch whatever had fluttered out.  "Oh, sweet Goddess,"
Sheldon said in awe.  He tugged on Mac's arm until he looked down then
handed him the check.  "Someone loves that we took care of
Xander." 


"Apparently
they do," he agreed, smiling at it.  He went back to the
letter.  "We could use it around here and I'll make sure a good
portion goes into the vest and gun fund."  He patted him on the
back.  "We'll hit the bank later when I find out what we're
getting."  Sheldon just nodded. "It'll be in my office." 


"Can
I have a photocopy?" 


"Sure. 
It's something you want to stare at."  He smiled and walked off,
going to do that.  Plus to fax the letter to his boss.  He got back
an email demanding it all go into the general fund.  He responded by
faxing the check to him.  He got a growl and a call.  "Sir, it
was one of Xander Harris' present giving posse.  They were exact about
where it was to go.  I know we could use it.  We always could. 
The gun and vest fund really could.  We have officers wearing out-of-date
vests that won't stand up with some of the new hardware on the
street.   I don't know yet.  I was going to see what needed
fixed or replaced the most and use it for that or the top two if it's not that
much."  Danny leaned in.  He nodded him inside and let him see
the letter.  Danny wrote out a list and handed it to him, getting a grin
and a nod of thanks.  Danny left after looking at the check and
whistling.  "I'll be sure to put at least a third into the vest and
gun fund, half if I can, sir.  Chief, we're so far behind Miami and Las
Vegas we're down with Los Angeles for lab equipment.  It's starting on the
level where it's affecting what we can do on cases again.  So yes, I'm
going to fix or update at least one thing.  If I can, half of it will go
into the gun and vest fund for the general officers.  SWAT gets grants for
their body armor, sir.  This way the regular officers get good, working
vests and guns without complications.  Thank you, sir."  He hung
up and shook his head.  He ran off a copy for Sheldon when he peeked
in.  "He wanted it in the general fund." 


"Tough. 
Danny said he made a list?"  Mac let him see it.  He starred a
few things. "Those.  Send half it over there.  We can announce
it.  I woke up Xander to ask.  He said to go ahead.  Their Chief
did when he got it.  Grissom got one too through Greg and they're
announcing it.  He also said their Sheriff was a glory hog.  His
words," he said with a grin.  "I should give Tara a hug
later."  That got a nod and a smile.  "Anything on that
list, Mac, please."  He left, going to find Don and hug him. 
"Pass that onto Tara?" 


"For?"
he asked. 


"The
letter she got sent contained a donation to the lab and the vest and gun funds
for the officers."  Don grinned at that.  "She brought it
down personally to Mac apparently." 


"I'll
pass it on at lunch, Doc.  Go be giddy." 


"My
name's on the check, Don.  I'm getting a copy so I can dance around with
it later.  I've never even seen that much money on a high end drug
bust."  He went back to the lab. 


Don
went to snoop at Mac's office, getting handed the letter.  He
nodded.  "Horatio got one of those too.  Said to replace the
broken hummers.  Xander donated to their gun and vest fund earlier in the
year." 


"I'd
like to find the person and thank them." 


"Maybe
we can," he agreed.  "Did Xander call you about the Yemen
family?" 


"Gordon
did.  We should expect someone from the FBI to come take statements about
this going on." 


"Sure,"
he agreed, nodding and heading back to his desk.  His boss gave her watch
a pointed look.  "I was at Mac's office."  She shook her
head. "Someone sent the lab a donation through Tara."  She
smiled at that.  "For the general gun and vest fund too." 
She smirked at that.  "We'll have plenty even if they redo a
lab."  She went to hug Mac.  She'd had a vest failure early last
year.  He sat down to do paperwork, smiling at the announcement on the
PD's homepage from Mac.  He wrote Xander an email, getting back that it
had been sent in cash with those letters already inside so he had broken it
among the three labs. He assured him it had made Mac and Sheldon very
happy.  Xander sent back a grin and said he was getting back to
work.  So Don got back to work as well.  Though he did send that
email to Mac. 


***



The
Chief stopped in at Horatio's office.  "Why did the check come out of
your boyfriend's account?"  He handed over the email Xander had
forwarded him and Grissom.  "Oh."  He handed it back. 
"Did he agree?" 


"He
said he'd consider it."  He heard the alarm and sighed, going to see
what had happened this time.  Ballistics.  He rushed in and pulled
Calleigh out of the fire suppression foam.  "What happened?" 


"The
outlet behind the comparison microscope," she coughed, leaning on
him.  She glared at the Chief.  "I complained four months ago
about that.  It'll be fixed tonight or I'm suing the
department."  He went pale and rushed off.  Two firemen walked
in.  "He promised to fix all the problems the Feds left when they
updated.  It's the outlet tied to the comparison microscope." 
They nodded and went to check.  She looked at Horatio. "Can I borrow
your couch?  I have a headache." 


"Of
course.  Let's go up there and I'll get Alexx to check you over," he
promised, walking her up there.  He paged Alexx as soon as she was laying
down.  Alexx came running in. "Smoke and some fire foam." 


"He
didn't fix that yet!" she demanded. 


"Apparently
not."  Horatio went to get a preliminary report from the fire
crew.  They both gave him dirty looks.  "We reported this to
maintenance four months ago and have nagged every three days since then,
gentlemen.  The same as more things were reported within a week of the lab
reopening and they haven't fixed a one." 


"Is
she suing?" 


"It's
quite possible.  This is the second fire in here.  I want to know an
exact cause if you can.  Wiring, whatever."  That got a
nod.  He watched while they got back to work, then watched his male techs
come in, pause, then come running.  "She's on my couch," he
repeated three times.  They had been on different scenes and only about
four minutes apart.  Speed glared.  "I said he'd fix it if I
asked.  He didn't." 


"I
know.  Not that I like the blackmail."  He went to check on his
girlfriend, pushing Ryan and Eric out of the way to get closer to her. 
"Calleigh?"  She looked at him.   "Want Gordon to
call?" 


She
nodded.  "It and everything else wrong in this lab gets fixed in a
week or I'm going to call Craig.  I don't care if he is my ex.  He's
still vicious over me."  She let him smooth down her hair. 
"Thank you.  I've got a headache but I'm fine.  Even Alexx said so." 
He smiled at that.  "Really.  I am." 


"Sure. 
You'll be all right and I'll let Xander show Horatio how to threaten for
real," he promised, making her smile.  "I will."  He
called his son.  "Call us," he said into his voicemail. 
Then he hung up and went back to fussing over her while Eric and Ryan went to
their labs to check them over. "I called Xander but got his
voicemail." 


"I
didn't."  He looked at her. "Go home, Calleigh.  Rest, come
back tomorrow if we're open."  She nodded, letting Speed help her
up.  "Can you drive?" 


"I'll
drive her, H," Speed assured him. 


"Let
Ryan.  His case is less time sensitive."  That got a nod and
Speed paged Ryan.  "You're the closest to being free.  Can you
take her home?" 


"Of
course.  Come on, Calleigh."  He walked her down to the hummer
he had checked out.  "Do you want your home, Xander's house, or with
Willow?" 


"My
place.  I'll be fine and nap on the couch with the phone right beside
me."  She smiled at him.  "Thank you, Ryan." 


"You're
welcome.  It's the least I can do."  He got her into the hummer
and walked around to get in and drive her home.  "You know I'm
perfecting my fussing on you for when she gets pregnant, right?" he teased
as he started the engine and backed out.   She giggled most of the
way back to her and Speed's place. 


***



Xander
strolled into the Chief's office, pointing at the door.  "Is he dead
yet?"  She shook her head.  "Pity."  He walked in
there after a brief knock.  Then he put three cards down in front of
him.  "These are the family's attorneys.  Not
Grandfather's.  Not Grandsire's.  Mine.  All three are on
retainer.  All three have assured me in the last hour they will take on
Calleigh's case and not charge me a dime."  He looked stunned. 
"I don't care.  You've known now for nearly six months that things
needed to be fixed." 


"To
do that we'd have to gut the lab," he complained. 


"That's
not my problem.  Get the Feds to fix it.  It was their fuck up,"
he said blandly.  "You are endangering lives.  You're
endangering cases.  You're also not ADA compliant and you do have two
disabled techs on the night shift.  You're also ignoring your people's
needs since there's no bathroom near the lab.  With two pregnant techs on
night shift, they're having to walk farther and that's cutting down on their
work time."  The chief moaned.  "Now, it will be
fixed.  I am letting them handle this situation after this meeting. 
They took her candy and flowers to explain what she could and could not sue you
for.  Including endangering her life.  This is the *second* fire in
ballistics.  Also, when they redid the lab, they made it less than
hurricane ready."   He stared down at him.  "I love
this lab like a family, Chief, but if I have to I'll destroy it in minutes if
that's what it takes to get it fixed.  Am I clear?" 


He
looked up and nodded.  "Then I would warn the feds who did it that
they're in deep shit.  Two of those three have argued in front of the
Supreme Court on disability and damage matters."  He turned and
walked out.  He did smile at the secretary.  "There will shortly
be lawyers calling for him.  You might check now how to handle them
because they're very insistent.  He nearly got my stepmother killed
because he didn't have things fixed and didn't get the building inspected
properly."  The Chief came out.  "I looked it up and called
City Hall, Chief.  You didn't have enough inspections.  They probably
would've found the problems if you had," he said simply.  "So
that also adds the City of Miami to the PD, the granting institution, and the
Feds who oversaw the construction.  I'm sure Calleigh could retire
comfortably to wherever she wanted by the time they're done with
you."  He walked out, heading back to his car. 


The
Chief sat down to call the people who had done the revamp.  "Your
revamp is about to get us sued because you didn't do what you were supposed to
do."  He saw Horatio walk in and swallowed.  "You will be
coming in to fix it or else I will sue you," he vowed, hanging up. 


"I
don't think that's good enough," Horatio told him.  "Considering
the problems have overloaded the morgue and caused body freezers to go out
randomly, which endangers cases and pisses off citizens...."  The
Chief went paler.  "You're also in trouble because two electricians
have been shocked while working on the body freezers.  Now, when is my lab
being fixed?" he asked calmly.  "So I can plan for time off that
may be necessary and make sure the other shifts and lab personnel know what is
going on." 


"I
don't know, Lieutenant.  I'm working with the agency who did the
revamp." 


"Not
good enough," Horatio told him.  "We just sent a tech to the
hospital for nearly being electrocuted for taking out a plug.  Calleigh
should have went but she told Alexx she wouldn't go.  Whoever Xander
hired, I'm sure I can find worse.   Remember, Xander is the nice one
in this relationship, Chief.  He will die protecting those he considers
family but I will lash out to protect him and the rest of the lab.  Now, I
will know by tonight.  There's too much that has to be moved or arranged
for us to do this cold in the morning.  I've already alerted Adam that the
lab is going to be closed for tonight due to the damage in AV and
ballistics.  He's pulling the maintenance forms he's filled out. 
I've already got mine."  He shuddered. "As well as a copy of the
complaints we made about the design that never got fixed.  Especially
those about the problems the disabled techs were going to have.  I'll have
my cell on all night but the lab is now closed and I need to know how long
we've got to turn over control." 


"If
you do that they won't let you reopen." 


"I'm
not losing my people to soothe bureaucratic tempers.  I don't waste lives
like that."  He walked off, going to call them himself. 
"This is Caine.  Get me the head boy.  Now."  He
listened to the spluttering.  "Your revamp just caused a tech to go
to the hospital after a near electrocution and the second fire in my ballistics
department.  Either I speak to him or my lawyers will speak to him. 
Your choice," he said coldly.  He saw Eric slam his car door and shook
his head.  "No, Eric.  They just took Cooper." 


"I
know, I'm on to figure out why." 


"He
pulled the plug behind the overheating built-in console."  That got a
nod.  "He'll be fine they think."  He listened to the male
voice.  "This is Caine.  Good.  I'm glad they can pass on a
message.  That's fine, then your teams can come work in my lab. 
While they are, my lawyers will be working with my techs.  Actually, yes,
I do.  Including a firm that works with a former Justice."  He
heard the moan in the background.  "Now, you will be down here. 
I will have a building inspector down here to meet with you.  You will
also have the designer since she is not ADA compliant.  There are disabled
techs," he said coolly.  "Then  you will be telling me how your
mistakes are going to be fixed before we have to fix them on a more permanent
and a higher level.  Yes, but I'm sure I can find a few senators who would
agree with me."  He hung up on that threat and looked at Eric, who
was still watching him.  "Cooper's fine." 


"Good. 
The others?" 


"We're
switching over tonight and tomorrow to State."  That got a nod and
Eric went back to his car.  "Call the others.  Meet me at
Xander's."  He went to his hummer, his personal one since it was
finally fixed, and headed back there.  Xander already had Calleigh and his
three attorneys, who all scared the piss out of him, in his office.  He
looked at Xander.  "You go to them?" 


"Yes. 
They scare the crap out of the people who send me stupid shit." 
Horatio smiled at that.  "The others coming over?"  He nodded. 
"I'm thawing pork chops.  I've got one of Willow's casseroles in the
oven."  He kissed him gently.  "Use my lawyers,
Horatio.  Make me happy."  He walked in there to help Calleigh
and the lawyers.  "How much will it cost?" 


"Probably
a good bit." 


Xander
pulled out a check and handed it over.  "More than that?" 
They blinked at him.  "Not even from the family from
Yemen."  That got a shudder.  "Oh, there's worse on that
one.  Is that going to be enough?"  They all nodded. 
"Good.  Then it's settled.   Horatio, what are you
doing?" 


"I'm
getting a building inspector in there tonight and then to meet with the Feds
tomorrow," he said as he walked in.  "Plus I've told them to
bring the building designer since he was so far out of statute." 
That got a smirk.  "There are disabled techs.  It's one of the
few jobs someone with a serious disability can do in the
department."  He handed Calleigh a glass of tea.  "I just
brewed it.  From the top of the pot."  She smiled and patted his
hand.  "Also, our AV tech was just nearly electrocuted for undoing an
overheating plug.  He went to Sinai."  One of them moved to look
up the number and get a report.  "I want this fixed before someone
dies next time.  This is the third close call.  I had enough after
the first."   He looked at Xander.  "Don't let him
pressure you." 


"I
won't.  I didn't let you pressure me.  Screw it, Horatio.  Not
like I like the guy at the moment."  That got a smile and another
kiss, making all three lawyers smile.  "You should see us with
Greg," he teased, heading to let others in.  "Is Cooper all
right?"  Ryan nodded.  "Good.  The lawyers are in the
office with Calleigh and Horatio.  I've got one of Willow's casseroles in
the oven and pork chops are defrosting." 


"I'll
do the grill," Ryan offered, heading that way. 


"I'll
take over the kitchen," Willow agreed, heading in there to wash her hands
and check on things. "Should I thaw and boil the ribs in here too,
Ryan?  They're in the fridge but still pretty hard." 


"Please,"
he called.  "Eric and Speed both missed lunch." 


She
got to work on that, smiling when Speed came in.  "Ryan's being manly
on the grill." 


"I
sent Eric to help him," he agreed, working on his famous barbeque
sauce.  Everyone on the team liked it.  She handed him some extra
spices and he put them aside, giving her an odd look.  "You can add
them later." 


"It
tastes better when it's cooked in." 


"Then
brown them in here with some sauce to add extra to your portions." 
She nodded, taking some to do that.  He gave her back an odd look but got
back to work.  Horatio strolled in.  "When are you two going to
talk about moving in?" he asked quietly. 


"I
said when some of the stress broke," he admitted in a normal voice. 
"Right now we don't need that stress on top of everything
else."  Speed nodded, finishing his sauce.  Horatio saw the
extra spices. "I didn't know you put those in there."  Speed
pointed at Willow.  "Hmmm.  Willow, are you feeling all
right?" 


"Just
fine and dandy," she agreed happily.  Xander gave her an odd
look.  "What!" she demanded. 


"I
thought Anya had mood swings."  She went pale and slowly shook her
head.  He nodded just as slowly.  She shook her head faster.  He
nodded.  "Yeah, Willow.  There's a spare test under the guest
bathroom sink.  I got it just for you."  She went to do
that.  He came in to get a drink.  "Can I do anything?" 


"No,
dear.  Go sit and think up evil things to do to the boss." 


"I've
already asked Ethan if it was ethical to do mean things to him.  He said
only if I joined him praying to the two-headed statue."  He took his
soda outside to sit and watch.  "Can I help?" 


"NO!"
Eric and Ryan shouted then shuddered in unison. 


"RYAN
JAMES WOLFE, GET YOUR ASS IN THIS BATHROOM!  NOW!" Willow shouted. 


"Sounds
like Anya's going to be happy another bunny died," Xander quipped. 
Ryan went pale but walked that way.  He winced at the slamming door. 
He called Ethan.  "How bad is it going to get with Willow being
pregnant?  That might be nice, yeah.  Should I have a blocking
bracelet?  I know the couch floated earlier at your place while we were
talking, Ethan, I felt it doing it because I was pissed.  Thank you. 
When is Grandfather coming back?  Because he wouldn't tell me when I
asked.  He was still yelling about stupid people in Yemen."  He
smiled.  "Oh, you didn't hear.  Ask Gordon, man. 
Really.  Then tell Giles, see how long he swears this week."  He
hung up and leaned back.  "Hey, Ryan, Ethan's got a bracelet coming
for her so she doesn't do what Anya did to Giles and me." 


"Thanks,"
he called back. 


Xander
put the chair down and went back to drinking.  "Are you sure I can't
just flip things, Eric?" 


"I
am.  You stay away from the food, Xander.  You're
dangerous."  He looked inside then at Xander.  "You
sure?" 


"Oh,
I am.  I've known Willow since the first day of school," he said
smugly.  "I know exactly when her cycles start.  Have ever since
the fourth one.  It took me a while to find information on why she went
scary.  She hasn't had one for two months."  He finished his
soda and got up but Eric guarded the grill from him.  "I'm not that
dangerous to food."  He went to get another one but Speed shooed him
out and gave him a bottle of water once he was outside again.  "I can
get a drink!" 


"Not
while I'm in here you can't," he assured him. "You burned microwave
pancakes, Xander."  Xander sighed but went back outside. 
"Eric, don't let him on the grill.  He burned microwave pancakes
until they were black." 


"Never
would let him help me," he agreed. 


Horatio
snickered.  "Thank you," he said quietly, going to check on
Willow and Ryan.  He found them going at it and coughed. 
"Children."  Ryan blushed.  "Go out to the trees past
the pool to do that.  There's a nice clearing."  Ryan nodded and
drug her out there.  He went to guard Xander and keep him from
helping.  Calleigh finally came out and she had the most evil smirk he had
ever seen.  "Called the boss?" 


"I
did.  The figures they named made him drink pepto from the bottle this
time."  She sat down on Xander's other side.  She knew not to
let Xander help anyone cook.  "I heard Willow scream.  What's
wrong?" 


"Pregnant,"
Xander told her. 


"Oh,
my," she sighed, shaking her head.  "Well, his OCD will mean she
won't have to change too many diapers."  Eric gave her an odd
look.  "If he can't stand dirt, he definitely won't be able to stand
a smelly diaper, Eric." 


"Point." 
He grinned at that.  "I'll have to let him babysit my youngest
niece."  He chuckled. 


"It
needs to be a bit deeper to be an evil chuckle," Xander said with a sweet
and innocent grin.  Willow yelped and he clapped.  "Nice
job!" he called. 


Calleigh
patted him on the hand. "You're worse, Xander.  Much worse.  I
know I'm a bit noisy but you drowned out Speed and me a few times." 
He shrugged and grinned at Horatio, who was blushing.  "Not you,
Horatio.  He drowned out you too."  She went to get her own
drink and came back to find Xander kissing his boyfriend stupid.  
"Aww." 


"Horatio
looked at him and Xander pounced," Eric told her.  "Pork chops and
ribs." 


"Medium
and cooked.  Speed making his sauce?" 


"Yup." 
He got back to work making sure everything was perfect.  Speed brought out
the meat and helped him lay it out then went to check the casserole. 


Horatio's
phone rang and Xander grabbed it. "He's delighting in being evil at the
moment.  What did you want?"  He listened then snorted.
"That's because he's at my house and it'll be hours before you can come
over.  Try around ten or so."  He hung up and kissed him
again.  "The annoying one." 


"Thank
you.  I'm being evil?" 


"Okay,
you're enjoying me being evil," he offered with a smile.  Horatio
kissed him again, hoping to make him sane and normal for a while longer. 


Calleigh
and Eric shared a look but she got her own deep, wet kiss from Speed when he
came back with dishes.  She was even nice enough to set the table since
the others were all busy.  Ryan and Willow barely made it to dinner but
she heard 'food' and figured out she was hungry. 


***



Horatio
answered the door, looking at his brother.  "Hi." 


"I'm
having deja vu."  He walked inside and looked around. 
"This is nice.  You're moving?" 


"This
is Xander's house and he's talking me into it," he admitted. 
"We're out back."  He led him back to the back porch, sitting
down again.  Xander leaned against his shoulder again and yawned. 
"Sorry, it's been a long day." 


"Past
his bedtime?" Ray joked. 


Xander
opened one eye.  "Do not make me force Horatio into a conspiracy to
cover up your homicide."  He closed the eye and got comfortable
again. 


"We've
had a hellish day, Ray.  Some bad news, two techs injured in the lab, and
then threatening the boss with a lawsuit for them." 


"I'm
sorry.  I didn't mean to be insulting, it's just that he looks so...
young." 


"He
is young.  He'll be twenty soon."  Xander nodded at that. 
"What did you want to talk about?" 


"Things. 
My family.  Your family.  Catching up." 


Xander
looked at him.  "Look out for the dog."  He got up and
stretched, then yawned.  "I'm going to make sure the room stayed
clean and do the dump now."  He nodded and Xander went inside. 


Ray
glanced then looked at him.  "I'm not going to be condescending but
I'm still not used to you being with someone that young and hot, Horatio. 
He doesn't seem to be your type."  He suddenly yelped as a spot of
fire appeared behind his ear.  "What was that?"  Xander
smirked evilly at him and coiled the whip, then went back to his work space. 


"He's
known as a technician with weapons," Horatio said blandly, sipping his
water.  His brother gave him a horrified look.  "He's a Master,
Ray.  A very good one.  He trained with Lady Heather in Las
Vegas." 


"Is
that when he met your other boy?" 


"It
was.  It's also who got him to do an open pole night in a very open club
instead of the few he had done as a favor for someone at the club he had been
bartending at." 


"At
his age?" 


"He
said his boss liked that he had swords and knew how to use them," he said
smugly. 


"Are
you practicing with him?" 


"He
did teach me how to use a whip.  I usually only use it on furniture,
except a few times Rick Stetler got in the way of my swing."  Ray
gave him an odd look. "He did.  He should have learned not to sneak
up behind me the first time."  He finished his water.  "Want
something to drink?" 


"No,
I'm good."  He stared at Horatio as he got up to get something to
drink and heard his phone go off.  He watched him answer it and then
tense.  Then the boy came out to take it and said a few things, then hung
up and they gave each other a look.  Horatio nodded and came back
out.  "Everything okay?" 


"The
Chief wants us to report to the lab tomorrow." 


"Maybe
it's good news." 


He
looked at him.  "The last time we had a meeting like that we were
told there was going to be a lab revamp that's so far nearly electrocuted one
and let two fires happen because it hasn't had the problems fixed.  Not to
mention the only bathrooms are downstairs."  He sipped his
water.  "So, what else is going on?" 


"My
wife was sleeping with Stetler and you didn't stop her?" 


"She's
a grown woman and I did have a few discussions," Horatio admitted
patiently.  "She told me to butt out.  I did hover protectively
around and once he showed himself to be unsuitable I helped your son drive him
off.  With prejudice." 


"Good." 
He nodded slowly and Xander came out to lean across kiss Horatio, then he went
back inside.  "He's a hot little boy." 


"Don't
make him hit you again," Horatio ordered. 


"Oh,
not something I want to go through again," he admitted, rubbing the welt
behind his ear.  "He's good." 


"Very,"
Horatio agreed.  "In everything but cooking."  Ray looked
amused. "He's poisonous unless it requires less than one step and adding
water or milk." 


"Interesting. 
I've heard some about your boy here and there.  Including in DC." 


"So
I've heard around," he agreed.  "His grandfather keeps track of
things like that for us.  What were you hearing about?" 


"Something
about a covert action he helped with."  He thought and came up with
the name.  "The Initiative." 


"A
covert group.  That's why the college fell in and we have Willow down
here." 


"Was
she the loud redhead earlier?"  Horatio nodded.  "What was
making her so happy?" 


"She's
pregnant," Horatio said.  He spotted the dog sneaking closer and
looked around the yard then back at his brother.  "Why are you really
here?" 


"I
want back in all your lives." 


"Make
up to your family first and then I'll hurt you."  He glanced toward
the pool and smiled, snapping a picture with his camera.  Then he texted
Xander to look out their overlooking window.  He heard the doors open and
the deer looked around.  It went back to drinking out of the pool. 
He saw a flash and so did the deer, who took off running.  Ray looked and
smiled then shook his head.  "It was cute.  I have no idea where
it came from." 


"Probably
in the everglades."  He watched his brother relax.  "You're
really comfortable here?" 


"I
am.  It's a beautiful house.  The only thing it doesn't have is a
beach.  Xander's even offered to build on so I have my own
office."  That got a small grin.  Then Ray looked down and
growled.  The dog growled back.  "That's Xander's dog
Thumper.  He's like that."  He looked under the table. 
"Thumper!"  He ran off again.  "Sorry." 


"No
you're not.  Does he molest you too?" 


"Rose
bushes, cactuses, me, Xander, Eric.  Everything he can get
onto."  That just got a smirk.  He texted Xander about the
statue his grandfather had given him.  He got back it was protected in the
study.  He looked at his brother again.  "I heard you've been
stalking your son." 


"Every
time I see him he tries to hit me." 


"As
he should.  We kept him under watch for nearly eight months because of
your death and the fallout afterward." 


"They
had me on tape, Horatio." 


"I
can't cover for you, Ray.  You messed up.  You've paid a heavy
price.  I'm not sure if your son will ever forgive you for
that.   Yelina might forgive you eventually.  Ray Junior
won't.  He's gotten a lot tougher.  Including running with the wrong
crowd now and then.   You nearly destroyed him.  Thankfully we
were able to help him when he needed it and before it got too far.  He and
Xander are very close. He and Greg play video games for hours on end. 
Greg even explains the physics in the games to him."  That got a
small smile.  He saw the dog coming back.  "As for me, you will
have to stay clean.  You'll have to make up with your family.  Then
we'll see if we can get closer again." 


"I
understand.  That's reasonable.  Can you help me with them?" 


"I
can play mediator.  I'm not going to get between you.  If she goes
for you, you're a dead man, again."  Ray nodded and sighed, slumping
down.  The dog hopped up onto the back of his chair and went for Ray's
hair.  Ray swatted but Thumper was somewhere he couldn't reach.  "At
least it's not my hair this time.  Xander, come get the dog," he
called.  No answer.  He got up and Thumper ran inside.  He
closed the porch door.  "Sorry." 


"You're
enjoying it." 


"No,
I enjoyed him trying to hump Willow's stomach earlier," he admitted with a
small smirk.  "Even Ryan liked that."  Ray moaned and
leaned forward, covering his face.  "Have you talked to Yelina?"



"I
tried, she hung up." 


"At
least she hasn't gunned you down, went for you with her nails, or picked up a
bat." 


"How
did she take you being with Xander?  She can be conservative." 


"I
told her about the three of us at dinner one night.  Ray was happy for
me.  She wasn't but she didn't say anything.  She had a lot of ice
cream and thought, then she met Xander and he charmed her.  She adores him
now.  Teases him about being young enough for her son instead.  Ray
usually retorts he'd rather have Greg."  He smiled.  "They
do get along well.  Xander and Ray shop and talk all the time.  Ray
goes to him for information he feels he can't ask me or his mother." 


"What
is he teaching him?  How to do the whip thing?" 


"No. 
Yelina won't let him." 


"Thank
God for some miracles.  I want my boy to be normal." 


"We'd
all like that, Ray."  He heard the dog flap move.  
"What are you doing now?" 


"Doing
some investigating mostly.  Being a PI is slimy work but it's paying well
enough for me to live somewhere less than rotten.  Not somewhere I want
visitors.  If you move here what're you doing with your house?" 


"I'm
letting someone in the lab rent it from me. Ryan and Willow are expecting their
first one in probably five months from what Xander estimated for her. 
Calleigh and Speed live in a tiny apartment and he needs room for his books and
his bike.  A few of the other techs are married and would like somewhere
bigger.  I'll offer it to them first." 


"Instead
of me?" 


"You'd
still have to be able to make the mortgage payment, Ray." 


"You
still have one?" 


"I
took out one to do some renovations a few years back," he admitted. 


"Who
bought this house?  I didn't think being a dom paid that well." 


"Xander's
grandfather bought it after his first one was set on fire and he was
assaulted."  Ray gave him a queasy look.  "A local morality
group on one of the campuses, Ray.  He was in fairly bad shape when they
put him back into the house and set it on fire.  Since then he's settled
in here and we do adore it here."  The dog hopped into his lap and
looked at him.  "Hi, Thumper." 


"That
is an ugly little dog," he said quietly. 


"He's
a very good dog except for his self control issues.  He sniffed the blood
in a letter bomb.  He protects his master very well.  Even if he does
try to molest ears now and then."  Ray shuddered.  "He's a
good boy.  Is daddy asleep?"  The dog barked quietly and settled
in to be adored.  "Good boy, Thumper."  He stroked his back
and scratched his ears.  "He's decided I'm the nice father.  I
let him have treats more often and I let him help me in the office. 
Xander doesn't let him anywhere near his clients." 


"I
can see why.  How is your boy doing?  I've heard some things about
some gifts." 


"We're
handling it.  Right now we're struggling with one.  Between that and
his grandfather being ill it's a bit stressful." 


"Then
why haven't you moved in yet?" 


"I
wanted a clear head to think," he admitted.  "Being with him is
like being drunk the first time.  It's heady.  There's been a few
headaches.  But I keep coming back to it because it makes me feel
good.   I will probably move in with him this winter.  We've
only been together since this spring however and I'm taking it a bit slowly to
build my tolerance for a few of his quirks.  Like how he runs around naked
and teases.   He likes to be the center of attention.  He's very
young and energetic, plus very cuddly.  It's all good things but I'm still
building a good relationship with him.  That's our next step." 


"That's
reasonable.  What happens if he's hurt?"  Horatio stared at
him.  "I have heard about the death threats as well, Horatio. 
Plus the contract out on you."  He raised an eyebrow.  "No
one told you?"  He shook his head slowly. "Huh.  Yeah,
there's a two mil and change one."  He shifted and the dog glared at
him over the edge of the table.  "I would've expected him to have
something bouncier as a pet." 


"He's
got Willow for that," he said dryly. "Thumper walked up to his
grandfather's house and decided he lived there.  They gave him to
Xander." 


"So
it's sentimental."  Horatio nodded.  "How old is he?" 


"The
vet thinks about four.  He's in good health and recently got fixed." 


"He's
fixed?"  Horatio nodded.  "Then why is he still riding
things?" 


"Because
he likes it, Ray.  The same reason you do.  By the way, how many
other nieces or nephews do I have?  I know about Suzie."  His
brother gave him a horrified look.  "She knows about Suzie and her
daughter as well.  She got sick."  Ray went even more
pale.  "Any others?" 


"Not
that I know of." 


"Do
tell me so I can warn her." 


"Uh-huh. 
I'll call from Atlanta.  That way she and your boy can't team up." 


Horatio
smirked.  "He'd show her how to use things then let her go,
Ray.  He might direct but it would be her play."  Ray
shuddered.  The dog hopped up and walked over to stare at him, head tipped
to the side.  "That is family, Thumper.  Like Eric." 
The dog sniffed him then hopped into his lap and decided to hump him properly. 


"That's
just sick!"  He put him onto the ground and Thumper hopped back up,
going again.  "Get off, dog!"  He dropped him onto the
ground again.  He hopped up and went for his mouth this time. 
Horatio got up and plucked him off, putting him into the rose bush he
liked.  Thumper growled and had fun with it until he was done then he went
back inside.  "That dog's just wrong, Horatio." 


"That
is just one of many things we're working on around here, Ray.  You should
go.  It's getting late." 


"Fine. 
Thank you for talking to me and not hitting me." 


"Xander's
not here to direct."  Ray just nodded once and headed back around the
house instead of going through it.  Horatio walked inside, shooing the dog
back out then locking up the house.  He turned on the alarm and headed up
to bed, finding Xander listening.  "He headed for his lap then
mouth." 


"We
need to stop him," he agreed.  He looked at his boyfriend. 
"I'm like being drunk?" 


"You
can be.  It's very all-encompassing to be with you."  He leaned
down to kiss him.  "We've only been together since this spring and
we're still adjusting to each other, Xander.  I need time to get used to
the heady sensation of having you as mine.  Plus to learn how not to mind
when you tease." 


"I
do it to hear you growl." 


"I've
noticed that."  He got undressed, sliding in behind him to hold
him.  "It'll come, Xander.  Slowly but we're getting
there."  Xander flipped over to hold him, cuddling in.  He
smiled.  "My very own octopus." 


"I
like my other pet names better." 


"I
won't call you that one outside of this room," he said, kissing him
again.  "Rest.  Is the alarm on?"  Xander
nodded.  "Thank you." 


"Welcome. 
Don't want to give Eric any more teasing material."  He nuzzled his
throat then kissed it.  "Love you." 


"I
love you too, Xander.  Now let's sleep.  We've got a few stressful
weeks coming up.  We have to shop for Tara and Don's bonding gift." 


"Have
it." 


"We
have to find something for your grandfather's birthday and their
anniversary." 


"Have
them both." 


Horatio
smiled.  "We have to find a way to thank Mac for putting up with the
insanity this curse brings to their lab."  Xander looked at
him.  "Raphael is using him as a go between up there." 


"He's
a good choice," Xander agreed, yawning.  Horatio yawned too. 
They were contagious after all.  "We'll find a really nice present
for him.  Maybe a donation out of this new crap to him." 


"If
you want."  He kissed him on the temple.  "What are we
getting Tara and Don?" 


"A
set of candles that she can use for devotionals and prayers or he can use for
romantic dinners. Plus some natural oils.  That's also a dual
gift."  Horatio smiled at that.  "She's always said she
likes his foot rubs."  Horatio grinned. "The only presents I
don't have for the holidays are yours and Dad's." 


"Speed
would like anything you get him." 


"I
have a shop I want to hit during the conference.  That way I have something
to do while you're learning new things to make criminals gape in awe and
horror." 


"That
is a very pretty look," he agreed, shifting slightly closer and wrapping
Xander in his arms.  "Sleep, Xander." 


"Can
I have a bedtime story?" he asked with an impish grin.  Horatio gave
him a look. "It'd help.  I can hear the low growl of your voice in
your chest." 


"I'd
suppose that is soothing."  He considered.  "How about the
Master Archer and the Knight?"  Xander nodded, shifting so his head
was on Horatio's shoulder.  Horatio smiled and smoothed down his
hair.  "The Master Archer was a great and nice man.  He was the
main hunter for their king.  Now, the knight was his protection when he
was out hunting.  The knight always prided himself on never losing the
archer because if he got hurt many people would go hungry." 


"In
a king's court?" 


"Yes,
even in a king's court.  They weren't exactly big on farming
vegetables.  The king decided they were evil.  He had banished them
from his court."  Xander nodded and shifted some, making Horatio lay
on his back so Xander could be his half-body blanket.  Horatio gave him a
tolerant smile.  "Well, one day the archer had to chase a boar he had
shot but it hadn't died.  He had no idea why it didn't die.  He had
shot it in the right spot.  So he ran after it and lost the poor
knight.  The knight tried his best to follow.  He used everything the
archer had told him about woods lore.  It took him hours to find where the
archer was and by that time he was staring at the boar across a field. 
All his arrows were broken.  That boar could not be killed and it hurt him
to admit he had failed.  The knight pulled his sword and lunged, catching
it under the front legs.  That way it couldn't run and he could stab it
cleanly.  The boar died but he couldn't get his sword out.  The
archer came over and they figured out why they worked so well
together."  Xander made an inquisitive noise.  "Because
where one had strengths the other backed him up well but didn't overpower him
in his own area." 


"Rope
and pulley," Xander mumbled. 


"Exactly. 
That's why they always got assigned together.  This time they drug the
boar back to the king and he gave them a horrified look.  The boar had a
religious sign on its side.  He banished both of them to live in the woods
until he was sure they weren't cursed.  They were allowed to gather their
things and take some supplies for their years of service. They trekked into the
woods and the archer put up a house while the knight got the wood for him and
stones for the fireplace.  They worked so well together that when the king
relented and let them come back, they refused and kept going in their mundane
life.  The king had to eat vegetables because no one else would hunt for
him.  No other knights would go into the woods." 


"Snuggly?"



"Yes,
they were getting snuggly in their new house," he said with a tolerant
smile.  "They figured out that they were more than compatible with
each other, they were deep friends with a growing love.  The more they
worked together the more they loved each other."  Xander blinked up
at him. "It can happen." 


"Then
why aren't you and Daddy in here?" 



"Your
father only likes girls and I respect Speed for different reasons.  I
could never date him.  He'd drive me insane."  Xander blinked
and put his head back down.  "The same with Eric.  His playboy
nature drives me to distraction as a supervisor.  As a lover it would kill
me. Or possibly him if I caught him cheating." 


"Can
we build a log cabin in the woods?" 


"We
already have one," Horatio assured him, smiling down at him. 
"Though I may let you add onto the house to put on a proper dungeon and
give me an office."  Xander grinned and gave him a squeeze. 
"We'll see in a few months."  Xander nodded, clinging to him. 
"That's my good boy.  You rest.  We'll both sleep." 
He yawned and smiled down at Xander when he started to snore.  He drifted
off after that. 


Neither
of them heard the person downloading that story off the audio tracks from the
hall sensors.  Or him sneaking back out. 


***



Xander
walked into the station the next day, frowning.  "I think someone
broke in, Jackson.  Dad here?" 


"Still
in the meeting with the big guy.  Why do you think that?" 


"Someone
screwed with my computer last night and two of my guns were moved." 
That got a look.  "I collect, Horatio knows.  Daddy
knows."  He shrugged.  "Anyway, I have a surveillance
system in the house." 


"I
remember someone saying that after the suicide." 


"It
has audio pickups over most of the house.  Except our bedroom and the back
porch.  The bedroom can be picked up from the hallway's first one. 
It often is.  Even quiet conversations in the bathroom can be picked up if
the house is quiet."  That got a slow nod.  "We were talking
last night and when I went to check the audio dump to save down part of it, it
wasn't there.  Someone had downloaded it and erased it." 


"Okay. 
Why didn't you call?" 


"Because
I had the creepy feeling I shouldn't be in the house." 


"Probably
good instincts with your fanclub."  Xander gave him a bitter
look.  "I know, you don't ask." 


"No
I don't.  I don't want either."  Ryan walked toward him and he
got in his way.  "Someone downloaded stuff off my computer after I
did last night." 


"How
do you know?" 


"I
couldn't sleep and Horatio told me a bedtime story." 


"Your
bedroom's not micced." 


"The
hallway is right outside the door.  I've caught quieter conversations from
the bathroom.  I went to save it down and it was gone, downloaded and
deleted." 


"Huh. 
I can come check.  We just got told off for whining." 


"The
lab's unsafe.  What did the inspector say?"  Ryan
grimaced.  "He didn't agree?" 


"He
was thinking about condemning a few labs," he admitted.  "They
need some major renovation.  We have no idea when that's going to happen
and they want to keep us open until then.  Or else they'll switch us to
different labs." 


Xander
gave him a look.  "How did you guys get the last leave?" 


"Part
of the grant." 


Xander
shook his head.  "Are you off now?" 


"I
am.  It's my day off.  So I can go look.  Cooper's out of the
hospital already.  He walked off in a huff earlier from what I got from
the nurses."  That got a smile. "I know, he was pretending to be
you."  He shifted his weight.  "What are you getting Tara
and Don?" 


"Some
special, pure candles and natural oils so she can use them for prayers or he
can use them to spoil her." 


"That's
actually a sweet gift.  Where did you get them?" 


"The
Wicca and herb shop I go to.  I can show you later." 


"Please. 
Ethan said I should get Willow some herbal supplements as well." 
Xander nodded.  "Better than prenatal vitamins?" 


"Think
of the hellmouth like radiation, Ryan." 


"Oh. 
Good point.  There's Eric and Horatio.  Boss?"  He looked
over then came over with Eric.  "He thinks someone downloaded off the
surveillance system last night." 


"You
did the dump before you went to bed, Xander." 


"The
hall would've picked up the talk last night, Horatio.  You've heard it
done before.  I found it listed as downloaded and deleted.  I didn't,
I was going to save it down." 


"Interesting. 
Why not call it in?" 


"My
bad shit radar went off.  Thumper's in the yard in case." 


"We
can go over it in a few minutes." 


"I
heard.  Anything we can do?" 


"Not
at the moment.  The grant giving agency, the designer, and the oversight
people didn't show up for the meeting.  They were supposed to." 


"Huh. 
That might go with Grandsire's rant on the machine about dirty feds taking
money from construction companies."  Horatio looked stunned so he
handed over the tape. "That's what reminded me I wanted to go save down
that talk." 


Horatio
smiled.  "It was a good story for off the top of my head." 


"It
was," he agreed with a bright smile.  The desk guard coughed. 
"What's wrong, Jackson?  Need a drink?" 


"No,
sir.  Listening to my radio.  They just reported a break-in at your
house." 


"Interesting,"
Xander agreed, heading for his car.  "Tell them I'm on my way there
to see what's going on and to watch out for my dog." 


"We
all know your dog now, Xander."  Xander smiled and hurried out. 
He looked at Horatio.  "Bedtime story?" 


"He
couldn't sleep." 


He
nodded.  "That can happen now and then to most of us, sir.  It's
probably better for him than sleep aids.  There are three units
responding." 


"I'm
heading there to see what happened to his computer," Ryan admitted,
heading for his car.  He called Cooper.  "You're on-call. 
The Chief said so.  I know.  Then again, someone downloaded off
Xander's system and it wasn't him."  He hung up, backed out of his
spot, and headed that way.  He got there as another unit responded. 
He got out and leaned on his door.  "Guys?" he called. 
"That's the owner of the property."  They let Xander go. 
"Thank you.  Who's the intruder?" 


"He
said he owned it and this guy's not the owner." 


Ryan
shut his door, coming closer.  "I was here when Xander got given the
keys, later that night.  I've been here every couple of days since his
grandfather bought the house for him.  It was former drug seizure
property.  You can check with Lieutenant Caine."  That got a nod
and one went to do that.  He walked inside.  "Miami-Dade Crime
Lab," he called, hand on his gun.  He walked into the study. 
"You are?" 


"The
owner," he said, sneering at him. 


"Really? 
Because I know the actual owner.  I'm friends with him."  The
man looked horrified.  "I'm married to his best friend.  I know
him, his lover, his dog, and all of them."  The man backed away from
the computer.  "By the way, you won't find anything on there." 


"This
is my house!  Get out!" 


"No. 
Xander, where's the deed?" 


"Filing
cabinet, I think the second drawer."  He came in and got into it,
handing it over, then he slugged the guy trying to pull him off. 
"I've lived here since this spring," he sneered.  "Are you
the drug lord they took it from?" 


"My
parents own this house and I inherited it when they died." 


"It
was a drug seizure property, buddy.  Your parents lost it over a year
ago."  The man took a swing and he put him down efficiently, just
flipping him and standing on him.  He sighed.  "I love it when
lessons come in useful outside the dungeon." 


"Me
too," he agreed, reading it over.  "Guys?  It's safe,"
he called.  The other officers came in.  "This is the deed of
sale to Mr. Harris' grandfather.  It was drug seizure property.  This
is the former title," he said, handing that over.  "Plus the
writ of seizure."  Horatio walked in.  "He thinks he
inherited it." 


"I
researched the deed.  There was no children in the last
family."  He looked at the man on the floor.  "Also, the
last family was blond and Nordic.  Almost stereotypically so." 
The officer in charge handed back the forms and came to get the man on the
ground.  "Did he touch anything, Xander?" 


"He
was on my computer," he admitted, bending down to get into it.  
"Ask him if he's part of the morality group."  He got into the
filing cabinet with a frown, then looked in the closet.  "Huh. 
Honey, did we send things off to auction already?" 


"No,"
Horatio admitted, glaring at the one guy who snickered.  "That is
Speedle's son," he said dryly.  That got a silent, pale officer. 


Ryan
looked at him.  "He has this bad habit of calling me snookums,"
he offered.  "I married his best friend."  That got a small
grin from a few officers.  "What's missing, Xander?" 
Xander pulled out the log book, making him wince.  "I hate that
book." 


"Me
too."  He flipped to the right section and looked then at the
closet.  He pulled out sixteen sheets and copied them, then marked things
off and looked in his desk and filing cabinet again.  They got handed to
Horatio.  "Those.  Plus the check I found in the mail last night
from the auction house." 


"You
defile Cupid's laws!" the man shouted. 


"It's
a family curse!  It's not like I want the shit!" Xander said back,
glaring at him.  "Trust me, I send back everything I can.  I
don't want someone else's tacky crap or the other stuff they send
me!"  The man went silent, staring at him.  "I do send
every single thing I can back to whoever sent it.  I don't want it. The
only presents I want are from my lover.  That's it.  I even protest
when my grandparents give me things because I'd rather have attention and
affection.  So no, whatever you sent, you screwed up, buddy." 
He hung his head and nodded.  "I should take you into my dungeon and
teach you better!" 


"He's
in custody, you can't whip him now, Xander.  Mr. Wolfe, please call Cooper
to restore his system and see what he did?" 


"Already
on-call, boss."  He called him. "Come to Xander's
please."  He hung up.  "He was in his car.  He
grunted." 


"That's
fine, I'm sure we'll see him soon," Horatio said calmly.  He looked
around.  "Where is your grandfather's statue?" 


"Gay
things are wrong!" the man sneered. 


Xander
walked over and looked at him then kissed Horatio in front of him, ending up
against his chest and smirking.  "Not to me."  The man
shrieked and went for him and the officer had to put him back down onto the
ground.  "Pity you're so repressed.  See, if you were a *real*
man you could express those urges and the others you get, baby.  Too bad
you're less than a pussy boy because you're repressing all those itchy feelings
that make you do naughty and dirty things."  The man started to
cry.  "Aww, what's wrong?  Did someone beat you for touching
yourself back there?  Did your mommy tell you that those parts were
dirty?"  The man nodded, giving him a look.  "I can cure
that but you'd have to consent to my treatment methods.  I can easily
break a habit like that, pussy boy.  Then you'll enjoy prison so much
more."  He shifted closer.  "Do not drool on my rug. 
Your saliva is not worthy, even if it does need vacuumed.  For that
matter, you're not worthy of it.  Where is my statue, my dog, and the
other things?"  He whispered an answer.  "Excuse me? You
put jewelry, leather, and a check in the pool?"  Ryan headed that way
and came back with a very wet dog and a few other things he had fished
out.  "What else is out there?" 


"A
few pieces of jewelry.  I had someone pop his trunk.  Everything else
was in there.  Including the check that made the officer gape in
awe."  Xander nodded then glared at the man.  "No whipping
him." 


"No,
whipping isn't for lying.  Caning is," Xander told him.  The man
gave him a scared look.  "Yes, sweetie, I'm a Master.  I'm
Master Tim actually.  I make many men beg every week, and a few women." 
The man shifted toward him.  "I will punish you," he
warned.  The man shifted closer again so he grabbed a flexible cane he had
been working on the handle of, using it as a switch on him.  The man
started to bawl.  "Now, why are you here?" 


"To
kill you to get him.  He's got a contract," he sobbed.
"Please!" 


Xander
walked over him.  "I should do more and piss on them."  He
put the switch back and looked at them.  "So, honey, contract?" 


"Someone
mentioned that last night.  It's been active for a few years.  Boys,
take him back to the station.  Treat any welts.  Note that it was
done by the homeowner at the suspect's request.  Have him waiting on
myself or Frank."  They drug him up and out.  "Mr.
Wolfe...." 


"I
can easily process and get stuff from Cooper, Horatio."  Cooper
stomped in.  "Sorry." 


"I've
got a headache."  Xander gave him a hug, making him smile. 
"Thanks, Xander. That does help."  Xander whispered in his
ear.  "Really?"  He got down to play with the new programs
on the computer that Willow had installed.  He found the deleted files and
played the bedtime story, smiling at it when Horatio glared at him. 
"Sorry, boss."  He saved it down and moved on.  He handed
over the activity log and the tape of what had happened since the police had
gotten there.  "Can I play, Xander?"  He shrugged. 
"No clients?" 


Xander
looked in his book, then shook his head.  "Not today.  I have it
marked as furniture shopping for some reason."  He looked at his
dog.  "Furniture for who, Thumper?"  The dog got down and
walked into the kitchen to shake himself.   "Should I bag the
stuff I pull out the pool?"  Horatio nodded.  "I can do
that.  When you find that check please deposit it."  He handed
him his checkbook with a grin.  "Thank you.  Want anything for
dinner tonight?" 


"I'm
in the mood for southern food." 


"I'll
find some.  Have a better day and let me know what I can do to help the
lab."  Horatio smiled and nodded, heading off after the last
officer.  Xander looked at the two buddies.  "If I'm going to
get the stuff out of the pool I need to get naked so don't look if you don't
like it."  He walked off, stripping at the patio set beside the
pool.  He got down there to rescue his poor trashy gifts.  One had
fallen into the drain and it was a tug of war.  He came up and found Eric
staring at him.  "What?" 


"You
have really good breath control." 


"I
swam a few matches with my high school team to find out why they were turning
green and slimy."  He took a deep breath and went back down,
eventually breaking the filter cover.  The filter basket had a few more
things so he brought it up and handed it over and went to get one thing that
had drifted.  It was handed over too then Xander did a skim of the bottom
before coming back up.  "That's all.  Ryan said the rest was in
his car." 


"That's
fine, Xander.  How fast are you?"  Xander shrugged. 
"Did you compete?" 


"The
coach was giving the guys fishy stuff to make them faster, Eric.  I swam
in two matches.  Distance crawl.  I was pretty well middle of the
pack then."  He grinned. "I'm happy they detoxed me." 
He dove back down then surged up to push himself up off the side and grab the
towel someone had brought out for him.  "I should thank Ryan for
that." 


"Welcome,"
Eric said with a grin.  "We should race sometime."  Xander
grinned at him.  "In a good pool.  Yours is too small." 


"I
know.  It suits me for morning laps."  He slid back into his
clothes then followed him back inside.  "Can I make anyone a
sandwich?" 


"NO!"
Cooper yelled.  "Get out of the kitchen, Xander!  If you don't
I'll have to report you for making threats!" 


"I
can make PB&J," Xander defended. 


Eric
looked at him.  "No you can't.  Speed said you can't so you
can't.  Let me bag these then I'll head back to the lab."  He
walked off smiling but shaking his head.  Ryan gave him a look. 
"He asked if you wanted a sandwich." 


"No,
Willow made me lunch," he admitted with a shy grin. 


"Sex?"



"Yeah." 
He nodded and beamed.  "She's going to be too sore to do more than
cuddle like her cat soon but I'll still be content."  He walked off
and Eric chuckled at that. 


He
climbed back into his hummer, one of the new ones, and headed back to the
office.  He handed Horatio the bagged articles.  "That's what
Xander found in the pool, H." 


"You
didn't dive?" 


"No,
he did.  He also replaced the filter basket.  The cover's broken but
the basket was put back." 


"Thank
you, Eric."  He walked off to compare them to the list. 
"We're missing some," he complained.  He called Ryan and read
off the list. "Find those."  He hung up and went back to his
looking. He hadn't seen some of these pieces. 


***



Horatio
came off the plane in New York and nearly choked.  There was someone with
a sign with Xander's name on it and hearts.  He looked at his lover. 
"Someone you know?" 


"Monroe,"
he said dryly, walking over there.  "Dear, hate to burst the happy
thought bubble train but I'm still kinda gay and with two guys," he
said.  She laughed before giving him a hug.  "Are you Miami's
welcoming committee?" 


"Yup. 
Mac wanted me out of the lab for two hours.  Told me to get a nap so I
thought I'd come here to pick you guys up."  She sounded a bit hoarse
but cheerful. 


Speed
looked at her.  "That, guys, is the Dayquil high in case we did not
remember the time Eric had it.  I'll drive." 


"I'll
drive." 


"No,
I'll drive," Xander said, snatching the keys.  "Especially since
we rented two rental cars."  He gave them a smug look but Horatio
plucked the keys from his hand, making him pout.  "I get less
speeding tickets than you or Daddy." 


"You
may but on any official outing Calleigh and I drive.  We're more
reasonable in heavy traffic.  Lindsey, did you drive up or can we give you
a ride back to the station?" 


"Actually,
I took the subway.  I'm still getting used to it."  She walked
them out, helping them get their bags.  She looked at Speed. 
"You know about Dayquil?" 


"Oh
yeah.  I'm from upstate, Lindsey." 


"That's
kinda cool." 


Calleigh
leaned closer to Horatio.  "It's scary but Speed pegged it.  She's
just like Eric when he had the Dayquil high."  He smiled at
her.  "What did we rent?  Xander never told me." 


"Modest
economical cars.  I made sure of it," Horatio promised.  They
went to get their rental cars, earning smiles.  They were more fashionable
sedans, something Eric would drive, but they did get good gas mileage and did
seat four each.  He got into one with Xander riding shotgun, Speed and
Lindsey behind him.  The other car got Ryan, Eric, and Calleigh plus most
of the luggage.  Including the all important presents for Tara and
Don.   "Which hotel?" he asked Xander, the Keeper of the
Itinerary, or so he claimed.  Xander pulled it out and showed him. 
"Thank you.  I think I know where that is."  He drove out
of the parking lot, Calleigh right behind him.  At least until Eric made
her pull over and switch with him so he could drive.  He was easier in
heavy traffic.  They found the hotel and walked in.  The receptionist
was happy to see them and had their conference passes already.  She
pointed out where everything was, got them a bellhop, and sent them up to their
rooms to rest.  Xander made sure all the presents were included, then
tipped the bellhop once they were in their suite.  "This is
nice," Horatio noted. 


"It's
also only one-sixty a night.  Each room would've been eight-five." 


"That
did save us a lot," he agreed.  He knew Speed and Calleigh would've
had one.  He and Xander would've had one.   Plus one for Ryan
and Eric...  Or one for each of them because Ryan probably couldn't stand
to share a room and Eric would be bringing home cute techs from other
states.  "Go see if Aiden's here?"  Xander bounced back
down to the desk to ask while he looked around.  "Pick rooms, people." 
They looked and picked. Ryan settled in to clean his but Lindsey tried to stop
him.  "Let him, Lindsey.  He's like that."  He walked
her downstairs.  "Let's see who's here from your lab." 


"Don's
here somewhere hunting for presents." 


"I'm
sure he is."  He had the New York lab paged to the conference desk
while he picked up their information packets.  "Is that dinner formal
as in suit or as in tuxedo?" 


"Nice
suit or tux, Lieutenant." 


"Then
not everyone in my group will attend.  It's impossible to get Speed into a
suit."  He walked Lindsey over to where he could see Stella looking
around.  "She was a very good welcoming committee."  Stella
looked at Lindsey then nodded and walked her off.  "Speed thinks
she's got a cold." 


"She
does.  It's Dayquil.  Come on, Lindsey, there's nibbles already set
up and Mac's browsing."  She squealed and went to pounce him again,
making Stella shake her head even as Horatio smirked at her.  "She's
enthusiastic," she agreed.  "Is Xander here?  Tara wanted
to see him." 


"He
is somewhere looking for Aiden." 


"She's
in her room sleeping." 


"By
now he's got himself in and has pounced her," he assured her. 
"Let me drop these off.  Xander got us a suite since it was
cheaper." 


"Sure. 
Bring down the boys and Calleigh.  I've got Sheldon and Don somewhere
around here.  Danny's off guarding Mac."  He smiled and headed
back upstairs, leaving their information on the table in clear sight, with one
of the schedules standing up and that one event underlines with 'nice suit or
tux' written next to it.  Then he left again.  He heard a squeal and
looked around.  It was Xander and Don.  "No Aiden?" 


"Mommy's
grumpy.  She'll see us later and make you tell her what I've been
doing."  He grinned at his uncle.  "How's your mom?" 


"She's
good.  The lump wasn't cancerous.  My sister's turning more human
with her pregnancy instead of less. A nice change considering she's a
biological throwback half the time.  Tara's around here somewhere talking
to someone in forensic psychology for a paper she's got to write.  C'mon,
we can go nibble."  Xander nodded and walked in between his two
family members.  Someone stopped him.  "I'm the itinerary holder
and someone's son," he admitted, holding out his hand.  "Xander
Harris, adopted son of CSIs Speedle and Burns.  She's napping." 


"This
is really for personnel only, sir."  Horatio looked at her. 
"Unless he's a spouse?" she offered. 


"Fiancee
and yes he is mine," Horatio agreed, taking his hand. 


"Sure. 
Thank you for clarifying that." 


"I
won't be here for most of it," Xander assured her with a bright
smile.  "I've got to fuss over someone who's bonding soon and buy two
special presents." 


"We
do have shopping trips planned for spouses."  She led him off to the
side to let him meet a few others.  "Ladies, this is Xander, he's the
fiancee to one of the CSI down in Miami.  They are gay before you
ask.  Would you mind if he accompanied you on the shopping
trip?"  They sucked him in and went to chatting about what he was
looking for and cooing over the bonding coming up.  She smiled at
Horatio.  "They like him." 


"Most
people do.  Then they try to take him," Don assured her.  He led
Horatio to where the rest of his lab was hanging in a corner.  "Some
spouses have sucked Xander in for a shopping trip." 


"I'll
get you a GPS chip and monitor, Horatio." 


"I've
got one in my bag, Mac, but thank you.  And thank you for sending Lindsey
to make us feel welcome."  That got a smile. 


"She's
down for a nap," Sheldon promised.  He saw a tired woman walking in
yawning.  Then Xander pounced her with a squeal.  "He's happy to
see Aiden." 


"He
hasn't seen her in a few months," Don said, nodding them over. 
Xander waved at the spouses and said something, making them smile at Aiden
before he walked her over.  "Explaining she was your mom?" 


"Yup. 
They thought it was cute."  He grinned at his mother.  "Hi,
Mommy." 


"Hi,
baby."  She kissed him on the cheek.  Then she looked
around.  "No bouncy girl?" 


"She's
taking a nap.  She's got a cold and Dayquil in her system," Don told
her, giving her a hug.  "Are you coming to the bonding?" 


"Hell
yes!  I want to meet this girl who's good enough to land you." 


"She's
very shy and if you embarrass her I'll make Xander a partial orphan," he
promised, staring her down. 


She
smiled and hugged him.  "Good."  She heard the cough and turned,
finding a blonde girl behind her.  "Tara?"  She nodded.
"I'm Aiden."  She shook her hand.  "Xander's adoptive
mommy and their buddy to get into trouble in the clubs with." 


"Don's
a good boy now but you can take us both out." 


Aiden
giggled.  "Honey, trust me, I never wanted to tap Don.  I love
him like a pesky brother.  The same as I do Danny, sweetie." 
She gave her a hug.  "Welcome to the family."  She smiled
at her.  "Some day you can even pounce me like Xander
does."  That got a grin.  Xander pounced Tara to hug now that
the introductions were over.  He whispered in her ear, making her laugh
and hug him.  "What?" 


"Their
bonding is in a week, Mommy." 


"Oh,
presents," she said, smirking at her.  "Always a nice
thing.  Don, you should go collect." 


"I
should.  Can we unwrap them today?"  Everyone nodded. 
"Thanks, guys.  I was never sure if you should unwrap things in front
of the other guests or not." 


"Not,
that way no one can feel jealous," Tara told him.  She took his
arm.  "Let's go look at the presents, guys.  With everyone's
leave?"  They all smiled and waved their hands so she walked Don off,
letting Xander and Aiden walk behind them babbling at each other.  She
stopped and looked at him.  "They did what?" she shouted.  That
area of the room got a bit quieter. 


"Committed
mass suicide and left me lots of stuff.  Mac's making sure I don't run
into their daughter this weekend." 


"Good! 
You don't need more stalkers, baby!" Aiden complained loudly. 
Everyone looked at him.  "Miami's got him and New York only has to
temp in but this is my adopted son, Xander.  If you guys see him in
trouble, call Miami or New York's labs please."  Xander gave a shy
wave and they walked on again.  "Now we're covered in case something
happens," she decided.  "Only a bit embarrassing." 
Tara and Don both gave her a look.  "Better embarrassed than missing
him." 


"True,"
Don agreed happily.  "Oh, Sonny's out, Xander."  Xander
gave him a look and snickered, then shrugged.  "Just a warning."



"Can
I smack him on the head again?" 


"Probably
shouldn't," Aiden said firmly.  She saw Xander staring then go to
talk to a young goth girl.  "Hmm.  Horatio might have some
challenge there." 


"Yeah,
right," Tara snorted.  She followed, smiling at the young
woman.  "Hi, I'm Tara.  I'm Don's fiancee." 


"Cool! 
I'm Abby.  I work with NCIS, DC.  Do you work with a lab,
Xander?" 


"I'm
dating a CSI, but two adopted me."  They all smiled at that. 
"This is my mom, Aiden.  My daddy's Speed, from Miami.  I'm
dating one of them." 


"That's
really great," she agreed happily.  "Are you in training?" 


"School,
eww.  I suck at school."  She laughed and gave him a hug. 
"I should introduce you around.  I can do that in a few.  We're
going to get Tara and Don their bonding presents.  Want to come
with?" 


"Sure. 
I don't mind if you don't.  I'm kind of bored right now."  She
walked up talking with them about where they worked and cases.  She did
hug Tara in the elevator because she was a great woman. 


In
their corner, Horatio moaned after Aiden's announcement but Speed groaned when
he saw Xander leading another tech off.  "Xander adopted the only
goth tech in the room," he announced. 


"That
would be Abby, from NCIS," Mac told him, taking a drink.  "She's
a lot like Xander.  Is Greg coming?" 


"Grissom
said he'd try," Horatio offered.  "Have they come in yet?" 


"I
thought I saw Nick but I'm not sure," Stella offered. She looked around
and nodded.  "There's Grissom."  She walked over to get
their group and drag them back.  "They're here.  No Greg?" 


"He
had a nosebleed on the plane so he's resting," Warrick said, smiling at
everyone.  "No Tara?  I've heard a lot about her from
Greg." 


"Xander
drug them upstairs to get their presents," Calleigh said with a
smile.  "Hi, Studly." 


"Hi,
Calleigh.  When are you going to transfer away from these boys to give
Sara and Catherine another woman?" 


"They
need the civilizing influence now and then," she said with a bright
grin.  "Besides, Bobby would mind if I shoved him out of his
lab." 


"He
would," Grissom agreed, nodding at everyone.  "No Ryan?" 


"Cleaning,"
Eric told him. 


"I
did that earlier," Warrick agreed.  "The hotel does a great
job.  I was impressed." 


"With
so many germphobic people coming in?" Speed suggested dryly. 
"Some of it'll be spotless when we leave."  Xander came back
with Abby and Ryan in tow and Aiden breaking off to help Don and Tara carry
stuff.  "There's Aiden and Ryan, plus Xander and Abby?" he asked
her. 


"Yup,
I'm Abby.  The only federally sanctioned goth lab tech."  That
got a smile from everyone.  "I work in NCIS, DC.  You
guys?" 


"Miami,"
Eric said, pointing.  "New York, and Vegas."  She smiled
and shook hands all around.  "How many people in your lab?" 


"Me."



They
all stared.  "Just you?" Mac asked.  She nodded. 
"How?" 


"We
don't get that many cases at a time.  Plus, Gibbs rides my butt pretty
tightly."  They all nodded at that.  "You've met
Gibbs?" 


"We
know people that he sounds like," Horatio said.  "Barks a lot,
expects you to be God?"  She nodded and beamed.  "When you
get ready to ask for more, I'll gladly pass on recommendations." 


"Thank
you.  Much better than the one my director hired that was discredited for
tampering with evidence in dozens of cases and came in to frame one of our guys
for murder.  She didn't even check."  That got a mass groan. 


"I've
got a lab supervisor who can pull stunts like that," Grissom offered. 


Horatio
held up a hand.  "We've got it worse, Gil.  Sorry.  The
revamp left us with problems and issues that haven't been fixed to this
moment.  We had one tech shocked so badly they thought they were going to
have to zap him to get him back on rhythm and two fires in ballistics. 
Plus ten other arcing plugs and other issues.  They still have us at work
and are holding off fixing it until they hear from the Feds."  They
all gaped in horror and Abby gave him a hug.  "Xander's vowed to make
them quit." 


"You
know, I was thinking, Horatio.  Didn't they threaten the State Department
and the FBI coming down about that family?" Eric asked. 


"They're
playing pass the buck," Speed told him.  "I checked and chewed a
few new ones for you, son."  Xander grinned and hugged him. 
"Love you too, Xander."  He kissed him on the head. 
"Behave."  He looked at Abby.  "It's usually better
but there's Feds involved." 


"Can't
you call them?" 


"Oh,
they're coming to Miami," Xander promised.  "They're being
brought in handcuffs on federal charges of attempted murder.  One for
every tech in the problematic labs for each day it has drug on." 
They all stared at him.  He smiled sweetly.  "I got lawyers who
make people piss themselves."  Abby giggled.  "I do. 
I need them now and then.  Even Grandfather and Gordon are impressed with
my legal team."  Calleigh nodded at that. 
"See?"  He beamed again then looked at Abby. 
"Hungry?" 


"Starved
and they don't have anything but nasty stuff like weenies." 


"Honey?" 
Horatio looked at him.  "We're going to go eat.  Be back
soon.  Can I have my wallet back?"  Horatio handed it over after
checking it.  "Thanks."  He grinned and they trekked out
together arm in arm. 


"That's
almost scary," Aiden said, shuddering a bit.  "A goth tech and
Xander, who stripped to goth music."  They all nodded at that and
took a drink.  She smiled.  "I need to find Don's present."



"So
do I," Stella admitted.  "We can search tomorrow while we're
blowing off the DNA class."  That got a nod and a handshake sealed
the deal.  "Anyone else want to go?"  They all shook their
heads.  "Then maybe we'll drag Xander." 


"Xander
only has to get a holiday present for Speed and Horatio," Aiden told
her.  "He said so." 


Speed
looked at her.  "I'm hard to buy for unless you buy me books." 


"You're
getting some from others," Calleigh said, patting him on the arm. 
"Trust me."  He grinned at her.  "Maybe he'll find you
something rare and special." 


"Maybe,"
he agreed.  He looked around.  "Anyone else bored?" 


"Yup,"
Ryan agreed.  "Wish Willow could've come."  He looked
around.  "By the way, I'm going to be a very scary father in five and
a quarter months.  My child will be loved like Xander is now but without
the whips and canes."  They all laughed and headed out to find
something to really eat.  "Did you guys see about the formal
dinner?" 


"I'll
get a burger," Speed assured him. 


"It's
the awards banquet," Horatio said patiently.  "You can borrow a
suit, Speed." 


"To
quote the son, eww," he said blandly, making Aiden cackle.  "He
does." 


"He
does.  He even told Abby 'eww, school' when she asked if he was studying
to be a CSI too."  They picked up Greg and he smiled at Horatio,
taking his free side.  "Xander found a goth tech and they're having
dinner." 


"They're
at the chinese place on the next block."  That got nods and they
decided to join them.  Xander got snuggled between his boys and Abby cooed
at that.   They settled in to catch up and fill the others in what
Xander had been doing already.  Abby bounced off once to make a call then
came back announcing that they had quit passing the buck and the guy who was coming
down was grumpy and didn't like Gibbs because he had married his ex-wife. 
They figured they could deal with it if they could deal with Speed and Xander
without caffeine.  But everyone decided that Greg babying and fussing over
Xander and Xander trying to get away was too adorable and made him stop. 
So he fussed over Horatio instead. 


***



Abby
walked back into her room and found her boss waiting.  "Did you pick
the lock?" she demanded.  He nodded. "Meany!" 


"Where
were you?" 


"With
the New York, Las Vegas, and Miami labs, plus Xander and a CSI from
home."  She bounced on her bed.  "It was pretty cool. 
They're in awe of me doing it all by myself.  They're very nice people who
don't mind me being a bit strange.  Greg, from Las Vegas, Xander, and I
all compared music. Xander's the adopted son of two CSI and the lover of
another one." 


He
held up a hand. "Breathe."  She huffed and shook her head. 
"You had fun?"  She beamed and nodded.  "Where's this
guy Fornell's going to be debriefing?" 


"Xander."



"Who
is...." 


"With
Miami's crew." 


"Okay.
Where are they?" 


"In
one of the suites." 


"Then
I'll go start that.  Hold on, the same Xander we met in
Cyprus?"  She considered it then nodded.  "You didn't
recognize him?" 


"I
didn't get much time to talk to him.  I only saw him for a few
minutes.  At least I'm not one of his stalkers, Gibbs." 


"You're
not.  I'm proud of you for that."   He went to find Miami's
lab, finding someone he knew walking up the hall. 
"Speedle."  He turned to look at him.  "Gibbs,
NCIS." 


"I
remembered you and Abby, just recently actually," he admitted, shaking his
hand.  "What's up?" 


"Starting
the debriefing.  We're not sure they're not related to terrorists." 


"Xander
has no clue who these people are.  The first he knew they were drugging
him and the suits were taking him off a plane." 


"Wonderful,"
he sighed, letting himself be led to the suite.  "This is nice."



"Less
expensive too," Speed agreed happily.  He walked in. 
"Xander, visitor." 


"Is
it someone I'll want to shoot?" 


"It's
Gibbs."  Xander came out of their room, frowning at him. 
"He's doing the prelim on the debriefing." 


Xander
shrugged.  "Fuck me, but I don't have a clue, Gibbs.  All I know
is that they drugged me, kidnaped me.  The FBI got me on a plane and
stranded me in New York the first time.  They died and left me crap no
matter how often I complained. Then the family killed a few more and I
complained when they bought a judge to do the quickie wills.  Then the
head guy realized he wanted me so he torched the family from what I heard. All
but a daughter that Mac's keeping away from me.  All I want them to do is
to leave me alone!  Them and the rest of humanity most of the time." 


"Okay,"
he agreed, walking over to meet him. "Let's go talk." 


"Sure. 
We can do that.  Ice cream in the cafe?" 


"Why
not.  I can have coffee down there."  He walked the kid down to
the in-hotel eatery, which was more like a cafeteria.  He got his
coffee.  Xander go this sundae.  They sat in a corner booth so he
could record the interview.  It wasn't long or informative but it was
funny.  Xander was making some very disrespectful comments on them and his
so-called fanclub in general.  He had Abby send it to Fornell.  Maybe
it would save him some grief.  If not, he'd be warned what Xander was
like.  Though he was surprised when someone tried to mug him and Xander
made them beg, kneel, then crawl after him to the security guards.  It was
funny and one of the best highlights of the first day.  Then Xander bounced
off to their suite to have some cuddles, or so he said. 


***



Fornell
showed up the next morning, finding Gibbs having his breakfast. 
"Where's the brat?" 


"He's
not a brat, Tobias.  He's seriously confused about why people are doing
this to him." 


"He
got rescued off a plane twice.  The second time with a boyfriend." 


"I
know.  I met Horatio in Cyprus.  I heard about the other one
too."  He shrugged and went back to eating.  "He makes Abby
giggle and they're palling around today.  It's almost cute." 


"I
don't do cute."  He went to find the boy, finding him being sleepy
and clingy with someone he called 'daddy'.  "Sir, I'm Deputy Director
Fornell."  Xander waved limply and yawned, closing his eyes again. 


"Sorry,
no pool he can go naked swimming in to wake up," Speed offered.  He
nudged Xander awake again and gave him his cup of coffee.  "Suits are
here, Xander." 


"No
suits.  Not like suits.  Suits bad except on R'tio." 


Horatio
looked over and tipped his head.  "Xander," he said
quietly.  "There's an agent here to stop the bad people who keep
giving you things.  Drink the coffee, Xander."  Xander gulped it
and still went back to sleep.  "Sorry.  Short night." 


"Those
sort of things happen at conventions." 


"He
was up playing Uno and poker with Abby," Ryan said, moving around
him.  "Xander!" he snapped.  Xander snapped awake so he
pointed.  "Fed suit here to talk to you about the stupid
people?" 


"Hi." 
He stole Eric's coffee and gulped it as he led him off.  "What do you
want to know that I didn't tell Gibbs?" 


"A
few things, sir.  Are you awake now?" 


"Mostly. 
I'll nap in a while.  After I find Dad a holiday present." 


Someone
glared at him.  "It's Christmas, young man." 


"I'm
Pagan, it was our holiday first, shove your holiday."  She gave him a
horrified look. "I'm being inclusive by giving yours a right to celebrate
near mine.  Feel lucky.  Happy Solstice and may the Goddess grant you
a wonderful year."  She stomped off pink and stuttering.  He
looked at Fornell again.  "I don't like being sleep deprived.  I
get mean.  Sorry," he called after her, waving a hand.  Fornell
led him off to talk to him away from people.  He was nice enough to get
him a refill before he got more mean.  Xander looked at him. 
"Can you stop them?" 


"I'm
not sure yet.  There've been some questions asked about terrorist
ties?"  Xander shrugged.  "How did they know about
you?" 


"As
far as anyone told me, like Lady Death did, Fornell.  Can I call you that? 
Title's a bit long." 


"Fine,
Mr. Harris." 


"Xander." 
He sipped his coffee.  "All I know is that somehow they saw me doing
one of a few open pole nights I did for fun out in Las Vegas while I was
training as a Master with Lady Heather.  The next thing I knew, I had Lady
Death stalking me to marry me for an hour and a half.  Then this family
spread out.  A friend of that family tried me and Horatio to see what made
me so special.  You guys had to pull us off the plane twice now.  Then
the head guy feels that he's being sucked in by whatever curse I represent
because I'm gay and cute so he sets fire to his family after amending the will
so the daughter that's at NYU gets a quarter and I get the rest.  I
offered it to her through my family and those who have contact with her since
she's adamant that I am a family curse.  Her father put out a prepaid
contract on her if she ever met me.  She didn't want it, claims it would
taint her too." 


"So
the first you knew was presents?" 


"The
first I knew about this family I was being carried off a plane by the Feds up
here after they had to rescue me.  Your guys did a great job even if I was
stranded up here for almost five weeks."  That got a nod. 
"There were two agents the last day.  Mac was dealing with them while
I was helping Tara settle in." 


"I'll
get with Detective Taylor later, Xander."  He made a note of
that.  "Okay, do you know anything about them?" 


"My
grandfather's people researched them." 


"Your
grandfather has...people?" 


"I'm
the grandson of Patrick Benis." 


"I've
heard of him.  He's mentored a few gay agents over the years and hired a
few when they retired."  He made that note as well.  "Would
you know where they are?" 


"At
their house locally."  He wrote down a number.  "That's
their home number up here.  Or if they're in Miami or on their cells it'll
flip to them or Tara.  She's my Uncle Don's fiancee and she's staying at
the house." 


"Good
to know."  He added that underneath.  "Have they told you
anything?" 


"They
have but I honestly don't remember much more than thinking about the first will
making me want to go drink." 


"I
understand why, sir."  He looked at his list of notes then at
him.  "How many more are coming?"  Xander shrugged. 
"How many do you have right now?"  He shrugged again. "Do
we know the cause?" 


"According
to family legend this stuff happens for about four years after one of the males
in the line find a true and good mate.  That's how it was written a few
places in various family journals.  My grandfather had that same problem
when he found his husband.  I read my great-grandfather's journal and he
had it when he found his wife.  Your guess is probably better than
mine.  They all said the same thing, it lasts about four years. 
Apparently I'm the worst we've had since one back in the Middle Ages according
to some of Grandsire's research.  I have no clue."  He finished
his coffee and looked at them. "Can you make them give it to her?" 


"I
got briefed last night by the State Department.  The Yemeni government
would like to meet you but they're worried you're a danger to them." 
Xander gave him a look.  "Apparently your Grandsire's legal team over
there showed them a picture of you, one where you looked cute according to the
envoy.  They didn't twig to you."  Xander sighed in
relief.  "They're trying to make them reverse the court's decision
but they've got clerics on their side who agreed it was a family curse and
refused to even look at your picture because they're paranoid they might be
gay.  We've talked to he daughter but so far she's refused.  We
checked with her again.  She refused and stomped off to hide with her new
husband.  She's refused to talk to any agent since then unless they're
with Immigration.  They don't know of any other relatives.  They're doing
a record's search.  We're doing one.  The one thing everyone is
worrying about is whether or not they had ties to terrorists." 
Xander shrugged again.  "Would your grandfather's people know?" 


"Maybe. 
They had a complete family tree done too."  That got a small
smile.  "They know it happens but it cheeses Grandsire off to no end
about these things.  Especially when it upsets me so much I want to
drink." 


"Former
problem?" 


"Problematic
parents." 


"Really?"



"My
father walked away from his grandfather for grieving.  I met them on my
roadtrip after graduation.  My adoptive parents, and that's in quotes,
sent me up here to deliver some messages and stuff." 


"Oh. 
Interesting.  Is that how you know Detective Taylor?" 


"Yeah,
Mom wanted them to mentor me and make sure I was safe.  They mostly didn't
like that I was training to be a Dom.  Freaked a few out.  That and
that I'm holding a collection of weapons for someone else since he's a bit
odd.  He hunts vampires out in California."  Fornell gave him a
look so he grinned.  "I'm originally from Sunnydale." 


"I
know about that town, kid.  You're *her* Xander?"  He nodded
once.  "Your collection?" 


"Is
watched over by myself, my boyfriend, a few of my subs now and then." 


"Okay,
I can't argue with that.  I'm sure you hide the bad stuff." 


"Actually,
I've got a contact who I do some minor translating work for and he pays me in
older weapons.  I got a flamethrower last time.  I got a bazooka
once.  Got a shoulder mounted surface-to-air missile.  Horatio made
me give that to Calleigh for her destruction radius and style tests. 
She's trying to make a database." 


"I'll
let someone know so she has access to ours."  He made a note of
that.  "You...like this country, right?" 


"I
want them to protect me from assholes like these guys but yeah, it's
nice.  I don't like the control over the press, the government, or the
industrial base by a handful of people with money.  Willow told me about
those."  That just got a nod.  "Do I protest, no.  I
sigh in private and complain at the tilted news.  That's why I watch
European sports and news most of the time.  I like the BBC, it's less
tilted but still tilted some."  Fornell stared at him.  "At
least I'm honest, Fornell." 


"You
are.  You won't hurt anyone with them, right?" 


"No,
you have a better chance of my cult hurting someone than me playing with my
artillery and hurting someone." 


"Cult?"



"They're
watching me to see how to stay pure and not kill." 


"Why?"
he asked slowly.  Xander looked around then lifted up the front of his
t-shirt, making Fornell look away.  "Never mind.   You have
your reasons. Are you?" 


"Horatio
and Daddy helped me a lot.  Grandfather and Grandsire both help when they
can and I have doubts or urges.  Daddy makes me find other ways. 
Fortunately being a master isn't anything like what I went through or what I
did at home.  That way I can't associate." 


"Good,"
he decided, smiling at him.  No wonder Abby liked this kid. "You're
how old?" 


"I'll
be twenty in about four weeks." 


"Even
better, Xander.  I'll report this.  There shouldn't be too many more
problems.  If they do end up sending it all over where should we send
it?" 


"Grandfather
or Grandsire.  Horatio.  If it's a house or something I've got
someone at Christie's who deals with those.  I also have a detective who
fronts for me to track down the people who send me stuff."  He pulled
out Mayper's card and took his pen to write on the  back. 
"That's Horatio's email and Grandfather's email.  Write either one to
let them know?"  That got a smile and he took it.  "At
least it's not another suicide ring and that one got stopped." 


"Suicide
ring?" 


"Ask
Don Flack Junior, it was his case.  Really odd but I got sent body
parts." 


"That's
not pleasant." 


"Especially
not the one in the stuffed animal."  He stood up.  "Can I
go find Dad a holiday present now?" 


"Go
ahead, son."  Xander grinned and headed off.  He called in his
report.  "It's Fornell.  The boy knows nothing.  His
grandfather may have some information.  No, he's the grandson of Patrick
Benis.  He said this stuff happens as a family curse but he's the worst
case in years."  He listened to his boss babble.  "Exactly,
sir.  He is, he's dating a CSI out of Miami.  I do have email
addresses so I can update them.  He wanted them to take it back.  Did
we hear anything about a suicide cult?"  His boss hung up on
him.  "Not a great answer," he said dryly.  Gibbs came over
to sit across from him.  "That's the kid who Lady Death
married?"  Gibbs smirked and nodded.  "Why him?" 


"I
don't know.  The one time I talked to him about it he had flashbacks to a
nympho who not even DiNozzo could put up with and a cranky cheerleader
ex-girlfriends.  I have the feeling his exes are about as bad as
ours." 


"I'd
say so!"  He shifted.  "The kid knows nothing about
this.  Any idea where his grandfather lives?"  He slid the
address over. "Did you talk to them?"  Gibbs nodded,
smirking.  "Anything useable?"  That got another nod and he
handed over a thumbnail drive.  "This the information file they
had?" 


"It
is.  Plus the family tree.  They're very worried about this but their
nephew from Father Benis' second marriage is getting bonded next week and then
married on Solstice according to them.  They're letting their people
stress, and they are.  Did you ever run into a DA Patterson?" 
Fornell nodded, looking happy.  "He's working for them.  Got a
few Special Forces types and former agents in their security details. 
Xander's got a detail down in Miami.  That's also a partial list of who
else has given him crap." 


"Charming. 
Any names I know?" 


"Yup. 
Including your boss."  Fornell dropped the drive and his notes. 
Gibbs smirked and nodded, getting up and walking off. 


"That's
not funny." 


"Look
it over, Fornell." 


Fornell
looked at the drive.   "Now I know why he acted so funny just
now."  He went to find Detective Taylor and debrief him, getting
handed a set of notes since he was about to go into a seminar.  He looked
them over.  They were concise, to the point, and helpful.  It was
good getting cooperation from the locals. 


***



Horatio
went looking for Xander for lunch.  He ran into Gibbs looking for Abby for
the same reason.  They shared a look, then moaned.  "Was she
sneaking off with the spouses or with someone else?" 


"My
senior field agent, DiNozzo."  He called him.  "Where are
you?" he snapped.  "Is Abby with you?"  He
groaned.  "No.  Stay."  He hung up. "She and
Xander came back three hours ago."  He looked at him, seeing the
worry.  "Is your boy likely to play around?" 


"Not
without coercion."  He headed up to their room.  No one but Ryan,
who was more interested in the ones that afternoon.  "Have we seen
Xander, Ryan?"  Ryan looked up and shook his head.  "Keep
an ear out for him.  I can't find him." 


"Sure."



They
headed down to Abby's room, finding her sprawled on her bed mostly naked and
asleep, but bruised on her arms and wrists.  Her mouth was a bit
swollen.  They looked around the room and found Xander on the floor beside
the bed.  "This is not good," Horatio said, squatting down to
look at him.  "Xander?"  Xander blinked at him, looking
confused.  "Do you know where you are?" 


"Glowy,
alien women gone?"  Horatio looked confused.  "Don't let
them touch you.  They're bad.  They do bad things to you." 


Horatio
checked him over.  "I've got two different needle marks." 


"I've
found one on Abby too."  They shared a look.  "Who do you
trust in the local lab?" 


"Everyone
but Monroe.  I've never worked with her."  He texted Mac, he was
sitting on a panel but should be done about now.  Sheldon came in a few
minutes later with one of the security personnel.  "Did we see anyone
come in here?" 


"There
were two women in silver from the cameras, Lieutenant.  Are they all
right?" 


"Those
are definitely injection marks," Sheldon agreed, getting down to take
pictures of them.  "Xander?"  Xander blinked at him.
"What did the women in silver do?" 


"Bad
and mean things."  He saw Horatio again and then teared up. 
"I didn't want to.  You know I don't want to." 


"Shh,
I know," he soothed, pulling him closer.  "Whatever it was, I
know you didn't want to do it, Xander.  It's not like you to do things to
hurt me on purpose."  He pulled him closer to hug.  "Let us
process you and then we'll talk once you've rested."  Xander nodded,
letting him help him up and into the bathroom.  He looked at Abby, then
frowned. "I'm not sure I want to know." 


"I
am," Gibbs admitted.  Someone else knocked. 
"Busy!"  Tony walked in sliding his card into his pocket. 
"Out." 


"Why?"



"Go
get the tape from the security system." 


"Why?" 
He looked at Abby then at him.  "Where's the guy she was with?" 


"We
found at least two injection sites on Xander," Horatio said quietly. 
"He was talking about alien women." 


Tony
nodded.  "I was there once.  Okay, let's go get the tape, see
what we can see."  He followed the guard down, running into Mac,
pulling him aside to have a word with him.  "I don't know who else
was up there.  Someone was in the bathroom." 


"I'll
go check."  He headed up that way, knocking politely.  Horatio
answered it.  "Is everyone okay?" he asked as he stepped
inside.  He noticed how Abby was resting.  "Not them," he
moaned.  "Sheldon, pull blood." 


"I
already am, Mac.  He's throwing up at the moment."  He came
out.  "We need to do a kit on her.  There's been four or five of
these cases where two women in silver nurses uniforms show up out of the blue,
drug two friends or people who're talking, and then we have to run a kit. 
Most of the time they don't leave much trace.  They're not in the
system.  Twice they've found traces of semen, the others not.  It
looks like they pick them at random." 


"Of
course Xander draws bad luck like that," Horatio sighed, rubbing his
face.  "Will he need a trip to the ER?" 


"No,
they gave him some goofy drugs.  He'll sleep and it'll be fine.  It
always has in the past, wore off in about three hours.  Since he's awake
it'll be about an hour, he won't remember.  She shouldn't remember, they
use a lesser amount on the women.  We probably should take Abby
though.  Just to do the kit and give her any information she wants." 


"Xander's
clean, Sheldon.  He still tests every other month."  That got a
smile.  "Let me know?" 


"If
she'll let me."  Mac called someone and Gibbs wrapped her in the
sheet.  It would be taken at the hospital.  The paramedics came
in.  "The alien nurses, guys.  She's drugged and starting to
moan." 


"I'm
going with her," Gibbs ordered.  He looked at Horatio.  "I
don't blame the kid." 


"I
don't either.  He was drugged."  He watched them go then went to
gather Xander and walk him upstairs.  Ryan and Speed were up there now and
Eric came in a minute behind him.  "Alien nurses." 


"Stella
called for ideas on that," Speed admitted, coming to get his son. 
"He all right?" 


"Drugged
we're fairly certain of.   So was Abby."  Speed gave him a
look.  "It seems to be their MO, Speed.  I don't know.  I
can't blame him but I'm wondering if this is part of the curse or not." 


"No,
this is Sunnydale bad luck, Horatio.  If it can be found it'll be
attracted to Xander or Willow."  He got him into bed and sat down
behind him, letting Xander snuggle in.  "I'm on lunch.  Aiden's
got the first one free this afternoon."  Horatio looked at him. 
"You're on the panel." 


"I
know.  Thank you." 


"Xander's
family and we're not going to blame him." 


"No,
we're not.  I'm going to blame those two women once I help Mac catch
them."  He went down to help process the room. 


Speed
looked up.  "If he has one now, Patrick dies before he's ready,"
he whispered.  "So let's not, okay?"  Ryan walked in with a
glass of water.  "Thanks." 


"It'll
be fine, Speed.  You know that.  Abby will probably be the best
mother ever if it does happen."  That got a nod.  That would be
one very Xander baby.  "We'll have to see."  He left them
alone, making sure the door closed behind him.  He ran into the other guy
from Abby's team.  "Agent DiNozzo." 


"How's
the other guy?" 


"Passed
out and not waking up.  His adoptive father has him." 


"Good. 
Gibbs called.  Abby woke up for a moment and they said they ate some
chocolates at some strange store." 


"The
two guys handling it are down in her room."  That got a nod and they
walked down there together.  "Horatio, Abby woke up."  He
and Mac both looked over. 


"Gibbs
managed to wake her up for a minute.  She said they were at some strange
alien and goth shop, they had some chocolates then they felt strange so they
came back.  After that she said she was in a haze.  She had no idea
what happened."  Horatio nodded at that.  "Is your boy
going to be all right?" 


"Until
he can apologize and he'll still beat himself up a bit." 


"She'll
forgive him.  She's like that."  That got a simple nod. 
"Can I help?" 


"No,
I've got two of my guys and Horatio," Mac said with a small smile. 
"That's more than most serial cases get."  That got a smile and
Tony walked off, going down to call Fornell and warn him something else had
happened.  Mac looked at Horatio.  "Are you all right?" 


"It
depends on what they knew about the chocolates," he admitted
quietly.  Mac nodded.  "Aliens and goth together with
chocolate?" 


"This
is New York, Horatio," Sheldon said.  "There's probably at least
two that fit that description.  But they do have a few bags of shopping
stuff here."  He held up one bag that had an alien wearing a mohawk
and an eyepatch on the front.  "You think?" 


"If
not, they might know," Mac agreed.  "Either that or the place
they call Rodeo Ride."  Sheldon and Horatio both gave him an odd
look.  "I have to know these things, guys." 


"I
can't imagine you in a goth shop, Mac," Horatio said with a small
smile.  "Xander, I definitely can." 


Gibbs
stomped back in.  "Any idea where this shop is?" 


"Looking
at the bags, we've got a few good leads," Mac offered, looking back at
them.  "How is she?" 


"Tired. 
The boy?" 


"Out
on his father's chest," Horatio offered.  "This is not Xander's
normal thing, Gibbs." 


"I
know.  I spent a few hours talking to the boy.  He felt the same way
about drugs and school, even regular medicines." 


"His
parents were evil," Sheldon told him.  "Did we need to process
Xander?" 


"Speed's
with him, if we do he can," Horatio promised.  They all heard Aiden
yell at someone.  "Someone go stop her." 


Gibbs
went to do that.  He was more used to loud women than they were. 
"Hey!  People are trying to work." 


She
glared at him.  "Why?  Did someone get robbed?" 


"No,
your son and Abby got drugged."  She moved closer and he backed
up.  That was one angry mother.  "He's in his room, she's in the
ER, we're figuring out what happened."  She stomped that way. 


Danny
came out of hiding.  "You're a brave man, Agent Gibbs.  I knew
her for a few years and I didn't want to tell her.  They need me?" 


"The
one guy said they had him, Sheldon, and Horatio.  That was more than most
serial cases get." 


"Yeah,"
he agreed.  "Then I'll check on the kid and Aiden."  He
headed that way, glancing in.  "Going to check on Xander.  Gibbs
told Aiden."  They all shuddered.  "Anyone up there with
him?" 


"Speed."



"He
can calm her down," Danny decided.  He went up there to check,
finding her hugging her boy and Speed patting her on the back.  "You
guys need anything?" 


"Xander
squeaked when she hugged him but otherwise no."  He grinned. 
"They have anything?" 


"A
goth shop that sells chocolate," Xander moaned, holding his head. 
"Alien bimbos selling chocolate in the goth shop.  Said it was to
give you extra energy.  Said it was herbal." 


"Uh-huh,
but we found injection sites on you, Xander."  Xander looked at
him.  "We found two, plus a few more on Abby."  He sat up,
making his mother move.  "She's woken up once." 


"Is
she all right?" 


"It
looks like you two may've had sex."  Xander went pale and rushed for
the bathroom.  Aiden climbed off the bed to follow him.  Speed looked
at Danny.  "I'll process his clothes."  That got a nod and
Danny went to steal him gloves and supplies plus a camera.  He took them
into the bathroom.  "Okay, Xander.  We're going to process you,
see what happened, all right?"  Xander nodded between heaves. 
"You keep doing that.  You're going to lose those." 


"I
like this shirt but I'll find a new one."  He gasped and Aiden
stroked his hair.  "I can't have hurt her, mom.  Please?" 


"We'll
find out, baby."  She soothed him while Speed got his clothes off him
then took some pictures of the bruising on his back.  "When did you
get hit?" 


"I
don't know," he said, looking at Speed, who showed him a bruise. 
"That's a few fist bruises or one big round thing."  That got a
nod and Speed made him stand up so he could get his chest and stomach.  He
gave him a look and Xander swabbed his own penis then let him search for more
bruises or shot marks.  Then Speed nodded at the shower and went down to
hand them to Horatio.  "Mommy?" 


"It'll
be fine, baby.  You didn't know," she soothed.  She got him into
the shower and went to pick him out something to put on.  Gibbs was in
there looking at the bags.  "Abby?" 


"Tested
positive for semen," he said quietly.  "But not natural
lubricant." 


"We
took a swab off Xander." 


Xander
came out in a towel, looking at them.  "Maybe it's like the guys the
first time I got kidnaped?" 


"It
could be," Aiden agreed.  "I pulled you out some jeans and
another t-shirt, Xander."  He nodded, coming over to pull them on so
he could get rid of the towel.  Then he went out to sit in the living
room, curling up to hold his knees and nibble on his bottom lip. 
"It'll be okay." 


"I
asked Abby, Xander.  She said she thought it was all natural." 


"They
said it was to give us extra energy and it was herbal," Xander agreed,
looking at him.  "It was .... shit I can't remember the name of the
shop.  I bought something on the goth side, a new CD."  That got
a nod and Aiden called that down to Mac.  "Is she all right? 
Can I talk to her?" 


"She's
coming back in about an hour," Gibbs promised.  "Your uncle went
to get her and take a statement."  Xander nodded at that. 
"Do you remember anything else?" 


"We
got recommended to that place from the herb shop I visited.  I needed a
new focus crystal and I can't find one I like in Miami.  So I went in to
find a new crystal and they noticed Abby's clothes, gave her a coupon for the
chocolates."  That got a nod and Aiden reported that.  She hung
up.  "Did they drag us back here?" 


"We're
figuring that out now, baby."  She sat down to hold him. 
"It wasn't your fault, Xander." 


"I
still hurt her and she's a friend," he said, looking miserable. 


"I
think Abby will forgive you, kid," Gibbs offered. 


Xander
looked at him.  "Doesn't mean I can forgive myself!  I cheated
on my boys!  I hurt her and them!" 


"Shh,"
Aiden soothed, hugging him.  "They won't be hurt, Xander.  You
were drugged.  Not exactly able to beat them off this time."  He
shook his head but she pulled him closer, letting him cry on her
shoulder.  She nodded and Gibbs nodded, leaving them alone. 
"Shh. I've got you.  Horatio's finding out who did this and is going
to kill them for it." 


***



Horatio
came back late that afternoon.  He let Abby in and she walked over to look
at Xander, then hugged him, whispering in his ear.  He blinked at
her.  "It's not your fault. That chocolate was evil."  He
nodded, still looking pitiful.  "Hey, it's all right.  I'm not
hurt.  You're not hurt.  It was not your fault.  You were just
as attacked as they did to me."  Xander gave her a hug and she hugged
back.  "Good boy, Xander.  Now, we still have to find a present
for your father."  Xander nodded, giving her a squeeze.  "That's
my buddy."  Xander relaxed but looked at Horatio, and Greg, who came
in behind him with Mac.  "See, they're not mad.  They think
we're adorable together." 


"I
still hurt you." 


"No,
sweetie.  If it had been *you* hurting me I wouldn't have been drugged and
I'd have beaten your ass."  He nodded at that.  "You and I
*both* got hurt this time.  We'll get better and it doesn't mean we can't
be friends.  I like you.  You're neat."  He cracked a smile
at that.  "Now, your boys apparently need cuddles too.  Go
cuddle them so I can watch the cuteness."  She gave him a little
shove and he got up, going to look at Horatio and Greg, both of whom hugged
him. 


"It
wasn't your doing, you didn't cheat on us, Xander." 


"Did. 
They made me." 


"You
didn't. They took samples and injected her.  You two never touched and
even if you had, you were drugged," Greg reminded him.  "It's
all right, Xander.  I promise."  Xander nodded, letting them
hold him.  Someone tapped on the door so Greg reached back to open
it.  Tony leaned in.  "We're fine." 


"Good. 
Abby, we're switching you to my room and I'll take my couch." 


"I'll
be fine, Tony." 


"Your
room is a crime scene, Abby.  It's me or Gibbs and he doesn't have a
couch." 


She
looked at him.  "Could be both of you but that'd be one snuggly
bed."  He blushed at that, shaking his head.  "Is my stuff
packed?"  He nodded.  "Then let's go see the
bossman."  She walked over, giving what little of Xander that wasn't
covered a hug.  "I love you.  You will see me at breakfast,
young man."  He nodded, looking at her.  "Good boy. 
We'll go find your father a kick-ass present."  She smiled and walked
out, taking Tony's arm.  "It was done by sampling?" 


"You'd
have to ask Detective Taylor.  He's waiting on you."  She
nodded, letting him lead her to his room and put her inside while he guarded
the hallway until she said he could come in. 


"Abby,"
Mac said, looking her over.  "You all right?" 


"I'm
peachy.  The drugs are gone and I feel really bouncy.  What
happened?" 


"We
found out that they're nurses trying to register a new fertility
medicine.  They were very upset that some of their others used condoms so
they decided to take samples.  Before you ask, Don made them both
cry.  He didn't hit them but he did make them both cry." 


"So
they milked him and did a warm transfer?"  He nodded. 
"Wow.  Too bad I think I'm infertile." 


"We'd
like to know if you do turn up pregnant.  Xander's grandparents would want
to spoil you as well."  She smiled at that.  "He wants to
make sure the line's carried on and he thinks a baby will calm Xander
down.  He's been pushing now for a few weeks for them to consider
it.  Just a head's up in that case."  She nodded, still
smiling.  "If you are, we can amend the charges against them, which
is why I wanted to know." 


"I'll
send you an email." 


He
smiled at that and passed over one of his cards.  "Are you all
right?" 


"I'm
fine but why did Xander flinch when Greg hugged him?" 


"They
took video.  Even drugged Xander tried to fight back so they slammed him
into this padded area on a pipe.  He's got a bruise on his back.  His
boys will baby him." 


"He
was so scared they were going to reject him." 


"If
it had been consensual, probably.  He was just as drugged as you and they
gave him an extra dose."  She nodded.  He handed over a folder.
"This is your bloodwork.  The drugs they used and the
sedative."  She looked at it then at him.  "In case you or
your doctor need it, or in case you get popped for a random drug test in the
next month or so.  I believe in keeping the victims informed and that's
your copy."  She smiled at that.  "I've already given
Horatio a copy for Xander and he's having this same talk.  Any
questions?" 


"The
tape?" 


"Sealed. 
They both took deals when the DA offered, after Don made them cry, so it won't
have to be shown and I've pointed out to the DA that he shouldn't show it in
open court." 


"Thank
you." 


"We
like to keep our people from getting victimized a second time by the
system.  As I'm sure you've seen."  She nodded.  "Now,
is there anything you can think of?" 


"Not
yet.  Was it in the chocolate?" 


"The
sedative was.  We found a whole tray of it.  They were starting to
pick random people who came in around the same time.  You and Xander
walked in together." 


"Too
good to pass up for their sick and sad experiment," she agreed.  He
nodded. "Did they mention long term side effects?" 


"No. 
They said it was a new fertility drug the FDA said they had to test.  They
couldn't get grants to test it the normal way so they decided to do it this
way.  You and Xander were the sixth couple they did this to." 


She
nodded.  "Then I'm good with this and Tony will help me if I have
nightmares about alien bimbos doing medical experiments." 


"They
said they did that so you'd think it was a reaction to the sedative." 


"Because
no one would believe the alien abduction and exam story," she
finished.  He nodded.  "Can I hit them just once?" 


"Gibbs
said when they got out they could be charged with assaulting a federal
agent.  That's why they took the deal."  She smirked at
that.  "You and Gibbs can work that out." 


"Thank
you, Detective Taylor." 


"Not
a problem, Abby.  Let me know if anything happens because of this and I'll
do what I can to make it better."  She nodded, but smiled. 
"If Gibbs can't." 


"The
director's going to be peeved." 


"She
can rant all she likes, Abby.  Not like you were due at that
seminar."  She nodded.  "Now, are you coming down to dinner
tonight?  If so, it's in about two hours." 


"I
don't know yet.  I have a really pretty dress so I should."  He
smiled and gave her a shoulder pat before leaving.  She read the file,
frowning at it.  "That was way out of whack for a human body. 
Tony!"  He came in with Gibbs.  She handed that to Gibbs. 
"My copy of my bloodwork.  Am I going to dinner?  I'm
starved." 


"If
you want," he agreed.  She nodded and found her dress and new
necklace, going to change in the bathroom.  "Are you all right?"
he called. 


"A
bit energized but still kinda tired feeling if that makes sense." 


"Like
you've been up for two days but you're on a Caf-Pow high?" Tony suggested.



"Exactly." 
She came out dealing with her hair.  "What?"  She slid on
the chain belt and they just nodded. She looked at herself then at them. 
"We don't like?" 


"No,"
Tony said, shaking his head.  She sighed and grabbed the new bag, taking
it into the bathroom.  She came out in a different dress.  This one
was a bit showier and flashier.  It cradled her body and caressed her
legs.  "I like that," he admitted.  "Let me change and
I'll walk you around." 


"I'm
fine, guys.  If the alien bimbos come back I get to hit one, but I'll be
fine since they're in jail." 


"They
took a plea at their arraignment," Gibbs promised.  "It was
rushed through." 


"See? 
I'll be just fine and if I have nightmares one of you two can cuddle
tonight."  She slid on her shoes and headed out to mingle with the
others for dinner.  A few gave her odd looks.  "I'm fine. 
They drugged the hell out of me.  Dressed up like alien bimbos
too."  Aiden came over to talk to her and they walked around
together.  Aiden was in something slinky and dark red.  It went well
with Abby's blood red goddess dress.  She saw Horatio come down without
Xander and pouted.  "He's not coming?" 


"Most
spouses aren't," he said, tucking a piece of hair behind her ear. 
"He snuck out for fast food and he's in front of the tv and the
computer."  She rolled her eyes.  "Really, Abby.  He's
fine.  He knows we don't blame him." 


She
smiled.  "Good!  Then why are you here?" 


"Someone
in my lab is up for something." 


"Ah. 
The good reason."  She saw Tony stroll in wearing his tux and
smiled.  "He does that so well." 


"It's
breeding," Aiden said, looking at her. "Unless he's not born to
it?" 


"They
sent him away." 


"Then
they were stupid and they'll die some year." 


"They
will," she agreed.  Tony came over and she smiled at him. 
"You look great." 


"Thank
you."  He tucked that same piece of hair back in.  Stella walked
over to fix it for her, then winked and walked off again.  "She's
good." 


"That's
why Mac swears she's a Goddess herself," Abby quipped.  They all
laughed and they decided to sit with the Miami and the New York labs close
together, the Las Vegas lab a bit off to the side with Greg over there when his
boss demanded.  They hadn't known Ecklie was here.  She came over to
fuss with some of Greg's hair.  "It's not fun hair, Greg." 
He grinned at her and she hugged him. "It'll be okay." 


"It
will be and I'll go cuddle Xander once I've eaten.  Speed's going to skip
since he doesn't own a suit." 


"Some
guys don't."  She went back to her seat, Horatio rising, earning a
smile.  "Such a gentleman." 


"My
mother did try," he admitted, helping her back into her seat then sitting
down. 


"You
can't steal her," Tony said, smirking at him.  "She's our only
one and you can't have her.  We would hunt her down and take her back,
plus let Ducky tell you a four hour story." 


Abby
giggled and swatted him.  "Who would buy me Caf-Pows down there and
besides, they've got tons of techs to take the place of me." 


"It
takes many people to replace one of the great ones," Calleigh assured her
as she joined them.  "Horatio, Speed won't come down.  He said
he's not wearing a suit, fast food is better, and if he moves he'd have to
dress Xander up.  So they've snuck out to have dinner together and maybe
hit a comedy or other sort of club."  She sat down with Don's
help.  "Thank you, cousin-in-law." 


"You're
related?" Abby asked. 


"Nearly. 
Don's marrying my second cousin next week." 


Don
nodded.  "We are.  We're doing the bonding then.  She's
being shy so she's not here.  She's off babying Uncle Pat and Uncle Raph
until they quit swearing at the alien bimbos." 


"Cool. 
I still get a hit in." 


"Sure,"
he agreed.  "I'll lend you a pair of cuffs so you can hit 'em as many
times as you want, Abby."  She smiled at that.  "Mac may
even let you borrow his new sword."  Horatio coughed.  "He
figured it was a present?" 


"For
his help with the situation in Yemen the first time," Horatio
agreed.  "Xander asked Stella's opinion."  Stella grinned
at that.  "Did he like it?" 


"He
destroyed a chair.  He thought it was decorative and not sharp.  He
found out differently when he swung it at the chair."  He sipped his
water and grinned when Mac came in. "I said Abby could borrow your sword
if they got out." 


"If
she wants.  It is very sharp."  He slid an envelope to
Horatio.  "Thank you letter for your boy.  I saw him and Speed
sneaking out." 


"Speed
hates suits," Calleigh said, fussing with his bowtie.  She looked at
Ryan when he walked in.  "Either he's drunk, he was mugged, or
Willow's up here."  She got up to straighten him out. 
"What happened?" 


"Willow
made it up after her test," he said weakly, sitting down. 
"Please let there be food soon." 


"Very
shortly, Mr. Wolfe," Horatio said, looking at him.  "How is your
wife?" 


"Out
of morning sickness, what little she had, and into the celebration
phase."  That got a knowing nod from most of the table.  They'd
at least heard about that phase.  "Horatio, I'm really sorry if I
die." 


"You
won't, Ryan.  Fathers have survived that phase for millennia." 


"If
you say so."  He looked at Calleigh.  "If you ever get
pregnant, I will not say a word about anything but the really odd food
cravings."  She patted him on the head, then smacked it harder. 


"See,
you have to cup your hand to do that properly," Tony instructed, showing
her how it was done.  "Gibbs does it to us all the time." 
Everyone laughed. 


"He
does," Abby agreed, nodding.  "Then again, Tony's always on his
six so he should just collar and leash him."  Tony choked at
that.  "You'd make a cute puppy." 


Ryan
looked at her, then shook his head.  "Don't give my wife ideas. 
Please?" 


"Fine,
I won't."  She smoothed down some hair Calleigh had missed. 
"There you go, better."  She smiled.  "Where is your
wife?" 


"Napping,"
he admitted with a grin. 


Eric
looked down at him.  "She'll start to fall asleep at odd times
next.  Just endure and don't let her drive for a while if she can't fight
it off."  Ryan gave him an odd look.  "I've got three sisters
and five nieces and nephews from two of them.  Trust me." 


Ryan
nodded.  "Okay. You'll become my pregnancy survival book." 
He grinned.  "Nursery decorating?" 


"Diapers,"
he said dryly.  "Lots and lots of diapers.  Ten a day,
Wolfe.  Clothes too.  Some bottles.  We'll get a list from my
sisters."  That got a smile and a nod of thanks.  He looked at
Horatio.  "I heard you're moving....." 


"Probably
this winter," he agreed.  Ryan gave him a look.  "Don't you
have a lease?" 


"No. 
I ended up moving into her place and he's supposedly coming back in four
months.  So that would be about perfect....  If you'd let us rent or
buy it off you, Horatio." 


"I
was thinking about letting one of you rent it, Ryan."  He
beamed.  "We'll talk about it later this month."  He nodded
and smiled at the waiter when he brought the salads.  "Thank
you," he said.  The waiter walked on and he read the note that hadn't
been tucked in at all, just laying on top.  "The boys are at a club
dancing to wear out stress and worry.  He said he's got someone watching
them.  I don't know who."  He handed the note to Calleigh. 
"They promise they'll be good." 


"That
would be nice," Stella offered.  "I'm hoping this is the only
incident." 


"Me
too," Mac agreed.  "The daughter of that family was warned
Xander was going to be in the city this weekend so she's staying
in."  That got some smiles.  Abby gave him a funny look. 
"You heard about the first kidnaping?" 


"I
did," Tony admitted.  "Same family?" 


"Did
more than that," Horatio sighed.  "They decided he had infected
all of them thanks to the father's mentioning him." 


"The
whole family's gone?" Abby asked.  Horatio nodded. 
"Wow." 


"All
but one daughter who's going to school over here," Mac admitted. 
"Do we think the boys took Tara with them?" 


"Probably
not," Don said with a grin.  "She's not exactly a club
sort.  I took her out dancing and she was very embarrassed.  She
claims she trips a lot."  That got a grin from everyone who knew
Tara.  "They could've taken Uncles Raph and Patrick." 
Horatio gave him a look.  "As chaperones.  What happens when he
goes to the club down here?" 


"I
use him to lure away the dangerous ones so I get the slutty girls," Eric
said with a smirk.  Horatio gave him a look.  "If they're drawn
to Xander I wouldn't want them.  They might send me tacky jewelry
too." 


"What
was the 'massive' present?" Mac asked. 


"He
hasn't shown me," Horatio said.  "Greg?  What was the
supposedly massive present from up here?" 


Greg
smirked at him.  "So tacky even Liberace would've screamed at the
gayness of it." 


"What
was it?" Stella asked, giving him a look. 


"A
diamond dusted statue of a woman on all fours.  Anatomically
correct.  No real stones, just ground diamond dust."  They all
shuddered at that.  "It's about seven inches long.  They've
promised to send the male next month.  Apparently them getting together is
what opens the hidden compartment in her stomach and there's supposedly
something in there too." 


Horatio
moaned and sighed, shaking his head.  "Where is he stashing it?"



"The
sub-basement work area.  He's trying to figure out the lock
mechanism." 


"Some
people have very bad taste," Abby complained.  Stella and Calleigh
nodded.  "Do they send him many things?" 


"Many,
many tacky things," Horatio agreed.  "By the way, someone sent
him some new working equipment.  He thinks it's from the same person who
sent the letters and cash for the labs, Mac."  Mac smirked at
that.  "He said they're high quality and heirloom quality whips but
he's still not sure who it is." 


"How
are the new hummers?" 


"Very
good and the motorcycle patrol got four new ones.  They were very happy
since they needed to replace ten of the older ones." 


Ryan
smiled at him.  "We can even leave the cursed on at the auto pool
now." 


"If
they had kept replacing parts maybe the part with the curse would've been
exchanged," Calleigh quipped.  "We replaced everything but one
quarter panel and the seats." 


"Not
true, we had to replace the driver's seat after the firetruck hit me,"
Ryan reminded her. 


"Oh
yeah, I forgot about that."  She looked at him.  Then at
Mac.  "I don't think even Willow could find that curse." 


"She
did, the auto pool wouldn't let her remove it," Horatio said with a small
smirk.  He dug into his salad because he saw the waiters going around
again.  The food was better than at most conferences.  No rubber
chicken or overcooked beef au jus. 


***



Patrick
knocked on the suite's door.  When it was opened by Eric he handed over
Speed.  Then he grabbed Xander and handed him over.  "I believe
these are yours." 


"They
are. Were they any trouble?" he asked, smiling at him. 


"Not
a whole lot.  They're both worn out. They fell asleep in the car on the
way back.  Security gave me a panicked look but I assured them they had
fallen asleep in the car."  Horatio and Greg came out to take Xander
from Eric, then Speed got handed to Calleigh for her snuggling purposes. 
"Horatio, he was mumbling something about the laundry attacking him while
he slept?" 


"I'm
making him do it the right way," he said with a smile, picking Xander up
to carry him into the bedroom. 


"I
remember when I could do that," Patrick sighed.  "All
right."  He pulled something out of his pocket and handed it to
Eric.  "That was in Speed's pocket.  Not sure if it's to the
rental car or not."  He pulled out a baggie from his other one. 
"From Xander's pocket."  He walked off with a smile, nodding at
the young woman walking up the hall.  He stopped at her scent, staring at
her back. 


"We
were drugged," Abby complained.  She turned to look at him. 
"I'm fine." 


"You're
definitely pretty," he said with a small smile, walking back to her. 
"Patrick Benis, Xander's grandfather."  He shook her hand. 


"Abby
Scuito, NCIS, DC.  Are you a tech too?" 


"No,
I give to gay charities." 


"Awww,
that's so sweet," she said, pinching his cheek.  Then she patted
it.  She took his wrist to check his pulse.  "Wow." 


He
nodded.  "Indeed.  Though I'm ill at this time." 


"Poor
baby."  She kissed him on the cheek.  "Someone said you
might be finding me to talk to me." 


"If
you're pregnant, definitely.  You were drugged?" 


"Yeah,
the alien bimbo nurses got us at the goth and chocolate shop." 


He
blinked at that.  "Goth and chocolate shop?  Aliens?" 


"Ask
Mac, he had the case," she said, walking him away.  "So, tell me
everything!  I want to know what it's like!  It's so cool that you're
a vampire!  Hi, Gibbs.  This is Xander's grandfather and he's the
original goth, undead version."  She kept going, asking him all sorts
of questions about being a vampire.  A few Patrick had to refer to his
sire, connecting them by phone and telling him that Abby was a friend of
Xander's.  Once she was finally done he went to find Mac, finding him in
the observation lounge.  "Knew I was here?" 


"Figured
you would be sometime soon, but then I heard Abby had found out what you
were."  He looked at him.  "She's a good tech." 


"She's
a beautiful girl too.  It'll be a beautiful grandchild if it's
Xander's."  Mac nodded.  "How?  Aliens now?" 


"They
were dressed in fantasy alien hooker costumes.  That way none of their
sedated victims would be believed about the alien abduction and medical
exams." 


"Ah." 
He nodded slowly.  "I would like to know more." 


"They
took a deal, Patrick." 


"I'm
sure they did.  That doesn't mean I don't know someone inside.  No
one should hurt anyone that delightful.  She and Tara would be so much fun
together."  He smiled.  "Is everyone all right?" 


"Hopefully. 
They were both very drugged.  We're waiting to see if she does get
pregnant or not."  He shrugged.  "It was handled. 
Xander was reassured that his boys weren't mad and Abby wasn't mad at
him." 


"They
would be adorable children," he sighed. 


"Little
goth babies?" Stella teased as she joined them.  "Who is Anya
pregnant by?" 


"Oz. 
He's went totally silent and hits walls instead of her.  She's ranting
that she got the wrong one." 


"Pity,
but she shouldn't be such a ho," Stella told him. 


"Sire
told her that to her face.  She screamed back she doesn't get paid. 
Oz told her she's still a hooker because she expects presents." 
Stella nodded at that.  "If we can't convince Abby to have a baby for
Xander, would you, my dear?" he asked, taking her arm to walk her
off.  That way he could bribe her without Mac growling about him asking
that very personal favor out of his woman. 


Mac
stopped himself from following.  "It is her body, not mine.  We
are not together," he told himself, heading back to his room.  Where
Danny pounced and cuffed him to the bed to show him he was theirs.  It was
definitely distracting him from his resolve.  Stella came in blushing
bright red. 


Danny
looked at her.  "Did Patrick tempt you to give Xander a baby?"
he teased. 


"Definitely. 
Including a hefty motherhood payment and all my medical costs paid, plus an
endowment to the lab."  Mac moaned and she wasn't sure if it was
because Danny was teasing his cock or because of that.  "I told him
we'd talk."  She stripped off her dress, smiling at how both men were
watching her.  "What?  I have to be naked to play
too."  She got down to tease Mac with Danny's help.  One of
these days he'd have to realize that they had snared him and he was their toy
now. 


***



Horatio
walked into the office Monday morning and stared at the walls.  They were
being ripped down.  "Finally," he sighed, going to find his
boss. "How long will it take to fix it?" 


"Months,"
he said, glaring at him.  "So you're going to have to work out of
another lab." 


"We
can do that.  We've already talked with the other lab and they'll accept
us as a separate team temping in for them."  That got a nod and a
discontent look.  "What happened?" 


"Your
boy's lawyers filed to have the whole station condemned.  There's other
issues as well." 


"I'm
sorry to hear that, Chief.  Would you like me to oversee the
corrections?"  He nodded, handing over the paperwork.  Horatio
looked at it then at him.  "That still doesn't fix three
problems." 


"The
bathroom problem is fixed by a single stall, multi-sex bathroom in the back
hallway.  The problem with the weak glass is fixed by better glass. 
The other problem they said was structural to the building."  Horatio
nodded, going to get with the head of the construction crew to talk to
him.  He put his head down.  "This is going to kill our budget
this year."  His secretary brought in the mail so he gave her a weak
smile.  "I'm not taking calls unless it's an emergency or my
wife."  She nodded, going to make a note of that.  He looked
through the mail, finding one from the Benis household.  He opened it to
read the letter, then smirked at it.  "That boy twisted their
arms," he said dryly.  He looked at the check.  It was enough to
cover the redo.  It was very nice of them.  He paged Horatio back and
handed him the letter. 


"Patrick
said if you got it fixed he would give a small grant to the lab," he
agreed, handing the check back.  "But only it if was being
fixed.  He doesn't like to lose what little family he has
left."  He went back to the plans.  "Will that cover
it?" 


"All
that and a few other things," he agreed. 


"The
redo first, Chief." 


"I
know.  Go away." 


Horatio
left, going back to make sure things were going to meet up to codes this time.
This was not going to happen a third time or he'd kill someone.  Xander
would help him.  Speed would handle the clean up.
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Xander
looked around Mayper's house.  It was nice.  It was
comfortable.  "This was all I wanted," he said quietly, looking
at him.  "A home that's comfy and warm." 


"You
have one, kid.  You've made a good home out of that house of
yours."  Xander nodded that was true.  "Okay, this is the
newest batch of stuff I can't find anyone attached to.  You notice it's
smaller?  That's because they went practical."  He pointed at
the box of letters.  "At least fifty each. I sent back one to someone
who was ten.  His mommy had made him send it." 


"Charming. 
Did you call CPS?" 


"I
did. They said it was probably not something they could arrest them for but
they'd keep an eye on the family."  He handed over the box. "You
know I'm going on vacation next month?"  Xander nodded. 
"Who's doing it then?" 


"Me,
Gordon, Dad.  Whoever it gets sent to.  We'll even pop around to pick
up your mail.  Gordon said so."  That got a smile. 
"Do I owe you for this month?" 


"You
overpaid last month, Xander." 


"Oh." 
He nodded.  "Thank you." 


"I'm
having a bit of fun threatening them," he admitted with a small
smile.  "Have fun at the bank, kid." 


"Oh,
yay," he said flatly, getting a smile and the detective walked him out to
his car.  "See you in a few weeks.  Call if something really
atrocious shows up or something really bad." 


"I
will.  Right after I call Horatio or Speed."  That got a
nod.  Xander tossed the box in then got in to drive off.  He walked
back inside shaking his head, then came back out to stare at the guy taking
pictures of his house.  He walked over there, looking at the IAB bastard. 
"Xander hired me to send stuff back for him. That's what we couldn't find
anyone to.  We even keep a list of it."  He walked back inside
his house, going to cuddle his wife.  He heard the sports car again and
went to look but Xander was putting something in his mailbox and then sped off
again.  He went to look, smiling at the check.  "So I guess last
month was an auction month," he decided, heading back inside. 
"We can definitely see your sister, Martha."  She hugged
him.  "Infernal Affairs is being nosy but they've got it covered at
the lab."  She nodded and sat down to help him do the deposit
slip.  She didn't mind him doing this at all.  He heard another
engine pull in but it was clearly a delivery truck.  "Sounds like
UPS." 


She
went to answer the door.  "Hi.  Delivery for us or for
Xander?" 


He
looked at the tag then her.  "Xander Harris?" 


"My
husband is his front for stupid stalkers."  That got a nod of
understanding and she signed for him.  "Thank you."  She
took the envelope back to the office.  "For the boy." 


He
opened it and looked then grabbed his chest.  "Dear God." 
He called Horatio.  "Come see me pronto, Caine."  He hung
up and looked at the pictures, then frowned at the letter.  "UPS?" 
She nodded. "It's bad that I know the individual trucks now. 
Speaking of, someone's getting one from the yellow truck people." 
She went to check, letting Horatio in when she saw him pulling in.  DHS
pulled into their driveway and she signed for that box as well.  She
brought it back, held out.  It was damp and cold.  He took it and
Horatio groaned, taking it outside to open it in the back of the hummer. 
Then the ME's van showed up twenty minutes later.  He walked out to join
them. "Do we think Xander knows this person?" 


"I
don't know," Horatio admitted.  "I know some people I can
ask."  He grimaced. "We'll have to see, Chuck.  Thank
you." 


"Welcome. 
What's that?  Or don't I want to know?" 


"Bunny. 
Dead, cold, eviscerated bunny," Alexx said, looking at him.  "So
you're doing the sending back for Xander?" 


"Yup,
and the really serious stuff I let the attorney he's got on retainer handle
it.  Should I  give him a call?" 


"I'll
call Mac and Gordon first.  See if they know who it is in the
pictures."  He looked at Alexx.  "It got mailed." 


"Through?"



"DHL. 
The yellow truck people," Chuck Mayper offered.  "I can
recognize them by sound now.  The threat came by UPS.  Martha signed
for them both." 


"Hmm,"
Horatio hummed, looking at the rabbit.  "Tell me, Alexx." 
She nodded, taking it back to the morgue.  "Thank you,
Chuck.   Have a good vacation next month."  That got a
smile and a nod.  He got into the hummer but waited while Fed Ex pulled
in.  Mayper signed for it and took the three small boxes.  They were
handed over.  "We don't know?" 


"This
is the sixth thing from that address, Horatio.  Not a clue.  Not even
through Taylor's lab."  That got a nod and Horatio backed out,
heading to the lab.  The Fed Ex driver came back with another box,
shocking him. "For us?  Really?  It's been a while since we got
our own deliveries."  He signed it and went back inside. 
"Martha, did you order something?" 


"Yes,
dear.  A new cookbook.  Did it come?" 


"It
did.  We actually got a delivery of our own this time."  She
smiled at that.  "That unknown address sent three more boxes.  I
gave them directly to Horatio."  He sat down to look through her
cookbook.  It had some great recipes. She swatted him with her dish towel
when she took it from him, going to look through it herself.  "Do the
brownie cake for your sister?" 


"I
can do that," she agreed happily, looking over the recipe. 
"We'd have to go shopping." 


"I
need to deposit the check anyway," he pointed out.  She smiled at
that and nodded. 


***



Horatio
looked at Mac and Gibbs on the video conferencing system.  "Xander
got this threat this morning," he said, holding up the pictures to the
cameras.  "Do we know her and is it related to the dead, eviscerated
bunny he got sent?" 


"That's
my director," Gibbs said, disappearing. 


"Well,
that answered that part," Mac offered.  "Like bunny test
bunny?" 


"I
don't know," he admitted.  Tony leaned over into view.  "Is
Abby pregnant?"  He shrugged.  "Xander got sent a dead,
eviscerated bunny by a different courier company but on the same day we got
threats that Gibbs said lead back to your director."  He let him see
the pictures. 


"That's
not good," Tony admitted.  "Anything with it?" 
Horatio nodded. "Fax it all to us?" 


"I've
scanned them in and emailed them to Abby," Speed said as he walked
in.  "Anything new yet?" 


"Not
yet," Tony admitted.  "I'll ask Abby if she'd do a test for you
guys."  That got a few nods.  "Sure."  He
disappeared and they signed off. 


Mac
looked at the pictures again.  "Those are fairly nice compared to some
I've seen.  Why send them to Xander?" 


"Bragging?"
Speed said with a shrug.  "It didn't have a ransom demand." 


"Check
with his cult," Horatio ordered and Speed went.  He looked at Mac and
shrugged.  "How would I know, Mac?  He's just as lost as I
am." 


"Good
luck with it.  Let me know if we need to buy baby presents for more than
Ryan."  He signed off. 


Horatio
signed off the system and hung his head, shaking it.  The lab they were
borrowing's head walked in and patted him on the back.  "Someone sent
Xander a dead bunny and pictures showing someone being held hostage," he
said quietly, looking at her. 


"I
heard from Speed.  The bunny was not pregnant but it was fairly
healthy.  It also came from a different part of the country.  The
pictures came from DC.  The bunny came from LA." 


"Anya,"
he growled, going to call Gordon.  "Someone from LA sent Xander a
dead rabbit?"  He heard the snickering and why.  "Stop her
before Oz has a child without a mother."  He hung up and went to take
something for his headache.  His phone rang and he answered it. 
"Horatio."  He listened to Oz say it was perfectly fine if he
killed Anya and should he tie her up for him and ship her out there? 
"Do not tempt me, Oz.  Someone from out there sent Xander an
eviscerated, dead rabbit."  He frowned.  "Can that happen
to rabbits?"  He just nodded.  "How long did he slip his
soul for?  Thanks.  I'll let Speed know."  He hung up and
called him.  "Angel sent the rabbit.  Oz said for the same
reason he strung Willow's fish up and put them in an envelope but it only
mattered for two hours."  He hung up and went back to work on the
mundane things.  He saw their IAB person walk in.  "What's
wrong, Ian?" 


"Mayper
called me.  Stetler was taking pictures of him handing over the new
shipment to Xander." 


"Can
I kill him?  Or maybe just stick him in a room with Anya?  Put in
food stores, working water, then brick them in?" 


Ian
patted him on the back.  "It'll get better in another three years,
Horatio.  Now, I came to get the list?"  Horatio gave him
look.  "Who's doing it this time?" 


"Xander."



"I'll
get with him then."  He gave him another pat.  "It'll be
okay.  I promise it'll be okay."  He left him alone.  The
head of the lab gave him another look when she walked in. 


"Problems?"



"Shipment?"



Horatio
looked at her.  "People are sending Xander things in bad taste to try
to woo him away from me." 


"Charming. 
He's keeping them?" 


"No,
he's sending what he can back.  Not all of it can be sent back. 
There are a good few who send things anonymously.  Or they send things
like clothes and the stores won't take them back.  Ian is keeping track of
what he's being sent so no one can say anything about it coming to me or Speed."



"That's
reasonable.  It's good you can work with him.  So what was Stetler
doing?" 


"Trying
to discredit me again because of my brother," he said bluntly. 
"The same thing that got him sent away from my lab." 


"I'd
heard," she admitted.  "Okay, that's fine, Horatio.  Just
relax and it'll be okay."  She patted him gently on the arm. 
"Your lab is in a wreck.  Have you been over there?" 


"Yesterday. 
What happened?" 


"You
should go see.  Bring some antacids."  He groaned and rebagged
the sample he had been working on but she took it and he walked off, taking off
his gloves on the way. 


"H,
you don't want to go over there," Eric called, jogging out to stop him.
"Just don't, H.  You don't.  You really don't." 


"Worse
than Hurricane Andrew?" 


Eric
looked at him. "One of the dump trucks hauling away the mess backed into
the building."  Horatio moaned.  "So yes." 


Horatio
just nodded and sighed, texting Frank to please lend him the antacids in his
desk and he'd buy him a new roll.  Then he got into his hummer and headed
over there.  He parked and got out, staring in horror.  "What
the fuck," he said in horror, staring at the half-demolished building. 


"Horatio,
sit down," Frank said calmly, pulling him away from the hummer and closing
the door.  He made him sit on someone's hood.  "Here, have
something for your stomach.  It was an accident.  You know all that
glass is vulnerable.  The frame got bent and well, you can see the
rest."  Horatio whimpered.  He popped an antacid in for him. 
"Chew, it'll be okay."  Horatio looked at him but he did chew
the rolaids.  "It'll be okay.  The Chief cried and said you were
going to kill him."  Horatio nodded.  "He's hiding at
home." 


"It
won't save him, Frank."  He used his phone to take a picture then
sent it to Mac with the message of 'can we come work for you?'  A minute
later he got back a 'sure, Horatio, I'll have liquor waiting.  LMK when
you get in.'  Horatio smiled at that and put his phone back into his
pocket.  "Speed's going to freak." 


"We've
been keeping both of you away from here all day.  Where is Speed?" 


"Headed
to talk to Xander's cult." 


"That's
where Xander was the last time I knew."   He looked over as
another hummer drove in and parked. 


"Damn!"
Willow said in awe.  She got out and walked over. 
"Earthquake?" 


"Dump
truck backed up the small hill and took out a wall," Frank told her. 


"Hey,
no shrines this time," Ryan joked.  Horatio and Frank both glared at
him.  "She's here to uncurse that hummer since it spread to a
cruiser.  But there's no shrines, right?" 


"No,
not that anyone's seen and you can pretty well see everything," Frank
admitted.  "Where's Speed?" 


"About
three minutes behind us," Ryan said, calling him.  "There was a
construction accident, you don't want to see it, Speed."  He hung up
and hugged Willow.  "Come on, we'll go fix the cursed
things."  He walked her off. 


Frank
watched as Speed parked and stared, then fell out of the hummer and to his
knees, whimpering in horror.  "It was an accident, Speed.  A
dump truck went up the little hill instead of forward.  They said it won't
take much longer to be fixed."  Speed let out another whimper. 
He called Xander.  "I've got your father and Horatio, neither one are
verbal and they're in shock, kid.  Construction accident at the lab. 
Please.  That's fine."  He hung up.  "What happened to
the Ferrari this time?"  Speed let out another whimper.  He
called Eric.  "They're both in shock and non-verbal.  Yeah,
Speed's here too.  I called Xander.  Let them know they're going to
go drink."  He hung up.  Xander's cab pulled in and he got out,
walking over giving the building a pitiful look.  "Accident." 


"Was
the responsible person fired?"  Frank nodded. "Good!" 
He got Speed up and into the back of the hummer, then came to get Horatio and
walk him to the passenger's seat.  "I'm taking them home.  They
might be back later, Frank.  Who got the kidnaping stuff this
morning?  Tell them my cult is sending Willow some information so she'll
have to farm it out."  He got in to drive, backing the hummer up and
turning it around, taking Horatio's other baby home.  "It'll be okay,
guys."  Speed pointed and whimpered.  "I know. 
They'll fix it.  I promise they will."  He sped up a bit, he
could do that and not get busted this time.  Of course, a cruiser pulled
him over.  He did as he was supposed to do.  The officer came over to
give him a look.  "They're in shock."  Speed whimpered. 


"Saw
the lab?"  Horatio glared at him.  "I was at lunch,
Lieutenant.  Take them right home, sir."  Xander nodded. 
"You're Speed's son?"  That got a grin and a nod. 
"That's fine.  Next time use your car instead of an official
one.  You can get into a lot of trouble for that." 


"Yes,
sir, but mine's broken.  Again."  He started the engine and
waved, heading home with Horatio and Speed.  He got them onto the couch
and turned on PBS.  It would shock them out fastest. 


Twenty
minutes later, Speed frowned, he realized he was humming along with the song on
the tv.  "That's mean!" he called.  Xander brought out
water and got between them to cuddle him.  "It's definitely taking
the vision of the lab out of my head."  He looked at Horatio, who was
staring.  "Are you enjoying this?  If not, I'm changing
it." 


"It's
much different than what we had when I was a child," he said
quietly.  He got a hug.  "Frank said the Chief is
hiding."  He sipped his water then looked at Xander.  "Were
we pulled over?" 


"He
wanted to see why I was driving your hummer." 


"Oh." 
He nodded and rested his head against Xander's shoulder.  His phone rang a
few minutes later so he looked at it.  Then he answered it. 
"Horatio," he said quietly. "Watching French Sesame Street,
Stella.  Yes, that was our lab.  Frank said something about a dump
truck."  He looked at Xander.  "What happened to your
car?"  He got a shrug.  "Did it quit again?"  Xander
nodded.  "Where is it?" 


"With
my cult.  One of them knows engines and he wanted to see it." 


"Oh." 
He went back to listening to her.  "Headache actually.  We're
all using the non- felony second lab.  No, Adam's going to throw a
fit."  Speed called him from the house phone. 


"Adam,
sit down," Speed ordered.  "There was an accident at the lab.
Dump truck."  He winced at the screaming.  "Horatio and I
went into shock.  We're back at Xander's because he had to drive us home
in Horatio's hummer.  Yeah, that bad.  Take a few rolaids.  Take
a pillow to sit on."  He hung up and hugged his son. 


"We're
about to take a road trip as a lab, Stella.  Come visit you then Las
Vegas.  If we can," he agreed.  "Thank you.  Tell Mac
I will warn him if we come up."  He hung up and went back to his
comfortable position against Xander's shoulder.  "No clients?" 


"Not
this whole week." 


***



The
officer from earlier looked up when his boss called his name.  "Yeah,
Sarge?" 


"What's
this notation on your log?  Hummer pulled over, released with warning to
not drive personnel vehicles?" 


"Speedle's
son was driving his father and Lieutenant Caine home in Caine's hummer after
they saw the lab."  That got a shudder.  "They were both in
shock.  Speedle whimpered once.  Caine glared when I asked if they
had been at the lab's demolition site.  I figured he was doing a public
service by taking them home.  It'll definitely keep us from filling out
missing person reports for the construction crew."  That got a nod and
he left, going to note that down.  "By the way, his sports car is
somewhere broken," he called after him. He shuddered.  He didn't
blame the lab staff for whimpering and being in shock.  He would be too if
that was his precinct.  He saw the new transfer officer and nodded him
over.  "Hey, I'm Bryan Scott." 


"Prestons,"
he said, shaking his hand.  "What happened to the lab?" 


"Dump
truck.  One of the guy's kids drove two of them home because they were in
full shock."  That just got a snort.  "Let's get you to the
Sarge, see where he's sticking you, then I'll show you the locker room." 


"Thanks." 
He followed him to the office.  "Prestons, reporting for duty,
sir." 


"Don't
sir me, Prestons.  Sarge is good enough from here on out until the day I
have to chew you a new one."  He looked at the big, bald, muscled
man.  "Do you want a patrol route tonight or guard duty for your
first night?" 


"I'd
rather be on patrol." 


"We
can do that."  He pulled out a map and a few other things. 
"Your log, your route map.  Plus a good map of the area if you're
called and aren't familiar.  Pay careful attention in this area," he
said, circling one street.  "Speedle's son lives there and Master Tim
draws a lot of strange and bad people." 


"Drugs?"



"No,
but he had someone break into his house to commit suicide," Scott offered.



Prestons
stared at him. "You're joking." 


"Nope. 
He's also got a lot of people who send him tacky jewelry to get him away from
Caine."  That got a shudder. 


"He's
also a gun and sword collector," the sergeant offered.  "He's
almost twenty.  In a few more days from what I heard.  Usually
there's at least one CSI there with him watching naked sports on his
dish.  If we get a call, we answer his address immediately." 


"The
gun collection?" 


"He
translates popular fiction into an obscure language and the guy pays him in
artillery or explosives.  He's a bit more than combat trained.  If he
calls, it's well on it's way to being handled, whatever is going on. 
Also, watch out for his dog.  He needs to fix it." 


"It
is fixed," Johnson called from his desk.  "Takes him longer now,
no other changes.  Heard it liked Caine's hair one morning, Sarge." 


Scott
snickered.  "I've seen it go after Speedle's bike and nearly get shot
by him."  He looked at Prestons.  "Master Tim, or his real
name's Xander, is a great guy.  He's sweet, he's nice, but if you screw
with him, you'd better pray.  He had one go running to the FBI to get away
from him for breaking into his house.  The kid had a rough upbringing
until Speedle took him in.  He's got scars that make vets flinch. 
He's got skills that make vets flinch.  And he's got a dog that'll hump
anything but he seems to like rose bushes for some reason."  He
shrugged.  "Plus about eighty, ninety guns, a few dozen swords, and
some subs who're agents." 


"Charming. 
How bad is it?" 


"A
few months after he moved to town our campus morality group found out he was a
dom," the sergeant said, leaning back in his desk chair.  "They
beat him severely, drugged him to the point of a near overdose, then put him
into his house and set it on fire.  Now, the next day the boy was walking
and moving but staying inside at his father's house.  I heard he walked
out of the ER, refusing some treatments."  Scott nodded. 
"Then he set about to destroying those people.  When they popped up
again, he not only destroyed them, he made them beg.  When one of them
tried to sue him for surviving the first assault, the guy ended up dying in
jail from chewing into his arm.  His letter said he was not going to get
near that boy ever again because even God wasn't that strong."  That
got a single nod.  "But most of the time he's a goofy, sweet,
twenty-year-old guy with two boyfriends and a dog.  A crisis is a
different matter and if you're working with him on one, he can and will pull
his own weight." 


"He
came from the town where that college caved in after the underground
foundations exploded due to methane gas.  They had a forty percent
homicide rate some years.  He helped slow that down according to some
stuff I heard from that way." 


"Wonderful,"
Prestons agreed.  "He's dating Caine?"  They both smiled
and nodded.  "At least he can keep track of the weapons. 
Anything else I should know?" 


"Yeah,
he's got guards and a cult, but the house next up from his, up the small hill,
we're not sure what they're doing but we think they're watching the kid
too."  That got a nod and Prestons followed Scott out to find his
desk, locker, and the break room before he got onto his patrol route. 


"He'll
learn," the sergeant decided.  "Or he'll run into the boy and
he'll end up in shock and driven back to the station."  He noted that
he got there and then went to handle the evening briefing.  He walked into
the room and most of them followed.  The last few he excused.  Prestons
was still new.  Scott was showing him around.  Johnson had been
typing something up for someone.  The last one, his new female officer
walked in.  "Welcome." 


"It
won't happen again, Sergeant.  The Chief called and I don't drive while
talking on my phone."  She handed over the note.  "From the
hiding one.  He said we won't see him for a few days, he's hiding from
Caine." 


"That's
probably a bright idea," Johnson joked.  "C'mere, you can be my
rookie tonight and I'll show you the patrol routes."  She nodded and
sat next to him at the tables. 


The
sergeant looked at the note then at them.  "I know you've all seen
the remains of our top lab in the country."  That got a few
shudders.  "We need three guards, there was a threat sent by fax to
sneak in through the damage and blow the rest of us up."  Four guys
raised their hands.  "Bails, I'll let you do lunch or late
rotation."  He marked that down.  "The Chief also said that
the house someone noted was watching Speedle's son was set on fire
earlier.  So far it's cleared up and there's no reason that they can
find.  As of this moment, we're assuming it's arson by someone who likes
the boy and didn't like them.  It's entirely possible.  Then again,
they were FBI agents.  Your guess and all that.  Johnson, I want you
and Prestons to take that route tonight, just in case.  If it was his
cult, I want to know ASAP so I can call the boss and get Caine onto them."



Prestons
raised his hand.  "They think he's God, Sarge?" 


"No,
they're watching him to see how to stay pure and not become homicidal," he
admitted, leaning on his lectern.  "They're mostly nice guys.  A
few women.  All of them would've snapped from abuse issues.  I sat on
the surveillance.  They stole some weapons that had been stolen off Harris
and keep them in a shrine.  They only dust them and hide a few when
Duquesne comes by."  That got a few amused looks.  Prestons
licked his lips and raised his hand again.  "It was while he was in
New York, before he moved here, and someone tried to sell him to someone else. 
The thugs who helped him get away took them in payment for getting him from
Queens to Manhattan.  That's a quote by the way."  That got a
single nod.  "You two watch out for the dog.  Caine lets him
wander outside all night instead of listening to him whine when he can't get
into the bedroom.  He's come out to jump a patrol car a few times. 
Rory, I want you to take Danny's route.  Prestons, if you're uncomfortable
doing that I've got the fast food and grocery store patrol route.  It
should be safe.  It's not a good day for shopping in that
area."  That got a nod. 


"I'll
do that.  Do one turn with Johnson then head it.  It's the second
sheet on your map."  That got a look then a nod. 


"Thank
you."  His phone rang and he looked at it.  "Excuse me, the
boss, guys."  He put it against his ear.  "Yes, sir,"
he said, sounding respectful even if he was grimacing.  "You're sure,
sir?"  He groaned and his free hand grabbed the edge of the
lectern.  "As you decided, sir.  Thank you."  He hung
up.  "Prestons, you're taking that route anyway.  The FBI agents
who nearly got fried tonight said they were watching a threat to Speedle's
son.  He said his cult went to do battle with the threat to Speedle's
son.  It's going to be a hell of a mess.  That was a quote as well." 
He sighed and looked at them.  "As of this moment the person who took
credit for the fire and the attempted assassination is loose and running
around.  His cult is protecting their pure thing.  His grandfather is
out of town so most of the guards are there.  I have no doubt that this is
linked to his hour-and-a-half marriage somehow.  Third thing, the Feds are
on their way in.  When they get there we can go back to normal
routes." 


Johnson's
cellphone rang and he looked at it.  "Not a good sign, that's
Xander."  He flipped it open.  "What's wrong, Mr.
Harris?"  He smiled.  "That's true.  No, they're
running around.  We would like the information if you have it?  I can
find Wolfe's wife and ask her what she's gotten.  That would be more than
acceptable."  He smiled.  "That's almost reasonable. 
No, we want you inside, Mr. Harris.  If it happens, you call us. 
First.  Thank you."  He hung up and leaned back, looking at his
boss, smiling brightly.  "One of his cult told him.  No one told
Caine or Speedle or Duquesne or Delko.  He said someone's sending Wolfe's
wife information.  He also just said he feels like a true cult leader
because he's delegating instead of going hunting.  Then I heard handcuffs
close and the phone was hung up." 


"That
might be a good thing," the sergeant admitted.  "Anyone know
where Wolfe lives?"  A few guys raised their hands. 
"Bailey, get that information for me pronto then hit your route. 
Johnson, I want a sit rep when you get there.  I can only imagine his
house looks like an armed encampment."  That got a nod and they
headed out together, the female rookie heading with her ride.  "The
rest of you, be on alert.  I'll call if it's going to get messy. 
Before you can ask, Prestons, someone gassed Mr. Harris's grandfather's
house.  They gassed every person on the staff but the guard dog. 
Then they woke Mr. Harris up, forced Mr. Harris to beat his ass, drag him down
the stairs, and then Mr. Harris helped us find all the downed people and
handled the situation at the hospital to get everyone identified. 
Including notifying who was HIV positive.  The dog stayed with him until
she went into labor.  If you see the young man, it's a bad thing. 
Call me immediately."  He wrote down his cell number.  "That's
my personal number.  Use it if you see him tonight." 


"Yes,
sir."  He headed out to follow Johnson.  The maps were very
clear where he should be going.  He paused to look at the fire-damaged
house, then looked down the small hill to the nice looking house with the great
lawn and pool.  No obvious guards.  A hummer in front. A ferrari out
front.  He looked closer.  He could see one moving shadow.  He
drove down the hill, glancing at the gate.  One visible set of guards in a
car outside the gate.  He nodded at them and got a nod back.  He reported
what he saw and got back a 'good, they're former cops, agents, and
military.  They're going for subtle' as an answer.  It was good
enough for him.  His boss had ordered him to stay on this route while
Johnson went to the other one with his rookie since one of the agents was her
brother and they didn't want her near there if something happened.  His
second pass the fire trucks were heading out.  The house was ashes. 
There were a few boards still standing but everything else had either fallen or
burnt.  He glanced down the hill and watched more shadows moving.  He
headed down more slowly.  The guards nodded at him again and he nodded
back.  So apparently not something bad.  His third pass the car
outside the gate was gone and there was a young man out there soaking up the
air.  He got flagged down.  "Yes, sir?" 


"Get
the bucket of puss off my lawn before I have to kill him," he said
simply.  "Please." 


"You
didn't call dispatch?" 


"Officer,
it would've been over by the time you got back here.  Right now, I'm
keeping myself from drowning him in my pool.  Mostly because I hate the
bill when I have to drain and refill it.  Please come arrest the nice
arsonist."  He smiled sweetly.  "Before I throw him into
the ocean in his cuffs."  He opened the gate for him and walked
around the house.  Prestons followed and parked, finding him kicking the
guy in the ribs.  "Sorry, stress relief.  Horatio locked me out
of the guns and the whips."  He hauled him up and handed him over,
giving him a little shake.  "Tell him what you did," he ordered
coldly, "or I will get something to show you what I do for a living."



The
man in the cuffs looked at him.  "Save me?"  Prestons
looked at him.  Xander gave him a shake.  "I set the fire,"
he babbled.  "Master Tim should be mine!  He's beautiful and
deadly, I will possess him!  The guys at the other house shouldn't have
been watching him!  They're evil and he's mine!" he said, working
himself back into a tither.  Horatio walked out.  "You can't
have him, he's mine!  He even corrects me!" he said, trying to lunge
at him. 


Xander
kissed Horatio then handed over the guy.  "Please remove this bucket
of puss?" 


"Is
he the only one, sir?" 


"As
far as we could tell.  The cult took off after one of the members who
wanted to kill someone.  They went to calm him down.  My
grandfather's security staff went to help them do that.  I found him
trying to drown my dog." 


"Only
I should be able to hump you," he said, giving him a look. 
"That is an unnatural beast and only my dick should be near your
skin." 


"Why? 
I've seen bigger ones on people in diapers," Xander shot back. 
"My dog's built better than you, dude.   Besides, I've got two
men already.  Why do I need a third?" 


"I
can give you presents." 


"I
don't like presents," he sneered.  "Those who *know* me know I'd
rather have affection than diamonds.  That's why Horatio got me, he
cuddles when I need it."  The man started to cry.  "Good,
you do that and tell the nice officers what you sent me so I can give it
back."  The man struggled.  "Get him out of here?  I'm
tired of taunting.  It's been a long day, Officer." 


"Sure." 
He drug him back to his car and called the boss again.  "Met Mr.
Harris, Sarge."  He heard the spluttering.  "Have someone
in cuffs.  He was taunting him.  No, the guy tried to drown his dog
for getting near his skin and humping him.  No, sir, the dog tried to hump
his master and the idiot in cuffs didn't think it was his right."  He
nodded.  "Be right there, Sarge."  He hung up and drove the
suspect back to the station, handing him over outside.  "Now, you
tell him and he'll see if we can keep Mr. Harris out of harm's way.  Good
for you?" 


"Master
Tim should be mine!" he spat.  "Only I should be able to get my
dick near his skin!  Only I should be touching him!  Only I should be
giving him presents!  His dog shouldn't get near him!  Neither should
you filthy beings!  They're not worthy of him, only I am!  He'll be
mine!" 


"Go
ahead and lead him to an interrogation room," the sergeant ordered. 
"That's the second floor, to the left, to the glass rooms.  See which
detective is in.  Try for Tripp or Salas."  That got a nod and
he drug him in there. The sergeant lit a cigarette and took a long pull on it. 


"No
smoking!" the door guard yelled. 


"Master
Tim just had a psycho stalker brought in," he called back. 


"Never
mind.  Can we feed him some of the same cookies that got Stetler?" 


The
sergeant looked back at him.  "That's cruel and unusual punishment
unless he hurts the boy.  Then Caine can administer it."  That
got a nod and he went back to his post.  The poor guy went back to his
cigarette, watching as Detective Tripp came in.  "Got summoned?"



"Salas
was going to kill him," he admitted. "That bad?" 


"The
dog's evil because he got near his skin and humped him.  Caine's dirty and
shouldn't be able to touch him.  Only he can have the boy," he said
flatly.  Then he took another drag.  "I have no idea where his
cult or the guards are.  The kid handed him over personally for trying to
drown his dog." 


"Charming. 
Thanks, Sarge."  He headed inside, nodding at Prestons. 
"Hi, welcome to the precinct."  He looked at the guy then at
him.  "What condition was he in when you got there?" 


"On
the ground being kicked in the side.  Already cuffed, Detective." 


"Xander's
a Master.  I'm not shocked at that.  Are they regulation?" 


"I
didn't think to check," he admitted.  "I can." 


"No,
I will.  So, how did you like Xander?" 


"He
seemed a bit scary." 


"Next
time he'll be even scarier.  He'll be bouncy, happy, and singing to the CD
player most likely.  That's him in a crisis.  You don't see him like
that unless you see him professionally or something happens. " He looked
at him.  "Word of advice, Officer.  Mr. Harris is poisonous in
the kitchen and it's a common hazing for the new guy.  He can make a
really mean jerky that'll make you horny and have the runs or a week for eating
a single piece.  It'll make you stronger if you can weather the storm and
eat more.  Still mean to your body that first week though.  He can
make a breath spray that'll peel paint and rust.  It's good, it works,
it'll eat the plaque off your teeth, but it's ten times stronger than an
altoid.  If you get offered anything else by the boy, refuse and walk away
slowly, possibly backing away if he's insistent.  Otherwise you too can
end up in the ER like Stetler did." 


"I
heard about the cookies," he admitted, grimacing some. 


"As
long as it takes less than one step or only requires adding milk he's
good.  Tube cookies, stuff in a box that you add milk to.  That's all
fine.  Anything else, run."  He walked into the room. 
"So, you tried to kill some FBI agents watching over the boy,
huh?"  He sat down, looking at him.  "How stupid are you?"



The
man glared at him.  "They should not have been watching him. 
They're not worthy of him." 


"I'm
going to give you a piece of advice.  Xander's already got a cult to
him.  He don't need another."  The man glared at him. 
"He does.  They're odd, but nice.  I like them.  His
grandfather likes them.  They're going to kill you."  The man
snorted.  "They will.  They have in the past."  He got
some paper.  "Write it out for me," he ordered.  He looked
at the cuffs and called the house.  "Horatio, tell your boy I need
the key for his cuffs.  The universal I have won't fit.  It's a very
tiny lock.  Yeah, that sounds right."  He looked at the name on
them.  "Yup.  That brand.  Thanks."  He hung up
and went to break into Ryan Wolfe's locker, getting the spare set of keys from
in there.  He relocked it and headed back to the interrogation room to let
him go free.  Ryan leaned in so he tossed the keys back. 
"What's his cult doing?" 


"One
member nearly killed someone for abusing their child.  They all went to
calm him down and get the kid out of there."  He shook his
head.  "The guards went after the cult to help.  CPS and three
officers responded to the mess in the making.  Is this the one who burned
the feds?" 


"Yup."



"Pity. 
Can I let Willow have him?  She's having a mood swing." 


Frank
smiled. "That's nearly as mean as feeding him Xander's cooking." 


Ryan
tossed a small bar over.  "Wish granted."  He walked off
humming and happy. 


"Hungry?"
Frank asked, opening the bar to let him have it.  The guy nibbled, then
turned pale.  "Write, idiot.  Now."  He started to
write, then had to cross his legs.  Then he heaved.  Frank got him to
the bathroom, waiting outside.  Anything else would give him a chance to
claim they humiliated him on purpose. 


***



Greg
stomped into work that night.  "Grissom!" he yelled, dragging
the guy behind him.  Brass and Warrick both gave him scared looks. 
"Where in the hell is he?" 


"Back
in the morgue.  Is he okay?" Brass asked, looking at the guy being
drug.  "Can I take him for you?" 


"No,"
he growled, dragging him up the hall.  He stormed into the morgue. 
"This *dear* person just broke into my house to take pictures of me in the
shower so he could sell them on the internet to people who wanted Xander. 
That way we could be taken together this time."  He dropped the arms
he was dragging him by.  "I'm going to kill him." 


"Xander?"
Grissom asked.  Greg's growl picked up so he stepped back. 
"Calm down, Greg.  Talk to me.  Let's see what's going on and
what we can charge him with."  He moved closer.  "Can we
put him into interrogation?  Get someone to look at him to see how injured
he is?" 


"He
doesn't deserve it." 


The
ME looked over.  "Well, as a doctor, I've seen less bruised corpses,
Grissom.  Can we uncuff him, Greg?  Or will you bite
someone?"  Greg turned and kicked the guy in the stomach, making him
whimper.  Then he uncuffed him and stomped off again.  "Is he
all right?" 


"He's
fine."  The ME helped him stand him up and checked him over while
Brass came in.  "He apparently broke into Greg's house.  Greg is
picking up some bad mannerisms." 


Warrick
leaned in.  "Did Greg pull a Xander?  I've heard his boy has to
pull his own rescues now and then." 


"Apparently,"
Grissom admitted.  He went to find Greg, finding him growling in the showers
but on the phone.  "Miami?" 


"Lady
Heather." 


"Why
don't you go see her?" 


"I'm
perfectly fine, Grissom!" he said hotly, glaring at him. "That man
broke into my home to take my picture so they knew who would pay the most to
kidnap me the next time!" 


"Okay. 
Calm down.  Tell Lady Heather to come in and we'll let her help you while
we take an official statement on camera, then you can call Miami. 
Okay?"  Greg handed over the phone and walked off again.  He
sighed and put it up to his ear.  "Lady Heather, he could definitely
use you at the moment."  He smiled.  "That might be a good
idea.  Warrick said he pulled a Xander."  He chuckled. 
"Thank you, Lady Heather.  He stomped off."  He hung up and
went to find Greg.  Brass had the victim/suspect in an interrogation room
with some water, an ice pack, and in different cuffs.  He found Greg out
back talking to someone on Nick's phone and Nick watching him. 
"Miami?" 


"Horatio,"
he agreed.  Nick looked at him.  "He really drug the guy in here
by his cuffs?" 


"Wrist. 
In front of the cuffs."  Greg glared at him.  "I wasn't
there, Greg." 


"I
know that.  I called and no one came," Greg retorted.  "If
there's a reason for that I'm suing the damn department and trust me, Xander
has some very scary lawyers who love him."  Horatio must've said
something, he calmed down again and smiled.  "Thanks, baby.  See
you soon.  No, I'll probably be suspended for a few days," he
admitted.  "Love and miss you too."  He frowned. 
"Is Xander okay?  That's fine then."  He grinned. 
"Give him a cuddle and nuzzle for me, Horatio.  Love you." 
He hung up and handed Nick back his phone. "Thanks."  Grissom
held out Greg's phone.  "I called dispatch from there after I got him
down and cuffed." 


"I'll
make note of that."  He walked Greg back inside, handing him to Brass
and Lady Heather.  "Give me a few minutes.  I need to download
his call log."  He walked off to do that.  He came back three
minutes later.  "Nick's downloading the call you made to dispatch." 
Greg nodded and leaned on Lady Heather's shoulder.  "Are you
calmer?" 


"Since
I talked to Horatio." 


"Good." 
He smiled at them and Brass set up the video camera.  "Let's do this
before Internal Affairs gets here." 


"Sure,"
he agreed, looking at Lady Heather.  "Thank you." 


"You
need me, Gregory."  He smiled and leaned over to whisper in her ear,
making her glare.  "He was drugged, m'lady.  They're not mad at
anyone except the nurses."  She nodded once.  "But there is
the chance Patrick will get his wish." 


"Xander
will make a stunning father if that's true," she said, smiling at
him.  "He's even promised that any daughters will follow my
lead."  He grinned and went back to leaning on her shoulder. 
"Shh, Gregory."  She stroked his cheek.  "It'll be all
right.  In this case the system failed, not you."  Nick came in
and handed Grissom something.  "The call?" 


"Was
over an hour ago?" Nick asked.  Greg nodded.  "You called
twice?"  Greg nodded again.  "Did anyone show up?" 


"I
was watching out the window.  No one even drove past the front of my
building.  I don't know about the alley." 


"Sure,"
he agreed, nodding. "I've got the dispatch log as well, Gris.  We're
seeing if we can find who got sent.  If anyone got sent." 


"Thank
you.  Keep me informed."  Nick nodded and looked outside so he
looked.  "They're fast tonight." 


"Let
'em come in," Greg said dryly.  Lady Heather smiled at him. 
"I can kick their asses too." 


"Of
course you can.  Xander has taught you how to protect yourself very
well."  He smiled at that. 


Grissom
let the IAB officers in.  "CSI Sanders ended up having to drag in a
suspect himself when no one answered his call to Dispatch." 


The
officers looked at him then at Greg and Lady Heather.  "Your
...companion?" 


"Is
keeping me from destroying the department and suing you all." 


"Why?"



"Because
I called twice and in an hour no one came," Greg said, sounding
reasonable.  "The next call I make is to my lover so I can borrow his
legal team." 


"Is
he connected?" 


"No,
he's got a few stalkers who send him pretty crap."   He nodded
at Lady Heather.  "He's also her student and I doubt she'd have taken
in one who was less than a good guy." 


"A
good guy?" one of them sneered. 


"My
student was part of a protection patrol in his town as a teenager," she
said calmly.  "Since the town has a very high death rate it was
necessary and welcome by their officers." 


They
stared at her, then looked at Grissom.  "He's also the one Lady Death
drugged and married," Grissom told them. 


"I'm
thinking this is discrimination," Greg said.  She stroked his hair
and he calmed down.  "Sorry, I didn't mean to speak out of
turn." 


"Let's
start with the statement," the sneering agent said firmly.  "If
Captain Brass will start the tape?" 


"I
already did," Brass assured him. 


"Then
rewind it and restart it." 


"No." 
He looked at Grissom.  "I can't do that, right?" 


"No,
it's against protocol and the rules."  He waved at someone, who
stomped in.  "Sheriff, they wanted Brass to restart the tape to
remove their sneering comments from the deposition." 


"Fat
chance," he said hotly.  "Sanders?  Your side of this
please?" 


"I
called Dispatch twice.  No one showed up and I was watching.  No one
even pulled around in front of the building.  I waited an hour and then I
brought him in." 


"You
drug a suspect?" 


"I
didn't read him his rights.  All I did was immobilize him," Greg shot
back.  "I'm not allowed to arrest people by myself yet." 
He leaned on the table.  "I called *twice*.  I'm a member of
this department and in an hour's time no one showed up.  Did anyone show
up after that?"  Nick shook his head.  "Checked with the
security system?" 


"Landlord
and the kids huffing the pot above your neighbor's house.  Catherine asked
and called."  Both IAB officers glared at him.  "This is my
case, it was my follow-up.  She was closer so offered."  He
crossed his arms over his chest and Warrick brought in something with a nod for
Lady Heather.  "The log?" 


"Yup. 
One call to dispatch officers.  One team.  That was after the second
call.  It was written in the log as 'hysterical man mistaking them for
911."  He looked at Greg.  "I listened to the call, you
were pretty calm.  Your boy's taught you well."  Greg smiled at
that.  "Even if you did drag him in by his wrist." 


"No
one came to pick him up and he didn't want to walk.   He's damn lucky
I didn't take the switch Xander left to him." 


She
looked at him.  "Which one did he leave?" 


"The
blue handled one, m'lady.  He forgot to take it with him and said to bring
it the next time I come down."  She smiled at that.  "It
gives me incentive to go sooner." 


"I
do like you being with him, Gregory."  She stroked his arm. 
"Answer the officer's questions." 


"How
did he break in?" Brass asked. 


Greg
shrugged.  "I was in the shower when he came in with his camera and
told me to hold still so he could get a good shot.  I know I had the
bedroom window open but there's no fire escape attached to that one.  It's
on the other side, in the kitchen." 


"You
habitually keep a window open?" one of the IAB officers asked. 


"I
live on the second floor.  Yes, I do.  Otherwise I have no air
circulation."  He stared at him.  "Don't you on safe
windows?" 


"We're
not talking about my house," he said firmly. 


"It
was a polite question," Lady Heather told him. "Even at the dominion
I keep safe windows open to get some air circulation in some areas." 


"So
do I," Brass agreed.  Grissom nodded he did as well.  "So,
he moved the curtain and told you to hold still?"  Greg nodded. 
"Then what?" 


"I
punched him in the jaw.  I got out of the shower and we struggled in the
bathroom.  I eventually knocked him out then cuffed him with the cuffs
Xander got me.  I called Dispatch."  That got a nod from
Grissom.  "Then I rinsed off the soap.  I dried off after a
thirty second rinse off; I pulled on the clothes I'm wearing.  I drug him
out to the living room and asked him why he was doing that.  He said it
was taking pictures so the bidders on his site would know who wanted to kidnap
me and Xander together next time, because that way they'd have leverage. 
Though he did say I'd be fun on my own and whoever took us might sell me later
if I was a good boy.  I did slip and I did hit him again.  At no time
did I read him his rights, tell him he was under arrest or anything related to
the job.  I was acting as a victim, not a CSI." 


Brass
coughed.  "I asked, he didn't know Sanders was a CSI or a cop. 
He thought he was a kept boy as he put it.  He thought his lover was
keeping him as a mistress or whatever you call it.  He did act very shocked
at that news.  Then he told me it was a pity I was so old.  If it
wasn't for my face he could get some good bids on me.  I left Sidle
finishing his statement." 


"That's
fine," the Sheriff agreed after glancing at Grissom.  "Is he
bothering her?" 


"Probably
not.  He hadn't offered for her in my hearing," he admitted. 
"He seems to only deal with males."  Brass looked at him. 
"He waited in your living room?" 


"On
my couch," he agreed.  "Not even on top of the clothes I had
thrown there earlier.  I waited forty-five minutes to call Dispatch
again.  Still nothing so I drug him out to the car complaining.  I
shoved him into the back of the car and drove here, then he refused to walk
inside so I kicked his feet out from under him and drug him inside by his wrist
since he refused to move.  The officers outside and in the precinct saw
and simply stared.  A few laughed," he added, looking at the
Sheriff.  "Including your assistant's assistant." 


"I'll
ask him later.  Gil, do we have the surveillance tape?" 


"I
had it pulled," Nick assured him.  "It shows the officers
watching and then laughing when Greg was past them." 


"I'm
going to have a talk with some people," the Sheriff decided. 


Greg
looked at him.  "Good.  Because the last time this happened an
officer died."  That got a few winces.  "As the assholes
who're still sneering are very well aware of.  They cited the officers for
being slow to a distress call." 


"That
was completely different!" one of them shouted. 


"Why? 
Because she was a lesbian and I'm a bisexual man?" he shot back. 


The
Sheriff looked at him.  "Are you saying this is wide-spread?" 


"Yup,"
Greg said.  "Ask the union." 


"We
have a gay officer's union?" the Sheriff asked. 


"You
having to ask that question means you're part of the problem, Sheriff." 
Greg stood up.  "Are we done?" 


"Nearly,"
Brass agreed.  "Sit, Greg."  He sat down again. 
"When you got here I offered to take the guy." 


"I
wanted this handled by my supervisor since it was apparent there was a
break-down in the command structure.  I trust you, Brass.  I depend
on you on scenes.  I think you're a great guy, but Grissom is my
supervisor and I should go to him when I have problems with other
officers.  Also, that keeps you neutral." 


"Okay. 
I understand that.  You could have left him with us in the lobby." 


"No,
I wanted to give him to Grissom.  Just because I knew you and Warrick
weren't going to stick up for the bastards who left me hanging doesn't mean
that you'd get help either." 


"That's
not protocol," one of the IAB officers noted coldly. 


Greg
looked at him. "I'm not an officer," he said slowly and
clearly.  "I'm a CSI.  I came from the lab.  In case you
didn't realize it I'm the same one that got blown out of the DNA lab when it
exploded."  The man gave him a heated look.  "Just because
I had to take some classes at the academy doesn't make me an officer. 
That's why I can't arrest on my own at this point in time.  I have to pass
three more classes to fully carry a badge.  Feel damn lucky they're not
answering my homicide."  He helped Lady Heather up.  "I'm
done.  I'm sorry but I'm going to lose my temper and I'm going to start
saying things that are hurtful and not appropriate in this station.  If
you want another statement, Brass, call.  If *they* want one, they can
have Xander's number so they can be put in touch with my attorneys.  May I
escort you back to your car, Lady Heather?" 


"You
may," she agreed.  She looked at Brass, then at the Sheriff. 
"I'm sure this will not be happening again." 


"I'll
be figuring out what happened, who did it, and fixing it," the Sheriff
assured her. 


"Good. 
I look forward to an acceptable resolution."  She took Greg's
arms.  "He'll be with me, Detective Brass.  That way no one else
can harm him."  That got a nod.  "Gregory?"  He
walked out with her, doing so politely.  "Very well done, even if you
did lose your temper," she said quietly as they walked out.  A few
officers gave them odd looks.  "It's a pity that you officers weren't
there when he called for help.  It's a very good thing my student is
teaching him self defense."  A few looked sick at that.  Greg
helped her into her car.  "In, Gregory."  He climbed in and
closed the door, kneeling beside her.  "It is perfectly reasonable,
Gregory.  You did as you should, even if you did act out of rage when you
drug him in by his wrist.  I cannot fault you for that.  We'll call
Xander in a while." 


"It's
late out there," he said quietly.  "Horatio needs his rest,
m'lady."  She smiled at the shared pet name.  Xander had called
her it during their first interview and Greg had picked it up from him. She
stroked through his hair and he looked up.  "I know I was wrong to
lose my temper that way.  I know I was wrong to knock him down when he
refused to move.  I was going to shoot him if I didn't.  It was the lesser
evil." 


"It
was," she agreed.  They pulled onto the street and she looked at her
driver.  "We're going home."  He nodded and put up the
window. She looked at him again, smiling gently.  "Do you feel you
should be punished for losing your temper?"  He shrugged. 
"The truth?" she asked. 


"On
one hand yes.  On the other I find it reasonable and I'm proud that I kept
my temper in check as much as I did.  How dare they not back me
up!"  She nodded, going back to petting him.  "I'm sorry, I
shouldn't shout around you." 


"This
is a reason to scream and rant, Gregory.  I would do the same." 
He leaned forward to put his head on her knee, letting her pat him. 
"It will be fine.  What did Horatio say when you called?" 


"To
keep my temper and to seem as reasonable as I could when they talked to
me.  To not make any rash statements.  That he agreed I had done the
right thing."  He swallowed.  "Someone said I had pulled a
Xander."  She giggled and nodded.  "I'm sorry.  I was
out of line to knock him down and drag him that way." 


"You
were but it was reasonable.  If you had shot him it wouldn't have
been."  He nodded.  "Should I send someone to pack you a
bag?" 


"They'll
want to take fingerprints and things," he said, looking up at her. 
"Thank you." 


"You're
welcome.  It is what I do for my people, Gregory.  If you're being
unreasonable coming to me for crises I'll let you know."  He nodded,
putting his head back down.  "Do you feel you need punished?" 


He
let out a bitter laugh.  "I think I'll be plenty punished by the
other cops, Lady Heather. I'll never get backup again.  They're going to
start rumors.  It'll be bad enough to make me want to quit.  They'll
try to make me quit.  I'm not but they'll try." 


"What
will be will be, Gregory.  You acted to protect yourself and did the right
thing. Even if you did snap and drag him into the building.  The fact that
no one stopped you said that something was seriously wrong and quite a few
people have much to answer for."  He nodded, relaxing again. 
The car pulled into the house's parking lot and she let him get out and help
her out.  "Good boy.  Very good manners."  She walked
inside with him following properly.  "Sonya, if Grissom or someone
from the lab calls, put them through immediately.  The same with Master
Tim or Horatio.  Anyone else take a message or put them on hold and
ask."  That got a nod.  She took the messages from her
assistant, then looked at her.  "Tara called?" 


"Yes,
ma'am.  She wanted to know where you got the glasses from; one of them
broke and she wanted to make them replace it since they shipped it." 


"Stupid
Fed Ex," Greg muttered.  Lady Heather gave him a look. 
"Sorry, m'lady." 


"True
but not appropriate.  Did you tell her?" 


"I
did, Lady Heather, and she sent hers and Don's love.  She said Patrick was
feeling a bit ill but was probably going to recover.  She said he ate
someone who had the flu.  She also passed on the news that problem Master
Tim had earlier had been solved, the lab can still be rebuilt after the dump
truck backed into it, and the situation in Yemen was fixed but that Master Tim
would not be happy with the outcome since they had upheld the judge's
decision."  Greg moaned.  "She said she'd email you in a
few days, ma'am." 


"Of
course.  I adore that girl.  She's very sweet and
delicate."  She took him up to her office and sat down, letting him
kneel beside her again.  "Pour me some tea, Gregory."  He
did that and handed it to her so she let him have a sugar cube, getting a
smile.  "I know you've got a headache." 


"It's
a tension one but I'll calm down and it'll go away.  Thank you for the
treat." 


"You
deserve it.  You survived."  He nodded and put his head back on
her thigh so she could pat him. 


***



Horatio
hung up the phone and looked at Speed.  "Greg's fine." 
Xander looked at him.   "Someone broke in and he had to deal
with it since no one came." 


"I'm
going to help him sue them," Xander vowed.  He went to the office to
dig out the number, then handed it to Horatio.  "If they need it." 
He sat down again, seething.  "I'm still feeling like the
Godfather.  I don't even have minions and I feel like one." 


Horatio
kissed him.  "You'd never go that bad and they said Greg pulled a
'you' because he had to drag him into the station by his wrist." 
Xander cracked a small smile at that.  "He had Lady Heather help him
with the statement."  That got a better smile.  "It'll be
fine, Xander.  He's got it covered and his lab is backing him up." 


"Can
I go spank them?" 


"No,
dear.  Not unless Greg asks," Speed ordered.  Xander grinned at
that.  "Then you can bring out your whip collection." 


"Coool,"
Xander breathed. "I'll like that."  They both smiled at him
until something went off outside.  He looked that way. 
"Huh.  A gunshot."  Speed tackled him while Horatio went to
handle it. 


Prestons
came back and found Horatio with one foot on the guy's chest and a gun pointed
at his head.  "Nice to see it being done in a practical method this
time, Lieutenant." 


Horatio
looked at him.  "Xander has more fun."  He let him have the
guy.  "I have no idea what he wanted but he shot a gun off out
here." 


"Is
the dog all right?"  Because he had heard stories about that beast,
even being in another precinct. 


"He's
inside napping on the couch.  Thank you for asking."  He walked
off.  "Have fun with him.  If there's a third, I'm letting
Xander deal with the issue." 


"Of
course, sir."  He walked him back to the car.  "What did
you do?" 


"That
boy is sullying him!  He's making him go bad and dirty!"  The
guy started to struggle.  "I have to save the poor CSI from that
evil, young slut." 


"Uh-huh." 
He shoved him into the car and drove him back, handing him to his boss. 
"Tell him how you're saving CSIs from Mr. Harris by firing off a
gun."  He left him there and headed off again.  This was
definitely not a boring assignment by any means. 


***



Xander
snatched the phone.  "Yeah?"  He smiled and put Greg on
speaker since Eric was with him.  "Are you okay?" 


"I'm
fine. They found the dispatcher who didn't send anyone, she did it because I
know Lady Heather and am therefore morally bankrupt, and the officers who
didn't respond, because I know you and am therefore dirtying the department and
the lab so I should be killed for that sin, and they're fired.  A few others
are disgraced and the Sheriff is learning how bad this problem really is out
here." 


"Are
you okay?" Xander asked again. 


"I
got suspended for two weeks because I'm still a CSI.  Even though he
didn't know I was a CSI, the cuffs weren't regulation cuffs or even PD-style
cuffs, he still could've inferred it from me cuffing him.  So I've got two
weeks off without pay." 


"You
can come down," Xander offered gently. 


"Gris
wants me up here in case we get something very bad going on.  That way he
can call me back to work in the lab and not pay me.  His hands were
tied.  The Sheriff said he had to, it was SOP.  Grissom said he can't
overrule him, and I'm still thinking about suing the department." 


"I'm
not so sure that's a good idea, Greg," Eric noted.  "They can
get pretty vindictive about that stuff." 


"Yeah,
well, I wouldn't be the first.  They let a very nice young woman die after
a home break in because she was seeing a young lady.  Her family's suing
them too.  I've been offered a chance to join in.  I'm still thinking
about it." 


"When
did that happen?" 


"Six
months ago," Greg told them.  "Anyone else there?" 


"Just
us, I'm guarding Xander today," Eric said with a smirk for the boy. 
"Because someone had to call the cops twice last night." 


"If
it had been a third time I would've nailed the body to the gate and left him
there as a sign," Xander said blandly. 


"Me
too," Greg admitted.  "Anyway," he sighed.  "Lady
Heather sends her love, Xander.  I had her with me when I was
questioned."  You could hear someone knocking.  "That's
some nosy person."  He went to answer the door.  "Who're
you?"  They heard a gunshot. 


Xander
grabbed his cellphone and called the number Horatio had given him for Grissom.
"It's Xander.  There was a shot at Greg's place.  Because I'm in
Miami and we were talking, Grissom!  Someone shot him!  Get someone
there now!"  He hung up.  "Greg, answer me," he
ordered. "Right now."  They heard a moan.  "Come on,
Greg.  Answer me.  Please?  Come on, baby, please answer
me."  They heard a door slam on that end.  "Are you
alone?"  Greg groaned again.  "Come on, Greg, answer
me.  Stay with me.  If you die I have to ask Willow to bring you back
and she's scary because she's pregnant.  You might come back as a kitty
cat and then the dog'll hump you."  He looked at Eric, who called the
numbers he had out there.  Plus Horatio.  "Come on, baby, answer
me."  Someone pounded.  "Yell something, Greg." 


"Help!"
he called weakly.  They heard the sound of the door splintering. 
"Brass.  White guy, hoodie, green and blue, jeans, blonde guy,"
Greg said weakly. 


"I'm
getting an ambulance.  Xander, he was shot in the upper shoulder. 
It's painful but not life threatening." 


"It
will be for the person who shot him," he vowed.  "Greg, I love
you.  I'll be there tonight, baby."  He hung up and looked at
Eric, then called his grandfather's house.  "Thomas, it's me.  I
need the fastest way to get to Greg.  He was shot.  Yeah, if I could
do the demon teleporty thing I'd already be there.  I'm not that
strong.  I can barely float the remote."  He perked up. 
"Can he?  Please.  I'm at home."  He hung up and went
to get what he needed to bring.  Ethan showed up and gave him a
look.  "Greg got shot." 


"Fatally?"



"Brass
said an upper shoulder wound.  Daddy died from one on his lower shoulder."



"All
right.  We'll bend the rules this time.  Wallet and
things?"  Xander nodded. "Paperwork to treat him?" 


"They've
got it out there." 


"Good. 
Let's set up.  It'll take about a half hour."  He took him out
back and set things up so he could send him there.  It was a hard spell
but not painful for him.  Xander would have a hell of a headache... 


***



Xander
landed in Grissom's office and looked around, then walked out, running into
Ecklie, who looked really confused.  "I came to help Greg, he got
shot just now." 


"How
did you get in there?" 


"Ask
Grissom.  Which hospital is he at?  Nick!"  He jogged to
catch up to him.  "Where did they take Greg?" 


"Why
would they take him anywhere?" 


"He
got shot a few minutes ago." 


"Desert
Palms.  Come on."  He walked him out to the SUV and got him
inside.  "How did you get here so fast?" 


"Magic."



"Never
mind."  Xander gave him a look.  "I can't so I don't need
to know the details." 


"I
don't know the details, I owe someone majorly for helping me."  He
buckled up as Nick backed out of his parking spot and headed for the
hospital.  He called Brass back.  "Okay, I'm here.  Nick
said Desert Palms?"   He nodded.  "I'll be right
there.  They can brief me."  He hung up and called
Horatio.  "I'm in Vegas.  Greg got shot.  Ethan.  As
soon as I can, honey.  I'll let you know."  He hung up. 
"Go faster?" 


"No
lights on the car, Xander.  They've still got him in the ER?" 


"Surgery
already."  He laid a hand on the dash then chanted a few lines, then
looked at him.  "You're invisible."  Nick sped up and the
cop cars didn't chase him.  He got out and headed inside, finding Brass
waiting for him.  "How bad and where?" 


"It's
in the dip of the collar bone, he'll be fine.  There wasn't much blood
loss.  I got there fairly quickly.  What did you hear?"  He
walked him to where the others were waiting, making Nick follow. 


"We
were talking about his suspension and how he could come down if he wanted, that
we'd like that.  He told me about the other suit against the department
and how he had been offered a chance to join.  There was a knock. He asked
who the person was and they shot him.  Did we not pull the camera out of
his living room?"  Brass slowly shook his head.  "Willow
sent him one.  He said he's got it pointed at the couch but that should
cover at least half the doorway.   We're working on linking it to a
video conferencing system.  We use it to check on him and see him when
he's gone for too long." 


"I'll
send someone to get it," Grissom promised, making that call from the
courtesy phone. "It's Gil.  There's a hidden camera according to
Greg's boyfriend.  It's pointed at the couch but may have something. 
What's it in, Xander?" 


"The
little brass monkey statue.  It's holding the lense." 


"It's
in a small, brass monkey statue.  He said it's holding the lense. 
Yes, he's here," he agreed.  "Thank you."  He hung up
and looked at him.  "That could help us find who did it." 


Xander
stared at him.  "You'd better hope so."  That got a nod of
understanding.  "Why did they take him in immediately?" 


"They
think he's got a bone shard that's able to move, which could be fatal if it hit
the wrong spot," Grissom told him.  That got a nod.  "Since
you're here, I'll parrot whatever you say, Xander." 


"Thank
you."  He gave him a short hug then called Lady Heather. 
"I'm in town, it's an emergency.  Greg got shot.  They're in
fixing it right now.  Shoulder. They think so.  We'll know
soon.  Ethan.  I know but flying takes too long in emergencies, Lady
Heather.  Of course I will."  He smiled. "I'll keep you
updated, I promise."  He hung up and looked around.  "How
long before we know something?" 


"Probably
about a half-hour," Nick offered. "They're pretty speedy
here."  He made Xander sit down.  "He came out of your
office, Grissom." 


"It
was a safe landing spot that I'd seen the inside of," Xander agreed. 
Grissom looked at him. "Ethan got me here." 


"I'll
thank him later," he said, giving him a pat on the shoulder. "He'll
be fine, Xander.  This hospital has taken care of him before and he'll be
just fine."  A nurse came out then went back that way. 
"That's unusual." 


Xander
looked.  "Greg's got a fairly normal blood type, right?" 
They all nodded.  "Good."  He waited impatiently, pouncing
the nurse when she came over.  "How is my Greg?" 


"Are
you his family?" 


"I'm
his lover." 


"I'm
sorry, sir, I can only talk to his family or his medical power of
attorney." 


"You're
telling all of us and I am his PoA," Grissom told her firmly. 
"The only reason he's not on it is because he lives in another
state."  That got a grim nod.  "Now, how is Greg?" 


"He's
fine.  He pulled through well.  He should heal perfectly.  He'll
need some time.  It did break the collarbone.  He's looking at a few
months of rehab to get the bone strong enough to lift things again." 


"No
nerve damage?" Xander asked.  "No muscular damage?  Just
broken bones?"  She nodded, looking at him.  "We're
sure?" 


"We
are but we'll be making sure tomorrow."  He nodded, getting
that.  "We'll have to keep him for a few days.  Are you
staying?" 


"If
at all humanly possible."  She nodded and went to make that note on
his chart.  He looked at Grissom.  "Thanks." 


"I
know they're written for a reason but sometimes they do get in the
way."  He patted him on the back.  "I'll even let you go
into recovery instead of me."  Xander nodded at that, sitting down
again, looking much calmer.  "Update Horatio." 


"Once
I've seen him."  That got a mass nod.  Xander was a law unto
himself most of the time.  They would respect that. 


***



Horatio
hung up his phone an hour later.  "Greg's out of surgery and he'll be
fine," he announced.  His boss gave him an odd look. 
"Xander was talking to him when someone knocked on the door and shot him
in his shoulder.  This would be two days after officers didn't respond
when he asked for assistance to get the person who broke into his home." 


"Your
boy's all right, that's the important thing.  Where's your younger
one?" 


"With
him.  That was him." 


"Good. 
Where he should be."  He looked at the city council then back at
Horatio.  "I don't know what to do, Horatio.  They're claiming
they don't have to pay to fix it anymore since their problems were fixed when
the wall got bent and the rest nearly fell in.  You doing it legally with
your boy's lawyers would take forever.  The city's running on a shoestring
again this year.  I know we need a lab but I don't know how to do
it." 


"They're
going to fix it," he assured him.  "We have some contacts who're
higher up in the chain.  Since it was one of their workers who ran into
the building and there was a suspiciously large deposit in his bank account
afterward, they're already in trouble.  We turned them into their Internal
Affairs division through Ian.  I've also called our state senators to talk
to them.  They all agreed to put pressure on the agency to pay their
debts.  One was playing golf when I found him at the country club down
here."  That got an evil smirk from his boss.  "I've
handled a case for him in the past," he admitted.  "His
assistant agreed I could speak to him.  The others listened in while they
took a break at the 14th hole bar.  The one from Utah was highly upset,
especially when I provided the proof that one of the people in charge of lab oversight
paid the driver to back into the building.  Ours hissed at the pictures
since he had donated to it a few times and it had found who had killed his
stepdaughter." 


"Hopefully
they can fix it faster," the mayor offered.  "What about your
in-laws?" 


"Xander
doesn't like to do things like that, sir.  They'll complain that he didn't
come to whine at them about it, their usual phrase, but they'll back him
up."  His phone rang.  "Excuse me, I'm expecting a legal
update.  Horatio," he answered. He nodded twice.  "That
works.  He's with Greg because he was shot.  He may, I don't
know.  Knowing him he's either with Greg or at Lady Heather's.  Thank
you.  Of course."  He hung up. "Three people were just
arrested by the federal Internal Affairs people.  I was just assured that
they were going to fix the damage, or at least pay for enough to fix the old
damage." 


"If
this were the old lab that would've been enough to do a complete rebuild,"
the mayor noted. "With the new design....." 


Horatio
shook his head.  "I want the old design back, sir.  You can have
them put in the glass if they want.  Even if it was compared to dental
work or a canyon now and then."  A few of the council members
snickered and he nodded.  "Even Patrick did and he's got more tact
than the whole lab combined.  Raphael looked at Miss Boa Vista and asked
if she had an oral fetish if I remember right."  That got a louder
set of snickers and the mayor shook his head even though he was smiling. 
"The old layout and a competent construction crew would fix all the old
problems.  You'd need to use better glass but that would cut down on the
problems." 


"So,
we can keep the outer walls and how they arched up.  We can keep all the
little nooks and crannies plus all the extra light, just give you the old floor
plan?" the Chief of Police asked.  Horatio nodded. 
"They'll have to redo the plans." 


"Not
really.  Though we did need a bigger break room."  He looked at
them.  "I'll pay for the plan redo myself if I have to, boss. 
It shouldn't be that hard." 


"It
shouldn't," he agreed.  "Why a bigger break room?" 


"We've
never had a meeting area." 


"That
makes sense.  Especially with how many hours you guys work some
nights." 


"I've
spent many nights sleeping on a couch at the office for hard or immediate need
cases," he agreed.  "Plus we tend to have whole team dinners now
and then.  It's the only place that sits us all." 


"Good
point.  Who did we go through for the first lab?  Since the second
guy was one of the problems." 


"I
can get one I know here within hours," Horatio offered.  "If you
can get us both sets of plans." 


"I
can do that and film," he agreed.  "Meet in here in three
hours?" 


"Agreed." 
Horatio nodded.  "Thank you."  He walked off.  He knew
just the architect and he could use a good boost of notoriety.  Creating
such a public and lauded building as the crime lab would do his reputation
good.  It was only a short drive then he walked into the guy's
office.  "Is Mr. Mendoza in?"  His secretary nodded. 
"Thank you."  He tapped then walked into the office. 
"Carl Mendoza."  The father of a murdered child he had helped
looked up at him then smiled.  "The lab's being rebuilt.  We
need someone to merge plans.  The last one had flaws but architectural
elements others liked.  Even if it did look like a glass canyon." 


"I
saw the pictures.  How bad was it?" 


"One
set of bathrooms nearly outside the lab."  The man gave him a
look.  "Non ADA compliant at that." 


"Ouch.  
No wonder you were making them fix it." 


"No,
that was the electrical problems that caused fires and nearly killed a
tech."  That got a moan.  "We'll need two sets of plans
merged.  One floor plan and the newer, lighter design.  I'm covering
the cost of the merging.  We're meeting at two if you're free?" 


"I
am.  You remembered what I do for a living?" 


Horatio
smiled.  "It is part of the job." 


"Good
point."  He smiled and shook his hands.  "I can do that and
do it quickly, Lieutenant.  Where are we meeting?" 


"The
City Council chambers.  It's got a good table so you can spread out
whatever you need." 


"That
works for me."  He smiled.  "I'll see you then,
Lieutenant.  Thank you for thinking of me." 


"I
liked your other work," he said, nodding at the walls showing his other
projects.  "I remembered the housing tower and the
library."  He slid back on his sunglasses and walked out
happier.  His phone rang and he looked at it.  "Horatio,"
he answered.  "Hi, Patrick."  He climbed back into his
hummer.  "Working on it right now.  You can make sure they pay
what they're supposed to.  Xander's attorneys...  Well, you did
suggest he put one on retaining for these things.  He hired one very scary
law firm."  He smiled as he turned on the engine.  "I'll be
right out but I've got the meeting with the architect in two and half hours." 
He nodded.  "I'll be right out."  He hung up and headed
that way, going to visit his in-laws.  Not that it was a chore, even if
they did pout that they weren't letting them help.  He parked and smiled
at Holly, stopping to pet her.  "You're a good girl."  She
barked and gave his hand a lick.  He looked at her handler. 
"Were the puppies Thumper's?"  He nodded.  "At least
he's protective." 


"They're
showing good promise and none of daddy's problems," he agreed. 
"They're in the study." 


"Thank
you."  He headed that way, smiling at both vampires. 
"Greg's fine." 


"We
heard.  Xander updated us right after he did you, Horatio," Patrick
said, giving him a look.  "You didn't even let us help?" 


"You
were busy." 


"Not
that busy!" he complained.  He saw the smile.  "Did I just
sound like my grandson?" 


"Looked
a lot like him when he can't have chocolate too," Horatio assured him with
a smile, getting one back.  "I asked Xander's attorneys to handle it
when he asked them to help me.  We found evidence the granting institution
was trying to cover up their issues by paying that driver to hit the
building."  He sat down and stretched out.  "I was told
three were arrested this morning and it will be fixed." 


"Good! 
What can we do to help?" 


"You
went to senators instead of the family first?" Raphael asked. 


"You
two were busy with the wedding.  Is Abby pregnant?" 


"She
is but she admitted she had sex with someone else two days later so we'll have
to see," Patrick sighed. 


Horatio
looked at him.  "We'd rather keep you than have a baby,
Patrick."  That got a faint smile.  He looked at Raphael. 
"I went to the senators hoping that they'd kick them for us, make it a bit
better known to fix the smug bastards on the oversight board, and to make them
keep their obligations since this wouldn't have been a problem if the revamp
hadn't created problems in the electrical system.  Since Calleigh had two
fires and Cooper nearly got electrocuted for unplugging
something...."  That got two nods.  "Besides, I wanted to see
what they could do before I came to my family.  I know it's going to go
over estimates.  They'll have to up the quality of glass."  That
got two smiles again.  "Then I would've come begging to you two to
see if you could tweak contacts to get us a donation from some of the rich
people who want us to not catch them dealing drugs." 


"I
know a few who would do it for that reason, they think it'd give them some
immunity," Raphael admitted. 


"They're
wrong but I'd gladly take the donation," Horatio agreed with a small
smirk.  That got him patted on the back by the older vampire. 
"I'm very mercenary when it comes to the lab.  You can donate all you
want to it but if I catch you doing something wrong you'll still be
arrested.  I have senators in the past.  The ones this morning know I
did a few years back."  That got a smile from Patrick.  "We
are doing a meeting with the architect in a few hours.  That way he'll
have an estimate.  The grant was for eight million.  To fix it was
going to run nearly six.  Xander's lawyers are assuring me they're going
to be covering their debt to pay for as much as it cost to fix it before. 
They did doubt they could get the extra out of them, even if it was just."



"Which
is reasonable to consider," Patrick agreed.  "I do have a few
contacts who would love to donate to the lab, Horatio.  Do I send them to
the mayor or the Chief?" 


"Either's
fine, just make sure it's stated it's for the lab rebuild.  They can put
any extra into the general PD fund afterward but they'll do it beforehand if
you don't." 


"Of
course.  So we're looking at how much as an estimate?" 


Horatio
shrugged.  "They were saying five just to gut the lab and fix the
problems, then redo the insides again.  I honestly don't know until the
architect tells us." 


"Who
did you ask?" Raphael asked. 


"Carl
Mendoza.  We solved his child's homicide a few year's back and he's the
one who did that housing tower downtown that won awards.  He also did that
library that Speed loves to take Xander to."  That got some
smiles.  "I'm covering the cost of the plans personally.  He
said it shouldn't take him that long.  They can use that time to clean up
the mess that's still sitting there." 


"We
can do that," Patrick sighed. 


"No,
let me do the plans.  You get onto some of your contacts. 
Please?"  That got a nod.  He smiled at them.  "See, I
did come begging." 


"You
did. Even if you are too stubborn and I wanted to hear about it when it
happened, Horatio." 


"Patrick,
Xander had to drive Speed and I home in my hummer that night.  We were in
such shock he had us watching Sesame Street in French."  That got a
snicker from Raphael.  "It's much different than it was when I was a
child."  He shifted and crossed his legs.  "Xander said
Greg will be fine.  They removed all the bone chips.  The bullet only
broke his collarbone.  They're saying he won't have any nerve
damage.  Since he was suspended for two weeks anyway...."  They
both gave him glares.  "For dragging the person into the station.
They said even though the person never knew he was a CSI and the cuffs weren't
police issue, it was still possible to be assumed.  That way his lawyer
couldn't complain about police brutality." 


"Charming. 
Can we eat the Sheriff?" Patrick asked Raphael. 


"He's
a glory hog, he'd taste like pork," his sire retorted.  "He and
Ecklie are both political people." 


"Greg
said he accepted it.  It didn't get put into his file.  Grissom was
going to leave him as on-call for bigger emergencies.  They all thought it
was cute he did what Xander would." 


Both
vampires snickered at that.  "It was from what I heard," Raphael
agreed. Patrick looked at him.  "The idiot wouldn't walk into the
station so Greg knocked him down and drug him in by his wrist.  Above the
cuffs so he didn't hurt him.  Drug him all the way back to the morgue to
get to Grissom.  No one did more than laugh."  Horatio nodded,
pressing his lips together.  "The Sheriff get onto the people out
there?" 


"I
can only hope so," he agreed.  "I'm also hoping this doesn't
affect Greg on the job.  Some officers are petty enough to not back him up
due to this." 


"It
seems they already had that problem," Patrick pointed out. 
"Let's hope the firings that happened improve that situation." 
Horatio nodded.  "Now, what can we do *personally* to help?" 


"I
wouldn't mind if you donated or helped out in other ways, Patrick.  You
know that.  Fortunately it ran into the less expensive side of the
building.  It ran into the storerooms instead of the labs.  They got
all the furniture and lab equipment out for the redo so we don't have to worry
about the machines or evidence.  It did get a few cells and they're going
to be suing someone too." 


"Send
them after the same feds," Patrick pointed out. 


"Which
is my opinion on the matter as well," he agreed.  "Unless you
know a good construction company to put in a bid?"  Patrick
nodded.  "Then have them put in one, please.  The faster the
better.  They would have to pass the background checks." 


"Would
ones that had been in jail matter?"  Patrick asked. 


"Depends
on what for.  Drugs or violent crimes no.  That just means they can't
work on that part the project.  It doesn't keep them from working on the
outside or any non- sensitive areas, like the holding cells."  That
got a smile.  "There's ways around that." 


"Good,
then I'll call them first and have them put in a bid.  Where would the
extra money go?" 


"Mounted
Patrol needs a few new bikes.  Patrol needs some new cruisers. 
Probably there.  When I got the one someone sent Xander I got four new
hummers and gave the rest to Mounted Patrol for some new bikes." 
That got a smile.  "It was suggested horse patrol could use some but
I have no idea where to find good horses." 


"Oddly
enough, he has friends in the polo crowd," Raphael admitted. 
"We can ask that they baby the PD this year as a special project." 


"I
was hoping they'd baby that new Christian foundation that helps support gay
families," Patrick told him. 


"Some
won't and this would give them an acceptable alternative to get their altruism
fix for the year and help on their taxes." 


"Please
don't remind me of taxes," Horatio moaned.  "Did we know Xander
has three accounts?"  They both nodded.  "He's living with
a safe retirement fund, a checking account, and a savings account.  I
can't even balance his checkbook." 


"They've
got computer programs for that," Patrick reminded him.  That got a
nod.  "You can show him how to use it." 


"I
have, he doesn't.  He does it on a calculator.  He said it's too
complicated to do it on the computer.  Too much to put in.  So he's
keeping a checkbook and it's got very tiny numbers in some spots.  I have
no idea what he's doing with it most of the time.   I try and he
swats me." 


"Have
him do a quarterly balance off the bank's statements online," Patrick
offered.  "His bank can download into a few formats." 


"I
pointed that out, he gave me an odd look."  He shrugged. 
"He's not broke, he's handling it.  Most of the time it looks like he
only deals with the money he makes from his clients.  Speaking of, is he
on hiatus?" 


"Yes,"
Raphael sighed. "With all the attention he's basically doing his clients
somewhere else so they can't be exposed or hurt. The only one you'll probably
be seeing is the one that's getting a very messy divorce." 


"I
think Xander said he'd send a normal vampire after his ex if he wanted,"
Horatio offered. 


"That
woman would taste bad." 


"That's
why I'd send a normal one," Xander said as he walked in.  He kissed
Horatio on the head.  "Greg told me I had to come home.  He's
flying down early tomorrow morning. The Sheriff tried to protest until I
pointed out that I was more than happy to let my attorneys continue this
conversation and that I was going to protect my boyfriend, even if I did have
to flay some people alive for hurting him.  Dayshift crime lab never
answered when Grissom called them to the scene.  Greg's getting out
tonight, staying on Grissom's couch for the night then coming in tomorrow
morning.  No open flights tonight."  That got a smile and a
nod.  "Grissom did say it was about to get very messy and that I was
going to start talking to all those nice people who donate to the PD out there
and tell them why they shouldn't.  The sheriff nearly cried and begged
that he was trying to fix it.  I pointed at Greg and pointed out it was a
crap job so far.  Can I take Holly for a jog?"  They all stared
at him.  "Not like Thumper can keep up with me when I go for a
run." 


"Ask
her handler, grandson," Raphael said quietly.  Xander hugged him,
hugged his grandfather, mugged Horatio's mouth again, then headed out to pick
up the dog and head home to change so he could wear out the aggression he was
feeling.  "Well." 


"Indeed,"
Patrick sighed.  "That is going to get messy, Horatio." 


"It
already is, Patrick.  Grissom has my full support to do whatever he has to
so it gets fixed.  Including helping Greg with that lawsuit." 
He looked at his watch.  "I should call him and Greg, then hit the
meeting."  The house phone was handed over.  "Thank
you."  He dialed Grissom's number.  "It's me.  Is Greg
awake?  No, I tried earlier the nurses wouldn't put me
through."  He smiled.  "Exactly.  Thank you,
Grissom.  Whatever you need, including support for that suit.  Of
course we can."  He smiled.  "Greg."  He sighed
in pleasure at the 'I'm fine, please calm Xander down'.  "I'll try,
dear.  Are you really all right?"  He smiled.  "I did
try to call earlier, the nurses wouldn't put me through.  They said you
were resting and I wasn't going to disturb that.  Of course I did.  I
panicked when Xander told me.  I have.  I've been taking all my
frustration and worry on the lab situation.  You didn't hear? 
Someone backed into the front of the building."  He smiled at the
gasp of horror. 


"Exactly.
The whole front wall is caved in.  Most of the evidence lockers as
well."  He chuckled.  "At least it wasn't Calleigh's or
Speed's lab this time," he agreed.  "They would've thrown worse
fits.  Very soon.  We're meeting with the architect today.  Yes,
I want you down here.  I'll keep Xander from fussing so I can fuss
myself."  He laughed.  "I'll try, dear.  You rest and
come down soon.  If you wanted to join that suit we will support you,
Greg.  I promise we will."  He let out a gentle smile. 
"I know and understand why, Greg.  Whatever you want.  Love
you.  Get some rest and I'll baby you tomorrow when I pick you up. 
No, I'm off right now.  Good boy," he said at the yawn. 
"Of course I will.  Be good, love."  He hung up and handed
it back.  "He'll be fine.  He doesn't want to have to sue the
department.  He will if he must but he doesn't want to." 


"It
would make things harder on him," Patrick admitted.  "It did
when we helped with one down here." 


"I
dare anyone to do that to me," Horatio said as he stood up. 
"They will get it back and I am going to be vindictive if that happens in
my lab.  I was the last time."  That got an evil smirk from
Patrick.  "I'll even help Xander flay someone.  I've got to get
back to the meeting.  We'll see you two in a few days since I doubt we'll
be home on time for dinner."  He headed out, driving back to City
Hall.  His boss gave him an odd look.  "What?" 


"You
didn't go back to the lab?" 


"I
took today and tomorrow off to deal with these meetings.  Plus to pick up
Greg because I knew that Xander was going to have him brought down as soon as
humanly possible." 


"How
is he?" the mayor asked. 


"Good. 
It broke his collarbone on one side.  He said he can still feel his hand
so it's a good sign.  Xander's back and jogging at the moment." 
The mayor gave him an odd look.  He shrugged.  "I don't
know."  He sat down.  "Patrick's going to talk to the local
community about donating to cover any shortages we might have."  He
smiled at Carl when he came in.  "This is Carl Mendoza." 


"I
remember his work in the past," one Council-member said, shaking his
hand.  "Can't go to a better designer, Mr. Mendoza."  He
pointed at the plans.  "The first, the new, and tapes of the interior
that the idiot feds made." 


"Okay,"
he said.  He unrolled the plans and looked at Horatio.  "Wasn't
this a bit cramped?" 


He
looked at the plans then at the Council member. "These are the unfixed
ones." 


"They're
underneath. They had them together." 


That
got a nod and he looked at the second set.  "That's still
cramped."  Horatio nodded.  He unrolled the other set to look at
them.  "This is nice.  A bit Eastern Bloc
Industrial."  He compared them.  "So we want basically what
was in the old lab for space, features, and floor plan?  It could be
improved for flow of work." 


Horatio
stood up to point at a few.  "We need these together.  That's a
common route of travel.  So is this pathway," he said, marking it
with a finger.  "We definitely need a bit bigger of a break
room.  It's our meeting area and nap center for the overnight or tough
cases.  We need another machine in there to give more choices as
well."  That got a nod.  "Also, Calleigh said they skimped
on ballistics this time.  They made her firing tank shorter. It was
hampering her movement and work."  That got another nod. 
"You can tuck these labs," he said, tapping a few, "out of the
way if you wanted or needed to.  They're in use all the time but it's a
case-by-case visit instead of every case.  Cooper might like to be out of
direct sunlight as well.  They gave him a sunny lab and it was interfering
with his work in AV." 


"That's
more than reasonable."  He made some quick notes on a pad he pulled
out.  "Anything you absolutely have to keep where it is?" 


"The
locker room and bathrooms there.  We need the other set back.  We
have two disabled techs, one pregnant, and another pregnant woman on
nightshift."  That got a nod and he made those notes.  "We
do need the decontamination shower back as well.  Just in
case."  That got found on the new ones and he frowned.  "It
was never put in.  It was a closet." 


"Oh. 
Pity."  He made a note of that.  "Okay.  Where can I
get lab standards and codes?"  The Chief handed over a book. 
"Really?" 


"I
had to use them with the last construction crew.  I got it back from him
during our break." 


"Thank
you.  How long before you start accepting bids?" 


"Can
you have it done in a week?" 


"I
can have it done in two days if I need to, sir." 


"If
you can," he agreed.  "The faster the better for lowering crime
and making Horatio calm down." 


"I've
got a new target I can take out any aggression on, Chief."  He looked
at him.  "No one responded to the call to Greg's apartment after he
was taken away.  It may be a lawsuit situation out there now.  This
is the second time."  That got a nod from his boss and a shudder from
the council members and the mayor. "Exactly.  He wasn't backed up
when he called for help the other day.  He drug someone into the
station.  Literally."  He smirked.  "He also got
suspended for it because it would look bad if they didn't punish him as well as
the officers who didn't respond to arrest the person who broke into his
place.  Xander is livid.  He's jogging to get rid of some of the
anger and stress.  I'll help Grissom with the lawsuit if Greg wants."



"I
can have a quiet word with people out there," his boss assured him. 
"I remember ours, Horatio.  Very well." 


"I
handled it the one time my people weren't backed up," he noted. 


"I
remember.  It was very good of you to do too," he agreed
quickly.  "I can point out how destructive this is going to be for
their department."  Horatio nodded. 


"Have
they had anyone hurt?" the mayor asked. 


"One
officer was killed because help didn't get to her in time after an invasion at
her home." 


That
got a solemn nod.  "We'll talk to them.  I know the NYPD has a
problem." 


"If
someone doesn't back up Mac's people, they'll get Mac in their face,"
Horatio said with a cruel, cold smirk of pleasure.  "Mac won't let
that happen.  He might even be really mean and sic Stella on
them."  That got a laugh from his boss.  "I see you've met
Detective Bonasera, sir?" 


"Once. 
She does tend to stick in one's mind.   She was like an enraged
goddess then."  Horatio nodded.  "Good.  Then we'll
let you subtly help with that however you can.  We'll meet in three
days?" 


"I've
got an appointment to look at someone's house at three that day," Carl
Mendoza said, looking at his schedule.  "I can meet you that
morning." 


"We
have one planned that morning anyway," the Mayor agreed. 
"Horatio?" 


He
shrugged.  "Half the time we're in the way in the lab, sir. 
I've also noticed that homicides and other felonies have went down again. 
Apparently they're waiting until we can catch them again."  He put on
his sunglasses.  "With your leave?"  That got a nod so he
left to go check on his people. 


Mendoza
looked around.  "He doesn't know about the rumors of what happens
when you touch one of the hummers or his team?" 


"He
thinks a detective started it to scare the rookies," the Police Chief
admitted.  "It is nice of them to cower in fear at the
moment."  That got a chuckle from his boss.  "It
is."  He stood up and shook his hand.  "Come see us that
morning at ten, Mr. Mendoza.  I look forward to what you come up
with.  I know Horatio does." 


"The
Lieutenant can probably help the construction crew with the finishing touches
if he wanted," he offered. 


"I'll
let them know," the chief agreed happily.  "They might like
that."  That got a smile and he walked out with the plans and the
videos.  "Should we warn Las Vegas that Caine's going to destroy them
for touching his other boyfriend?" 


"He
worked with them on the Lady Death issue," the Mayor reminded him. 
"I'm sure he's already promised his help and his other boyfriend's whip
collection." 


One
of the Council members looked confused. "He's dating *two* men?" 


"One
of the CSIs out there and Speedle's son," the Chief agreed. 
"Though I'm not sure if the CSI out there isn't Master Tim's sub
really.  Then again, it takes both of them and Speedle to calm his son
down sometimes.  I've seen him come in bouncy, happy, and unable to stand
still more than once.  He's a good master though.  I've heard nothing
but good things about how he treats his clients.  That one is clearly his personal
client and friend.  They get into trouble together."  That got a
smile from that member.  "It's odd but it keeps Caine out of my hair
with pesky demands for overtime for himself and half the lab.  Especially
since Mr. Harris somehow found that Europe plays naked ice hockey and
soccer.  That alone has cut about thirty overtime hours a month from his
techs."  The mayor snickered at that.  "They go over to his
house to watch it.  The AV tech copies it for those who can't get
there."  He stood up.  "I'm going to talk to the head of
the lab where they're temping in.  If they're hovering around maybe we can
do something about that."  That got a nod and he left. 


"You
have to humor brilliance," the mayor pointed out.  "As long as
it's not illegal I don't care who Caine's dating.  His stats get us grants
and praise from the State and DC.   As long as that continues I'll
humor him and ignore the Chief when he complains about the overtime the lab
pulls."  That got nods.  "Anything else?"  They
shook their heads.  "Then go do whatever you've got planned this
afternoon, people.  Dismissed."  They filed out and he leaned
back for a minute then got up to deal with his secretary and whatever was
waiting on him.  Which turned out to be Caine's local boyfriend.  "Mr.
Harris."  He shook   his hand.  "What can I do
for you?" 


He
handed over something.  "From myself personally," he said
quietly.  "Do not tell Horatio.  The last time I said that the
Chief told him I donated to the gun and vest fund that day." 


"Of
course."  He looked at the check then at him.  "That is
very generous." 


"Use
that for personnel things to give people time off if necessary.  I got
given an evil look for bringing Dad lunch at the other office.  I asked
why, they said it was because he was working."  That got a knowing
look.  "They're crowded with the felony lab in there.  Plus
one's an expectant father in a few months.  That way you can't force them
to use their vacation days." 


"It's
a reasonable request.  We'll see how it plays out, Xander." 


"Thank
you.  If not, put it toward ballistics?  I'm a gun collector and she
should have a good lab to do brilliant things in." 


"Of
course I will."  He shook his hand again.  "Have a good
run?" 


"I
did.  I nearly beat my record for five miles.  Holly's really tired
but that's okay.  She's able to sit down and nap during part of her shift
today."  That got a smile.  "Thank you." 


"You're
welcome."  He watched the boy leave and looked at the check
again.  If he had that much money to throw around, no wonder the boy drove
a Ferrari. 


***



Horatio
walked into the house that night, finding Xander in the kitchen making tube
cookies.  He kissed the back of his neck.  "Did you have a good
run?" 


"I
did.  I wore Holly out and nearly broke my five mile personal
best."  He turned to kiss him properly.  "How was
work?" 


"Boring. 
A lot of paperwork.  We had one case this morning and Speed's got an open
one but otherwise we're clear except cold ones. Since they're in storage we
can't get to them at the moment."  That got a nod.  "How's Greg?"



"On
Grissom's couch.  The Sheriff has already come to apologize to him. 
So has Ecklie.  I called Mac to let them know what had happened in case
one of the idiot people tried to get on with the their department.  He
said he'd let their people know quietly.  He also said he'd never allow
that in his lab.  I pointed out that it happened sometimes, you simply had
to kill someone when it did.  They got the point and it quit
happening.  He laughed."  Horatio nodded at that so he grinned. 
"Ooh, cookies."  He checked the pan in the oven, putting them
onto the stove and putting another pan in once he finished dropping them onto
the sheet.  "Want to help? 


"I
can do that.  Are they all going to Greg and I?" 


"Daddy
needed some and so did Eric. His mother tried to ground him." 
Horatio snickered and took off his jacket, rolling up his sleeves so he could
help him cut off spoonfuls of cookies from the log of dough.  By the time
they were done with three logs, Xander was starting to pack cookies into tins
for various people.  Someone walked in and slammed the door. 
"Hi, Eric." 


Eric
leaned on the breakfast bar.  "You can make those, right?" 
He grinned and nodded.  "Thanks.  Can I have one?" 
Xander handed over one of the boxes with a grin.  "Thanks,
Xander.  I take it Marisol called to tease me about being grounded?" 


"She
did.  That's why I was making you cookies." 


"Thanks,
man.  Momma got really grumpy about me not dating for real." 


"She's
got plenty of grandchildren." 


"But
none to carry on the family name," Eric reminded him. 


"So
go find a surrogate and bring her to meet her."  Eric gave him a
horrified look, one cookie halfway to his mouth.  Xander grinned
sweetly.  "That way she can have the grandchild and you don't have to
be married.  Or tell her you donated at a sperm bank." 


"I
did in college."  He ate that cookie.  "My mother would
kill me if I did that," he admitted with a grin. 


"Promise
you'll knock up one of the girls at the clubs, Eric." 


Eric
snickered.  "She thinks I already have.  I told her I didn't
think I had.  She's insistent that I find whoever it is and marry them if
they're not already married. If they are I can settle for visitation." 


Xander
looked at him.  "Who's sick?"  Eric looked stunned. 
"This isn't normal pushiness, Eric.  Something's going on and she's
worried about the family continuing."  He took his cookies with
him.  He looked at Horatio.  "I hope I'm wrong." 


"It
sounded like it to me too," he said quietly, giving him a gentle
kiss.  He knew about Marisol but he wasn't sure if Xander did or
not.  Then again, that did sound like someone was either sicker or there
was another ill family member. 


"What
was that for?" 


"For
being so good to my team." 


Xander
looked at him.  "Who told you?" 


Horatio
smiled.  "I have spies everywhere, Xander.  Including their
guards.  Besides, Speed used to see his secretary.  She told
him."  Xander rolled his eyes.  "You don't have to be
sneaky.  You can do that openly.  I won't mind." 


"I
don't want to cause you problems." 


"They
were joking earlier that they'll put up with me having you two as long as I
keep the lab performing the same way.  If I let it slip I'll have to
choose but until then...."  Xander kissed him, pushing him back into
the counter, making him moan.  "We're nearly done, right?" 


"One
last tube," he whispered, kissing him again.  The oven timer went off
so he pulled those out and got to work on the last sheets of cookies, putting
them in together and resetting the oven timer.  Then he went back to
molesting his boyfriend in the kitchen.  "Move in?" 


"That's
one of my Christmas presents to you," he promised.  Xander beamed.
"We are going up for Don and Tara's wedding?"  Xander
nodded.  "Are you buying a new suit?" 


"I've
got four." 


"I
know you do."  He kissed him again.  "Wear the green
one.  She'll appreciate that."  Xander smiled and went back to
robbing his lips for kisses.  At least until they had to pull out the
cookies.  They got left on the counter and stove while he led him out to
the couch.  He needed a soft surface.  "Dog?" 


"Locked
outside.  He found the neighbor's pet skunk." 


"Thank
you."   He got back to nuzzling him.  "Did he get into
anything?" 


"I
found him hiding in your closet.  He couldn't even lick his balls he was
so disgusted with his smell.  He was whimpering in horror at his
stench.  So you've got something clean to wear tomorrow hanging in
mine."  Horatio smiled and kissed him again.  "It's a
spoiling thing but I don't care." 


"It's
fine, Xander.  The dry cleaner can do the others tomorrow."  He
stroked his stomach, moving one hand down.  Then he got them both out of
their pants, getting to work on his cock, just gently thrusting down against it
while they kissed.  It was enough for tonight.  When they were done
and cuddling Xander gave him this wicked look that made his cock twitch. 
"What?" 


"We've
got to deliver the others." 


"We
do." 


Xander
smiled and got them up and cleaned up, mostly by licking Horatio's stomach
clean.  Then he got a washcloth for himself.  They boxed up the rest
of the cookies and went to deliver them by putting them in front of the door,
then ringing the doorbell and hurrying away.  It was childish but oh well.



Speed
walked out nearly naked, looking at the box on his porch.  He picked it up
and sniffed. "Tolhouse."  He carried it back inside, seeing the
note that promised they were 'tube cookies' and smiled, taking two in to tease
Calleigh with them while he made her squeal in delight.  "Tube
cookies from the son." 


"He's
in high spoiling mode." 


Speed
nodded, crumbling one onto her stomach to lick it off.  She wiggled and
squealed under him, making him a happy guy.  The other he'd eat once he
his tongue was done in other areas.  He'd need the energy by then. 


***



Greg
came off the plane, smiling at the stewardess who was helping him. 
"Thanks." 


"You're
welcome, Mr. Sanders."  She looked around.  "Should we get
you a wheelchair?" 


"I'll
be fine, I've got someone picking me up."  She smiled and nodded,
letting him go.  He walked off, finding Horatio waiting just outside the
secure area.  He let him hug him, sinking into his body.  "I
hate politicians." 


"Don't
we all?"  He walked him off.  "Bags?" 


"Two. 
Grissom told me to stay down here until I could get cleared for work. 
That way no one would have any temptation to do something mean." 
Horatio looked at him. "It was the pot granny's dealer.  He decided
she was selling again and not cutting her in."  Horatio hummed at that. 
"She turned him in and went with her backup instead since it's her
grandson."  That got a head shake but a smile.  "How's
Xander?" 


"Fussing. 
Probably cleaning the house at the moment."  He led him out to the
hummer, nodding at the transit cops looking in the back.  "Mobile lab
equipment does help on some scenes." 


"What
would I need to do to transfer into the lab?" one of them asked. 


"A
degree in one of the specialty areas if you're going to be a tech.  To be
a field tech, classes in a speciality and a masters in chemistry or
physics.  We prefer chemistry with a minor in physics." 


"Some
schools have programs in forensics.  UNLV has one," Greg
offered.  "You can look at their catalog and find the local
equivalents."  That got a smile and a nod.  "We will warn
you it's a tough job.  I moved from DNA into the field.  It's a hard
job with long hours and a lot of frustration now and then.  There's a
reason the labs don't get the double overtime you guys do if you go over forty
of overtime in a pay period.  I've had hundred hour weeks out in Vegas as
a level one."  That got a nod.  "But it's a rewarding
job." 


"I'll
look into that.  Thank you, sir.  You're with the lab out
there?"  Greg nodded.  "Vacation?" he asked, nodding
at his shoulder. 


"That
too," he agreed with a grin.  "They'd pout if I didn't come down
and look cute for their lab down here.  After all, Eric's too old and
Ryan's going to be a daddy soon.  They can't do cute anymore." 
The transit cops laughed and let Horatio and Greg go.  He grinned at
him.  "They can't." 


"Eric
does try.  Speed usually snarks at him for it, but he does
try."  He started the engine and headed off with his boy. 
"You could have told them." 


"I
don't want to cause you problems, Horatio." 


Horatio
stroked his thigh then took his boy's hand.  "The city council was
joking that they'd put up with me having both of you as long as the lab
performed the same way, Greg.  So unless our stats slip it's not a real
problem for most of the department." 


"Yeah
but there's a few.  There always are."  He shifted to look at
him.  "While I'm here can we go over what I'll need for my firearms
qualification?" 


"We
can and I can do it for you," he promised. "Xander has to renew his
license too."  Greg smiled at that.  "Good boy, Greg. 
We'll do that in a few days."  Greg nodded, giving his hand a
squeeze.  "He has been fussing since he got back from his run
yesterday." 


"Xander's
good at worrying and fussing, Horatio.  I'll be fine and I'll hide behind
you if he gets too fussy."  That got a smile and a nod. 
"He ran for five miles?" 


"He
was frustrated and angry when he got back.  He wanted to kill
someone.  So he took Holly out for a run in the park." 


"Poor
dog."  Horatio chuckled.  "When I'm starting to get better
I'll go with him." 


"He
and I jog now and then," Horatio promised.  He pulled onto the right
street, looking behind him.  "Hmm, our newest patrol officer is
following us."  He pulled in front of their gate and parked for a
moment, rolling down the window when the officer paused beside the
hummer.  "Problems?" 


"Your
plate's hanging off one screw, Lieutenant.  Should we worry about more
moves against your boyfriend?" he asked bluntly. 


"I'd
hope not," he admitted.  "Why?" 


"There
were Feds bothering the detectives today about you guys.  I was told to
warn you if I saw you." 


"I'll
call Frank in a moment," he promised. "Thank you." 


"Not
a problem, sir.  Fix your license plate before it falls off." 
He headed off again. 


Horatio
used the opener on the gate and drove in, closing it behind him. 
"I'll have to do that in a few minutes."  Greg smiled at
him.  Xander didn't bounce out to find them so he  had a few moments
to look - the screw had fallen out, nothing too hard to fix.  He walked
Greg and his bags inside, finding Xander laying on the floor in the
entry.  "Xander?"  Greg knelt down beside him, checking his
pulse.  Xander moaned.  "Xander?" 


"Ran
into a wall," he whimpered, holding his head.  Greg helped him sit up
and he turned to hug him. "You're okay." 


"Of
course I am.  Why wouldn't I be?"  Xander smiled at that. 
"Now, let me drop my crap." Xander nodded, getting up with his help,
letting them help each other up the stairs.  He found a box on the bed
with his name on it.  "My birthday's not for a week, Xander." 


"So?" 
He turned to kiss Horatio.  "The dry cleaner said your suits are
going to take an extra few runs through the machine." 


"That's
fine.  I'm off tomorrow by orders of the Chief.  He wanted me to keep
you out of trouble for some reason?"  Xander just grinned. 
"What are you doing?" 


"Facing
down one of the people who gives me shit." 


"We
can do that together." 


"We
probably should, yeah.   Oooh, I talked to the guy you went to for
the lab about adding on a real dungeon and an office for you, baby." 
He gave him a kiss.  "He said we can do that." 


"Good,"
Horatio agreed happily.  "Did you tell your grandparents?" 


"They
thought it was a darling idea so I could have the dining room back." 
Horatio chuckled at that. "He gave me good plans for the addition and a
good contractor to call.  I'll need to move my herb garden but otherwise
it'll be good and it'll look normal and natural to the house." 


"Wonderful,
Xander."  He kissed him again.  "Go help Greg open his present." 
Xander bounced over to do that while he smiled.  "Are we adding
anything else at the same time?" 


"The
new gun safe will be down under it.  Webber knew someone who builds
bunkers so he's putting one in for me.  He'll work with the
contractor."  Horatio gave him a look.   "That way we
can have the basement back too."  He grinned and got to work holding
Greg while he opened the present, teasing his neck with kisses and nibbles to
make him laugh.  Greg saw the clothes and looked at him. 
"Grandfather said I had to do this luncheon thing and Horatio's refusing
to go according to him so you're going with me.  That way I don't get into
trouble."  He gave him a look.  "It's a gay function he
won't be able to go to but should.  I told him I'd go if he helped me pick
out the wood cases for the implements in the new dungeon."  Greg
grinned at that.  "I want it to look a bit like the
study."  He shrugged.  "If I have to sell the house at sometime
it'll look like a secondary home office that way.  Besides, I like heavy
woods."  He kissed him again.  "He also said I had to get
you a swimsuit so I got you a tiny, shiny blue one so I can leer at you in
it." 


Greg
gave him a hug.  "I'd be happy to go with you, Xander.  Why
won't Horatio?" 


"I've
been told I'm testifying that day," Horatio admitted. 
"Otherwise I would go."  Even if he did think that Patrick was
being a bit pushy about those things.  "You'll have to keep him from
being shy and hiding, Greg." 


"I
can do that," he agreed.  He gave Xander a squeeze.  "I
can't swim with the cast." 


"Poo."



"I
know.  I'll watch and soak up the sun.  I am here until I'm cleared
for duty." 


"Coool,"
Xander breathed, smirking evilly at him.  "That means you can go to
the wedding." 


"I
had plans to go to Tara and Don's wedding." 


"Good! 
Think we can get Calleigh over her fear of tying Daddy down and make them
marry?" 


"Probably
not," Horatio said, shaking his head.  He grabbed the ringing
phone.  "Horatio."  He smiled.  "Hi, Willow. 
Yes, Greg's here.  No, those came from a package.  They're safe to
eat.  I helped him, Willow.  I'm sure.  Ask Speed, I'm sure he
did have some of his." 


"Daddy
does have a sweet tooth," Xander agreed, making Greg laugh.  "We
dropped them and ran after ringing the doorbell."  Greg turned to get
a cuddle instead.  "Until the cast comes off?" 


"Until
I'm cleared for duty.   That might be later." 


"It
usually means you're in physical therapy for the injury," Horatio told
him.  He smiled at Willow's babble that they were good.  "Good,
Willow.  Have a good day."  He hung up and came to get his own
cuddles.  He had missed Greg just as much as Xander had.  He seemed
to talk more to Greg than he did to Xander, especially about work things. 


***



Everyone
piled into the meeting for the new lab.  That way they could complain up
front.  Carl looked at them and smiled.  "I've brought in the
program I designed it on so we can do any switching that needs to be
done."  That got some smiles.  "Can someone get me a bigger
monitor so we're not all forced to stare at my laptop's?"  Cooper
went to find one and hook it up for him.  The mayor smiled. 
"Whenever you're ready for us." 


"We
can do you first and then deal with regular business.  What do you have
for us, Mr. Mendoza?" 


"I
have the new plans for the lab."  He put them up onto the screen so
they could see. 


"My
tank's usually built in, metal and water," Calleigh admitted. 
"Plus I need a separate firing range."  He moved to that
section.  "Hey, I get a corner."  He smiled at that. 
"That works for me," she agreed.  "How long?"  He
put up the measurements.  "That's fine.  The exemplar cabinet is
hung up."  The Chief gave her a look.  "I had two fires. 
They've already gutted mine, Chief." 


"Fine,"
he agreed.  He saw Speed staring at his.  "Problems, CSI
Speedle?" 


"Trace
is a bit tiny."  That lab got highlighted.  "That's
why.  The machines stick out more than they need to.  You can build
them in a bit. Like you would a fridge."  That got a nod and it was
changed with a few mouse clicks and a few key taps. "That works." 


"Switch
Trace and the free lab," Horatio ordered quietly.  "I do most of
my work in Trace.  That way I can see my office."  That got and
the rooms were switched. 


"Bathrooms?"
Adam asked.  They were highlighted.  He smiled.  "Plus the
Decontam shower next to it.  Smart design.  Even nearer to where
those three would need them.  Fully ADA compliant?"  That got a
nod.  "Thank you." 


"The
back ones are only two stalls, one handicap accessible.  One sink that's
compliant.  Since the other has urinals I decided not to put any in this
one." 


"We
can use a stall too," Eric assured him.  "Plenty of us do
anyway."  That got a nod. 


"Can
we have whoever designed Xander's surveillance system put in ours?" Cooper
asked.  "His is top notch and work where they're needed." 
Horatio nodded that he'd get the name.  "Thanks, bossman." 


"Welcome,
Cooper.  I agree, we could use it."  He stared.  "I
can accept a slightly smaller office if we need it to be that way." 
That got a smile and a nod.  "Storage?"  That was
highlighted.  Most of the lab was in a good flow pattern. 
"Evidence one will need a work table."  That got adjusted but it
made Cooper's lab shrink.  "What's above that area?" 


"Heating
ducts before," Cooper offered.  "We could move them upstairs,
Horatio.  The elevator goes there." 


"You
need to clean out the old files anyway," the Chief reminded him. 
"It's your bi-yearly purge year."  That got a nod. 


"How
about we designate one of those closets as an evidence locker for things that
are presently in trial?" the mayor asked.  "Things you might
have to reopen but shouldn't have to get to in a moment's notice to check
evidence?  It would help with the bi-yearly purges." 


"We
can do that," Horatio agreed.  "We have two too many closets on
the lab floor anyway."  That got a nod and they were changed. 
"Expand that one by a few feet please?"  It was done and the
other one was taken out.  "That does work." 


"Works
for me," Speed agreed. 


"Me
too," Adam agreed.  His second-in-command nodded as well. 
"Pad the area between the two offices with a closet for supplies like pens
and things."  It was added.  The spare room on the other side
was highlighted.  "We really don't need a third office," he
admitted. 


"Not
unless we get a swing shift," Horatio agreed. 


"She
can work in my office, Horatio.  Not like I'm in mine as much as you
are.  You do three times the paperwork I do."  That got a
nod.  He was the lab's head, it was his job.  "Any word on
Ecklie out in Las Vegas?" 


"Ready
to throw fits at the Sheriff about what he's doing," he admitted. 
"He wanted to fire some of the techs for not answering the call to get to
Greg's place.  Ecklie wanted to retrain them.  I told Grissom he should
have Mac come out to do the reeducation."  That got a few snickers
from Eric and Calleigh.  "He should," he said with a grin for
them.  "We won't need that third office, Carl."  It got
taken out and their offices were nice and large.  "You can shrink those. 
I don't need to be able to hold a boxing match in mine."  That got a
small grin and he shrunk it back down a bit, adding some extra to Adam's
office. "Okay, look it over, people." 


"I
like mine," Cooper promised.  "It's out of the sunlight, which the
last one wasn't.  You did mark I'd need heavy draw for the computers and
stuff?"  That got a nod.  "There's a working A/C
system?"  That got a smirk and a nod. 
"Hallelujah."  Eric patted him on the back.  "Anytime
it goes out I've got to run fans into my computers, Eric." 


"With
you and QD being there, we shouldn't have to worry about it," Ryan
offered.  "Having the EDAX machine back there means it can quit
messing up everything in the surrounding labs when it runs too." 


"And
it's not next to mine," Cooper agreed happily. 


"Does
this suit you?" Mr. Mendoza asked.  Everyone nodded and Calleigh gave
him a pat to the arm.  "Good.  Now for the architectural
elements.  Did anyone not like the last lab design's ones?" 
Half the people raised their hands.  "All the glass?" 


"Thin
glass," Speed told him.  "Most labs are glassed in but that was
thin glass.  It would've shattered at the first hurricane that shook the
building.  I'd also like some structure with the glass.  Maybe a few
real walls here and there." 


"That's
what I thought since most everyone seemed to like some of the elements of the
last lab."  He got into that file.  "That's how I
envisioned it."  It was only the main foyer and the first hallway,
enough to give them an idea. 


"I
didn't mind the green hues," Calleigh offered.  The others nodded so
the colors were changed. 


"Walls
or other structural things," Speed said, coming over to point. 
"Here, here, maybe break it up some?" 


"That
was my second idea."  He opened that one and everyone smiled at that
once he had changed the colors.  "Do we like this one
better?"  Everyone nodded.  It felt airy and open but not too
bright in the wrong spots and there were some half walls and a few more real
walls.  Plus the stairwells looked nicer.  He printed out those
pictures and saved the floorplans, printing them out.  "Here you
go.  Also a cost estimate."  He got into that file for the
second design details and handed that over.  "Including fixing that
horrible accident on the front wall.  Horatio said they were going to pay
about five million to repair the original problems.  That'll come in at
eight, which was their original estimate.  With overtime to do it faster
it'll come in about nine and a half and could be done in as little as a month's
time."  That got brighter smiles.  He handed Horatio
something.  "Since you said you'd cover the plans." 


"Of
course."  He looked at it and nodded.  "More than
reasonable.  I'll make out the check tonight.  It's at
home."  That got a nod and he closed everything and unhooked his
laptop.  "Thank you for the speedy and wonderful service." 


"I
like the lab.  You helped me when I needed it."  He shook hands
and left them alone. 


"More
than reasonable," the Mayor agreed.  "I've already got news of
the grant coming through.  It'll be transferred down in two day's
time.  This includes the clean-up effort."  Horatio smiled at
that.  "That leaves us with a month of work to do.  Can you
stand working in the other lab for that long?" 


"As
long as half of them are gone we're fine," that supervisor agreed. 
"We're overcrowded with all of them there for regular shifts." 


"We
do have money donated to cover any additional vacation time this would
need," the Mayor agreed.  The Chief looked at him.  "It was
donated for that purpose directly." 


"Oh." 
He nodded.  "That's fine.  That'll mean they won't have to take
the built-up leave time." 


"Some
of us need to save up anyway, sir," Ryan pointed out.  He got given
an odd look.  "My wife's six months pregnant.  I'm going on
leave for the first few weeks after the delivery." 


"Good! 
I like that.  It shows a good commitment to your family, Officer
Wolfe." 


"It'll
mean Xander can't fuss his wife into a coma," Speed said dryly. 
Everyone else nodded and giggled.  "We'll work that out back at the
lab, sir.  That way you guys can go onto other problems.  A
month?" 


"We'll
need to take bids," one council member offered. 


"I've
heard three have been submitted.  We'll announce it formally, give them a
week.  Then we'll decide within 2 days.  That'll give them time to
place orders before the cleanup is finished."  That got a mass of
nods.  "So that means just over a month.  Is that
acceptable?" 


"More
than, sir.  Thank you for doing this in such an efficient
manner."  He stood up and shook hands.  "We'll let you get
back to the other matters."  He left and the others followed
him.  Now he knew why Xander felt like the Godfather now and then. 
Speed clapped him on the back and he smiled at him.  "It's a good
design." 


"It
is," Natalia agreed happily.  "I'm sorry they screwed it up so
badly.  They weren't supposed to." 


"We
know, they were idiot feds," Speed agreed.  "Fortunately we
don't have to work with their sort that often.  Agent Elliot," he
said, having spotted him.  "Problems?" 


"A
few.  You're right, they're idiot feds.  We hire to a higher standard
at the Treasury."  Speed smirked and nodded at that. 
"We've just flagged six extremely large payments to your son,
Speedle.  He's not at home." 


"He's
out with Greg in the park, looking at the statues and fountains.  He's
trying to figure if he wants to put one outside the addition we're putting
on."  That got a smile.  "From Yemen?" 


"Two
were.  The rest weren't and I'm frankly worried.  I've got Deputy
Director Fornell and Mr. Young from the State Department in my office." 


"Coming,"
Horatio agreed. "Speed?" 


"I'll
get the boys and meet you there."  That got a nod and they headed off
to their respective hummers. 


"Looks
like manpower was solved for today," Calleigh quipped.  The head of
that lab nodded.  "I noticed your trace one didn't like working with
him." 


"She
called him a grumpy vampire a few times.  She's a bit sunny and
bright." 


"She
wears t-shirts with Carebears and believes in the slogans," Eric told her.



"Even
Willow's not that perky," Ryan agreed.  "Though I did hear she
pounced someone and growled." 


"We
were proud of her for it too," that boss said dryly. 
"Fine.  One of you be on call for cases for us today?" 
That got a nod and Eric raised his hand.  "Thanks, guys.  Let's
get back to work and we'll figure out who's working what hours later. 
Frankly, I'm keeping Cooper if I can.  You guys can have Tony." 


"Fat
chance," Eric and Ryan said together. 


"I'd
still copy the matches for you guys," Cooper teased. 


Ryan
looked at him. "I'm going to beat Tony the next time he decides it's cute
Willow has a mood swing.  Then I'm going to lock them in a room
together."  That got a smirk and a hug from Cooper.  "We
like you enough to keep you," he agreed.  "Let's go.  Can
we get lunch on the way?  Willow packed me bean sprouts and tofu if anyone
wants it." 


"I
do," one of the night shift people said.  Ryan nodded she could have
it.  They filed out to head back, Ryan doing the lunch run for everyone
since he was going out anyway. 


***



Speed
walked the boys into the Treasury department.  "We're the last ones
for the conference in Agent Elliot's office." 


"He's
expecting you, CSI Speedle."  She let them sign in and gave them
visitor's passes then watched them walk back that way.  "I wonder
what they're getting into," she mused.  "Can't be
terrorists.  Fornell's not from that section of the FBI."  She'd
have to ask the secretary back there if she knew anything later on. 


Speed
tapped then let them go in first.  "We're here.  I had to make
Greg quit playing in the piano fountain."  That got a smile from
Horatio.  "It's fun." 


"It
is," Xander agreed. "Is it the Yemen people?" 


"Two
of them are," Fornell said.  Xander shifted until he could see the
screen.  "Do you know any of these people?" 


Xander
nodded and highlighted a name.  "That was Lady Death's other
student.  I looked through her black book and I remember her putting
little hearts around his name and her file on him was pretty thick." 


"Okay. 
I've got someone going through those records so we should find them,"
Fornell agreed.  "Anyone else?" 


Xander
considered it, frowning some.  "That name above it sounds familiar
but I don't know why.  Or from where.  Greg?"  He came over
to look then shrugged.  "Maybe Don would remember?" 


"Maybe,"
he agreed. 


Xander
called Don.  "It's me.  Where do I know the name Angela
Ducrats-Fairbank from?  It sounded familiar but Greg doesn't
know."  Don typed something in.  "Sorry to interrupt your
lunch, Uncle Don.  Greg's fine by the way."  He grinned at
Greg.  "He said you'd better stay that way or else he'd let Tara
spank you." 


"Not
my fault the pot granny's dealer came after me.  It was his for being too
stoned to realize my apartment didn't have the pot cloud from under the
door."  Horatio snickered quietly at that.  "Really, worse
than before, Horatio.  Even the teenagers who sit on the porch upstairs to
get high off her excess cloud say it's too much now."  Fornell gave
him an odd look.  "She's seventy, she smokes about a pound and a half
a day at the moment.  We've got two teenagers who sit above us on the
walkway to get high off the cloud that comes out from under her doorway. 
Horatio got a buzz from ringing my doorbell.  Before you ask, we've told
them and Horatio complained to make them actually bust her."  Xander
suddenly giggled.  "What?" 


"That
was the lady in Russia who thought you should be an underwear model according
to Mac," Xander told him.  Greg snickered at that memory. "Is
she a bad guy, Mac?"  He grinned.  "Thanks."  He
hung up.  "Yes, she's connected to the Russian Mafia.  She hates
them but she's connected.  She thought Greg should become an underwear
model after seeing him in a swimsuit and offered him ten grand for a few hours
of his time."  Horatio leaned on Speed's shoulder, apparently
remembering that fit.  He shrugged and looked sheepish.  "Not
your fault, baby.  You do look good in a speedo."  He kissed
him. "As for the last name, not a clue.  Honey?"  He looked
then shook his head. 


"Call
Lady Heather," Greg said.  "I know that name."  He
took Xander's phone to call.  "Sonya, Gregory.  No, an odd
situation.  Is she awake?  Is Lyle or Santiago?"  He
smiled.  "Please.  Master Santiago, Gregory Sanders.  Yes,
sir.  We're with the Treasury and a deputy director of the FBI... Fornell,
sir.  Definitely.  Looking at huge checks sent to Xander.  Like
my lab's budget and higher, sir.  One name is clicking with me and I think
Lady Heather might be able to tell us what field she's in.  Lydia
Ambrose."  He stiffened.  "Really?  Can I hand you to
him, sir?  Thank you, sir.  Here you go, Deputy Director
Fornell." 


"Who
am I speaking to?" he asked into the phone.  The answer made him
stiffen.  "I see.  She is?"  He nodded once. 
"Why would she be gifting Mr. Harris?"  He raised an
eyebrow.  "Really?  That's fine then.  No, a Angela
Ducrats-Fairbank.  The boys met her in Russian according to a source who
remembered in New York."  He nodded once, making mental notes. 
"For the same reason or otherwise?"  He smirked. 
"Thank you, sir.  No, the other was Lady Death's other student. 
Yes, sir, that one.  That's fine.  Thank you and I would appreciate
that help, sir."  He hung up and handed the phone back. 
"That was a hidden account of Lady Death's." 


"Which
means Greg gets ten percent," Xander said happily, grinning at Greg. 
"So you can move away from the pot granny and somewhere safer." 
Greg grinned at that idea.  "Did you put your rent on
autodraft?" 


"I
keep it there," he reminded him, giving him a kiss.  "Calm
down."  Xander nodded, giving him a hug.  "Good boy. 
What're we doing about these?" 


"I'll
mark them as releasable," Agent Elliot offered, doing that.  Then he
did another search.  "And there's this one still sitting
somewhere.  Mr. Harris, perhaps we should pick it up?" 


"If
I did that I'd have to hand it back.  It's from a mafia guy.  I'm not
touching it." 


"Fine." 
He made a note on that.  "You should probably send back a nice
'you're too kind but I really can't accept this' letter." 


"Already
have.  He said I needed it anyway.  I don't know why."  He
shrugged.  "So I left it there.  I'll donate it to a charity or
something.  If it's cursed I'll donate it to a charity I don't
like."  That got a look from his father and Horatio. 
"What?  I can do that to the Focus on the Family assholes who send my
grandfather threatening letters." 


"Has
he reported them?" Fornell asked patiently. 


Xander
looked at him. "They're major campaign contributors.  Do you really
think anyone's going to bust them?  I'm the naive one, Fornell, and even I
know they're not going to get busted." 


"Probably
true," he sighed.  He looked at the computer again.  "Is
that another one backed up?" 


"It
is and I'm still doing research on it," Agent Elliot admitted.  He
looked at Xander. "The same route as those two checks that came in around
the same time as the one from Vancouver." 


"They
can send it to the lab for the rebuild."  He shrugged. 
"Any others?  Greg should eat." 


"Is
that like saying the teddy bear has a booboo when a kid has one?" Greg
asked.  "Because I *know* you didn't have breakfast." 
Xander gave him a sheepish look.  "Come on, we'll go eat,
Xander."  He walked him out shaking his head. "Thank you." 


Horatio
looked at the agents.  "Anything else we should know about?" 
Elliot printed it out and handed over the list. 
"Interesting."  He let Speed have it.  "Thank
you.  We're going to have lunch." 


"That's
fine," Fornell agreed.  "Thank him for helping our agents for
me, please." 


"Why
were they watching him?" Speed asked. 


"He
seems to draw assassins and serial killers.  They're hoping he's not
starting another cult." 


"He
didn't start the other one," Horatio offered.  "We found out
about them afterward." 


"Any
idea why he draws them?" 


"When
he was younger and dating women, he dated a vengeance demon," Speed told
him.  That got a single nod.  "He just does.  It could be
where he's from.  We're not sure."  He walked out with
Horatio.  "Meet you at the usual spot?" 


"I'm
going to get Frank, so wait on us."  That got a nod and Speed headed
out while Horatio went to pick up Frank and possibly Yelina for lunch. 
"Frank." 


"Horatio." 
He smiled and motioned him over.  "I've got something for you. 
This was sent to you." 


"Continue,
please," he said, looking at the envelope.  He opened it and stared
at it then at the enclosed gift certificate.  "I see." 


"All
I know is that it came with a letter wrapped around it like the donations to
the labs did.  I had your QD person compare them, same handwriting." 


Horatio
looked at him.  "Either they support us very well or they want us to
hand over Xander." 


Frank
looked at the gift certificate then at him.  "Well, you dressed sharp
before," he teased. 


"Did
anyone get the main envelope?" 


"I
sealed it for your boys.  Gave it to Wolfe."  Horatio pulled out
his phone.  "He said it had nothing, Horatio.  But.. since
Mayper couldn't find anyone last night before he left he dropped stuff off for
you guys with me.  It's in the office."  He led him that way,
letting him see the boxes.  "All yours." 


"Help
me carry it down so I can scream?" 


"Sure." 
He handed him half the stack and got the rest, but Yelina leaned in. 
"Get the manilla envelopes out of the filing cabinet and anything we drop
please?" 


"Sure." 
She did that, carrying them down to the back of the hummer.  "What's
all this?" 


"Stuff
Mayper's had in the closet for a while," Frank admitted.  "He
said a few he had forgotten to hand over to Xander."  He
shrugged.  "I don't know why.  He couldn't find anyone so he
sent it to me last night before I could leave." 


Horatio
sat down to open one of the manila envelopes, frowning at it.  The front
had his name on them.  "These are to me?" 


"Yup. 
He said bribes to get you to dump Xander." 


Horatio
looked at him.  "Why is it they weren't interested before?" 


"I
don't know, Horatio, but apparently you're one hot ass in the city," Frank
teased. 


Horatio
shook his head with a sigh.  "I was before, but then I got older." 
He put everything back.  "I'll let the boys help me later." 


"You
might call his grandparents first, see if they've got more." 


"They're
busy with Don and Tara's wedding.  I'm going to lunch with Speed. 
Want to join us, you two?" 


"Sure,"
Yelina agreed happily. 


"I
could eat.  You're in a good mood so the lab's getting done when?" 


"The
plans were accepted today by everyone.  Bids are only open for a
week.  Then we'll have about a month's wait."  That got a
smile.  "Get in you two.  I'll drive."  He got off the
back and closed the door, stopping to pick up the gift certificate that had
fallen.  "I'm wondering how she knew about the skunk Thumper ran
into." 


"Skunks
in Miami?" 


"A
neighbor's pet, Frank."  That got a shudder.  He got in to
drive, Yelina got into the backseat, and Frank got into the passenger's
seat.  "We're heading to the usual spot." 


"You
can even buy," Frank teased. 


"I
can."  He backed out and headed that way, glaring at a box that was
on the ground.  "What is that one?"  She got out to get it,
then went to give it to someone inside.  "Interesting." 
She got back in and he continued on.  "Did it come with a
catalog?" 


"Yup,
but Ian has it.  He walked off muttering and frowning.  Don't know
why," he admitted. 


"I'm
about to swear," Horatio admitted. 


"Why
did they send you things?" Yelina asked.  "I know about the
family curse on Xander from Ray Junior." 


"They're
sending him things so he leaves Xander," Frank told her.  "Some
want him, some want him out of the way.  They're bribes." 


"But
that's dumb," she pointed out.  "No one would do that." 


"If
it wasn't love they might," Horatio corrected.  "They think it's
an infatuation.  They're wrong, but they think it is."  He
turned a corner and parked since there was a spot on the end of the row. 
"Better.  Should we tell Speed about those?" 


"I'd
hope we can see the hummer," Frank said, getting out.  He locked his
door.  Horatio took the keys and locked his, letting Yelina get out. 
She smiled at him for that bit of help.  He locked the other doors then
made sure the gate was locked before heading inside.  "We're with
Speedle.  Scruffy, dark hair?"  That got a nod and the host led
them to a table overlooking the street and both hummers.  "Mayper
brought over stuff." 


"Charming. 
I got you water, guys."  They nodded and looked at the menus. 
"Hey, Horatio, look, a punk with a spray can."  Horatio got up
and went to drive the little punk off.  "So, we were right and Mayper
was holding some back?" he asked quietly. 


"He
said his wife was.  She was jealous.  At least until he got another
dead animal the other day.  Alexx has it and it came from the same spot as
the bunny?" 


"I'm
going to be calling LA later then," he assured him.  A cruiser pulled
up and Horatio put the sobbing young man into the back with a shove then came
back across the street.  "Wonder if he actually tagged
them."  Horatio sat down a moment later.  "He get to use
the paint?" 


"No. 
He's still in trouble.  I found him relieving himself on your hummer's
tire."  He smiled at the waiter.  "I'd like the chicken
caesar salad, extra dressing."  That got a nod and he wrote it down. 


"That
sounds good," Yelina agreed.  "I'll have the same and some
tea?" 


He
nodded.  "Sweet, brewed, or unsweetened?" 


"Sweet
is fine," she said with a smile.  He nodded and took their menus,
looking at Frank. 


"I
should be a good boy." 


"You're
not a boy, Frank." 


"I
thought you said we'd never grow up," Speed teased back. 


"You
won't.  He has.  When are you two going to become official?" 


"I
asked.  She refused.  She said if I asked again she was going to move
out.  So I'm leaving it alone.  Otherwise I'll have to sleep in the
new dungeon going in at Xander's until he gets her back for me and makes her
beg to take me back and marry me." 


Frank
gave him an odd look then looked at the waiter.  "Give me the steak
and mushroom salad."  That got a nod.  "Unsweetened tea
please." 


"Give
me that and a side of onion petals," Speed said, handing his over. 
"And a refill."  The waiter took his glass and walked off. 
"You didn't know Xander was adding onto the house?" 


"I
heard he was thinking about it." 


"He's
putting on a two story addition next to the office.  That'll give Horatio
an office and it'll be a dungeon downstairs." 


"Plus
the bunker for the sword and other collections," Horatio agreed. 
Someone came over and looked at him.  "Gordon.  A light
day?" 


"Horatio. 
Did Mayper's wife finally give over stuff she was hiding?"  Frank
nodded. "Good.  We'll bring over the rest of the stuff we've gotten
and give Ian a copy of the log- ins."  He walked off after patting
him on the shoulder.  "You've got a few very pretty suits." 


"So
they're really pressing hard," Speed teased.  Horatio showed him the
gift certificate.  "Huh.  Well, you'll have something new and
pretty to wear to Don's wedding then." 


"I'm
thinking about bringing him down to see if he needs a new one," Horatio
admitted.  "Him and his father both."  He texted that to
Don, who squealed back.  "He's happy today."  He put it
back into his pocket.  "How long was the log?" 


"Fairly. 
You'd have to ask Ian, Horatio.  I know both those envelopes are
filled.  I sorted them myself last night."  He sipped his
water.  "If you guys decide to let Mayper go, my wife might not mind
doing it for the boy.  She likes to threaten folk." 


Horatio
looked at him.  "I'm thinking about letting the lawyers handle
it." 


"Three
more years," Speed reminded him.  That got a silent nod.  Yelina
looked at him. "The family curse only lasts for four years,
Yelina."  She shook her head.  "Really.  Then it'll
fade off.  Probably without too many problems since he's getting all the
'why don't you want mes' now." 


"I
can only hope so," Horatio agreed.  "Plus that the IRS is very
understanding."  Speed nodded at that.  "Did you hear that
Xander drug Ian in with him the last time he went?"  Frank snickered.
"It helped. He's paying taxes out of the auction proceeds."  
He sipped his water, smiling when his salad was brought.  "Thank
you."  He put down the others then disappeared again.  Horatio
tasted his then added some cheese from the bowl he had put down.  "I
do miss having a standard lunch now and then." 


"You
and me both," Speed agreed.  "But it's nice that we've got a
light load at the moment." 


"Fear
of the Wrath of Caine," Frank teased. 


"That
is a rumor you started, Frank." 


"Not
really, Horatio.  I got it off one of the rookie patrol guys." 


Horatio
snorted and looked out at the hummer, then back at Speed.  "We have
to go through things." 


"You
need the log for the IRS," Speed reminded him. 


"I
know.  We'll get it from Ian and we'll notate it like you would
evidence.  Did she even check these for the possibility of sending them
back?" 


"I
don't know," Frank admitted.  They watched as Gordon got out of a
truck and someone opened the back of the hummer so they could load in some
other boxes and a few large bags.  "They have hummer keys?" 


"No."  
He texted Gordon, getting back an answer.  The guards finished loading the
back of the hummer, then shut it.  It wouldn't close, making Horatio
wince.  They shoved something back inside and shut it again, this time it
stuck.  Horatio sighed and ate another bite of his salad.  "I do
not like this family curse." 


"Maybe
if Abby is pregnant it'll be a girl," Speed offered.  "That way
she'll follow Lady Heather." 


Yelina
shook her head quickly.  "I just saw a toddler in a leather collar
and diaper cover."  Speed and Frank both snickered. 


"Not
until they're potty trained, Yelina.  Leather's hard to get clean and
diapers would ruin it," Horatio assured her.  She gave him an odd
look.  "Xander said so." 


She
checked his forehead.  "If you have today off, you should be taking a
nap, Horatio." 


"After
lunch."  He went back to eating, watching his tailgate pop open. 


Speed
took his keys and went to fix it by loading some of the stuff into the back
seat to relieve the pressure.  Especially the suits since one was in the
way of the latch.  Speed found the envelope with his name and looked then
snickered.  He slammed the tailgate, getting a wince from Horatio for the
rough treatment of his beloved hummer.  Speed turned and found one of the
nightshift lab's people.  "Present giving people.  Someone gave
H Armani and Ralph Lauren to get him to dump Xander." 


"Wonderful. 
Can he send them back?"  Speed shrugged. "I wish you luck with
that stalker issue.  Where are you guys eating lunch?"  He
pointed.  "You know you're both off, right?"  He nodded. 
"Can we have your hummer?  I know we won't get Horatio's." 
He dug out the keys and handed them over. "Thanks, Speed.  Have a
good afternoon off."  She went to repossess the hummer, making sure
no presents were in it.  She found a soda and tossed it to him then headed
back to work.  Someone else had went to get Eric's hummer.  It wasn't
fair.  Since the felony lab was working with them they should have access
to the hummers.  The boss could complain all she wanted - she was not
stupid enough to ask Horatio Caine for his back so they could use it, but the
rest should be fair game.  Right? 


Speed
walked back in.  "Sister Melody needed the hummers back." 


"At
least she didn't take mine." 


"We're
going to have to take yours back," Speed admitted.  "We can move
the stuff out of the way for a few minutes then head to Xander's?" 
Horatio nodded, taking a bite of his dessert.  "Feel better?" 


"I
don't have the urge to scream," he admitted.  "It's
wonderful."  Speed grinned and got his own dessert, letting the other
two shake their heads.  "You're off?" 


"Both
of us and Eric probably.  I know he had one checked out yesterday and
probably didn't leave it there." 


"You
guys know nightshift at your lab complains about never having enough hummers,
right?" Frank teased. 


"We
know.  We hear them complain every few weeks," Speed agreed. 
"They can file for a grant to buy a few more.  We did." 


Yelina
smiled at him.  "It'll work itself out.  Maybe one of them will
buy Horatio his own so he doesn't have to share." 


"Don't
even suggest that out loud, Yellna," Horatio warned. 


"Yeah,
with his luck he'll wake up to three of them in his driveway some
morning," Frank agreed. 


Horatio
moaned and ate another bite of the chocolate cake.  "Frank," he
complained when he had swallowed. 


"Sorry,
Horatio." 


"Sorry,
H," Speed agreed, smirking at him.  "You'd rather have a new
bike?" 


Horatio
looked at him.  "No thank you.  I feel safer in the
hummer." 


Yelina
patted him on the hand even though she was giggling.  "It'll be all
right, Horatio." 


"Three
more years before they give up," Horatio agreed. He finished his cake and
got the bill.  They walked back out to the hummer, going to restack the
back seat so it could be used for a few minutes.  Frank and Yelina got
into the back.  Speed got up front and Horatio got in to drive.  He
dropped the detectives off and headed back to Xander's.  He found Greg
staring at the door.  "What?" he asked, getting out of the
hummer.  "Letter from someone?" 


"Yeah. 
They've got Thumper," he said, handing it over.  "Not a clue who
they are since the dog's inside in the study."  He looked at the back
of the hummer.  "Why does it look like the hummer's filled with boxes
and bags?  Are you moving in today?" he asked, sounding happy about
the prospect. 


"For
the holidays, Greg. This is stuff Mayper and the two grandparents had
stored." 


"There's
a whole row of suits," Speed admitted with a grin. "Help us carry
then we can mark things off the log list." 


"Sure,
that way we have something to do today," he agreed.  They got to work
hefting, making Xander whimper.  "Most of them are for him,
Xander.  Calm down." 


"Why?"
he asked bitterly, heading for the kitchen. There was a tube of cookie dough
with his name on it.  He had put the post-it onto the tube himself that
morning since he knew he was going to pick up stuff from Gordon and the family
out there.  He came back with a large chunk and Greg opened his mouth so
he shared for the price of a kiss.  "Do I need to help?" 


"You
could," Horatio agreed. "We'll let you look people up for
us."  Xander gave a weak smile at that.  "Some of this
Mayper's wife hid in the closets and he only found it last night while they
were packing." 


"Not
like I care if she stole it or not, Horatio."  He went to turn on his
computer, which woke his dog.  "Daddy Horatio has boxes,
Thumper," he offered.  The dog licked his hand then went to
investigate the new play areas.  He sat down to read his email, sending
one to Lady Heather about the new pile of presents.  Then he went to check
the hummer, coming back with the box that had fallen out after he closed the
tailgate. "Here, you dropped it," he complained.  He tossed it
to Speed.  Thumper growled at the box.  "Huh.  He only
reacts that way to blood."  Horatio took the box outside to deal with
it, and they all watched as he hurried away and let it explode. 
"Huh.  Someone else I get to main and destroy."  He went to
look up the name on the return label.  It might not be the right person
but it gave him something to do.  Horatio came in, giving him a hug. 
"I'm fine.  Just pouting." 


"I
went into shock," he admitted.  He gave him a kiss on the forehead.
"Keep Thumper inside today. Greg found a note on the door saying someone
had kidnaped him." 


"Yeah,
I sent them off begging and whining earlier," he admitted.  "The
Shift Supervisor was more than happy to come get the officer who had done
that."  He gave him a look.  "Once he was down I even let
Thumper have him for a few until his boss got there. The boss was not happy." 
Horatio walked off shaking his head to tell the others. 


"Where
was I?" Greg called from the living room. 


"Getting
groceries, baby." 


"Oh,
okay."  He nodded at that.  Speed shook his head quickly, going
back to sorting into who they were meant for.  Greg even got his very own
stack this time.  "Now I know why Xander has a love/hate thing going
about this.  It's nice that they like me, but man!"  He looked
at the first thing.  No name, no return address, nothing on it but the
address to the house by Star Island and his name below the Fed Ex tracking
bar.  He went to get his laptop and log onto the Fed Ex tracking site so
he could trace it back.  Then he sat down with a notebook to deal with
tracing it back.  The address came up 'no such address' by the state's
databases.  But it did list a name on the account.  So he noted that
down and what it was, then bagged the wrapping in a regular kitchen storage
bag.  No sense wasting the more expensive evidence bags on these. 
Horatio smiled at him and Speed nodded at his style, moving to do their own
tracking searches.  Greg's phone rang so he awkwardly pulled it out. 
"I keep putting into the wrong pocket," he complained, answer it.
"It's me."  He smiled.  "Hi, Nick.  Dealing with
the presents someone sent me to make me dump Xander.  Yeah, those
sort.  Why?"  He blinked.  "Really?  How much of
my stuff was damaged?"  He smirked.  "I was going to move
anyway.  Thanks, man.  Sure, storage is fine.  Thank you,
Nick."  He hung up.  "The pot granny set herself on fire by
sleeping while smoking.  One of my walls went up too.  Most
everything's fine, just my tv and a few plants that aren't." 


"You
did need to move somewhere with better security," Speed agreed. 
"You can hunt online while you're down here and move the day before you go
back on shift."  That got a grin and a nod, and Greg moved onto the
next present of his.  He only had a few so he moved to help Horatio with
his, whistling at the pretty suits.  "He can't send those back. 
He tried the last few, they wouldn't take them," Speed assured him. 


"Someone
will be pretty for a very long time," Greg said, teasing Horatio's calf,
earning a small smirk for it.  "What?  I know I'm shameless and
I revel in it."  Horatio and Speed both laughed at that. 
"I do.  So, can I help you try them on?" 


"You
can," he agreed.  "Later."  Greg nodded and got to
work notating what they were and which store they had come from.  One
thing got an interested look.  "Why did you get a lab-created,
ruby-studded dog dish?" 


"I'm
hoping it's to treat Thumper," he said dryly, looking it over. 
"No, it has your name on it."  He handed it over with a smile.
"Apparently they think you need a leash, Greg." 


"Not
hardly.  Even though I do look pretty in a collar."  He put it
aside after noting it down.  He felt Speed staring. 
"Raves.  I keep my key in it."  That just got a nod and
Speed went back to work while he grinned at Horatio.  "Can we go out
tonight?" 


"Are
you able to dance with the broken arm?" Horatio teased. 


"I
won't be doing too much getting low but I can try." 


"Then
we can go."  He stole a kiss.  "After we do this and have
dinner."  They nodded and got back to work.  "Speed?" 


"You
guys need guards, Horatio.  One of us has to go.  Otherwise they
might take one of you guys instead of the dog tonight."  He leaned
over to look toward the office.  "Did Ian show up, Xander?" 


"Phil
did.  It's Ian's day off.  He thought I shouldn't come in for lunch
for a while." 


"We'll
see," Horatio noted.  He looked at the next suit. 
"Apparently I'm shorter and fatter."  He put it aside.  At
the very least the store might let him exchange it for the right size.  If
not, he could donate it to charity. 


Greg
held up a sapphire dildo.  "Someone went to a lot of trouble." 


Speed
looked then shrugged. "Probably really expensive, but hey, we're helping
wipe out people with bad taste," he said happily.  "Maybe we can
send that to Aiden with the guy's name?  That way she can have a talk with
them about their bad taste?" 


Horatio
looked at him then reached over to feel his forehead. "Are you feeling all
right, Speed?  You're not usually that mean." 


"It's
a sapphire dildo, Horatio.  They deserve it." 


"True,
but you're still usually not mean enough to sic Aiden on someone. 
Calleigh.  Eric's sisters.  Not usually Aiden." 


"I
could sic Stella on 'em," he offered with a sweet smile.  "Or
Mac." 


"I'd
like to see Mac go talk to someone about the sapphire dildo," Greg
snickered.  "Have someone film his face and stuff." 


"He's
went to talk to a few others," Horatio admitted.  "I think
Xander's paying him for it." 


Xander
leaned in. "Of course I am.  Is that what I think it is?" 
Greg held it up.  "I know a club we could use that as an accessory
at."  He headed for the kitchen. "Anyone want a drink?" 


"Please,"
Speed called.  Xander brought a soda out for him and juices for the other
too then took his cookie dough chunk back into the office with his soda. 
"Do you need more?" 


"Do
you want me to start screaming in rage?" Xander countered. 


"Why
would you?" Horatio said. 


"Because
someone direct deposited money into my bank account again!" 


Horatio
went to look, letting Xander show him.  "Any idea where it came
from?" 


"I
called the bank to ask, they said it was locked.  I think it's the mafia
person because I wouldn't take his gift."  He leaned against
Horatio's stomach.  "Can I hide and never come out again?" 


"We'll
do what we can," he soothed, stroking through his hair.  He looked at
the balance then at him.  "I thought you had more." 


"I
put more into the retirement account." 


"Oh.
That's reasonable."  He gave him a kiss and went back to work. Then
he leaned back in.  "Greg wants to go clubbing tonight." 
Xander grinned at that.  "We'll go after dinner."  He went
back to work again. 


Xander
got back to work on his accounts.  Speed came in to fax stuff to the
office.  "Phil's on today." 


"I
heard."  He gave him a hug.  "You okay?" 


"I'm
not really sure." 


"Okay." 
He gave him a kiss on the head and took the pages back, putting them into the
log book.  "Want to come in with the deposit slip for the cash and
stuff?" 


"Must
I?" 


"Yup." 
Xander groaned but came in to do that. They watched the totals be noted and
calculated with the laptop's calculator.  This time Horatio got more. 
It was a nice change. 


***



Xander
looked over with a smile a few weeks later when he saw Horatio come in. 
"The addition's done." 


"Good." 
He snuck a kiss. "Can we see?" 


"Sure. 
Is Greg still here?  He got called earlier by Grissom." 


"He's
to report tomorrow night.  He should be around here somewhere." 
Xander nodded and led him past the office doorway to the new addition.  It
was a beautiful entry to it with an external door as well.  There was a
double set of doors and a staircase in front of them.  "Sound
control?" he asked. 


"Fully
soundproofed so you don't have to see what I'm doing."  That got a
small smile and they went up to check out Horatio's office.  It was subtly
decorated in creams, blues, and greens.  It had lighter wood than he had used
downstairs for the bookshelves and desk, plus some very nice throw rugs. 
Horatio sat down in his new chair and moaned.  Xander grinned. 
"Like it?" 


"I
do.  I could sleep in it." 


"Your
couch pulls out if you need it to," he promised with a smile.  "But
you'd have to be really mean for me to kick you out of bed."  That
got a smile and they went down to look at the new dungeon.  The equipment
was put into built-in armoire looking cabinets.  The straps were already
up and in the configuration he used most often. The new equipment he hadn't had
room for before was spread around as well.  A new spanking bench. 
The new furry tube.  A good chair for Xander to sit in and watch when he
needed to.  A sturdy looking massage table.  The whole floor was done
in a wipeable vinyl padding.  It didn't echo your footsteps at all. 
It matched all the equipment and it was easily cleaned and sanitized if
necessary.  The first aid kit was in prominent display with a small
cabinet below it for heating creams, bruise creams, and the numbing gels that
they used now and then.  "The surveillance equipment is already up
and been tested."  He grinned as Greg came in, giving him a
kiss.  "Do you like?" 


"I
adore this," Greg admitted, looking around.  "I like this a
lot.  Lady Heather needs a room like this at the Dominion."  He
gave them both hugs.  "Grissom needs me back, guys.  Even though
I'm not fully cleared yet." 


"We'll
miss you," Horatio promised, giving him a kiss.  Greg smiled. 
"Should we celebrate your last night down for a while?"  He
nodded and let Xander have him while Horatio went to change into more casual
clothes.  He came back and found Greg in the furry tube.  "Can
you teach me?" he requested. 


"I
can," Xander agreed happily.  "First go get a phone
extension?  My cell's in the office and I haven't put in the cordless I
want yet."  Horatio nodded, going to get that. 
"Gregory?" 


"I'm
good with that.  I was naughty today," he admitted.  He wiggled
and Xander gave him a look.  "I'm being impertinent," he said
with a smirk. 


"And
you're gonna pay for it too," he promised sweetly.  Horatio came back
with the phone and plugged it in, then put Xander's cell in the equipment
cabinet beside his.  "He's being a bossy little sub, Horatio. 
He truly wants spanked tonight." 


"I've
never spanked for more than fun and my nephew stealing candy." 


"Not
much different than your nephew, but you can hit harder."  He led
Greg over to the spanking bench and got him strapped down, then pulled Horatio
over to teach him how to do it properly.  Spanking Greg, the fun family
activity.  Even Thumper came in to watch from the massage table.  He
checked the straps, letting Horatio see how they should be.  Then he
stroked a hand down his back.  "We'll start medium today instead of
warming you up with my hand."  Greg whimpered.  "You were
what?" 


"Impudent,
Master." 


He
went to find the smaller paddle, bringing it back with two other thicker,
heavier paddles and a cane.  He held the smallest one down. 
"Kiss it," he ordered.  Greg kissed the paddle then closed his
eyes and put his head down, facing so he could watch Xander's backside. 
"Count."  He spanked him then ran a hand over the flesh. 


"One."



Xander
smiled.  "Good boy."  He spanked him a few more times,
heating up the firm flesh.  Greg kept count and he pulled Horatio over,
letting him have the paddle.  "Firm grip.  Like playing ping
pong with his butt."  Horatio nodded so he stepped back, looking at
the next paddle.  Horatio swung.  "Harder, Horatio.  He'll
be taking more than love taps in a few minutes time."  Horatio looked
at him.  "Gregory!" 


"Six,
sir."  He shifted. "Purple light!"  Xander nodded
Horatio back and he looked at him.  "The padding sucks,
Master."  Xander got him adjusted with a pillow under his hips,
making him smile when he was strapped back in.  "Thank you,
Master.  I'm green again." 


"I
take it that means I can turn him cherry red?" Horatio asked, swatting him
again. 


"Seven,
sir." 


Xander
came back over and moved Horatio, picking up the next size of paddle. 
Greg kissed it and he spanked him. 


Greg
almost yelped.  "One, Master.  Thank you, sir." 


"Good
boy, Gregory.  Fall for me."   He nodded at Horatio to go
stroke through his hair while he administered six more precise swats.  By
the time he was done, Greg was back in his mind.  Horatio was
watching.  Greg was still doing as he was told.  Horatio came up to
take the next size paddle.  "That one you need to use an upward swing
or you could damage him," he said quietly.  Horatio nodded. 
"He kisses it."  Horatio held it down and Greg kissed it. 
Then he swung it at him.  Greg moaned and tried to spread his legs, giving
the count.  "Good boy."  He nodded at Horatio to move
on.  Six swats later Horatio had him kiss it again and Greg was whimpering
and harder than he probably should be.  "Gregory, what was your
sin?" 


"Impudence. 
I was a pushy boy.  I asked to be spanked," he moaned.  Xander
put the cane in front of him and he looked at him. Greg looked at him. 
"Here?" 


"No,
not here.  I'd hurt you."  He got him unstrapped, checking all
the areas the softened leather had touched.  "Standing or in the
swing?" 


"Swing?"
Greg begged.  "Please, Master?  I've been good for the most
part."  He fell to his knees and nuzzled his crotch.
"Please?" 


Xander
looked at him.  "Are you sure?  If I put you into the swing,
you're going to go through that whole process." 


Greg
gave him an adoring look.  "Please?" 


Xander
nodded, getting Greg up and standing.  "Thank Horatio properly."



"Thank
you, sir."  He knelt and kissed his cock, then crawled after his
master.  "Master, on my stomach?" 


"Is
that a request?" 


"No,
sir," he said, looking down.  Xander fixed the straps the way he
wanted.  He got Greg into them and hitched his hands, wrists crossed,
above his head.  His ankles were strapped to the floor straps.  He
moved the two hip straps further out, lowering his hips down. 
"Comfortable?"  Greg shook his head.  "If I put them back
up we'll have to go from your shoulders down." 


"Please,
Master?" 


"Fine." 
Xander put the hip straps back up, making him barely able to stand on the
floor.  He walked around.  "You've been good so you get three
total requests.  Being spanked, and?" 


"The
suede whip?" he begged.  "Please, Master?  I want the soft
one."  Horatio got it for him and he moaned.  "A cat'o'nine
tail," he whimpered.  Horatio looked at him.  "I like
that.  Please?" 


"That's
two requests.  What's the third?" 


"More?"



"More,"
he agreed, knowing what that meant.  He put the cane back and the paddles
aside so he could clean them later.  He brought back a soft, long whip,
letting Greg see it and then kiss it.  "Move, Horatio." 


"Yes,
Tim."  He got out of the way, watching as Xander laid ten precise
welts down the center of Greg's back.  He took the whip when Greg started
to snuffle.  Then Xander brought him over.  "Over that?" 


"That
won't mark him and he wants it," Xander said quietly. 
"Kiss."  Horatio let Greg see it, letting him inhale the scent
before kissing it.  "Good boy, Greg.  Last one."  Greg
whimpered, looking at him.  "Last one," he ordered.  He got
out of Horatio's way.  "Do what you need to." 


Horatio
let it stroke down Greg's back.  Once down, once up.  Then he laid a
gentle stinging swat on him.  He spread it around, trying not to hit the
other welts. He slowly built up, watching as the skin redended but didn't welt
up like before.  Xander stilled his hand and he ran a hand over the
reddened, warm skin, earning a shiver from Greg.  Xander kissed him then
Greg, who tried to shift again.  Horatio went to check his rear.  He
found the cream Xander used and spread it over the bruises and welts.  The
shiny lotion soaked in, leaving him soft and not as sore.  It also made
him hiss and flex his cheeks when he worked it into his ass.  Horatio
teased the globes, then between them.  He found a small pimple and popped
it for him. 


Greg
wiggled a bit and he watched Xander talk to Greg, getting a lot of loving
looks, but what he wanted was back here.  He leaned down to sniff at the
skin. It smelled like light roses in spring.  Greg tensed his butt again
and he spread more lotion out onto his fingers.  He used it to tease the
flexing hole.  Greg whimpered and tried to spread his legs again. 
But this was good for him. He got him partially stretched.  Enough to give
him some burn later but not enough to hurt him.  He slicked himself up,
hissing when the numbing cream soaked into his cock.  Then he shoved
himself in.  Greg moaned and tried to shift his hips.  Horatio
grabbed the wiggling hips, holding them still.  He moved his feet to make
sure Greg's legs couldn't spread with the small give the straps gave him. 
He worked himself faster and harder, making Greg beg and plead, making him beg
and plead him instead of Xander.  It was a beautiful sound and he came
when Greg cried his name out in pleasure.  He looked at the sweaty, hard
body underneath him.  He hadn't gotten off. 


Xander
came back with a plug, sliding it in while he kissed Horatio. 
"Good?" he teased. 


"Very
good," he moaned.  "You don't do this for everyone?" 
Xander shook his head.  "Thank you." 


"I
have you.  I don't need to have my clients that way.  Greg is
special."  He walked back to Greg's head.  "Help me free
him."  Horatio got him free, helping Greg get onto his back once
Xander finished adjusting a few of the straps.  Greg's legs went into the
air and were hitched onto the straps that held up his hips.  His arms were
still above his head, still had the wrists crossed, but they weren't hitched
down.  Xander came over to stroke a hand over Greg's stomach.  Greg
shivered, staring at them.  Xander pulled on a glove, going back to
stroking the sweaty skin.  "Greg?"  Greg whimpered. 
"Tell me what your word is?" 


"Ecklie,"
he moaned, trying to shift his hips up. 


"Ah!"
Xander chastised.  "Stillness."  He removed his hand. 
Greg stilled himself.   "Better."  He went back to
teasing him with the soft, slightly furry feeling glove.  Greg arched up
again.  "One more and it's ten spanks," he said coolly. 
"Do we have to strap your hips down like we did at first?" 


"No,
Master Tim," he said weakly.  "I'll do my best.  May I
please have some more?" he begged. Xander looked at him.  "I'll
be a good boy.  I promise I will."  Horatio took the glove to
stroke him.  He sobbed as the pressure in his balls got
overwhelming.  "Master!" 


"Shh,"
he ordered.  "Not until I order, Gregory."  Greg swallowed
and nodded.  He shared a look with Horatio.  "Tell me when he's
at his limit," he said quietly, staring at his mate. 


Horatio
smiled and went back to teasing him.  "We should shave him one of
these days." 


"He
was when I first got him.  All his body hair was gone and his hole was
clean." 


Horatio
smiled at that but got back to his torturing Greg with the soft touches. 
Greg was still sobbing with need but he heard the hitch in his breath, saw the
twitch, and stopped.  Xander smiled his approval.  "Can we clean
him up?" 


"We
can."  He unstrapped Greg's body, earning a begging look.  He
hauled him up and swatted him.  "Horatio's going to clean you
up." 


"Yes,
Master, thank you for humoring me, Master."  He looked at Horatio,
taking the hand he held out.  He walked behind him, kneeling in the
'cleaning room' while Horatio got things ready.  He saw the razor and
shivered.  "Thank you, sir." 


"You're
welcome, Greg.  I want to see you naked in front of me and cleaned
out."  He got everything ready and snapped his fingers, something
Xander did when Greg was on his knees around the house.  He stood up and
looked around.  Horatio pulled a bench over and pointed. 
"There.  Hands and knees."  Greg got onto his hands and
knees, head down.  Horatio ran a hand over the red back and butt. 
"Tell me if it hurts."  Greg nodded, putting his head down. 
Horatio removed the plug and ran another hand over his rear before sliding in
the tube with the plug on the tip.  He inflated it so it couldn't fall out
then got to work with the shaving cream on Greg's back and legs. 
"How do you usually shave?" 


"Nair,
sir." 


"Burns?"



"A
few, sir." 


"You
could ask." 


"I
live in another state," he said, looking back at him.  "Sir, the
water's not running?"  Horatio smiled and started it, getting a small
smile.  "Thank you, sir.  I look forward to helping train you,
sir."  He put his head back down when Horatio spanked him by hand. 
He moaned, spreading his legs some.  Four swats later and Horatio went
back to shaving him.  He felt the water stop and stayed still, mentally
counting while he flexed his stomach muscles to help the enema along. 
Horatio finished up and wiped his legs and back off, then moved to stroke his
back and hips.  "Thank you, sir," he whispered. 


"You're
welcome, Gregory."  He kissed him just above his left hip.  He
reached around to stroke Greg's cock and tease his stomach.  "Good
boy."  He kneaded his stomach gently, watching him for adverse
reactions.  "How often did you do this for Lady Heather and Master
Tim?" 


"Before
I went, sir.  That way I wouldn't disgrace them with my dirtiness." 


"Good." 
He led him over to the toilet, pulling the plug and letting him release it
while he refilled the bag.  He watched Greg's progress then got him up and
cleaned him up before flushing it.  He looked.  "Xander, water
in here?" he called.  Xander came in and turned the control valve for
the toilet.  It ran and he smiled, sneaking a kiss. "Thank you."



"Welcome." 
He smiled at Greg, stroking his cheek, getting his hand leaned against. 
"When you're done, you're coming out and I'll finish your spanking by
hand."  Greg nodded, swallowing at that.  "Horatio, I want
him nearly as desperate when he comes back out." 


"Yes,
dear."  He took another kiss and got Greg back onto his hands and
knees.  He plugged the poor guy again and let the water run.  Xander
came over to help Greg onto his side so he could shave his front, getting a
smile.  "Thank you." 


"Welcome." 
He looked at Greg's cock.  "I always thought you looked naughty
shaved, Gregory.  You looked a lot younger and more innocent.  I
almost felt dirty."  He walked out, going to prepare what he'd need. 


Horatio
smiled at him.  "We'll see, won't we?"  He went back to
shaving Greg's front as best he could.  By the time he was done with his
legs, the water had stopped so he took the opportunity to play and tease him
some more.  He let Greg up finally and watched him relieve the pressure
again.  Then he came over to clean his pubic area, chest, and armpits. 


"I
almost feel feminine, sir," Greg said quietly. 


"I
can find you a bra if you wanted to go that way," he offered.  Greg
shook his head quickly.  "Are you sure?" 


"Yes,
sir." 


"If
you want."  He finished shaving him and ran the water tube directly
into him this time.  Then he moved to play with the fresh, newly bared,
sensitive skin.  Greg was whimpering and trying hard not to shift. 
"Spread them for me, Gregory."  Greg slowly shifted his legs out
some to give him more access.  Horatio got down to search for stray
hairs.  The few he found he got cleaned up then he oiled him down. 
Greg whimpered so he teased his stomach. "Too much?"  Greg
nodded.  "Ten more seconds."  He moved to turn off the
water, making Greg moan.  "Good boy."  He came back to play
with him, earning a look. "Yes, I'm playing."  He spanked him
five times in quick succession.  Greg tensed up and he could see his cock
twitch.  He stroked a finger up the underside. 
"Come."  Greg sighed and came with a groan.  "Good
boy."  He went back to his playing.  Greg was good at recovering
and it was fairly soon that he got to let him clean up and relieve the pressure. 
Then he wiped him down with a washcloth.  Greg was starting to get hard
again.  "On me, Greg."  Greg looked at him. 
"Mouth."  Greg went to his knees and Horatio saw how naughty
being naked made him.  He definitely looked younger and more innocent as
he knelt there and got to work on his cock.  He ran a hand through the
dark blond hair, teasing and guiding him.  "Go down."  Greg
did it for him and he moaned.  Xander came back to watch and he
smiled.  "He's very good." 


"He
is."  He came in and pulled Greg to his feet, making him bend over so
he could check him.  "Maybe we should do another rinse?" 


"No
need," Horatio assured him.  He pulled out of the welcoming mouth and
smiled.  "I promise I'll get him back up there." 


"Do
so.  I can watch."  He walked them back out, pointing at the
sling.  "Use it."  Greg went eagerly into it, wondering
what Horatio was going to do to him.  He found out Horatio had an oral
streak that was good enough to make him scream, pant, and beg the Goddess in
pleasure.  Horatio finished rimming him and pulled back, taking one last
kiss of his hole.  "Very pretty," Xander soothed.  He
pulled Greg out.  "Bend.  Let him see."  Greg leaned
against a wall, feet spread.  He got to work with his hand, making Greg
count the swats.  His butt was going to be burning on the flight tomorrow
but oh well.  He heard a stutter in the count and hit him harder. 
"What was that?" 


"Twenty,
Master," he moaned. 


"Let
him come," Horatio whispered in Xander's ear.  "I'll have your
ass while he recovers, after his cuddles."  Xander smiled and
nodded.  "Come when you can't hold it anymore," Horatio
ordered.  Xander kept spanking until he came and then he had to catch Greg
when his knees gave.  They walked him up to their bedroom, putting him
between them.  Greg was cuddled on both sides, not minding at all when his
pants or Xander's pants hit the sore spots. Xander let him spread the cream
over his butt and back again, making him a happy boy.  They finished
babying him until he was grinning his goofy grin again then he pulled Xander over
Greg's body to kiss and fondle him.  "Some day I want to clean and
shave you the same way, Xander.  Without the spanking," he said at
the look he got.  Xander grinned and dove back in for another kiss. 
"Greg, can I have the lube?"  The numbing cream was handed over
with a wicked smirk.  Horatio winked back and got to work on Xander's
ass.  He got him as stretched as he had Greg then flipped them around
until Xander was on all fours under him and he was ready to pounce. 


He
shoved his way in and Xander whimpered under him, letting him ride him as hard
as he wanted.  The numbing cream was going to prolong it but not that
much.  He leaned down to nip Xander's shoulder and neck, marking him. It
was important that others knew he was his.  He sped up, his hips nearly
snapping with how hard he was pushing into his boyfriend's body.  Xander
whimpered and made pleading noises.  Very pretty noises.  He reached
around and got his cock for him and it was all good when Xander came in his
hand with a growl.  "So hot," he whispered in his ear. 
"So very hot.   You shared it with me and I loved it.  So
very hot."  Xander went limp and tipped his head off to the
side.  "My mate."  He bit him again then came at the taste
of his blood.  He collapsed and cuddled Xander, letting Greg get his other
side so he could lick him clean.  They cuddled and got Xander calmed down
and sleepy.  He looked at Greg, getting a smile back. "Rare?" he
whispered. 


"I
keep it very rare," he promised.  Horatio gave him a kiss over
Xander's shoulder.  "Thank you." 



"Welcome,
Greg.  We're in this together.  Remember that."  He stole a
second kiss and they went back to cuddling their boy.  He was a great
master and lover.  He'd be wearing them out in the morning.  Like
usual. 


***



Horatio
walked into the borrowed lab the next morning flexing his hand. 
"Kitchen accident?" Speed asked. 


"Spanking
Greg.  He got called home." 


"Hmm. 
Hope he doesn't have to crawl on a scene tonight.  My son spanks hard and
I'm sure you do.   Did Gordon call you?" 


"No,
why?" 


"I
expected one after we sent over the information log and I haven't heard back
yet." 


"Me
either.  I'll go out at lunch."  That got a nod and he took the
folder to look over, still working the sore hand so it wouldn't cramp up
again.  Speed gave him a knowing look.  Horatio gave him one back and
went back to work.  They worked most of the morning, getting called out
for a new robbery since they were subbing in for that lab's people so they
could have some time off as well.  The robbery was easily solved, he found
the guy hiding in the basement behind some boxes.  The patrol officer who
hadn't cleared the scene wasn't happy when he drug him into his boss's office
and left him there with the file, but oh well.  It wasn't going to be a
good day for anyone.  He tried to call Gordon but got brushed off for a
little while with the claim of 'problems at the house' and left it
there.   They'd be getting with the rest of the family shortly
anyway.  They were due out for dinner this upcoming weekend.  Xander
had cleared it specially to spend all weekend with them, even staying over if
they wanted. 


***



On
the third day that Horatio couldn't get an answer he started to get a bit
worried and decided to do a physical check.  That morning he hadn't even
gotten the voicemail systems.  Horatio filed his reports and got into the
hummer, heading out to the manor house.  He found the gate closed and
locked.  He punched in the code.  Nothing.  He tried the code
Thomas used and it opened.  He pulled in and parked, looking at the
totally silent house.  "Holly?" he called.  Not even a
bark.  He looked around then slowly moved closer to the door, hand on his
holster.  He tapped before walking in.  "Family?" he
called.  He looked around.  Totally silent.  He walked back to
the kitchen.  No one.  He moved to the study.  No one.  He
checked the garden, Holly's usual route.  Her handler was out there
napping in the sun it looked like.  Holly wasn't with him.  He walked
out to check on him.  Dead.  Not a good sign. 


He
called for Speed and Eric to come out with Frank Tripp, just in case. 
"Holly!" he called louder.  She yelped.  He followed the
noise to find her in the garden shed with the puppies.  "Why are you
in here, girl?"  He let her out.  "Find a
person?"  She went running to sniff her master, then howled.
"Inside," he ordered.  "Find a person!"  The dog
trotted inside, going to sniff things.  They checked Gordon's
office.  They checked the other study, the sitting rooms.  The usual places
to find Patrick if he was up and wandering.  Nothing.  He took her
upstairs.  Still nothing.  Speed and Eric came in.  "I've
found one person, Holly's handler, in the back garden dead.  He's resting
against the fountain. She and her puppies were locked in the shed." 
That got a nod and they split up.  He and Speed shared a look, letting
Frank go check the guest houses.  Still nothing.  So he got to call
Xander.  "Is anyone from the family out there?" he asked
quietly.  "No, they're not, Xander.  I can't see dust
either," he assured him.  "Holly and her puppies.  We need
to check them for evidence first then you can.  Call Don and
Tara?"  He hung up and called Oz.  "It's me.  Is
anyone out there?"  He nodded. "Thank you.  No
one."  He hung up and went back to his search.  He saved the
basement for last, walking into a scene that he did not like. 
"SPEED!!" 


He
came jogging down and stopped to stare.  "Oh, God."  He
went to be sick.  Horatio called it in.  Frank came jogging down the
stairs.  "Don't touch anything yet, Frank.  Did you find any
dust?" 


"No. 
Not a pile or even a noticeable spot, Horatio.  Are they members of the
family?" 


"Guards. 
I don't see Thomas or Gordon."  He handed his phone. "Their
addresses are in my phone book.  Go there, take Speed.  He's getting
sick somewhere."  That got a nod and Frank headed back up. 
Horatio looked up when he heard footsteps.  "Down here." 
The officers came down and stopped, as well as Calleigh.  "Go process
the puppies with Eric, Calleigh.  They and Holly were in the shed. 
Holly's in the kitchen I think."  She nodded, going to do that. 
He looked at the officers.  "I want a full search of the grounds, the
houses, and everything.  Anything that looks like a pile of dust I want
noted.  All of it."  That got a nod and they organized to do
that while he waited on Alexx.  She came down and sighed in
unhappiness.  "I need to know, Alexx.  I don't see Thomas,
Gordon, or any of his top guys," he said quietly. 


"I'll
check, Horatio."  She moved down the stairs.  "They weren't
stabbed or shot that I can see on the top few," she said a minute
later.  She took a liver temperature.  "This one's reading about
two this morning probably."  He nodded at that, staying where he
was.  "Horatio, you can give it over." 


"I
can't.  They're family.  They deserve the best." 


She
looked at him.  "And if they did it to themselves?" she asked
quietly.  He shrugged. "Okay."  She got back to work. 
"Any sign of the vampires?" 


"Not
at the moment," he admitted.  He went to call the numbers from the
study.   Eric was working on dusting it so he called Xander. 
"Xander, it's Horatio.  Did you find anyone up there?"  He
sighed and nodded, hanging his head.  "Thank you, Xander.  No,
you can't.  Because it's a crime scene and it's very unpretty,
Xander.  Tell him I want to talk to him.  Please."  He hung
up and counted to ten then called Mac's cellphone. "It's Horatio. 
Patrick apparently died last night."  He listened. 
"Raphael is supposed to be up there letting Tara comfort him. 
Please.  I want to know, Mac.  Because the basement has stacked
bodies and I don't know how."  Speed walked in shaking his
head.  "Thomas and Gordon?" 


"Found
Gordon's body with paperwork in an envelope with yours and Xander's name in
front of him.  Thomas wasn't home.  Is that Don?" 


"Mac." 
He listened to him.  "I need to know, Mac.  Thank
you."  He hung up, letting Eric and Speed look at him. "It's
possible it's a suicide." 


"Gordon's
was," Speed agreed.  "There was a bottle of pain killers beside
him, Horatio.  He had lung cancer and there was a new bottle of oxycottin
that was empty."  That got a nod.  "Alexx?" 


"Downstairs. 
The envelope?" 


"In
an evidence bag."  That got a nod and Horatio walked out. 
"Anyone?" 


"Raphael
possibly.  I want to know who moved the bodies." 


Frank
leaned in.  "Someone found Thomas's car.  He's alive. 
They're bringing him back here, guys."  That got a nod and Horatio
and Speed went to talk to him when he showed up.  He sighed and looked at
Eric.  "I don't know." 


"They
loved Patrick with everything in them," Eric said quietly.  "Patrick
took them in, babied them, gave them love and validation.  He helped them
get careers.  A lot of them were sick according to Xander." 
That got a nod.  "It makes sense, Frank."  Frank walked off
nodding.  He went back to dusting for extra fingerprints, just in
case.  His cell rang and he got it.  "Delko.  Not now,
Mari.  I'm at a scene.  Xander's grandfather's house. I'll see you
tonight, Mari.  I promise."  He hung up and got back to work,
saying a silent prayer for the dead. 


Horatio
looked at Thomas as he was walked in.  "Thomas." 


"Patrick
succumbed early last night," he said quietly, rubbing his wrists. 
Horatio nodded to have his cuffs removed.  "I knew a few were going
to follow him to guard him in the afterlife." 


"Try
most," Horatio said quietly.  Thomas hung his head, nodding. 
"Who stacked the bodies?" 


He
looked at him then shrugged.  "When Patrick dusted I walked out,
Horatio.  I...I just couldn't." 


"I
understand," Speed agreed quietly.  "You never called?" 


"I
couldn't.  I thought Ethan was going to." 


"Ethan's
still here?" Horatio asked.  Thomas nodded. "Who else?" 


"Gordon?"



"Pills,"
Speed told him.  That got a sigh and a nod.  "With paperwork
left for them in front of him." 


"Crap. 
Probably the wills.  Sire?" 


"Xander
heard he was with Tara." 


"That's
good at least."  He sniffled then looked at him.  "I can't
walk in there, Horatio." 


"The
problem becomes someone still stacked the bodies and someone put the dogs in
the shed, Thomas," Horatio said quietly.  "We need to know
who." 


He
nodded then looked around.  "Who was on top of the bodies?" 


"DiRosa. 
Mortran.  Mortimer." 


"Mortran
wasn't going to succumb," he said quietly.  "DiRosa was saying
he'd follow the Father's will and make sure Sire got to safety if something
happened.  He was Sire's guard. Mortimer was an end stage AIDS
patient."  That got a single nod from Speed, who made notes. 
"Was Cook?  I think she was going to stay.  Our courier was
going to stay.  He just found the nicest boy and a family that loves him
through his new friend." 


"I'll
check.  Anyone else?" 


"No. 
I'm not sure I can." 


"You
can," Horatio told him. 


"I
couldn't call Xander, Horatio.  I just couldn't," he begged. 
"I expected Ethan or Gordon to.  Maybe DiRosa." 


Horatio
nodded.  "We'll handle the family as gently as we can."  He
nodded, going to sit on the hood of the cruiser and wait for information. 
He called Tara from his returned cellphone.  "Tara, Horatio.  Is
Sire there?"  He listened to her sob.  "Tara?" 
He sighed.  "Tara, sweetie, I know it's tragic.  Please. 
We need to know what happened." 


"I
drove Sire to the airport," Thomas called. 


"He
was heading for Tara?"  He nodded.  "Thank you." 
He turned.  "Tara," he said more gently.  "Please,
sweetheart, talk to me?"  She sobbed something and his stomach
clenched.  "I'll call Don, sweetheart.  You grieve." 
He hung up and called Don's phone. "It's Horatio.  We walked into a
mass suicide at the house," he said quietly.  "It looks like it
for the preliminary.  Also, Sire was with Tara.  She's sobbing that
she's alone.  I think so, Don.  I'm handling it personally. 
Thank you.  I'll let you know."  He hung up and looked at
Thomas.  "Where are we burying them?" 


"Sire
has a family cemetery," Thomas said, swallowing.  "I'm sorry, Horatio. 
I'm so sorry," he begged. 


"It's
not your fault, Thomas.  We knew he was ill and his people were very loyal
and loved him."  He gave him a pat on the arm then went back
inside.  He walked upstairs to the master bedroom, finding the evidence he
needed.  He found Frank looking at it and then looked at him. 
"That was Patrick," he admitted.  That got a nod.  "I
don't know what's going on yet." 


"We'll
crack the papers in evidence."  He went to get Calleigh to do that
since she was nearly done with the dogs and Speed had them in the hummer he
had.  He found Speed holding Xander outside the gate.  "No,
kid.  You can't."  Xander glared at him.  "He passed
last night." 


"Then
why wasn't I told!" he demanded. 


Thomas
looked at him.  "I thought Ethan would," he admitted quietly. 


"Ethan
can't!  He's probably drunk off his ass at the moment!" he
snapped.  Thomas flinched.  "Damn it!"  He stomped off
then came back. "Daddy, Holly comes home." 


"Of
course."  That got a nod and he walked off again.  Speed sighed
and went back inside to tell Horatio, who nodded that he was right, she and the
puppies were to head home.  "Do we know anything about
funerals?" 


"I'm
hoping it's in those papers." 


"I
had Calleigh go look," Frank admitted.  He watched Horatio finish
dusting the sheets into a large envelope.  "You okay?" 


"No,"
he admitted quietly.  "I'm not."  He sealed the envelope
then wrote on it, handing it to Speed, who nodded, going to take it
outside.  Then he headed off to see Ethan personally.  He found him
sobbing on his couch, drunk out of his mind.  "Ethan," he said
coolly.  Ethan looked up at him.  "We just found them.  No
one called us." 


"DiRosa
was supposed to take care of that."  He sniffled and stood up. 
"Who?" 


"You,
Thomas, the courier we think and Cook maybe."  Ethan nodded. 
"Who else knew the burial plans and things?" 


"Gordon."



"Where
would they be?" 


"In
his office at the manor house.  They're in a black banded
folder."  That got a nod and Horatio walked him outside to the
hummer, getting him into the back.  "Why?  I can't go back
there, Horatio." 


"You
can sit outside with Thomas and get sober."  He took him back to the
house, stopping to check on the courier.  He found him on the porch
sobbing so he only paused, getting a nod from his boyfriend. He went to Cook's
house, finding her house was now a charred mess.  He sighed and took Ethan
back there, letting him and Thomas sit together for now.  He found Xander
inside. "You shouldn't be here." 


"If
it's a suicide, then I can be," he said firmly, looking at him. 
"I need into Gordon's office for burial stuff." 


"Ethan
said DiRosa was supposed to call you, Xander." 


"Hmm. 
Nice of him to die instead.  Grandsire?" 


"I'm
not sure if he's still with Tara or not," he admitted quietly, giving him
a squeeze around the waist.  "We'll deal with it."  Xander
glared at him.  "We will deal with it, Xander."  Xander
slumped and nodded.  "Eric?"  He came out.  "The
wills and burial wishes are in Gordon's office.  That's the last door down
that subhallway to the left of the main study."  That got a
nod.  "Please get them for Xander?"  That got a nod and he
led Xander that way to find them for him.  He went to check on Calleigh,
finding her reading things.  "Well?" 


"Wills. 
All wills.  Including Raphael's."  She looked at him. 
"They wanted Xander to have Holly and the puppies?" 


"I
agree.  Are they done?"  She nodded.  "Did Xander
bring something practical or the sportscar?" 


"The
sportscar."  She nodded. "I've already loaded her into the
front, them into the well behind the seats."  Xander came out and she
moved to give him a hug, getting one back.  "You have Holly and her
pups in the car.  Go home, let us handle this for now."  Xander
nodded, letting her go and giving Speed a quick hug too.  Then he headed
off with the dogs.  She looked at Horatio.  "Go." 


"I
need...." 


"They're
family.  Go.  Take Speed and go.  Now.  This is a severe
conflict of interest."  He nodded, heading off with Speed following
him.  She went back inside once the wills were resealed. 
"Alexx, anyone not die of something suicidal?" 


"No,
Sugar.  Not in the least."  They shared a look. 
"Horatio?" 


"I
sent him off with Speed.  We've got burial information that Xander just
picked up.  I've got wills that Speed picked up from Gordon's house." 
That got a nod.  "We'll handle it.  Are you nearly ready?" 


"Yeah,
I am. I'm waiting on transport." 


That
got a nod and Calleigh went to check on it while Eric packed up and the
officers finished searching the grounds.  They left, Eric went to get formal
statements from Ethan and Thomas.  She handled everything else and locked
the gate after herself as the last one out.  She even locked it with a
MDPD padlock and crime scene tape.  Then she headed back to help the
family deal with this. Xander was already down in the morgue going over things
with Alexx over who went where and how.  "Anything?" 


"Tox
is coming back soon," Alexx admitted. "We'll see."  She
gave Xander a hug.  "It's a testament to their love for him, Xander,
baby.  They wanted to be with him."  He nodded at that. 
"How are Don and Tara?" 


"On
their way down," he admitted.  "Grandsire's gone
too."  She gave him a real, strong hug.  "Thanks.  I
have to call Greg and them." 


"I'm
sure Horatio called Greg," Calleigh soothed, stroking his back. 
Speed walked in and walked Xander out to sit with him and make the hard
calls.  The ladies shared a look and Alexx went back to making notes on
charts about who went where how. Calleigh went to nudge Tox to see if they had
anything yet. 


***



Xander
and Don faced the backup attorney for the family.  They were lightly
holding hands for strength.  Their mates were in the waiting area for
now.  The lawyer had wanted to see them first.  "What's going
on?" Xander asked. 


"Patrick
set up an unbreakable trust for each of you with a good works clause," he
said, handing over the paperwork. 


"Tara
and Horatio can hear this," Don decided. That got a nod and the lawyer
went to call them in.  He looked at him.  "You good?" 
Xander looked at him and shook his head.  "You gonna be okay?" 


"I
don't know," he admitted.  "Patrick shouldn't have died like
that.  He was supposed to be around until he had seen his first
great-grandchild out of me."  That got a look from Don. 
"Cordy got a head's up from the Powers." 


"So
you've got a baby out there somewhere?" Tara asked.  He looked at her
and shrugged.  "Anya delivered." 


"Anya's
having Oz's," Xander reminded her.  He looked up then at the
lawyer.  "I'll call someone in a few minutes."  Halfrek
appeared, giving him a look.  "Did Uncle Patrick succumb?" 


"No. 
There was an attack on the house.  The knife had a wooden hilt.  They
snuck in while he was resting and stabbed him deep enough."  Xander
sighed at that.  "Anya's baby is Oz's.  Abby's baby may not be
yours.  I don't know," she admitted.  Xander nodded once, giving
her a hug.  "Thank you, Xander.  We do miss you at
home."  She faded out. 


"Now
we know," Horatio sighed.  The lawyer looked at him.  "It
was a worry." 


"I
know Patrick dabbled in the strange things."  Xander dug out
Patrick's birth certificate, handing it over silently.  The man looked
then at him. "He'd have been nearly one- hundred-forty-years-old. 
This can't be correct." 


"I
thought he was older," Don admitted, frowning some.  Xander shook his
head.  "Uncle Raph?" 


"Over
six hundred," he admitted quietly.  "We need to finish mourning
our families.  Good works clauses?" 


The
lawyer cleared his throat and got back to the point at hand.  "Your
trusts will each pay you a hundred thousand a year for the rest of your
lives.  At least a quarter of that is to go to charitable agencies,"
he said.  "Otherwise the executor of the wills can withhold future
payments until that clause is met." 


"Who's
the executor?" Horatio asked. 


"Mac
Taylor.  I don't know who he is at the moment but the papers stated he
could handle things and he trusted him to watch over you two." 


"I
know him," Don agreed.  "I work with Mac.  Does he know
anything?"  The lawyer nodded.  "Should we be calling
him?" 


"I'm
going up to meet with him later tonight," he assured him.  "All
he knows at this point is that he was named in their wills.  I'll tell him
what was left to him and everything at that point." 


"Call
first.  He's a CSI and he's got strange hours." 


"I
shall."  He got back to it.  "Other than the monetary
assets that were left in the trust, he did ask that the house out there go for
a male abuse shelter.  He left several smaller bequeaths.  Most of
them to people who are no longer living.  Do we know why they committed
suicide, Lieutenant?" 


"They
loved Patrick for how he took care of them," Horatio said, hands on
Xander's shoulders.  Tara was curled up against Don's side for
comfort.  He gave Xander a light squeeze.  "Patrick took them in,
nurtured them, helped them find good careers.  He was very much a father
figure to them all.  Quite a few were also ill themselves." 
That got a nod. 


"Does
it matter?" Don asked.  The lawyer shook his head.  "Okay,
so we give the house to Miami after we clean the stuff out of it." 
Xander nodded at that, giving his hand a squeeze.  "What about the
other stuff?" 


"It's
written that Xander have control of his guard dog and any puppies she might
have.  He can find good homes for them.  The other properties were
suggested to be sold off."  He looked at them.  "The other
wills state that everything is to go to the inheritors of Patrick's
estate."  He handed over a folder to Xander.  "He wanted
you two to do that together, young man." 


"Of
course.  We're family."  He stared at him.  "Grandsire
Raphael's?" 


"That,"
he sighed.  "We have a small mess there.  He left everything to
his remaining children....  Patrick?"  Xander nodded. 
"There was a recent codicil to the will naming Tara and you, Xander. 
It named a few specific things for Don and Horatio as well."  He
handed over a copy of that one.  "We can turn everything over to you
once I get Mr. Taylor's signature on a few things." 


Xander
looked at him.  "They were family.  These are just
things."  He stood up and walked out, heading out for a drive. 


Horatio
watched him go then looked at the lawyer.  "They were his last
relatives outside of this room and the parents who took him in," he said
quietly.  "Any other shocks?" 


"There
is one.  Raphael's will is quite extensive.  More so than Patrick's
was," he said, letting him see that will.  Tara started to cry
again.  Don soothed her, ending up with her in his lap.  "I know
this is a hard time.  We will need some papers signed soon." 


"We
can do that," Horatio agreed, looking at him.  Then at Don. 
"The house up there is yours, Don."  That got a nod. "Or he
had a condo.  Your choice." 


"I
like the house," Don said quietly, giving her a squeeze.  "We'll
figure it out, honey."  She nodded, hiding her face in his shoulder. 
"Shh, I've got you.  It'll be okay, baby.  I'm still here and
we've got each other."  He looked at Horatio.  "Shouldn't
you be with Xander?" 


"He
wants time to think.  He's probably with Speed or calling Lady
Heather." 


"As
in Lady Heather's Dominion?" the lawyer asked. 


Horatio
looked at him and nodded. "Xander trained as a Master under her. 
She's like a stepmother to him."  That got a swallow.  "Are
we done?  Tara should go home and I need to find Xander soon." 


"I'll
have paperwork for you in a few days."  That got a nod and they got
up, Don walking Tara out under his arm.  He said a prayer for that
family.  It was very messed up.  He did check his clock.  
He had time to get a drink before he went up to see Mr. Taylor. 


***



Mac
finally got rid of the attorney and gave Stella a weak smile when she walked
into his office.  "Not tonight." 


"I
can see the headache.  Want a shoulder rub?" 


"No,"
he said, dialing Xander's house.  "Hey, Don. It's me.  He just
left."  He sighed.  "I did.  I have the option of
handing over everything at once or doing it yearly.  Frankly, I don't
care, Don.  You're both big boys."  He smiled.  "I
know.  A bit more paperwork but I get a small salary for dealing with
it," he admitted.  "I'll let you two tell me what you decide in
a few days."  He listened to what was going on.  "Is Xander
okay?"  He nodded once.  "Probably not a good thing to
leave him alone, no.   I did.  I've also got all the lists of
everything and I know who you work with up here. I talked with your dad
earlier.  He knew I was named as executor somehow.  I don't know
how.  I don't know, Don.  We'll talk in a few days.  Of
course.  We'll come down or those two can come up.  Either way." 
He winced when someone slammed a door in the background.
"Aiden?"  He smiled at that reassurance.  "Good. 
She'll help him too.  I'll see you in a few days.  Tell Xander
that.  Thank you."  He hung up and put his head back so she
walked around to work on his neck and shoulders.  "Thank you." 


"You're
welcome, Mac," she said gently.  Danny walked in and looked at
them.  "He was named executor of Patrick and Raphael's wills, plus
the others that committed suicide." 


"That
sucks," Danny admitted.  "How're the boys?"  Mac shook
his head.  "I figured Xander and Tara were all-but destroyed. 
They've both got that streak of gentleness going on.  Want me to make you
some soup or somethin'?"  Mac shook his head.  "You should
eat." 


"No
tonight, Danny.  I can't handle you two tonight." 


"Mac,
not like we're playin'," Danny pointed out.  Mac gave him a
look.  "I'm not.  You're mine.  Suck it up before I go buy
you a pretty collar."  That got a small smile.  "I
can.  Really.  If that's what it takes I'll do that."  He
moved closer.  "Stella?" 


"I
look sucky in collars."  That got a brighter smile from Mac. 
"You guys come over to my place tonight.  Danny, pick up something
soothing, okay?"  That got a nod.  She handed over her
keys.  "There, go now and pick something up."  He nodded,
heading out.  She looked down at Mac.  "Come on, I'll even pay
for the cab or we'll take your car." 


"I
really can't, Stella." 


"Mac,
I know you'll have nightmares tonight," she pointed out.  "We
want to be there for those too.  That's what love is, Mac."  She
got him up and into his jacket, then walked him out and to his car.  He
handed over the keys so she could drive, and it showed a lot of trust. 
Finally he was getting the point. 


***



Ryan
let Xander into the break room at the borrowed station, taking the bags from
him.  "Everyone else is coming in a few minutes, Xander," he
said gently.  "You okay?"  Xander looked at him and shook
his head.  "I can understand that."  Xander quirked up an
eyebrow.  "I lost my father when I was younger." 


Xander
leaned on the table. "He's one of the few people who gave a damn about
me.  Him and Grandsire.  His people.  I'm still stuck on the
thought that it wasn't just me who loved him that way.  They loved him
enough to follow him." 


"If
you did his ghost would kick your ass," Ryan assured him.  Xander let
out a weak smile at that.  "Has Mac called back yet?  Speed told
me."  Xander nodded. "Got everything settled?" 


"No,"
he admitted.  "There's going to have to be another auction coming
up."  He let out a bitter laugh.  "Now I'm getting sympathy
cards from my psycho posse.  Most of them I don't have addresses so I
can't write them thank you notes for their fake sympathy.  The cult
grieved with me and sent some very nice sympathy cards.  A few even
decided to follow his people's examples.  But not these others. They're
pissing me off.  And then, then I get called by the head of the Watchers
this morning to see what I was going to do with his occult collection.  I
hung up on him."  Speed came in and gave him a hug.  "I'm
no good at this stuff.  Why couldn't DiRosa or Gordon waited a few
days?" he asked miserably. 


"Because
they wanted to be his guards in the afterlife, Xander," Speed said
gently.  "They were feeling the same sort of grief you and Tara are;
they decided they wanted to be with him."  Xander gave him a
look.  "They did.  They were also being a bit selfish but they
probably knew that Horatio and I are there for you.  Not to mention the
rest of us and Aiden, plus most of the New York and Vegas labs." 


"Then
why do I have to deal with the fake sympathy?" he asked miserably. 
"I don't know the protocol shit for that.  How do you write thank you
letters for someone saying that at least he's not suffering and he was a good
man.  I know that!  I knew that before he died!  Half of them I
don't even have an address on, dad!" 


"You
need a secretary," Ryan offered.  "Hire a temp for a few weeks.
Let her handle those." 


"Or
ask Aiden.  Since she got fired for coming down she could probably
help," Speed reminded him.  Horatio walked in and he relinquished his
boy.  Aiden was walked in by Calleigh.  "Can you handle the form
thank you notes?" 


"I
can, and did most of them," she agreed.  She stole her boy. 
"My poor baby," she soothed, letting him rest on her shoulder.
"You let us help, Xander.  You're being too stubborn.  We're
family, we're supposed to be there when bad shit happens."  He
nodded, not moving his head.  "Good boy.  Now, let's eat. 
You didn't get breakfast." 


"Not
hungry." 


"You
still have to eat," Horatio ordered, sitting him down.  He took one
side, Speed took the other since Aiden was fussing the food into place. 
"I can help with the thank you notes.  I've had to do it before,
Xander."  Xander looked at him.  "I did.  After Ray's
funeral.  After my mother's as well."  Xander nodded, resting
his head on his shoulder again.  "I'll help if you let me.  You
haven't been letting me." 


"I'm
sorry," he said weakly. 


"I
know.  We did get the person who snuck in to stab him."  Xander
looked at him again.  "I did the charge sheet myself," he
promised.  Xander nodded and put his head back down.  He gave him a
few minutes then gave his thigh a squeeze.  "Sit up and eat. 
Please?"  Xander nodded, sitting up to eat listlessly. 


"How're
the dogs?" Ryan asked gently. 


"Good. 
The puppies are all weaned and they're good dogs," he admitted. 


Ryan
smiled.  "Can our future kid have a puppy?"  Xander gave
him a weak smile and a nod.  "Thank you." 


"Welcome. 
Eight dogs is more than enough for anyone.  I'm wondering if Tara and Don
want one."  Ryan grinned at that.   "I know, it'll get
easier.  It has in the past." 


"Willow
said you spent nearly a month not talking to her after Jesse died," Ryan
offered.  Xander nodded.  "We don't expect you to get over it
overnight, Xander.  Grieving is a long- term project."  Xander
relaxed and ate a bigger bite.  "Did you want to see her
tonight?  I've been trying to keep her from intruding for the last few
days." 


"I'm
not ready for perkiness yet," Xander told him. 


"I'll
tell her," he promised.  He looked at Horatio.  "This
weekend?"  He nodded they were still on.  Xander frowned at him
so he pointed at Horatio. 


Horatio
gave him a gentle kiss.  "I'm moving in this weekend." 


"Really?"



"Really. 
All my suits and everything."  That got a small smile. 
"Then I'm letting Ryan and Willow rent the house until I'm ready to sell
it."  That got a bigger smile.  "Ryan and Eric both agreed
to help me move in this weekend."  He smoothed down some hair. 
"So you can help me straighten up the closet I already have." 
Xander nodded, giving him a gentle hug.  "Good boy.  Now,
eat.  You didn't eat breakfast."  Xander went back to his
nibbling.  "Aiden?"  She looked over.  "How long
are you in for?" 


She
smirked.  "Worried I'll tease about the noise?" 


"Worried
you'll kick Thumper again," Xander said dryly. 


"He
was trying...."  Everyone stared at her.  "You guys get
that too?"  They all nodded so she snorted.  "That dog
needs help." 


"He's
fixed," Eric said with a small grin.  "Wolfe, you get a truck,
I'll help him pack."  That got a nod.  "Xander can clean
out the storage areas." 


"The
basement's free," Xander reminded them all. 


"I
did want to get into the new gun locker," Calleigh admitted.  He just
looked at her. "C'mon.  Please?" 


"We'll
see.  Every time you go in there I go missing stuff." 


"Well,
yeah, because you're keeping things you shouldn't." 


"It's
a secure vault now, stepmom.  It'll be fine," Xander said
dryly.  "It's even waterproofed."  Speed smirked at
that.  "It is.  With a work area.  So I've got to figure
out what to do with the sub-basement work areas and heft the lights back
up." 


"We'll
seal the cracks down there then the door," Horatio offered.  Xander
nodded.  "Any other worries?" 


"Thumper
didn't try to have my ankle or the rose bush this morning." 


"We'll
send him to the vet's tomorrow if it continues," Horatio soothed. 
Xander nodded, eating his last bite.  Horatio slid over half of his lunch
and Xander frowned at him.  "All I'm doing is following up on some
leads in the lab, Xander.  You need to eat more." 


"I'm
fine.  I'm still eating some." 


"You
are, but you're also wearing yourself out," Aiden reminded him. 


"Quit
fussing," Speed ordered.  He looked at Xander.  "If you
make yourself sick, we will complain."  Xander nodded, resting his
head on his shoulder.  "It'll be okay, Xander.  We'll heal and
some year you'll have a baby Patrick."  He gave him a squeeze around
the shoulders.  "For now, humor the fussy ones before they get Alexx
into it."  Xander finished his sandwich.  "Thank
you."  He ruffled his hair and got a look, earning a smirk. 
"What?  It was messy anyway." 


"Pot
kettle," Eric pointed out. 


"He
definitely has his daddy's hair when it's short," Aiden agreed. 
Xander scowled at her. "You do.  You have his taste in leather pants
too."  Calleigh gave her an odd look.  "He has a
pair.  He hasn't shown you?  They're dark blue and really
tight." 


"Oh,
I've seen them," she assured her.  "When did you?" 


"She
helped me buy them," Speed told her.  She shook her head and dug
in.  He looked at his son.  "How big are the dogs going to
be?" 


"The
vet said about as big as Holly is." 


"Too
big for an apartment," Speed said, frowning some. 


Calleigh
looked at him.  "We're not home often enough for a puppy,
Speed." 


"You
can come play all you want," Xander promised. 


"He
can have Thumper," Eric offered.  Xander glared at him. 
"Or not," he said sheepishly.  He tucked into his lunch. 
"Thanks for picking this up, Xander." 


"Welcome." 
The head of the lab they were borrowing came in.  "There might be
some left." 


"That's
okay.  I only eat healthy things.  Keeps me fast enough to chase
after muggers and thieves."  She got a bottle of water and some
yogurt.  "Family lunch?" 


Horatio
nodded.  "We try to do it at least once every two weeks.  It's
good for us." 


"I'll
have to think about making my guys do that.  Your lab's a lot closer than
mine."  She winced when someone started to scream.  "I hate
her." 


Xander
looked then coughed and pointed.  "Daddy, that's the evil bitch who
came up to me at the funerals and accused me of having something to do with the
deaths and wanted a statement.  She stuck a camera in my face." 


Aiden
got up and stomped out there to face down the evil bitch reporter.  Ryan
smirked and waved at his former girlfriend.  "She deserves it. 
You go, Aiden!" he called.  Aiden shot him a look then went back into
her, and he could clearly hear Willow's name too.  "Huh." 


Speed
and Xander both shuddered.  "I'll send over brownies," Speed
promised quietly.  Xander nodded and gave him a hug then got up and
left.  Speed watched as Xander ducked the reporter trying to get him into
that talk with a hissed, glared phrase. She backed off, going pale and Aiden
patted him on the back with a smile before heading back to the table. 
"What's going on?" 


"She
asked him if he was a suspect.  He said no, he was here to see his
family.  For some reason that made her pale and shaky."  She sat
down and dug back into her lunch.  "Can't we arrest the bimbo? 
I know I go for collagen but she's more Barbie than I am." 


"It's
dyed hair too," Ryan agreed.  Eric gave him a dirty look. "She's
my ex.  It was a while ago, Eric.  That's why you should never leave
us alone." 


Horatio
nodded.  "Hopefully such slips won't happen again," he agreed. 


"I'd
like that too," Ryan assured him.  "Please." 


"If
we can," Speed agreed.  "I've had exes I couldn't shut up around
too, Wolfe."  He dug into his lunch then frowned at the burger. 
He opened it then frowned and pulled out the note.  He read it then handed
it to Horatio.  "He's going to see Greg for a few days." 


"It's
understandable and I'm sure Grissom will watch over him for us," Horatio
agreed calmly.  He read the note.  "That explains why my burger
had pickles."  Speed smirked and nodded.  "It's fine. 
I agree it could be good for him." 


"Lady
Heather will let him wear it out," Calleigh pointed out. 
"However she wants to." 


Horatio
nodded.  "She will at that.  I wonder if she's being offered a
puppy too." 


They
all smiled at that.  It would be just like the boy. 


***


Speed
hung up and walked back into the lab.  "Xander's not taking phone
calls."  Horatio gave him an odd look.  "When was the last
time you talked to him?" 


"Yesterday
evening.  He wasn't bouncing and happy but he sounded more cheerful than
before he left." 


Speed
shook his head.  "Lady Heather's personal assistant said he's not
taking any calls from anyone.  She stressed anyone.  I tried to call
Greg and got growled at." 


Horatio
found his phone and called Greg.  "What is going on?"  He
listened.  "No...."  He sighed.  "No, Greg. 
I told them to blow themselves.  Where is he?"  He hung up and
called Lady Heather.  "Would you please get Lady Heather up? 
Horatio Caine.  I don't care if she is asleep.  Because my boyfriend
overheard something and didn't hear my response.   You will or I will
be out there within hours.  Then we'll end up having a fight.  Now,
is she up or not?"  He was put on hold and then a sleepy voice came
in.  "What Xander overheard was not the full conversation, Lady
Heather.  He didn't hear me tell them to blow themselves."  He
listened to her complain. "Lady Heather, we are dangerously close to me
screaming at someone."  She said something.  "I will be by
tonight."  He hung up and walked off.  "I'll be back after
I've talked to my lover, Speed.  Take over." 


"Sure,"
he agreed, nodding slowly.  "Tell him to call me too!" he yelled
after him. 


"Of
course.  After we have a discussion."  He slammed the lab's
doors open and headed out to his hummer.  Calleigh saw him and got out of
his way.  "Speed's in charge."  He got in and slammed the
door, making her wince. 


His
backing out made her shudder and run inside to see what was going on. 
"Speed?" 


"Apparently
there was a conversation where someone was pressuring Horatio to do something
and he overheard.  The conversation ended with Horatio telling them to
blow themselves but Xander never heard that part."  She
whimpered.  "He's hiding with Lady Heather and H is going to talk
with both of them and Greg."  He called Greg.  "It's
me.  I'd duck.  Now, what was the conversation he only heard half
of?"  He grabbed the table with a hiss.  "No wonder he's
been in a bad mood.  When was this?"  He sighed and nodded.
"Which explains why Xander's not eating.  He doesn't when he's upset
or stressed.  Keep me informed.  No, he's not taking phone
calls.  H is *pissed*." 


"He
slammed the door on the hummer, he always babies his hummer," Calleigh
said just loud enough for Greg to hear.  "Tell the stepson to call
us, please, Greg?"  Speed grinned at her and nodded.  She gave
him a hug.  "Thank you." 


"Thanks,
Greg.  Just duck and stay out of the way for a few minutes."  He
hung up and patted her on the back.  "Someone told Horatio he needed
to be more subtle and choose one.  Tried to blackmail him and threatened
his job," he said a bit too calmly. "Said that he was going to be
fired and they were going to find a way to take his pension and everything,
plus discredit him in the forensics community." 


"Who?"



"Greg
didn't know."  He called Eric.  "Sit.  Now. 
Someone's trying to blackmail H," he said when Eric joked.  Eric
apparently sat. "Xander overheard, he's out in Vegas.  It's going to
get messy.  Calleigh saw him slam the hummer's door."  Eric
whimpered and he smirked.  "Find Wolfe.  Tell him." 
He hung up.  "We need to find out who did this."  She
nodded, going to talk to Cooper in AV to see if it happened in the
station.  He leaned on the table and took a deep, calming breath, then he
turned and threw a test tube at a wall.  Ryan looked in, but stayed
outside.  "Someone's trying to blackmail H." 


"Okay. 
Is that the purpose of the meeting with the Chief, with Stetler, or the one
where he stormed out after talking to Ian?" 


Speed
looked at him.  "You...what?" 


He
came in and closed the door.  "The Chief called him down about four
days ago.  He didn't come out looking happy.  They were down at city
hall, I was down there dropping paperwork off to one of the offices about that
arson."  That got a slow nod.  "Later that same day I saw
him and Stetler having a meeting in the halls.  I don't know what was
going on, I saw it, looked for a second, then headed in the other
direction.  Then he had a meeting with Ian the day Xander brought
lunch.  He stormed out after dropping off the lists you guys made." 


"Okay. 
Anyone else?" 


"It's
not like I follow him around," he said dryly.  "I know Eric saw
him with Stetler too.  He mentioned it later that it was freaky seeing
them speaking in the halls and looking almost civil." 


"Xander
left two days ago," Speed said, thinking.  Calleigh came back. 
"He saw him with the Chief, Stetler, and Ian." 


"We
also have a meeting with the Fed over the labs."  She put down
photos.  "Plus the Sergeant-At-Arms."  She put down that
photo too. "Plus we have him meeting with one of the patrol
guys."  She put that photo down.  "I don't know him." 


"I
do," Ryan admitted. "He's the asshole who just transferred in and
patrols around Xander's house."  Eric stomped in.  "So we
have these three, Ian, Stetler, or the Chief." 


Eric
looked.  "Okay, Wolfe, take Ian.  I'll take the patrol
guy.  Speed, ask the Chief?"  That got a nod. 
"Calleigh, charm the Sergeant-at-Arms.  If it's none of them it's got
to be Stetler or a fed."  He walked out, going to talk to his
assignment. 


Speed
looked at Wolfe.  "He's good at this." 


"I
can tell."  He walked off, going to find his person. 


Speed
called the office he needed. "Is he in?  I need about two minutes to
apprize him of a situation.  Speedle.  Thank you."  He hung
up and headed for a car to go down there. 


***



Horatio
walked into the Dominion, frowning already.  The greeter looked at him.
"Do you have an appointment?" 


"I'm
Master Tim's fiancee.  Where is he?" 


"Working,
sir.  Lady Heather is waiting in her office for you." 


"Thank
you."  He headed that way, glaring at the person who got in his
way.  "Gloria."  She opened the door and he walked
in.  "Lady Heather," he said, staring at her. 


She
stared back.  "That will not work on me, Horatio.  He was most
adamant that he's not going to ruin your career."  She sipped her
tea.  "I have tried to talk to him." 


"That's
my job."  She inclined her head at that.  "Where is
he?" 


"Learning
something with Santiago.  He'll be done in about ten minutes. 
Tea?" 


"No,
thank you."  He looked outside then at her.  "What he
overheard was only part of the conversation." 


"I'd
hope so.  He is still very fragile in personal relationships." 
She leaned back, looking at him.  "Who demanded that you choose
between your boys?" 


"No
comment."  The door opened.  "Santiago.   My
boy?" 


"Back
in his room.  With the door locked."  He stared at him. 
"He's incredibly upset that you're throwing your career away over
him." 


"He's
going to be even more upset when I paddle him." 


"Should
you he will never let you have him again," she warned.  He glared at
her.  "That would make you no better than the ones who abused him
first, Horatio.  Am I clear?"  He nodded once and let someone
lead him to Xander's rooms.  She sighed.  "That is going to be a
loud fight." 


"As
long as it doesn't get physical they'll be fine.  Xander can hold out if
he's adamant.  If not, he'll let himself be swayed."  They heard
Xander yelp and he looked out in the hall.  "He'll be fixing the
door, Lady Heather." 


"Yes,
he will," she assured him, taking another sip of her tea.  "Is
Gregory in yet?" 


"Not
yet.  He's got to work tonight and Grissom said he needs him.  He'll
probably be in first thing tomorrow."  She nodded, accepting
that.  "He is doing wonderfully with the advanced training I'm giving
him.  He takes very well to other methods of pain distribution.  He's
a bit wary of torture, with good cause, but he knows it's not the same as what
he was given."  She smiled at that.  "Though he is still a
bit too rough instead of using subtle movements.  That will change with
practice."  He refilled her cup.  "I'm going to retire for
the night unless you need me for a special client?" 


"No,
darling.  I thank you for helping our young one learn some new
tricks."  He smiled and let her stroke his cheek then he kissed her
hand and left her alone to think and monitor what was going on in the boy's
room via the video feed on the monitor in front of her.  So far, he was
just staring at her boy. 


***



Horatio
looked at the door, then used a well placed kick to get past the lock.  He
walked in and shut the door once Xander had yelped, hands on his hips, just
staring.  Xander didn't fidget.  He wasn't nervous.  He wasn't
looking away.  He was looking a bit ashamed and very tired, but
confident.  "You're wrong," he said finally.  "You
also didn't hear the rest of the conversation, Xander."  Xander
frowned at him.  "If you had stayed a few minutes longer you would
have heard me tell him to blow himself."  He didn't move any closer.
"My personal relationships come before my job."  Xander just
looked at him.  "They do." 


"They
can't.  Your career is helping others. It's like being a priest." 


"It's
not.  Most priests don't have to shoot people now and then."  He
finally moved closer, letting his hands come off his hips.  "I am not
going to give into that pressure." 


"Then
everything you've worked for decades for is gone, Horatio," he said
quietly.  "At least Greg is in your field." 


"So?" 
He continued to stare for a minute longer.  "If it wasn't for you I
would not be with Gregory.  I do care for him but I am not looking at a
long-term relationship with him because I feel some day he'll find someone
closer to what he wants."  Xander looked stunned.  "You, on
the other hand, I do see that with, Xander."  He saw him
swallow.  "I do care for Greg.  He's not the man I'd usually
date.  He's not even the sort I'd usually date.  I don't often date
people who're as playful as Greg is." 


"So
am I," he said quietly. 


"You
are.  You also have a need to be the center of attention now and then,
where I'd prefer a quieter existence."  Xander's face fell. 
"It didn't stop me from moving in, Xander."  Xander looked at
him again.  "On you it doesn't irritate me like it usually does with
others.  Perhaps it's because of your age, perhaps not, I don't
know."  Xander looked down at his lap so he sat down on the foot of
the bed.  "Look at me."  Xander looked at him. 
"My career is important, yes.  I will not deny that.  The same
as I will not deny that some cases are going to pull me from your side.  I
will not deny the important nature of my work.  Nor will I lull you into a
false sense of security about the fact that there's going to be some conflict
about our careers now and then.  I know yours is just as important to you
as mine is to me."  Xander nodded at that, still looking very
serious.  "I also know that your job has a lot more flexible hours
and can get you called out of bed to help someone.  Mine's not often like
that except on vacation."  That got another nod.  "However,
I am not going to give into pressure." 


"He
accused you of being with me for the money, Horatio." 


"Xander,
if I was in it for the money I'd have taken your grandfather in," he said
dryly.  "Or asked Raphael to turn me as well."  Xander
slumped and nodded.  But that did tell him which one he had
overheard.  "I am not in this for the money.  I like my current
salary.  I live well on it.  I have lived well on it for a very long
time."  Xander nodded, looking at him.  "Yes, having it can
be nice, but it's a pain in the ass most of the time." 


Xander
nodded. "It is.  That's why I try to live with what I make." 


"I
noticed that."  He pulled him closer, making him look him in the
eyes.  "You are mine.  I am possessive of what is mine.  Am
I clear?"  Xander let out a small grin but nodded.  
"Not funny, Xander.  If you're mine, nothing is going to take you
away from me short of death.  Not you, not Gregory unless he leaves
us.  Period.  Am I clear?"  Xander nodded, smiling a bit
more.  "That makes you happy?"  Xander nodded. 
"Or just more content and feeling more secure?" 


"A
bit of both.  I still don't want to tank your career, Horatio." 


"Xander,
if I have to, I'll go work for Mac.  He can't discredit me for being
gay.  Labs are often the most tolerant positions within the department
because we do get the odd lab techs.  We got a lot of very smart people
and that leads to a lot of very strange personality quirks.  Ryan's about
the average tech really."  Xander nodded, swallowing some. 
"Most of them would congratulate me for you being so hot and
young."  He stroked some of the hair off his forehead. 
"Now, are you mine or not?" 


"I'm
yours," he admitted. 


"Good. 
Then you worried your father sick." 


Xander
looked at him.  "How many have there been?" he asked quietly. 


Horatio
sighed.  "Three," he admitted.  "As they're probably
finding out.  The one you heard, Stetler, and the Chief warned me to be
more circumspect or else I would be relieved of command and retired.  I do
have enough years in to go now if I wanted but I'm not ready yet." 
Xander gave him a gentle hug.  "I was going to mention it that
night." 


Xander
nodded, settling on his lap. "I'm sorry." 


"Next
time, talk to me.  Or else I will use your equipment on you." 
Xander shook his head. "Oh, yes, I will." 


"You
ever try and I am leaving, Horatio," he said firmly, looking at him. 
"You know very well why." 


"I
do.  Doesn't mean the urge to spank you until you beg doesn't
exist."  Xander put his head back down.  He sighed and stroked
his back.  "We have got to make some plans." 


"I
was going to start accepting donation requests next month," he said
quietly.  "When the money and everything was handed over." 
Horatio gave him a squeeze.  "I've got plenty." 


"I
know you do."  He considered it.  "Why were you
there?" 


"I
was bringing Ian something with his name on it that got sent to the
house." 


"Ah." 
He went back to cuddling him.  "I'm sorry, Xander. I was going to
tell you but you ran." 


"I
wasn't going to make you choose or destroy your career, Horatio.  The
world needs you." 


"I
can do just as much good teaching, Xander."  Xander looked at
him.  "Really, I can.  That's what I plan to do when I
retire."  Xander gave him a gentle smile at that. 
"Now.  We should discuss this habit you have of running here." 


"It's
neutral territory and I wanted a last weekend with Greg before I sent him down
to you." 


Horatio
gave him a squeeze.  "You're mine, Xander.  No one else's. 
If you run I'm letting Mac hunt you down for me.  Then I'll let you and
Speed have a fight."  He gave him the cuddle he needed. 
"Why else did you come here?" 


"Lady
Heather gives good advice.  Unlike Mommy." 


"Good
point.  Did you talk to her?"  He shook his head.  "I
didn't think you had.  She would've yelled at lunch that day." 
He kissed him on the head.  "Are you done for the night?" 
Xander nodded.  "Good.  Then we should make sure you realize
you're mine."  Xander looked at him.  "We should." 


"Greg's
on duty." 


"I'll
make sure Greg knows he's mine later.  This is between us." 
Xander nodded, giving him a trusting look.  "Good.   Have
we heard back from Abby yet?"  He nodded.  "Is
it?"  He sighed and nodded.  "Are we sure it's yours?"



"She
is," he agreed quietly.  "As far as the tests say.  She had
the needle in the belly button test."  That got a small smile.
"I don't know what it's called but that's what they did." 


"Is
she healthy?"  Xander smiled and nodded.  "Good.  Have
we talked to her about custody yet?" 


"I
don't mind if she has custody and we share," he offered. 


"I
would like that.  DC's far away but not in another country.  I also
liked Abby as a person and I think her hyper nature will turn into a fussy, but
good mother."  Xander smiled at that.  "Have we worked that
out with her yet?" 


"I
was going to go up next month. With you if you wanted." 


"I
would like that."  He kissed him again.  "Now, let's go
make sure you realize you're mine, Xander." 


"I'm
not wearing a collar." 


"I
don't want you to be mine that way."  He tipped his face up. 
"We are equal, Xander.  That's one of the things that I'm still
working out about Gregory."  He nodded, looking understanding. 
"How do you do it?" 


"I
can turn it into lover's games instead of a dom/sub relationship," he
admitted.  "I have had an offer of a hell of a lot of money to do
that for someone."  Horatio shook his head.  "I know."



"Good." 
He stood up and made Xander stand up as well.  "Shoes?"  He
slid into them.  "Thank you.  We'll fix the door
later."  He walked them out, nodding politely at Santiago's
boy.  "Tell him we'll be back later.  We're going to take a walk
and talk some more." 


"Yes,
sir, Horatio.  Have good night."  He smiled once they were out
of sight, scurrying back to give that message, then heading down to the kitchen
to get a snack for them.  His master was very proud of him. 


Horatio
looked at Xander.  "What was he teaching you?" 


"Other
methods of pain distribution.  We went over cock torture
tonight."  Horatio shuddered.  "Some people like it. 
The same as some people like breath play but I loathe it and refuse to play
with that."  Horatio looked at him.  "Faith." 


He
gave his hand a squeeze before letting him into the rental car.  Xander
slid over from the driver's side and got comfortable.  He slid in and
stuck the keys in the ignition, heading down to figure out how he wanted to
remind Xander that he was not alone and that he was not leaving him.  That
training did give him an idea.  He went to the place where Greg said he
had gotten his nipple ring done a few years back, parking and looking at
Xander, who gave him an odd look. "Mine."  He walked him inside,
leading him by the hand.  "This is my boy." 


"Master
Tim," the proprietor said quietly and respectfully, nodding a bit. 
"Congratulations on your upcoming nuptials." 


"He
won't.  He's just moving in now." 


"That'll
be fixed as well," Horatio assured him.  "I want to mark him as
mine.  That way he knows he's mine, he's not going to get to run when
things get touchy in Miami, and I need something from him."  Xander
looked at him.  "You do.  You clearly need the
reminder."  Xander shivered.  "Now.  Your
choice.  Piercing or tattoo?" 


Xander
swallowed, looking almost frightened.  "Horatio, in my world, that
means you *own* me," he said quietly.  Horatio kissed him and he
moaned.  "It does." 


"It
can also be noted as a symbol of marriage," the artist offered. 
"We do a lot of those here.   Tattoos of each other's
names.  Identical rings."  That got a small smile from Horatio,
who led Xander over to the earrings he had.  "Where is it
going?" 


Xander
looked at him then at Horatio then back at him.  "Non-ownership
ones," he said firmly.  "Pleasure piercing only." 


"Well,
there's a few of those.  It does depend on what you put in it," he
reminded him.  "We can do matching nipples.  Naval.  I've
done a few dual scrotal piercings for a newly bonded gay couple.  It
depends on how you see it, Master Tim." 


Horatio
looked at him. "He's worried that people will see his and not mine." 


"Then
I'd make it so it's one no one but you two will see, sir." 


"He's
Horatio," Xander told him quietly.  He looked at Horatio. 
"Something hidden and naughty?" 


"I
can do that.  As long as it won't interfere with chasing after
suspects." 


"Well,
you can do a ball piercing that way.  It won't matter.  A buried
treasure.  Or a PA or amphlang piercing."  Xander looked at
him.  "That's the one across instead of through the hole like a PA,
Master Tim." 


"Oh." 
He nodded.  "Horatio?  Honey?"  He gave his hand a
squeeze. 


Horatio
looked at him then at the artist.  "Buried treasures are what?" 


"Between."



"Ow,"
he said, wincing some. 


"It's
fun to play with, hard to pull out, and hurts like hell at first but it's good
pleasure later."  Xander smiled at that.  "Especially when
you get blown." 


Horatio
looked at him then at the artist.  "Agreed.  Small gauge." 


"Of
course.  There's not much room there."  He grinned. 
"We've got some good ones that can go. I'd recommend a fully closing ring
personally.  That way you could switch out to a stone later
on."  He pointed at a few.  "Those are good for
that."  Xander pointed at a blue sapphire set.  "Those
aren't really for piercing, Master Tim." 


Horatio
looked then at him.  "You'd have to switch them out later if he can't
pierce them, Xander." 


Xander
nodded.  "I know.  You can do mine and I can do yours." 


"We
can.  Also, he needs to be wearing my name or mark.  Somewhere
subtle."  Xander looked stunned.  "That way he remembers he
can come to me when there's a problem," he said, looking down at
him.  Xander swallowed. 


"Scrollwork
initials?  Full name?  Any particular body part or image?" 


"If
I do, you do.  You like to be Superman," Xander said firmly. 


"Across
the lower back?  Or the back of the neck, Xander?"  Xander shivered. 
"Your choice.  There or your thigh." 


"Thigh,"
he said weakly.  "It'll hurt less." 


"That's
fine," the artist agreed, letting them see the font styles he could
use.  Horatio tapped one.  Small, delicate scrollwork.  Not
quite feminine but very delicate.  "How big?" 


"That
size is good," Horatio agreed.  "Around, across, or up and
down?" he asked Xander.  Who swallowed.  He stared at him. 


"Around,"
he said finally.  "It'll be like a wedding ring." 


"No,
you're getting a ring when we marry," Horatio assured him.  "The
same as I am."  Xander looked stunned.  "Let's live
together for a while first, Xander."  Xander nodded, resting against
his side, earning a smile.  "The same for me." 


"Of
course.  His actual name or title?" 


"Actual. 
I'm not in the life." 


"Then
I won't weld them shut, Horatio.  That's the usual mark of
ownership."  He led them into the back.  "Go ahead and
strip down, boys."  He went to get the set they liked.  "I
can pierce with them but it might swell a bit.  Are you sure?" 
Horatio nodded.  "Okay."  He got Horatio down first. That
way the dom wouldn't feel so trapped.  He was looking a bit
panicked.  "Take his hand, son.  Say anything vowish you
want." 


Horatio
pulled Xander down to kiss him when he saw the needle come near, gasping into
his mouth.  "Ow."  Xander stroked his cheek. 
"I'm still going to make you unable to sit later for leaving like that and
not talking to me," he whispered.  Xander nodded, kissing him
again.  "Thank you."   He heard the buzz start and
looked at him.  "Doing the tattoo as well?" 


"Might
as well since you're naked, son."  He shaved the area and got to work
on the boy's name.  "Xander, right?"  Horatio nodded. 
"It'll wrap probably about three times." 


"That's
fine."  He went back to kissing Xander hard, making him relax. He had
to wince a few times.  Doing the inside of his thigh hurt like hell! 
But he was finally done and got it gelled and then covered.  He stood up
and put on his pants, then helped Xander into the chair so he could pamper and
love him.  "I'm going to come to you when I need to talk.  I
need you to do the same." 


"I
will," Xander said, turning his head when he saw the needle.  "I
hate needles."  Horatio kissed him and took his mind off it. 


The
tattoo artist smiled, shaking his head slightly as he pierced him.  Then
he slid the ring in and fastened it.  They were still making out so he
prepared his thigh.   "Like Horatio Alger?"  
Horatio looked down and nodded.  "I can shrink the size of his font
so it goes around three times.  Otherwise it'll be two and a
space."  He got to work, letting him soothe his boy however he
wanted.  When he got done, Horatio handed him a card and he smiled, going
to run it while he got his boy dressed.  He came back with the slip for
him to sign, watching as Xander did it for him.  "Okay, now, no rough
playing with the earrings for a few days at least.  Gel the letters every
few hours."  He handed over a bottle of gel.  "No soaking,
swimming, or otherwise getting it wet.  Cover it when you shower,
boys."  That got a nod from Horatio.  "You're good to go
then."  He handed over the empty holder for the earrings. 
"So you know what size and gauge you're getting if you want a secondary
ring."  That got a smile and Horatio walked Xander out, taking him to
the car.  "They're so cute.  Master Tim obviously needed someone
to make him come out of the dungeon and play now and then."  He
tucked the slip into the register and cleaned up his area again.  At least
he hadn't had to weld those shut.  Doing those would've been a bit tricky.



Horatio
drove them to a small chapel, looking at Xander, who looked stunned. 
"Your choice." 


"You
said you're not ready." 


"I'm
not but you clearly want it." 


Xander
kissed him and shook his head.  "I'm good for now." 


"Okay. 
If you're sure."  He drove them back to the Dominion, parking in the
guest parking and getting out.  He walked around to get Xander out since
he hadn't moved.  "Come on, Master Tim.  Time for bed and a talk."



"Yes,
Horatio."  He looked at him.  "You played with Greg." 


"I
did but that's for fun, Xander. Not for real for me."  Xander nodded
and took his hand, walking inside.  They ran into Lady Heather. 
"Thank you for keeping him safe for me." 


"Are
you two staying for a few more days?" 


Horatio
nodded.  "I'll fix the door tomorrow." 


"Thank
you, Horatio."  She saw how they were standing. 
"Hmm.  Promise rings?"  Xander blushed and nodded a
bit.  "Naughty ones?" she teased. 


"Mommy
will shriek so loud you'll be able to hear her from Miami," he said
dryly.  "So will Dad." 


Horatio
smiled at him.  "Speed could use a good yell this week." 
He smiled at her.  "We're going to bed to talk." 


"He
knows where the supplies are, Horatio.  Don't feel the need to abstain on
my count.  Not like I do."  She walked off, going to see her
next client.  She knew exactly what the way they were both walking
meant.  It did make her very pleased.  Horatio was going to take care
of her little broken angel very well.  He was more than stubborn enough to
handle his worst instincts.  Like running to her had been.  She found
her client waiting and looked at him.  "Gregory." 


He
knelt at her feet.  "I know he's here.  I don't know what's
going on and I'm giving them a chance to work it out since I heard they were at
a tattoo shop I recommended." 


She
sat down, looking at him.  "You know why he came?" 


"I
heard someone was trying to blackmail Horatio about us."  She
nodded.  "I know he overheard." 


"I
can't tell you how they worked it out, Gregory." 


"I
know.  I'm asking to take up a spot as his special boy for now.  It's
close enough to what I am for them."  She stared at him. 
"I know Horatio's still uncomfortable with a trio.   I also know
that he enjoyed playing with me before I came back."  He shifted
some, wincing a bit.  "Sorry, sore knees, m'lady.  I had to get
into a trunk to find evidence and ended up on top of the tire iron while I
dusted for prints." 


"It's
understandable."  She pulled him up to face her.  "I know
they've worked it out.  They're together and walking quite
oddly."  He let out a small smile.  She reached for the phone
and called up there.  "Xander, love.  Gregory is here and
wondering if you're ready for him to come talk yet."  She
smiled.  "That's fine.  I can have him with me."  She
hung up.  "They're still talking and said your time comes in tomorrow
morning. Until then, you can help me." 


"Yes,
m'lady.  Thank you for humoring and helping us.  I know it puts you
in an uncomfortable position."  He kissed her cheek then gave her a
small grin.  "Horatio spanked the hell out of me before I came
home." 


"Hmm." 
She stared at him.  "Shirt off, Gregory."  He took it off
and let her look at his back.  "Very pretty.  Whips, a suede
one?"  He nodded.  "How spanked?"  He dropped his
pants and she could see the faint bruising that was still there.  It was
good for having been so long ago. She ran a hand over it, making him hiss and
shiver.  "Good.  Did you enjoy it?"  He blushed and
nodded, pulling his pants back up and hitching them.  "Did he?" 


He
knelt at her feet again, resting his chin on her knee.  "He rode me
so hard I thought I was going to die, Lady Heather," he whispered. 
"It was wonderful.  He shaved me, he cleaned me, then he finished
with my back.  He had me in the sling.  Xander finished me off with
his hand and then they had me again.  They cuddled and then he and Horatio
had at it."  She smiled at that, stroking over his hair. 
"Grissom told me to go away tonight.  I'm not sure why." 


"I'm
sure he'll tell you when you come back."  She smiled and carded her
nails through his hair.  "Were you impudent?"  He grinned
and nodded.  "Trying out the new dungeon for them?"  He
moaned and nodded, still grinning.  "Then it sounds like it was good,
that you got a full release." 


"Oh,
did I.  I so did.  I almost couldn't sit the whole flight, even with
numbing cream on and in me."  She smirked at that. "What can I
do to help you, m'lady?  Administrative tasks?  Going to check on
people?  Name it and I'm yours until they're ready for me." 


"For
now, I need you to do a check.  Short of Emil's boy, you're Top Boy in the
house at the moment."  He beamed at that.  He kissed her on the
cheek, then walked out without his shirt on.  She called Grissom. 
"What is going on, Gil?" she asked quietly.  "I know. 
He's here waiting to talk to Xander and Horatio."  She smiled. 
"He was wondering, yes."  She listened. 
"Why?"  She growled.  "Indeed?  Should I have a
talk with him?  Or perhaps you could mention that he has a standing offer
down in Miami?"  She smirked evilly.  "I believe I can do
that."  She hung up and stood up, smoothing down her skirt.  She
walked out and found Gregory retrieving stuff for the other doms. 
"Gregory?"  He paused and looked at her.  "Why were
you suspended this time?" 


"I
was?" 


"According
to Gil you were.  It came from Ecklie directly." 


"Can
I sue him now?" 


"It
depends on why he did it."  He gave her a look.  "He
knows," she said flatly.  He nodded.  "Which relationship
caused it?" 


"At
this point, I don't much care," he admitted.  "I'm feeling
vindictive and a bit Xander- like."  She smiled at that. 
"But this time I won't drag anyone into the building."  He
kissed her on the cheek and went back to his delivery rounds. 


She
smiled at his back.  He was so very lively.  She went up to her
office to call someone.  She had some ... influence with the city now and
then.  "Sheriff," she said smoothly when he answered his
phone.  "This is.  I believe you're about to have a lawsuit on
your hand.  Because, for some reason, Master Tim's boy was suspended
without notice why."  She smirked at his blustering.  "He
would like to know.  So would Grissom.  I called to ask him on the
poor boy's behalf.  I don't care which relationship caused it but I do
feel you should be warned that he is about to sue your whole department for
harassment."  She smiled.  "Exactly.  That way you can
diffuse this horrid situation before it gets out of hand and Gregory has to run
to Miami for shelter permanently."  She smiled sweetly. 
"Then I'll leave this to your good sense.  Thank you, Sheriff, do
have a good night."  She hung up and waited.  Gregory came in a
few minutes later and knelt again, pouring her some ice water and handing it
over, then moving so she could have him do whatever she wanted to to him.
"Good boy, Gregory.  Is everything all right?" 


"There's
two doing breath play.  I didn't do more than glance in because that takes
concentration.  They didn't seem to need anything. The other areas I
replaced towels, fetched supplies, and a few cloths for a mistress who broke
open someone's back."  She raised an eyebrow.  "Mistress
Eliana, m'lady." 


She
smiled.  "She can be a bit firm now and then.  Was the client
complaining?"  He shook his head.  "Then I'll make sure it
was for a good reason."  She stroked through his hair.  "I
called the Sheriff to have him talk to Ecklie.  I'm hoping he can have it
fixed simply and quickly so you don't have to sue them, Gregory.  That
would lead to a lot of problems for you." 


"I
know, but if I've got to so they stay out of my private life, I will," he
vowed.  "I'm tired of the nosy people."  She smiled. 
He sat on his heels, looking at her.  "Mistress, how do I remind
Xander that he promised me part of the proceeds from the assassin stuff? 
More came to light and he hasn't given it over yet." 


"I'll
remind him," she promised.  "We'll talk to Horatio
first."  He nodded, going back to resting his head on her knee. 
Someone outside started to scream and he was outside in a quick movement to see
what was wrong.  He came back a minute later with someone in tow. 
"What happened?" 


"My
wife works here!" he shouted.  "She's a whore!" 


"Be
more respectful!" Greg said firmly, glaring at him.  "No one
here sells sex!" he sneered.  "But you obviously need a lesson
in manners!  Now, down!"  He pushed him to his knees, then
smiled at her.  "Sorry, m'lady.  He's rude and needs to calm
down.  I thought it better you handle him in here until his wife is clear
and can join you." 


"That's
more than acceptable.  His wife is?" 


"With
Master Steve, ma'am." 


"That's
fine.  Make sure he knows to come in with her."  Greg nodded and
went to do that and then do another checking round.  Someone
knocked.  "Enter."  Horatio leaned in.  "Gregory
is checking things.  When you are ready, you two will speak first." 


"That's
more than reasonable.  Your assistant isn't at her desk and I heard
screaming?" 


"Marital
dispute," she said, nodding at him.  She smiled.  "Do you
know where the kitchen is, dear?" 


"In
the back?" he guessed.  She nodded.  "I'll have Greg show
me when he comes back, then he can come sleep in our room later on." 


"He
can stay with me.  For right now you and Xander need some time to finish
working things out." 


"If
you wish.  He's more than welcome to curl up with us.  He is
ours." 


She
nodded. "I know.  He can help me tonight, Horatio.  Go baby my
student."  He nodded and left.  She saw him run into Greg and
stroke his cheek, but say something quietly, getting a bright smile. 
"Gregory?"  He looked in.  "Show him the
kitchen?"  He nodded, leading Horatio down the back passages. 
Her master and she came in, looking calm and collected.  "Good. 
Now, let us discuss this.  Steven?"  He smiled at her. 
"You can referee and answer any questions you feel fit."  He
nodded, sitting down next to her.  "Please, let's talk like civilized
beings.  Because you have some misconceptions about this life," she
told the husband.  He snorted.  But he would learn.  Later on
she would let Greg sleep on the foot of her bed, even though he did creep
during the night to cuddle her stomach.  It was adorable of him and very
protective how he used her as a pillow so nothing could hurt her. 


***



Horatio
smiled when Xander woke up the next morning, holding up a strawberry. 
"Nibble?" he asked quietly.  Xander lifted his head and nibbled
on it, earning a smile.  "Thank you.  It's good to see you
eat.  I've noticed you don't eat when you're stressed out."  He
fed him another berry, then got cuddled.  "We're fine, Xander." 


"Thank
you." 


"You're
welcome."  He stroked his back.  "Do you ache like I
do?" 


"Oh
Goddess yes," he moaned.  "We can't soak either." 


Horatio
kissed him on the head.  "We can easily take a warm washcloth to each
other."  Xander smiled at that.  "Greg's around here somewhere." 
Xander frowned at him.  "Ecklie tried to suspend him for being
gay.  Ecklie's also in trouble with their Sheriff.  Greg made it
quite clear he's going to sue him for it so he's backed off.  Fortunately
today's his day off."  He took another kiss.  "Want another
one?"  Xander moved to taste his nipple, then mashed a berry onto his
nipple so he could lick it off.  "That works," he moaned,
shifting so he had a better chance of catching it before it ran and stained the
sheets. Xander ate a few more before he made it to his cock. 
"Xander," he moaned.  Xander moved back to lick at his new
piercing.  He whimpered, then screamed when the mobile tongue tugged
gently on the ring.  Someone knocked, making him pant and clutch the bed. 


"Busy,"
Xander called.  "New piercing."  He got back to work. 
Someone knocked again so he got up, not caring that he was answering the door
naked.  He looked at the man waiting there.  "Sorry to have
woken you, Santiago." 


"It's
all right, Xander.  Are you all right?" 


He
grinned.  "We got matching piercings," he said sheepishly. 
"I was playing with his." 


"Really?" 
He looked him over.  "What got pierced?" 


"Buried
treasure." 


"Interesting
bonding rings," he said happily.  "I have Gregory with my boy
for a while, until we work out." 


"That's
fine.  We'll be down soon."  That got a smile and the other man
walked off so Xander closed the door and went to pounce Horatio again. 
"Let it out, baby.  Just let me know if I hurt you." 


"Not
pain," he moaned.  Xander went back to playing with the thin little
ring, making him whimper, his eyes squeezed shut, his hands clutching the
bed.  "Xander, too much!" he begged.  Xander went back down
on him again and it was great.  He came and went limp.  "I'm
going to pay you back soon.  As soon as my heart quits
pounding."  Xander straddled him, holding out a strawberry so he
could nibble.  He smiled, taking a bite.  "You have the
rest?" 


"Let
me spoil you, my boy."  He kissed him.  He licked his lips then
handed him the glass of juice Horatio had brought up so he could sip it. 
"That's my boy." 


"I
am," he agreed.  "The same as you are mine."  He put
the glass down and moved the plate of berries.  Then he pounced
Xander.  The boy's hot spots were well loved by him but this new one made
him squeal and shake until he finally got off.  "I do like that
ring," he admitted, licking his cock clean.  Then his stomach. 
"I definitely like our bonding rings."  Xander gave him a smile
so he kissed over the bandage covering his name on Xander's body.  Then he
moved up to kiss him.  "What are we doing for Greg?" he
whispered, kissing him gently. 


"Up
to you, Horatio."  He stroked through his hair.  "I'm sorry
if that hurt you." 


"Xander,
that wasn't pain.  It was like a live wire went from my cock to my
brain."  He took another kiss.  "Do we want to mark
Greg?"  Xander smiled and nodded.  "Do we want to mark him
the same way?" 


"I
want it on his back." 


"Are
you sure?  He might feel unequal." 


Xander
took a kiss.  "He said his thigh's very sensitive after the
explosion.  He had some scars on the inside of it and he hates to have
them touched.  His back has more scar tissue but less feeling." 


"If
that's where he wants it I wouldn't mind," he assured him.  "Do
we want to do both our names on him?"  Xander beamed and
nodded.   "Then we will.  The earring?" 


Xander
moaned.   "I'd love to see him pierced as my boy." 
Horatio smiled at that.  "I will leave it up to him." 


"Do
you want him to have the same one?" 


"If
that's what he wants." 


"You're
going to leave it up to him?" 


"He
can have a scrotal piercing if he wants.  Let's face it, that hurt like
hell, Horatio." 


"It
did," he agreed with a small smile.  "I'll let him know his
choices." 


"Can
we make him get two?" 


"If
he wants," he agreed, smiling at him.  "You want him to have one
welded on," he teased. 


"I
do."  He moaned and tensed up as he shifted. 
"Horatio?"  He hummed and kissed him again. "Lube?" 


"On
the other pillow," he promised. 


"I
don't need breakfast." 


"After
breakfast. When you eat I'll reward you and do anything you want." 
Xander let out a soft whimper.  "I will.  Now, let's finish
cleaning up."  He got up and pulled Xander up with him, then into the
bathroom.  He gave his boy a very nice sponge bath, avoiding his thigh,
and then let Xander do him.  It did feel good.  "Two weeks then
we can soak again," he promised. 


"Good. 
Can't wait."  He licked up some of the rinse water, earning a
shiver.  "You sure I can't be taken now?" 


"Soon,
Xander.  Let's put on some clothes." 


"Clothes
are optional.  The only mandatory thing is shoes." 


"I'm
wearing clothes and I am jealous," he said dryly, pulling Xander out to
find him something to wear.  Xander pulled out a pair of soft flannel
shorts, earning a smile for it.  Then a t-shirt and shoes. 


Horatio
pulled on a pair of pants and a dress shirt but left off the suit coat this
morning.  He took Xander's hand and let him lead him down to the kitchen,
nodding at the others.  "Morning." 


"Morning,
Horatio sir," Santiago's boy said happily.  He looked at Xander's
thigh, then the obvious bulge on Horatio's thigh.  "Oooh! 
Bonding marks!" he squealed, giving them a hug.  "I'm so happy
for you two!" 


"Thanks,"
Xander said with a grin for him.  "Someone had his happy pills,"
he teased.  The boy laughed and nodded, getting them plates so they could
eat off the buffet.  Greg gave him a hopeful look so he nodded beside him,
getting a happy boy of his own.  He stole a kiss.  "Good morning
to you too, Greg." 


"Thank
you," he said, smiling at them.  "When can I see?" 


"When
you get your own," Xander teased.  Greg's face lit up.  Horatio
took his own kiss when it was offered.  "But you don't have to do it
exactly the same way we did.  I know your thigh has problems." 


Greg
stared at him.  "It would hurt like hell.  It's got a few good
pain surges now and then."  Horatio gave him a look.  "From
the burns and the glass damage."  Horatio nodded at that. 
"Where were we thinking instead?"  Xander traced a line across
his beltline, getting a moan.  "Both your names?" 


"We
still have to get one of your name, if you want," Horatio said
quietly.  That got him hugged by a bouncy blond boy.  "Plus your
piercing can be shifted some if you're not comfortable with it." 


"Where
are yours?" 


"Buried
treasure," Xander told him.  Santiago's boy's eyes went wide and he
let out a small whimper.  "Hurt like hell," he assured him, then
he kissed Greg quickly.  "I have to eat.  Horatio said so or I
can't squeal later."  He dug in, making both his boys happy. 
Greg and Horatio talked quietly while they ate.  Xander got done and
pounced.  It was a good breakfast. 


***



Greg
walked into the storeroom, pausing.  "Paul?" he asked, moving
closer.  He flipped on the lights.  "Paul?"   He
checked him and there was nothing.  "Shit!"  He checked his
neck then headed out.  Even though Lady Heather had put him into the store
room/meditation room for his own good.  "Xander!"  He came
out of their room wearing a towel.  "Paul.  I'm pretty sure he's
dead.  I need you to check him."  Xander nodded, following him
that way once he had on his shorts again.  "I need to make sure he's
not going to vamp," he said quietly.  "She's had someone do that
on the lawn." 


Xander
checked, then frowned.  "Nothing on his neck but there's other
places.  Call 911, tell Lady Heather and Santiago."  He nodded,
going to do that.  Santiago came running in.  "Hold
on."  He paused at the doorway.  "We need to check. 
For some reason Greg thought he might vamp." 


"We
have one being treated downstairs."  He came in because he knew
Xander wouldn't touch his boy without his permission.  "Where am I
looking?" 


"His
thighs."  He looked at him.  "Second most popular spot to
nibble.  Nearly gotten bitten a few times during blows." 


That
got a nod and he checked his boy's thighs, then did up his pants again. 
"Smooth." 


"Good." 
He stood up and looked at him.  "I'm sorry, Emil." 


"It's
all right, Xander.  It's not your fault."  Someone came
running.  "Police and CSI only," he ordered.  "Shield
the rest of the house."  The guard nodded, going running to pass on
that order.  "I sent Greg to wake up Lady Heather."  He let
him go.  "I will miss him.  It took me months to teach him he
had worth."  He stared then turned and walked back out into the hall,
letting Xander guard the door.  He nodded at the team coming in. 
"It's late for you," he said quietly. 


"Anything
here we answer personally," Grissom told him.  He looked at the body
then at him.  "Did you touch it?" 


"Gregory
checked for a pulse, he got me to check for bite marks," Xander said,
coming out.  "We checked his neck and inner thighs.  Paul was
Master Santiago's boy so he checked there." 


"That's
fine.  After what happened a few weeks ago it's a reasonable
worry."  Greg came out in jeans and sneakers but without a
shirt.  "Finish dressing, Greg." 


"I
don't have a clean shirt here, Grissom.  Sorry."  He took the
spare scene kit. "Am I unsuspended yet?" 


"Tomorrow
night."  He smiled.  "He is very sorry." 


"Good. 
Means I won't have to sue."  He moved Xander.  "You and
Master Santiago were in there, right?" 


"Only
us and you.  He checked his thighs for bite marks."  Greg looked
at him. "It is a very easy target, Greg.  Very, very easy and stunning
when it happens.  You wondered about those scars of mine.  Blows in a
club."  That got a nod and he moved in to carefully start the
documenting process.  He looked at Grissom, then inside.  "Which
vamp is here so we can be absolutely sure?" 


"Mistress
Thom has him," Greg called.  "Down in the basement." 


"Thank
you."  He headed that way, going to intrude.  He knocked first
and the mistress came out.  "I'm sorry to interrupt.  I need the
vampire you have to make sure Master Santiago's boy won't turn when you're done
with him." 


"We're
about half done."  She smiled and ran a hand over his chest. 
"Very well built, Master Tim."  She let him see and he gaped.
"You know my toy?" 


"I
do.  He knows me as well."  She looked at him.  "When
you're done please.  If not, I can finish him for you." 


"You
can.  Is he all right?"  He shook his head. 
"Shit.  Where?" 


"Meditation
room." 


"Double
shit.  I know Lady Heather put Gregory in there because he was
bouncing."  He nodded, making her smile.  "I'll turn him
over to you, Master Tim."  She let him into the room. 
"Toy, this is Master Tim.  He needs you to check a boy who just
died." 


The
vampire lifted his blond head, looking at him.  "Whelp?" 


"Be
more respectful," she ordered, snapping the cane at his side again. 
"His name is Master Tim." 


He
grinned.  "He knew me before I trained," he said gently. 
"Come along, toy."  He got him undone and snapped on a leash and
a collar.  "We're going to check a recently killed
body."   He walked him out.  "I should make you crawl,
Spike." 


"You're
...." 


Xander
paused to look at him.  "I am.  I'm Lady Heather's personal
student," he said smugly.  "My boy and my husband are
upstairs.  We are going to check Master Santiago's boy then I'll take over
your treatment."  He led him on, letting him stand at the
doorway.  "Is he being turned?" 


Spike
sniffed. "I smell recent blood but it's more like a cut," he said,
still looking a bit confused. 


"He
had a small anal tear during a session the other night," Santiago said
from behind them.  Spike gave him a look.  "It was his treat to
do what we did.  He knew it could happen and accepted that.  Any
other blood?" 


"Back
of his head.  It's farthest away," he offered.  "Looks like
his neck was gotten too." 


"Thank
you, Spike," Xander said.  He led him to a work room and hitched him
in, then leaned out.  "Master Santiago, I had to interrupt his
session.  Can I borrow a few of your tools since mine are back in Miami?"



"Of
course, Master Tim."  He got him the ones he had borrowed last time,
making him smile.  "Please clean them." 


"Of
course.  Would you like to help?  He's used to torture." 


"No,
I've got my own methods of stress relief.  I thank you for your assistance." 
Xander gave him a squeeze on the wrist and he went to watch.  "Paul
is my boy," he said when someone looked at him.  "I'm
staying." 


"Of
course.  Is there anyone we should notify or can you?" Grissom asked
gently. 


"His
family sent him away because he wanted to be an accountant instead of a
minister in a religion he didn't believe in," he said quietly. "It
took me months to undo what they did to him."  That got a nod. 
"I can also tell you what was done to him recently so you can weed that
out." 


"Agreed,"
Grissom offered.  He saw Horatio.  "Your boy's with some blond
vampire." 


"Spike
made sure he wasn't going to turn.  We had one turn on the lawn
recently," Greg said as he plucked something off. He put it into an
envelope.  "They said it was fixed, Horatio." 


"Good. 
I would love to steal you to Miami full time, Greg.  Remember
that."  He went to check on Xander.  "Need anything?" 


"I
really want my blue cane," he admitted.  "But I can make
due."  He swung again and Spike whimpered, making him smirk. 
"Stress relief." 


"It's
always a good idea if they agree," he said gently.  "Come back
when you're done so we can get Greg marked today." 


Xander
leaned closer to Spike's ear.  "That's my man.  The blond with
the camera doing the body evidence is my boy.  Still think I'm a
whelp?"  Spike sniffled and shook his head.  "Safe
word?" 


"Angelus."



"Thank
you."  He got back to work breaking Spike.  It was hard work but
he eventually made him break, cry, and try to fall to his knees.  He got
him out of the cuffs and sat him down to comfort him, then patted him
gently.  "Go wherever the Lady wanted you to go."  He got
up to clean the instruments, handing the ones he had borrowed back. 
"Thank you."  He smiled at Mistress Thom.  "He
broke." 


"You're
good," she said in awe.  "It took me three tries." 


He
grinned.  "I know some of what happened to him before." 
That got a nod.  "If I'm not needed?" he asked, seeing Lady
Heather. 


"No,
dear.  Go shower and change.  Did you finish off her
client?"  Xander nodded, grinning at her.  Spike wandered out
and she cooed, stroking his cheek. "Go rest in the shadows until tonight,
William.  I'll talk to you then." 


He
looked at Xander then at her. "He's worse than Angelus with that
whip." 


"Thank
you," Xander said proudly, grinning at him.  "I'm very proud of
my whip and cane skills."  Santiago smiled at him.  "I
am.  I worked very hard to be so good with them."  He bowed to
Lady Heather. "Let me know what I can do to help, Lady Heather." 


"Of
course, dear."  Xander walked into his bedroom and closed the door
gently, then they heard the shower.  She smiled at Spike. "Go now,
dear.  This is a neutral zone.  He will not harm you."  He
nodded, going down to the basement again.  He definitely needed a nap
after that.  She looked inside then at Santiago.  "I'm sorry,
Emil." 


"So
am I," he admitted, giving her a gentle hug.  "Gregory ran out
of shirts." 


"He
doesn't get to wear one around here," she admitted.  Greg blushed at
that.  "I see your bruises are still there." 


"They're
nearly healed," he promised quietly, getting back to work. 


Catherine,
who had come late, looked at his back then at him.  "Didn't that
hurt?" 


"I
wear it with pride, Cat.  I teased my way into it; my Master and his mate
both gave me what I needed and wanted."  He picked up something else,
holding it up.  "Lady Heather, has this room been in use?" 


"Not
that I'm aware of," she admitted, looking at the panties he had found
under the body's shoulder.  "Hmm.  Could belong to a few
people."  She walked off, going to ask someone. 


Catherine
looked at him.  "You're serious about Xander and Horatio?" she
asked.  He grinned and nodded.  "Enough to possibly hurt your
career?  I know it's not fair but it can happen." 


"Someone
tried that with Horatio.  That's why Xander came out.  He was giving
him the chance to make a different decision," he said simply. 
"Ecklie does it again, I'm going to bankrupt the department," he
promised.  Then he smiled sweetly.  "Anything else?" 


"I'm
happy if you are, Greg," she promised.  "I wanted to make sure
you knew it could happen." 


He
nodded.  "I know.  Very well."  He handed over the
bagged panties.  "If we need it, I can get us the camera footage from
inside and help with the questioning." 


"I
think you might be a bit too close," Catherine warned. 


He
looked at her.  Then at Master Santiago.  Who just smiled at
him.  "Gregory is one of the top boys in the house, ma'am.  Due
to this, even the Masters will answer questions for you.  It will also
allow you to talk to them off-premise.  They wouldn't normally want you to
bust them to their normal lives." 


"So
there's a hierarchy?" 


"There
is," Master Santiago agreed.  "Lady Heather is at the top, of
course.  Then her personal students, Master Tim, myself, and one other who
lives in Europe now.  Then the other Masters.  Then personal boys
depending on where their masters sit by tenure, experience, and
speciality.  Then the general subs who are indebted to the house, then the
ones who come in as clients." 


"Interesting. 
So Greg's near the top of the bottom pile?"  He nodded. "I'll
keep that in mind if we need to talk to anyone." 


"Lady
Heather's personal minions do the security, assistant, and computer
duties," Greg told her. "I can introduce you if Master Tim or Master
Santiago can't.  I can also ask the other subs around here when they last
saw him." 


"Go
get someone who might know," she ordered.  "Grissom is trying to
get the tapes."  He nodded, going to do that.   She looked
at the master hanging around. "Is he really happy?" 


"That
is a question for him to answer," he pointed out.  His cellphone rang
and he pulled it out, frowning.  "What?" he answered.  He
listened, then growled. "You are not getting me back, Morris.  As of
this moment I'm on grief leave.  Yes, for that reason. I would like to
know."  He snorted and hung up. "This had nothing to do with my
career.  Or so I'm told." 


"You
do what as a day job?" she asked. 


He
smirked. "I'm also known as Richard Estoban, CIA research division." 
She gaped in horror.  "He is, or was, my lowly assistant
researcher."  He turned and walked off, heading back to his room to
sulk.  He ran into Xander, who gave him a hug.  "I know. 
It will get better." 


"We
all grieve and sometimes the grief is harder than life."  He looked
at the boy.  "My grandparents just passed.  Most of
Grandfather's people followed to be with them." 


"I'm
sorry, Xander. I had no idea," he soothed, giving him another hug. 
"Whatever I can do to help.  You know that." 


"Ditto,
Emil.  Ditto."  That got a nod.  "Go rest.  You
probably have a headache and I'm here in case the Lady needs us."  He
nodded, going back to his room to rest for now.  Xander went to do another
patrol around the halls but Lady Heather caught him and put him back into his
room with a smile for Horatio.  "I'm trying to help." 


"I
know you are.  Stay in here, dear.  Let your mate play with his new
marks.  It's probably time to gel them again."  She walked off,
going to do a patrol herself.  She did not like the implications of this
event.  She found Spike staring outside from a shadowed window. 
"I told you to rest." 


"I
am," he said, giving her a smile.  "The boy's good." 


"I
trained him to be that way, Spike."  He gave her a look. 
"Xander is every bit a testament to my training.  He is like my son
now." 


He
nodded once at that.  "I understand.  Do the others know?" 


"The
blonde one had fits.  The other knows and is pregnant."  Spike
gave her a horrified look.  "Tara is married to the sweetest of
men."  That got a small whimper.  She patted him on the
hand.  "You can catch up later.  Go rest."  He trudged
off.  She kept going, going to see if Xander knew how to capture vampires
on film.  Or maybe she'd write Willow personally since she was more
technological about such things.  She passed by their room, hearing the
screaming in pleasure going on.  "Ah, he is very good for my
boy," she decided happily.  Grissom and Catherine both gave her odd
looks.  "They got marked last night." 


"I'm
happy for them," Grissom said, smiling at Greg.  "You remember
your tylenol." 


"Oh,
I will.  I'm hoping mine doesn't make me quite as loud." 


Lady
Heather stroked his cheek. "Only if you're lucky, Gregory."  She
walked on, going to inspect the kitchen area. 


***



Warrick
looked at Greg his first night back, noticing he was moving kind of
stiffly.  "I heard there was a case at Lady Heather's.  You
there all weekend?" 


He
looked over and nodded.  "Yeah, there was an incident in Miami and
Xander came up for some comfort.  He hates to fight with his lovers worse
than I do."  He took off his shirt with a hiss but put it into his
locker.  Then he took two of the advil in there. 


Warrick
looked at his back then at him.  "That's a nice one." 


"Thank
you.  Part of our version of wedding rings.  They got my initials
added to their new ones too."  Warrick stared at him. 
"Someone tried to blackmail Horatio into being straight again." 
Warrick slammed a fist into his locker.  "Xander overheard and came
up so he couldn't tank his career.  So they both got earrings and their
lovers' name tattooed around their thigh.  Then my initials got added to
those on them and their initials went on my lower back because, let's face it,
it's a lower pain area for me than my thigh after the explosion." 


"So,
did you get pierced too?" Warrick asked, looking at him.  The blush
told it all.  "If you get me tonight I'll keep you from having to
bend too much." 


"I'm
okay with bending, it's reaching that stretches Xander's initials for some
reason."  He shrugged and pulled on a clean t-shirt. 
"Anyway, I'm back from my suspension for being gay."  He grabbed
his stuff and walked out. 


"Excuse
me?" Warrick called after him.  He had thought Greg had just taken a
few nights off.  He finished getting ready and headed to Grissom's
office.  "Greg was suspended for being with his boys?"  He
looked up and nodded.  "Are we going to have to guard him when he
sues us?" 


"Lady
Heather called the Sheriff when she heard.  It got fixed rather
quickly."  Warrick snorted at that.  "So, is he in
pain?" 


Warrick
grinned.  "I take it you heard about the markings?" 


"They
were both there when Master Santiago's boy was killed.  I saw Master Tim's
on his thigh since he was wearing shorts." 


"Mine's
on my lower back and only aches when I stretch up," Greg offered from
behind Warrick.  "Nick walked in and flopped down on the couch then
started to snore again.  I'm not so sure he wasn't driving while asleep,
Gris." 


"I'll
check on him.  Did Master Santiago send you in with any information?"



"No,
he said he'd come talk to you in person if he got any." 


"That's
fine, Greg.  Since Warrrick knows about the new tattoo and I'm assuming
piercing as well, you two can work together tonight."  That got a
grin from Greg and he headed to see if there were any new cases. 
"Where is it?" 


"He
only blushed, Gris.  I can ask again," Warick shot off, heading after
him.  "So, new holes too?" 


"I
got my nipple reopened and it's got a filament thin ring in it and then the one
I got for them.  They let me switch where mine went since it hurt so
much." 


"What
did they get?" Catherine asked as she walked up to them.  "It
was clear Master Tim had a new hole too." 


"Buried
treasure."  Her eyes went wide and she whimpered.  "Xander
said it feels incredible." 


"I'm
sure," she agreed.  No wonder they had screamed like that!  She
noticed Warrick's confused look.  "That's between the scrotal sac and
the penis," she said quietly. 


"Ow,"
he whimpered.  He looked at Greg.  "Yours?" 


"Ball."



"Hey,
easier and probably less painful."  Greg nodded at that, cracking
them up.  "Cat, he said Nick was probably driving while asleep
again.  He's in the break room." 


"With
a grumpy Hodges giving him bad looks for snoring," Greg offered.  She
hurried to take care of that.  "So, B&E or dead person in a
casino shower?" 


"Casino. 
Look like a suicide?"  Greg nodded.  "Decent." 
He headed out with him.  He wasn't going to cut Greg any slack tonight but
he wasn't mean enough to make him cut down the body either. 


***



Speed
met them at the airport, looking at his son.  "I should spank." 


Xander
gave him a look.  "I don't want to hurt his career." 


"You
couldn't talk to us?" he demanded. 


"About
what?" 


"Boys,"
Horatio ordered.  "Home.  We fight out of the public's
eye."  That got a nod and Speed followed behind them.  "How
was the lab?" 


"Fine. 
The Chief understood about you going to the guy's funeral."  He
looked at his son's back.  "Aiden went to pack her crap and move down
here."  Xander looked back at him.  "She's decided to go
medical.  Less wear and tear with more standard hours."  That
got a gentle, happy smile.  "Your dogs are all fine.  Eric and I
took care of them."  Xander gave him a hug once they got to Horatio's
hummer.  "You should have come to me." 


"That
would've put you in a bad position, dad.  You've got a career too." 


"Yeah,
and I used it to find out who had tried to blackmail him.   Not happy
campers by any means."  Xander gave him a startled look. 
"The lab is a family, Xander.  I know you're not used to families but
we fight now and then.  Even when we're fighting we stick up for each
other.  Even if Eric is being an annoying bastard, I'd have stuck up for
him.  I sure as hell am going to stick up for my son."  Xander
nodded, giving him a better hug.  "Thank you.  Have you two
worked this out?" 


"We
did then we worked it out with Greg," Horatio agreed, getting in to
drive.  Xander slid into the back with Speed, earning a smile. 
"He could probably use a cuddle." 


"I
could."  He buckled in and cuddled his boy.  "So, what else
happened?" he asked, patting his son's thigh.  Xander yelped. 
"Uh-huh.  Explanations?" 


"We
marked each other," Horatio said quietly, starting the engine and backing
out of the parking spot.  "Was the Chief upset?" 


"Nope. 
Too many people doing the same job issues meant you can go to
funerals."  That got a smirk before Horatio put the hummer in drive
and went forward so they could head home.  "Tattoo?" he asked
his son.  Who was now bright red.  "And a piercing?" he
teased.  Xander nodded quickly, hiding his face in his father's
shoulder.  "I'd like to see." 


"You
can see the tattoo but I doubt you want to see the earring," Xander said
weakly. 


"No,
I don't believe he needs to see you that naked and exposed," Horatio
agreed. 


"You
had my son pierced where?" Speed demanded. 


"The
same place he is, Daddy.  Calm down.  We agreed." 


Speed
looked at him.  "He got an earring for you?"  Xander smiled
sheepishly and nodded. "Greg?" 


"We
let him fudge the area a bit.  His thigh's really sensitive since the
explosion so his tattoo is on his back.  His new earring is on his
balls." 


Speed
looked at him.  "PA?" he guessed.  Xander shook his head
quickly.  "The little bar that goes width-wise?"  Xander
shivered but shook his head again.  "The one behind the
balls?"  Horatio snorted at that.  "Okay, I give. 
Where?" 


"Between
the PA and the balls." 


"Ow!"
he whimpered. 


"Very. 
Which is why we let Greg do one nearby," Horatio agreed.  He pulled
onto the highway and headed for home.  "Eric took care of the
dogs?" 


"We
helped.  Calleigh wanted to play in the pool.  She's having mermaid
fantasies."  Xander giggled. "I told her."  He gave
his boy a squeeze.  "So, everything's good?"  Horatio
nodded.  "We're all happy?"  Horatio nodded again. 
"Great!  Because all your stuff is at the house.  Ryan arranged
it all, including your office and closet.  He said he's sorry if your
suits are pointing the wrong way." 


"He's
very desperate to rent the house off me," Horatio said dryly. 


Speed
grinned. "He's got daddy syndrome so bad, H.  He's fussy and
hovering, plus celebrating every chance he gets."  Xander grinned at
that.  "Willow can't walk at the moment.  She threatened you'd
be spanking him for that." 


"I
could.  I'd give lab staff a reduced rate.  While I'm at it can I
spank the new girl?" 


"No,
Xander," Horatio ordered.  "She's trying." 


"To
hit on Eric and Ryan.  Willow caught her hitting on her man and said she
wanted to turn her into a cat since she's only concerned with
her...."  Speed covered his mouth.  "Sorry," he
mumbled.  "She does remind me of Anya." 


"She
does," Speed agreed dryly.  "Boss, can we?" he begged,
smirking when Horatio glanced back.  "Please?" 


"No
magic in the lab," he ordered calmly.  "I'll talk with Ryan to
see if he wants to make a complaint.  Am I in tomorrow?" 


"Chief
said no." 


"Why?"



"I
don't know," he admitted.  "He was not happy when we went to see
if he was the one blackmailing you."  Horatio moaned. 
"Tough, H.  We found all four of them."  Horatio just
nodded. 


"Four?"
Xander asked. 


"Well,
one wasn't exactly blackmailing, just pressuring really hard," he
admitted.  "So a quiet word got had in his ear.  Loudly because
Willow screamed at him, but it was just him and her that heard." 


"You
gotta love it when Willow protects you," Xander quipped. "The
universe may end when she does, but it's always interesting."  He
grinned at his dad.  "How're Tara and Don?  I tried to call but
they weren't answering the phone last night." 


"They're
in the guest room."  He patted him on the shoulder.  "Don
heard.  He was not a happy camper either."  He sighed and
nodded.  "So yeah, he's down to pick out his own puppy for
Tara."  He gave him a kiss on the temple.  "Now, let's see
if I can figure out what the tattoo is of." 


"Names,"
Horatio told him. "You can see it tomorrow." 


"Sure." 
He winked at his son.  "Think you could talk him into a few
more?"  Xander grinned wickedly.  He loved his son. 


"No. 
One was enough for me," Horatio ordered. 


"Yes,
H," Speed sighed, shaking his head.  "Does it help with the sex
stuff?" 


"Lady
Heather picked on us about being louder than the torture dungeon," Xander
said, looking a bit proud. 


"Man,
Aiden's going to complain for months."  Xander grinned at that and
gave him a hug.  "I know.  It was instinctive.  At least
you didn't run somewhere we couldn't find you or anything.  It's an
improvement on where you used to be."  Xander gave him a happy
look.  "Though Eric is still pissed.  The TIVO was full and it
missed a match." 


Xander
rolled his eyes.  "He could've come to copy stuff off." 


"I
did it for him," he promised with a grin.  "Eric's having 'only
son' specialness moments again.  They happen every few years." 


"What
did his mother do this time?" Horatio asked. 


"She's
back on her kick to get him married but now she's trying to look at foreign
women." 


Horatio
snorted.  "He'll never settle down."  He pulled off the highway
onto their road.  "Have there been other problems?" 


"One
of the neighbors complained about all the visiting that's been going on in the
family recently.  I pointed out that Xander just lost his grandparents so
of course the family was coming over."  He looked at his son.
"Clients?" 


"Two
of my federal ones got transferred recently.  My PD ones still come
up.  I'm not hurting on clients, Daddy." 


"Good." 
He grinned.  "Did they like your vacation?" 


"Yeah. 
I didn't have anything planned this week.  I figured Mac was going to
finish with the paperwork so I gave myself room for the migraine." 


"Probably
a good idea.  I'm sure your guys understand."  Xander nodded at
that.  Horatio waved at the officer going past them.  "I still
don't like that guy." 


"He
can be as anti-gay as he wants as long as it doesn't become an attack,"
Xander reminded him.  "Not everyone likes gay people, Dad.  A
few of my potential clients decided they hated gay people too."  That
got a nod and a squeeze.  "I'm fine."  He grinned at
him.  "Did you get to see the new dungeon?" 


"I
did.  It looks great, kiddo.  The same as Horatio's office
does.  Ryan did a fantastic job of transferring everything
over."  He kicked the back of Horatio's seat.  "You have a
paisley shirt?" 


"Not
that I wear.  Ray Junior gave it to me a few years back." 


"We
figured it was something like that," he admitted.  Horatio pulled
into the gate and it closed behind them so someone had been watching.  A
few of the dogs came over to sniff around the hummer's wheels but they didn't
try to pounce.  "Huh.  You did good training them, Xander."



"Thank
you."  He cooed and all the dogs ran over to get affection, earning
smiles and pets.  "Love you guys too.  Yes daddy does. 
Daddy loves you guys."  His original dog made his way through and got
a hug.  "Hi, Thumper.  Daddy's home.   The Grandmommy
Heather sends her lovies too."  He kissed him on the head.  Then
he grabbed the bag and walked in, hugging Tara. "Hi." 


"Hi." 
She smiled.  "You're adorable with the dogs following you." 


He
beamed.  "You can have one."  She beamed back and went to
tell Don.  He found Mac in his living room.  "Daddy didn't say
you were here." 


"I
wasn't when he left.  I magically appeared."  He looked at
him.  "Don't even think about telling Stella she can have a
puppy.  We're not home that often." 


"Then
work less hours.  They would like that."  He smirked back.
"Let me drop stuff."  Horatio walked past him, taking the
bag.  "Sorry.  Mac's here." 


"I
saw that.  I'll be right back." 


"Okay." 
He gave Don a weak smile.  "Hi." 


"Do
I need ta smack ya upside the head?" 


"No."



"Good! 
Much better."  He took Thumper and put him onto Mac's head, then gave
him a hug.  Xander sank into his arms so it was a good, happy, relaxed boy
he had.  "Good boy.   At least you listened to
reason." 


Speed
nodded.  "He even stayed where we could find him.   I'm
proud of that."  He took Thumper from Mac's shoulder. 
"Leave his ears alone.  Stella would be mad if he loved you more than
her." 


"Danny's
the jealous one." 


Don
snickered.  "Not hardly, Mac."  He patted Thumper. 
"Good boy."  The dog barked and ran outside to molest his rose
bush for being such a good boy.  "Tara made him quit trying
us."  Xander beamed at that.  "We can have a puppy?" 


"You
can have two or three if you want."  Don smirked and went to help
Tara pick out which ones she wanted.  He leaned on the back of the
couch.  "Everything settled?" 


"Finally,"
he agreed, looking at him.  "Want to talk in the office?" 


"We
can.  Horatio?"  He came down the stairs with one of the
puppies.  "In your shoes?" 


"Pulled
down some of your leather pants and was snuggling in them." 


Xander
nuzzled the puppy's face.  "Daddy loves that you love his
leather.  Go see Auntie Tara, she's taking a few of you home." 
He put him down and the dog headed for the others.  "Mac's done with
the paperwork stuff." 


"Sure. 
We can do that."  He walked them into his office so he could check on
it, finding it nearly the same as he had before.  A few things got
switched around to make it feel more balanced to him but otherwise it was
good.  He sat down behind his desk, Mac sat down facing him, and Speed and
Xander got the couch.  "How bad is it?" 


"Well,
they had a good plan.  Fortunately Congress removed estate taxes as
well."  He pulled out a CD and tossed it over.  "Run that
please?"  Horatio did.  "Don!"  He came up the
stairs with Tara in tow, sitting in the other desk chair with her on his
lap.  "Xander wanted to go over this tonight." 


"That
way we get cuddles and you can have a vacation," Xander said.  Mac
smiled at that.  "You could use one.  You're a bit pasty again,
Mac." 


"I
could use one," he agreed.  He turned the monitor around. 
"All right.  Xander...." 


"Blue
button.  It's a projector."  Horatio did that and they all
smiled at the large, readable display being projected and how the laser pointer
Horatio found on his desk moved the screen the same way the mouse did. 
"So," he sighed, looking at it. 


"So,"
Mac agreed. "With the way they split it and the properties going to
auction earlier this week.  We were lucky we could put them into there,
guys.  Your friend up at Christies is very understanding." 


"We
put a lot of business her way," Horatio reminded him.  "Her
commission checks are fantastic." 


"They
have been," Xander agreed.  "Is that in thousands?" 


"Millions,
Xander."  He moaned.  "But we did manage to do most of what
he wanted already.  It's all split up for you both.  This is from the
auction itself."  They both scanned through it and nodded. 
"Horatio, can you open the file 'end'?"  He did that and it came
up.  "Thanks."  He let them see the easily understood
spreadsheet.  "That's what each of you has after the auction. 
You notice there's a few properties, there's a storage area with their personal
effects.  Ethan said you told him to take the occult collection,
Xander?"  Don looked over at him too. 


"The
Watchers were starting to bug me for it.  Ethan can hold it, not use most
of it, and annoy the fuck out of them for daring to come near me
again."  Tara smiled at that.  "Did you get to meet Travers
too?" 


"Once,"
she agreed quietly.  She reached over to tweak his nose.  "Calm
down." 


"I
am."  He shrugged.  "They're pushy bastards who use people
like they're slaves." 


"They
do," she agreed.  She turned back around and pointed at
something.  "What's that, Mac?" 


"That
is the personal effects Raphael left, Tara.  He left them specifically for
you.  His former daughter's jewelry and clothes."  She nodded
slowly.  "I've talked with his assistant Oz.... well, I talked and Oz
said a little bit and agreed, so it's on its way out to you.  It's a few
trunks of stuff."  She nodded at that.  "Do we know
Oz?" 


"Oz
used to date Willow," Xander told him.  "He was at graduation
with us." 


"Ah,"
Mac said, getting the connection now. 


"He
also plays bass in a band and he's never been a great talker," Xander
offered with a small grin.  "I've got his band's stuff on the
computer if you wanted to listen.  Dingoes wasn't too bad." 


Tara
grinned. "I think the band's name showed a lot of creativity." 
Don grinned at her.  "It does." 


"I
found the files surfing Xander's computer when that reminder came up. 
Speaking of, had to have Speed come dump the audio files, nephew?" 


"The
house has a wonderful surveillance system," Horatio told him. 


"I
guess it does."  Don smirked.  "Help you track that
one?" 


"Now
and then it's helped a few things," Horatio agreed.  "Even if
Xander does have a tape of Speed singing Muppet songs while he was half
asleep."  Speed moaned.  "Which I will be playing in the
lab if he gives me more grief this week."  He looked at Mac, then at
the spreadsheet since he was giggling.  The numbers were atrocious and
nearly made him wince in sympathy.  "So it comes down to this?" 


"It
comes down to this," Mac agreed.  "I've got the formal auction
paperwork in my bag for your records.  I've also got Xander's check from
Christies for the other stuff that went at the usual auction.  She said he
hadn't picked it up yet and she was worried.  I told her the funeral and
things had nearly destroyed him so he was hiding."  Xander nodded
that was fine.  "These monies are in a holding account at the moment
so she needs to have them cleared to regular accounts." 


"I'm
not sure my checking account won't have a stroke if you put it in there,"
Don admitted. 


"You
can put it in there then go to someone to see how you don't have to touch it,
Don," Tara said gently.  "They can put it in tax deferred stuff
and everything." 


"I
like that.  Taxes suck." 


"Especially
when you own your own business," Xander agreed.  "I have to pay
my own social security even."  That got a look from his father. 
"I do." 


"I'm
sure you do."  He smoothed down his hair then kissed him on the
temple.  "Can your accounts handle that?" 


"No,"
he admitted.  "I'll have to drag Mac into the bank for an hour
tomorrow." 


"That's
fine, Xander.  I expected that.  That's why I'm down for four
days."  That got a weak smile.  "So, can I have her transfer
yours over tonight, Don?" 


"Let
me call the bank first," he offered.  He got up, putting Tara back on
her feet.  "I'll let you know in a few minutes, Mac."  He
walked out with her beside him.  "The bank will have a stroke." 


"It'll
be fine, Don.  I know it will.  Then you can buy your mom something
totally spoiling."  He grinned at her.  "I'm already
spoiled.  I get cuddles." 


"You
do," he agreed, kissing her gently, then they went into Xander's office to
call the bank.   He came out and stared at the guy standing
there.  "How did you get in?" 


"The
gate let me in," Sheldon admitted.  "Stella sent me down here. I
got a death threat and she wanted me well away and to tell Mac myself." 


"Up
the stairs, Hawkes."  He nodded, going to do that.  He shrugged
and went to call his bank's customer service people. "Hey, I need to talk
to someone about a massive deposit that's coming in."  That got him
switched to a manager.  No one wanted to deal with those sort of questions.
He heard Mac moan and grinned. 


"At
least you can't hear things out of his work area," Tara said with a grin
from Don's lap.  It was her favorite seat and the only one she sat in if
he was around and not in a grumpy mood.  If she was in a grumpy mood she
often had him sit in hers so she could cuddle him properly. 


***



Xander
came home from the bank and found Ryan in his foyer.  "What's
up?"  Mac walked around them. 


"Willow
is going to drive me insane." 


"She's
pregnant, of course she is," Tara said as she came out of the kitchen. 
Ryan beamed.  "No one knew we were down here?" 


"No
and you're the reason she's fussing."  Xander handed him the puppy
Tara had picked out for Willow.  She had put a pink ribbon around her neck
for her.  "What's this?" 


"A
happy baby present." 


Ryan
blinked at him then at the dog.  "Okay.  I'm sure she'll adore
him."  He nodded.  "Can you two please come calm Willow
down?  Or can I drop her off?" 


"Bring
her here," Don called.  "We can fuss over the pregnant
one." 


"Thank
you!  She's driving me insane!"  He walked out with the dog,
going home.  "I found Tara." 


"Xander
knew where she was?"  She saw the dog and frowned. "What're
you?" 


"Xander
said a happy baby present."  He handed over the puppy, who licked her
face and wiggled in her lap, making her smile.  "Looks like it's a
happy mommy present too." 


"I
love dogs."  She nuzzled noses and earned a bark.  "Good
boy!"  He flopped down beside her, head in her lap.  "Very
good boy.  Xander's trained you very well."  She settled in to
pet him.  "So, where is she?" 


"Xander's. 
I heard Mac too."  She smiled at that.  "So, want to go
over for a while?" 


"Please? 
Packing is driving me nuts." 


"Sure." 
He helped her up and the dog followed.  "Sure, you can come too I
guess."   He drove them back over and watched his wife bounce
inside, hearing the squeal of joy.  Or of outrage, he wasn't quite
sure.  The last second had sounded like outrage.  He got out and
headed in after her.  "Willow?" 


"Thumper,"
she said, handing him Xander's dog.  "He's being a butt again." 


"I
think that's the point," Tara said with a giggle. 


"Actually,
Thumper likes heads," Xander told them all.  "Daddy said he's a
blow job dog."  Ryan snickered at that and Tara blushed and swatted
him.  "He did!  He kept trying for Eric's ears." 


"Mine
too," Ryan agreed.  He put the dog onto the floor.  "Go
play."  He ran off.  Willow's puppy stayed with her. 
"Good boy," he praised, petting him.  He grinned at Xander.
"I'll leave her with you for a few hours and go back to the packing and
hefting."  That got a nod so Ryan left. 


"So,
how's Don?" Willow asked. 


"Out
by the pool getting a tan," Tara said with a grin.  She led her out
there with the lemonade she had been making.  Of course, his phone would
ring so she brought it with her.  "Yours." 


He
answered it.  "Flack."  He listened then he snorted. 
"Yeah, right."  He hung up.  "Your dad heard Uncle
Patrick and them died." 


"I'm
sorry," she moaned. 


Xander
gave her a hug.  "Mine are the same way.  I still expect
whoever's left in the family to come with a hand out." 


"Your
Uncle Rory is still somewhere," Willow offered.  "But last I
knew he was in jail for DUI again.  So you'll have a few more months at
least." 


"Gives
me time to finish hiding it," Xander said dryly.  Someone came around
the house, startling both girls.  "Hey, Mayper.  Come on
over.  This is my Uncle Don, he's from New York's department.  His
wife Tara is the blonde and Willow is Ryan Wolfe's wife." 


"Charmed,
ladies.  Flack." 


"Mayper." 
He grinned at him.  "More bad news?" 


"Just
a bit."  He looked at Xander and pulled out the envelope. 
"My contact in the FBI pulled this off a computer up in DC."  He
handed it over.  "I'm not sure who the stalker is but he's an
asshole.  He said he's told someone up there who'd understand." 


Xander
looked at the candid photos of him swimming naked.  "Huh. 
Interesting."  He put it aside.  "Okay.  We can deal
with that."  That got a smirk from the former cop.  "Did
they give up for a week?" 


"Not
hardly.  I know I'm quitting and Aiden's taking over for me." 
Xander looked confused.  "She said so." 


"Really? 
Okay.  I'll hate to lose you.  You threatened people better than
anyone but my lawyers." 


"Sic
your lawyers on that guy, Xander," he ordered.  He got an evil smirk
for the suggestion from Wolfe's wife.  He could like that spitfire. She'd
helped him threaten a few of the idiots after the boy.  "Anyway, I've
got a whole bunch of stuff for Aiden.  They're back to the basics. 
Sending cash." 


"Because
I so need more money," Xander said bitterly.  That got a shrug. 
"Mac had to take me to the bank earlier with the last batch and the
inheritance stuff." 


"It
happens, kiddo."  He nodded.  "Come help me get the stuff
out of the trunk?"  Xander whimpered.  "Not that
much.  Separated out into who they were sent to.  Just the last few
weeks' stuff."  Xander nodded, trudging that way.  "How's
your other boy?  I saw Caine in a high speed chase earlier." 


"He's
good.  He had a slight problem with a supervisor last week but otherwise
he's good."  That got a smile.  "We've started moving
closer to a real bonded relationship as well."  That got a brighter
smile.  "But Greg's just fine.  A bit grumpy today. He's pulling
a double.  I called him at breakfast." 


"At
least he's doing what he loves." 


"He
is."  He looked at the boxes then at him. "Tell me you're
joking?" 


"Nope. 
Sorry."  He handed him the few small boxes - ones that had held a
case of printer paper before.  Then he carried in the bag behind him with
the box marked 'Greg'.  They all went into his office. 
"Anything else?" 


"Nope. 
Thank you." 


"Welcome." 
He dug the list out of his pocket.  "Here you go, the log file as
well." 


"Thank
you, Mayper.  I'm sorry I'm losing you." 


"Eeh,
the wife's happier because now she can go out and travel some more." 
He grinned and left.  He had been right, it was the family making him give
the duty to Aiden.  They were very protective of the boy, but that did
make sense.  He checked the trunk then shut it and headed home. 


Xander
left everything in there and went to save Don from the babbling Willow was
doing about being pregnant.  Though Tara did have a dreamy look on her
face.  He kissed her cheek.  "Can I be an uncle to your little
Dons?"  She beamed and nodded.  "Cool."  He
grinned at Mac, who was chuckling in his own chair now.  "Mayper just
dropped off boxes of crap.  Plus a blackmail file with naked
pictures."  Mac held out a hand so he let him have that.  Mac
snickered at what was in there too.  "It's cool water," he
defended. 


"Xander,
I doubt you ever have to worry about the sex stuff," Willow
complained.  "After all, you've got more than your fair share of
men.  That's one of the reasons Buffy was pouting, you were taking more
than your fair share." 


"Neither
of my boys would put up with her shoe fetish," he pointed out dryly. 
Don laughed now.  "She does!  She drug me along to help her shoe
shop.  It took her *four hours* to pick out a pair of black pumps when
they gave her three styles she liked!  Even the salespeople were tired of
her.  Then she drug me bra and undie shopping.  I don't like
girls.  Girls shop." 


Tara
patted him on the arm. "It's all right.  She traumatized me the same
way." 


Don
looked at his wife.  "Unlike gay boy there, if you wanted to drag me
shopping I will go and be very tolerant as long as you don't take that long to
get shoes."  She gave him a look.  "It's not right that I
have twice as many clothes as you do, Tara.  I'm making you go
shopping." 


"I
know this great shop she'd love down here," Xander told him. "It's
right next to Horatio's suit shop." 


Tara
frowned at him.  "I have plenty of clothes." 


"No
you don't," Don told her. "I'm your spouse and if I want to spoil you
with pretty things, I will."  She blushed but nodded at that. 
"Good!  Can we get the address for later, Xander?" 


"Sure." 
He gave him a hug.  Then gave Mac a hug.  "I left the crap piled
in the office."   His house phone rang and he grabbed the
extension he had out here.  "What's up?"  He smiled. 
"Hi, Greggy.  Are you finally done?"  He beamed. 
"I did.  I know I forgot but I was waiting for it to settle into the
bank.  So I did send it over plus some extra and a present for your
pleasure."  He beamed.  "You did like it?"  Greg
babbled, they could barely hear it through the phone.  Xander chuckled and
grinned at Willow.  "Cool.  Yup, all yours.  Now, if you're
a good boy, we can use Horatio's new video feature on his computer your next
night off.  I thought I installed that."  He frowned.
"Please?" he begged.  Then he beamed again.  "Thank
you, baby.  Tara and Willow are here with Mac and Don."  He
handed the phone to Mac.  "Greggy." 


"I
figured that much."  He listened.  "Hi, Greg." 
He heard the babble about what had been delivered.  "Send it here or
send it to Aiden.  She's at home packing things.  That'll work. 
Why?"  He frowned.  "Someone sent us stuff for
Xander?"  He shook his head quickly.  "I'll call up there. 
Thanks.  Need the girls or Don?"  He smiled and handed the phone
to Tara.  "Happy Greg." 


"Hi,
Greg."  She slid into Don's lap and grinned while she listened to him
babble about what was going on and how things were.  "We're
good.  Taking a short vacation with Xander.  The inheritance stuff
and where he ran off to join the circus."  The rest of them could
hear him laughing.  "Are you being a good boy?"  She
beamed.  "I can hear that.  No, not having coffee for two days
is a good reason to bounce, especially when it's Grissom's fault.  Of
course.  We'll be here.  See you soon, dear.  Love
you."  She hung up.  "Grissom took his coffee away for the
last two days." 


Xander
beamed.  "Greg needs his caffeine to control his ADHD, guys. 
Grissom's very sorry I'm sure."  Mac snickered and nodded. 
"So, what did Stella get that she can keep?" 


"I
don't know yet."  He pulled out his cellphone but Xander took it and
handed him the house phone.  "Are you sure?" 


"I
can afford the phone bill, Mac.  Have phone sex.  Make them
happy."  Tara giggled at that, dragging Willow off to play with the
dogs. 


Don
looked back at him.  "Danny would pout if they did." 


"Doubt
it," Mac said dryly.  "Stella, me.  Yeah, he's here. 
He's on a beach with Eric Delko at the moment staring at the women.  Greg
said you called to ask about protocol?"  He listened, then he
scowled.  Then it got worse.  Then he glared.  "She won't
take it back?  At all?"  Her answer didn't please him. 
"What did Hillbourne say?"  He smirked.  "That's about
my reaction too.  Send it down here by courier or DHL or something. 
That'll work.  Thanks, Stella.  No, I'm by the pool with Don and
Xander.  Tara and Willow went to play with the dogs."  He
listened.  "Xander did offer us a puppy," he admitted. 
"We're never home though."  He sighed. "I think a dog is a
big responsibility and we're not quite at that stage yet, Stella." 
He heard the pout and mentally groaned.  If he did it out loud she'd
nag.  "What did Danny say?"  He smirked.  Danny was
sticking up for him.  "We'll see, okay?"  He smiled and
nodded.  "That works.  Any idea what's in the box?" 
He moaned. "Thanks.  Be back in a few days.  Hawke's
stalker?"  He smirked.  "I'll let him know."  He
hung up.  "The person who gave it wouldn't take it back.  They
left it on her doorstep and she complained to IAB so Stella and Danny told him
what was going on.  He was confused but happy that they had tried to give
it back." 


"She
can have it," Xander promised. 


"No
she can't.  She doesn't need it.  Please don't give Stella that
one.  Something more reasonable is fine, Xander."  He shook his
head quickly. 


"So
I take it it's a bad thing?" Don asked.  Mac got up and whispered it
in his ear, making Don burst out laughing.  "Danny probably tried it
on!" he giggled.  Mac nodded and Don fell out of his chair. 


Xander
looked at him.  "Should I worry?" 


"No,"
he said, smiling at him.  "It'll be fine, just an odd choice." 


"Then
why can't Stella have it?" 


"Because
she'd wear it at the office," Don laughed.  He gave Xander a
hug.  "It'll be okay."  Horatio came around the
house.  "They kick you out again?" 


"Lunch." 
He gave Xander a kiss.  "What's going on?" 


"Stella
got sent one of his presents," Mac told him.  Don burst out giggling
again.  "Greg did too.  Stella tried to give theirs back, even
left it on her doorstep and walked off when she sent it back.  The woman
complained to Internal Affairs.  Hillbourne was not amused." 


"I
am," Don offered, grinning at them.  "You just have to see it,
Horatio."  He got up and dusted off, going to pounce his girl and
make her squeal and swat him.  He grinned.  "Hi." 


"Feeling
ignored?" Willow teased. 


He
stuck his tongue out.  "My levels of Tara are getting low.  I
needed to top them up."  He gave her a cuddle and a kiss on the neck
then went back to the boy's section.  "So, how's work today,
Horatio?" 


"Stupid
people who held up a bodega," Horatio said dryly, walking Xander
off.  "We'll see you guys in a few minutes."  Xander gave
him a look.  "I have to top up my levels too.   Eric's
giving me a headache."  Xander grinned and pounced once they were
inside. 


Mac
and Don both looked at the house in awe when they heard the squealing going on
in a definitely deeper voice than Xander's.  "What did they do?"
Don asked. 


Tara
coughed and came to kiss him.  "Piercings, dear."  
She went back to Willow and the puppies. 


Don
saw the look on Mac's face.  "If you asked, Danny probably
would," he offered.  Mac scowled at him.  "He would. Stella
might too." 


"I
don't need my lovers to make that sort of noise, Don.  It's scary." 


"Only
when you're in the same room as them," Don said with a grin.  Xander
squealed and then they heard a thump.  "Sounds like Horatio found a
way Xander *can* go into the kitchen without poisoning someone."  Mac
swatted him again.  "Thank you for handling Uncle Pat's stuff,
Mac.  I know it's a pain to do the yearly stuff." 


"It's
fine, Don.  The small salary is a nice addition and it's fun watching
Xander think about what he's going to do with it." 


"The
pound," Willow called.  "He likes kids and animals." 


"Uncle
Pat was big in gay charities," Don called over.  "So some'll go
there too." 


"I'm
sure Webber will be getting some," Mac said dryly.  Don grinned at
that.  "How are they?" 


"Great. 
Tara made them brownies the other day and went over to see if she could
help.   A few of them hit on her but the rest of the kids loved her
for the brownies and Webber said she was a good stepmommy to the horde they've
got there." 


"How
many kids?" 


"About
twenty-seven.  They're living in a dorm system."  That got a
nod.  "It's working for them, Mac.  They're safe and all
that." 


"Good. 
I like that."  Xander wandered out and curled up in a chair with a
sleepy, sated smile.  Then they heard the hummer start and head out
again.  "Looks like lunch is over."  Xander burped then
giggled.  Mac and Don both rolled their eyes and went to help play with
the dogs.  He needed to before Stella had him bring home Thumper. 
Because that dog was just ...wrong.  He checked on him, he was humping a
spiny plant and looking happy about it.  Yeah, that dog was just wrong. 


***



Aiden
parked her U-Haul and got out, heading into the house.  She paused when
she heard the squealing, staring in confusion.  "What the fuck?"
she breathed. 


Eric
coughed and shook his head.  "Your son.  Horatio's doing it to
him." 


"How? 
I've never made that much noise in my life." 


"Now
you know why I protested the noisy sex," Willow said from the couch. 
Aiden gave her a look. "I appreciate it more now but Xander's really
loud." 


Aiden
walked up the stairs, tapping on their bedroom door.  "Baby, I'm
back," she called.  Horatio yelped.  "We can hear you two
outside." 


"Thank
you for letting me know," Horatio called.  "Let us know if the
cops come this time."  Then something hit the door.  "Have
a good night, Aiden." 


"Sure,
son-in-law."  She walked back down the stairs, giving the upstairs a
worried look.  "What are they doing?"  Speed got up to
whisper in her ear.  "Ow."  He nodded. "But apparently
good for them." 


"Part
of their bonding set," he said with a smug look.  "That and a
small tattoo band." 


"Wonderful. 
So I take it they're good?"  He nodded.  "Good.  Which
room am I taking this time?" 


"Same
one you had last time.  He never changed your sheets."  She
nodded, going to get some of the stuff out of the truck and carry it up
there.  He sat back down and looked at Willow.  "What's wrong,
Ryan too sore to pounce?" 


She
pouted and nodded.  "I hurt his back again," she said miserably.



"Maybe
you should ask Xander how to use the straps better," Eric teased. 
She glared at him.  "No straps?" 


"No! 
I'm not pervy like that!  Neither's Ryan." 


"Maybe
he should hitch you down so you can't hurt his back when you pounce,"
Speed said.  She blushed at that.  "Uh-huh.  Eric, what's
coming on?" 


"Oooh,
regional semi-final of the soccer season."  Willow sighed and got up,
heading out to go home.  "Huh."  Aiden came back
down.  "Watching naked soccer with us?" 


"If
I stay up there I'll embarrass them by having fun from the noises." 
She sat down. "Naked soccer?  I thought it was naked hockey." 


"It
is.  Same teams, different season," Speed told her.  She smirked
at that.  "Xander told him if he wanted the tapes to come copy them
off the TIVO himself when he complained one match got eaten." 


She
shook her head, patting Eric on the knee. "It's all right.  Some day
you'll quit being such a pervert and settle down, Eric." 


He
smirked. "Not anytime soon." 


"You
never know.  You too could end up like Ryan." 


"I'd
never let him marry Buffy and that's Xander's last female friend," Speed
told her.  "Remember, friends don't let friends date Buffy.  Her
guys end up dead or evil." 


"Point,"
she agreed. "Did you hear she was dating one of the commando idiots?"



Speed
nodded.  "Doesn't really surprise me.  She likes predators." 
He shrugged.  "Anyway," he sighed.  "Dinner's in the
fridge.  Xander got a bit upset so Horatio went to cure that." 


"Over?"



"The
present someone sent Greg for him." 


"Ah. 
He called me about that.  Was it pretty?"  Eric pointed at the
box so she pulled out the collar and belt harness with studded stone strands
between them.  "That's ...gaudy," she decided. 


Speed
nodded and smirked.  "Definitely.  Greg took a picture of him
wearing it too."  He handed it over and she giggled.  "He
said Catherine tried it on but he didn't get to take a picture.  He handed
it to her to log in and then went to pace outside.  Brass was amused
though.  Grissom suggested Xander could give it to Lady Heather but Xander
pointed out she had better taste than that.  Grissom chuckled." 
She put it back into the box and shut it.  "There's one coming down
from Stella too.  That one she even left it on the woman's doorstep. 
The lady called IA about them being that way." 


She
shook her head quickly.  "Damn it, I need to get those pictures out
of my mind."  She looked around then kissed Eric until he had to
clutch the couch.  "Thanks, dear, worked well enough."  She
sighed and changed the channel to the one that had played naked hockey. 
"Game's about to start," she said when Eric continued to pant. 
He took the remote and turned it up to try to drown out Xander and
Horatio.  "It won't work.  Xander's in a whole new category of
noisy, even before his boy marked him that way.  He kept up a few houses
back in Sunnydale just by himself." 


"Doesn't
really surprise me," Eric said dryly, then he swatted her. 
"Next time warn me enough that I can at least use some breath spray. 
I need to brush my teeth." 


"That's
fine.  I'm used to it."  She gave Speed a pointed look. 


"You're
the one who kept jumping me whenever I had Thai food."  Eric gave him
a horrified look. "Back in Sunnydale." 


"Is
Cal okay with that knowledge?" 


"Yeah,
she considers me Speed's ex-wife," Aiden said with a grin.  Someone
let out another squeal.  "Shut the hell up!  You're drowning out
Eric's porn!" she yelled. 


Speed
shook his head.  "Now you know why sometimes I look at Calleigh and
wonder why she doesn't yell." 


Eric
nodded.  "Yup.  A lot."  Someone knocked and he got up
to answer the door.  "Hey, Prestons.  The noise of sex or
Aiden?" 


"Her
and them, Delko," he sighed.  Someone shouted and he shook his
head.  "Can't they use a gag or something?" 


"Probably
not," Eric told him.  "I'll go complain." 


"I
can if it'll make them stop." 


"Nothing
will make them stop."  He let him inside and pointed.  "Up
the stairs.  First room." 


The
officer walked up there, tapping on the door until Horatio opened it. 
"Sir, we've had six different calls to 911 about someone screaming over
here.  Your neighbors aren't sure you're not killing someone.  Since
it's clear you're not, or else his father would be hiding your body by now,
might I suggest you go somewhere and get something to keep him quieter?" 


Horatio
gave him a look.  "We'll try to keep it down." 


"If
they move I'll buy their land and expand ours," Xander called. 
"That way I have beach access." 


Horatio
looked back at him.  "No, Xander."   He looked at the
officer again.  "We're very sorry.  Tell her he's fine. 
Thank you for the warning, Officer Prestons." 


"Next
time I have to come out here I'll have to cite you, Lieutenant, so please don't
make me see you naked again."  He walked off, heading back to his car
to call his boss.  "Sarge, told him to please find a gag.  Saw
him naked too.  Delko made me tell him myself."  He hung up and
went back on his patrol.  Sometimes it was all danger from the boy's
stalkers and sometimes it was kinda fun, but some days he just needed a drink
after shift.  He did not want to see the ultra-scary boss of the crime lab
naked.  Ever.  Or his boy.  Ever.  Though the kid's mother
was hot.... 


Horatio
growled at the boys in the living room, and Aiden.  "Did you have to
send him up there?" 


Speed
looked at him.  "He wasn't going to go away this time, H.  He's
already been here twice.  We thought about offering him
coffee."  Horatio walked off and slammed the door.  The
squealing was quieter this time so apparently someone had a pillow at least. 


"Hey,
we can hear the game again," Aiden said.  "Good job,
boys."  She smiled at them.  She frowned, tipping her head to
the side.  "Doesn't it hurt them to run like that?  It would
me." 


"That's
Calleigh's complaint," Speed admitted, eating some of the popcorn he had
made.   He handed it to her.  "Here, wife." 


"Thanks,
hubby."  She ate some and let Eric have a few pieces.  "If
you wank off in front of us, I will have to laugh, no matter how well built you
are," she warned him.  He gave her a horrified look and she
grinned.  "I'm tired of dicks.  I just got finished working with
four of them.  Let me tell you, both the women in that group were bigger
dicks than even Speed has.  Or the son.  Who I've seen naked and was
very impressed by." 


"Gets
it from me," Speed joked dryly. 


Eric
whimpered and shook his head.  He set the game to shut off when it was
done and went to Calleigh's to make sure she was still normal.  No wonder
she sent Speed to his son's all the time. 


***



Calleigh
walked into the morning meeting the next morning, smiling at Horatio before she
gave him a hug around the shoulders and a gift certificate.  "Because
Eric said you needed that."  She patted him and sat down. 
"So, how's our lab?" 


"Four
more weeks," he said, looking at the gift certificate.  "Eric
got me something for Artie's?" 


"He
said you know Artie."  She gave him a look.  "Something
about noise, unable to watch the naked soccer match without having bad
thoughts, cops who complained a lot...." 


He
coughed and ducked his head, then nodded.  "Consider it a
honeymoon." 


"You
two can go somewhere nice, warm, and without people around to scare with the
noise," Eric complained when he came in.  "Between you two and
Aiden..."  Calleigh giggled.  "I see you know
why."  Speed smacked him on the back as he walked past him. "How
much longer before we have our own lab back?  I feel like I'm camping on
someone's couch."  He flopped down.  "Use that well,
H." 


"Oh,
I'm sure I will," he agreed. 


Speed
looked then smirked at him.  "Hey, many possibilities
there."  He sat down.  "How much longer?" 


"They
said four weeks before the construction's finished and our stuff was moved
back.  That gives us two days for the paint to dry."  That got a
lot of smiles.  "Okay, since I had to take off so much time due to
the funeral and Xander taking an unexpected run to Vegas, it's someone else's
turn to have some time off."  Ryan strolled in looking content and
smug.  "Willow?" 


"Is
good." 


"Is
that a statement of fact or of post-sex haze?" Eric taunted. 


Ryan
looked at him and smirked.  "While you might want naughty details, I
don't need to brag, Delko.  Real men with great women don't have to."



"I'm
sure she's happy," Calleigh said, looking at Speed. 


"Don't
look at me, I don't brag.  I can't keep up with Xander's stories." 


Horatio
looked at him.  "He's been bragging?" 


"No,
but he and Greg got into a discussion of technique one day using you as an
example."  Horatio blushed at that.  "Fortunately at the
house with Patrick there."  He shook his head quickly. 
"Okay, who gets today off?"  Ryan raised his hand. 
"Why?" 


"Because
I'm still having back cramps from where she pounced me.  Sorry,
Horatio." 


"It
happens, Mr. Wolfe." 


Eric
nodded.  "We had the cops over last night.  Three times." 


Ryan
shrugged.  "Been there, done that a few times.  Officer Markin
is very nice when she stops over.  Makes some coffee, gives us this
patient sigh." 


Speed
looked at him.  "This from the girl who hates noisy sex?" 


"She
gets off and all the stoplights within three blocks black out for a few minutes. 
But a few noise complaints now and then." 


Eric
looked at Speed.  "We're sure Xander doesn't have any more female
friends, right?" 


"Anya,
his ex.  She's up your alley, Eric.  She's scary, loud, likes sex,
likes to brag and talk about sex.  She's cute too."  He opened
his wallet and found a group picture, handing it over.  "That's the
night of prom.  The brunette is Anya." 


"She's
pretty," Eric offered, handing it back.  "I don't want to date
one of Xander's female friends.  It's bad enough your ex molested my mouth
last night." 


"Aiden's
a lot of woman to handle," Speed agreed dryly.  "But then Xander
would be your stepson." 


"No
thanks.  I like the kid, he's a nice guy, he spoils us rotten, but no
thanks.  I'll stick with being friends." 


Calleigh
grinned.  "It'll be fine, Eric.  Things will settle down in a
few days.  They always do." 


"Speaking
of honeymoons, Willow wanted to know when you guys were doing an official
ceremony instead of just tattooing him.  Though she did say it was
cute." 


"We're
not setting a date yet," Horatio told him. 


"Sure,
let us know, H.  That way we can help," Speed promised.  That
got a smile.  "What's on the plate for today?" 


"Two
B&E's, one tagging case, and a car theft that needs to be
processed."  That got nods.  "We've got two of the native
techs on leave today, one's a doctor's appointment and the other had a sudden
urge to run to Vegas to get married.  So we only need two of us
today." 


"I
had yesterday off," Speed reminded him.  "That means it's Ryan's
and Eric's."  That got a nod.  "Have fun, boys, and
remember your cells." 


"Of
course," Ryan agreed, standing up.  "Let me know if you need me,
Horatio."  He headed out, rubbing his back.  The Chief gave him
a look when he passed him.  "It's my day off, sir.  I came in
for morning briefing.  Too many techs in the lab." 


"Is
that an injury, Officer Wolfe?" 


Ryan
looked at him.  "No, sir, twenty-six week pregnant wife." 


"Oh! 
I understand.  I have three children of my own," he promised, patting
him on the back.  "Go take care of that."  Ryan smiled and
headed off again.  He walked into the meeting area.  "We're all
going part time?" 


"It
helps the budget and solves the problem with too many techs in the
building," Speed told him.  "The others are listed as being on-call."



"If
that works for you.  Horatio, I need you to walk through your lab
today."  That got a nod.  "Where's Crissy?" 


"In
her office with some Tylenol."  His boss spotted the gift certificate
then stared at him.  "We stated to bond, it's a well-meant present,
sir."  He put it into his wallet.  "Sorry." 


"Sometimes
you need those places.  Carry on."  He walked off, trying hard
not to think about those things.  "Crissy?"  She looked up
from her paperwork.  "How are things?" 


"How
much longer?" 


"Four
weeks at the most."  She smiled at that.  "Is this rotation
working for you?" 


"We
love it, sir.  We're getting actual time off."  That got a
smile.  "They jump in to help us with our cases.   I adore
his staff even though they are hogging my lab." 


"At
the most four more weeks, Crissy.  They wanted Horatio to do a
walk-through today.  Mr. Wolfe just went home rubbing his back." 


"Yeah,
he's got a young, pregnant, pretty wife who pounces."  That got a
smile.  "Then again, Caine's got the same thing but the male
version."  She shrugged. "The boy brings us lunch now and
then."  She smiled.  "We'll be good as soon as they go back
to their own lab." 


"Soon. 
Let me know if you're going to have problems." 


"Of
course I will.  Right after I yell at Horatio in the halls."  He
nodded and headed off to do more rounds to check on things.  "Must be
time for a new evaluation."  She went back to her paperwork. 


***



Xander
walked into the lab, looking confused. "Stella sent something here for
me?" he asked the receptionist. 


"Your
father said to go back to the office."  She got him signed in and
gave him a pass.  "There you go, Xander." 


"Thanks,
Polly."  He handed over the box of donuts, earning a smile when she
took one.  He walked on, letting Prestons have one since he ran into him
in the hallway.  "Because we vex and annoy you." 


"Thanks,
kid.  Just be more quiet now and then."  He walked off eating
the donut.  It was good.  He had good taste in pastries.  A few
minutes later his whole unit looked up at the screaming going on. 
"Aw, hell," he complained.  "In the lab?"  His
boss gave him a worried look.  "That's Speedle's son."  He
stomped that way, finding the boy ranting.  "What now?" he demanded. 
Xander handed over the box.  "Why did someone send you a
crown?"  He looked at him.  "Are you a princess?" he
asked dryly.  "Going to do drag?" 


"No! 
It was one of my present-wielding asshole fanclub!" he said hotly. 
"Some woman sent that to me and won't take it back!  She turned the
officer bringing it back in to IAB up in New York.  She's an evil bitch
and I'm not a princess!" 


"You're
not," Horatio soothed, getting him sitting down.  He took the box
with a head shake.  "Sorry.  These people upset him." 


He
nodded.  "I've seen some of the others skulking around your house,
Lieutenant."  His boss walked up behind him and coughed. 
"Someone sent Speedle's son a Miss America style crown, sir." 


"Interesting." 
He glanced inside the box, then shook his head. "Maybe he can donate it to
charity or something." 


"I
want to donate her body to science," Xander said coldly.  "Do
you think anyone would mind, dear?" 


"No,
probably not," Horatio offered. "I'll call Mac to see if we can talk
to the deluded woman, Xander."  He nodded, continuing to glare at the
far wall.  "Sorry he alarmed anyone." 


"No,
sir, if someone had given me a tiara, I'd be upset too," the sergeant
offered.  "I'll let my guys stand down.  Any other shocks?"



"Not
in that box," he offered.  "There's still one other
one."  He opened that one and frowned, flipping through the photo
album.  He coughed and handed it to Xander, who scowled at it. 
"That's not from Lady Heather, correct?"  He shook his
head.  "I didn't think so."  He took a deep breath. 
"Thank you, gentlemen.  I'll keep him calm." 


"It
was kinda funny, Lieutenant.  Prestons here knew exactly who
screamed."  He walked off with his officer behind him. 
"They're that loud?" 


"The
next door neighbor is over six hundred feet from the other edge of the house
and she hears them all the time, Sarge," he admitted.  "His
bedroom's on the other side of the house from her too.  Plus they seem to
romp in the backyard now and then."  He shrugged. 


"It'll
work itself out.  They're on their honeymoon or whatever gay guys call it
when they do their union things."  He went back into his office to
make a note of what happened. 


Prestons
saw all the interested looks.  "Someone sent Speedles' son a Miss
America crown.  He was protesting he's not a princess."  He went
back to his backed up paperwork before his shift started.  Then he'd have
another night of watching someone sneak around the kid's place. 


***



Horatio
flagged down Prestons on his rounds, handing over the thermos of coffee. 
"What people sneaking around?" 


"I
thought it was one of his grandfather's guards." 


"They
decided to go with him into the afterlife to guard him." 


"So,
like the kid's cult?" he suggested. 


Horatio
shook his head.  "Patrick helped most of them off the streets and
things.  They were all incredibly loyal."  He looked at
him.  "How many different beings have you seen?" 


"Three
I think.  Usually it's after dark and I only see a shadow moving
around."  He topped up his coffeecup.  "Thanks for the
refill, Lieutenant." 


"The
gas station makes crappy coffee.  Speed said so.  Three different
forms?" 


"One
looks like a woman from behind.  The curvy, swaying movement.  One's
clearly a shorter guy.  I think he might have a ponytail, not really
sure.  I thought I saw a hint of it once.  Another's a tall guy,
really skinny.  Looks like a light pole."  He looked around
carefully then pointed.  "There's the short guy."  Horatio
nodded and headed that way so Prestons parked and got out to follow. 
There was the very real possibility that he'd need backup. 


Horatio
tapped the guy on the shoulder, getting a horrified look in return.  
"And you are?" he asked calmly. 


"I
belong here," he said.  "Master Tim is mine!" 


Horatio
snorted.  "I'm Horatio, his fiancee."  The man glared at
him and attacked but Prestons caught him and put him down.  "Thank
you." 


"Figured
you might need backup.  If there's people who're bad enough to send the
boy a crown, they're obviously stupid enough to stalk him."  He got
him cuffed and standing.  "Know him, Lieutenant?" 


"Not
a bit," he admitted.  "Have fun with him, Prestons.  Keep
the thermos and I'll get it back in the morning." 


"Of
course, sir."  He walked him off, sticking him in the back of his
car.  He called it in to dispatch so they could route another officer out
here for a while.  He sipped the coffee and looked at it.  "Good
coffee, but flavored.  Definitely fully gay."  He drove them
off, heading back to the station.  His boss met him at the door. 
"Caine didn't know about the guys sneaking around the estate.  This
is one of the three." 


"The
others are heretics.  They only want him to be pretty and pout.  I
want him to be a real man!" the man complained, struggling with the cuffs.



"So
you don't want to take him up the ass so he makes the same sort of squealing
noises he does for his fiancee?" Prestons asked dryly.  The man
growled and lunged at him but he stopped him easily enough. "I'll take
that as a yes."  He walked him into a holding cell, going to do his
preliminary report.  He could fill in his personal information when the
guy was no longer growling or struggling. 


The
Sergeant shook his head and went to light up again.  "One of these
days I'll have to find a different way to deal with the stress Caine's boy
brings to my people."  He took a puff and felt calmed.  The
guard walking the outside of the building gave him a dirty look.  
"Caine's boy has a few stalkers wandering around his estate now and
then."  That just got a nod and the guy lit up himself, finishing his
watch route. 


***



Xander
walked into the headquarters of one of the gay charities he liked to help out
with, a box under his arm.  He nodded at the few guys he knew. 
"Hey, Miss Priscilla in?"  They pointed to where she was. 
He walked that way, giving her a one-armed hug.  "This is for you
from my grandfather's estate," he said, handing over the check. 
"He liked that I donate to you guys."  He handed over the
box.  "Hand that to whoever does the drag show state pageant. 
One of my asshole stalkers sent it to me and I'm clearly not the queen some of
those ladies are."  He walked out, heading back to his car.  He
still had to drop the check for the pound off. 


She
opened the box and gaped, pulling out the tiara.  "Is this real
crystals?   They sparkle very well." 


One
of the board members took it to look over then stared in awe.  "It's
diamonds," he breathed.  They all stared at it.  "Oh my
God."  She took it back and carefully set it into the box, closing
and taping it shut.  "That's incredibly generous.  He apparently
appreciates our drag community, Priscilla." 


She
smiled.  "That was Master Tim, Patrick Benis' grandson." 
They all smiled and she opened the check, letting them see.  "We can
put this one around.  Usually he donates anonymously since he's dating a
cop." 


"That's
very generous," they agreed.  Six hundred thousand would go a long
way to helping them meet their future goals and to keep their project running
for many decades to come.  "I'll start on a press release," he
said, getting up to do that. 


She
carefully carried the crown out to her car and to a jewelry store she
liked.  "Can you appraise this?  It's a donation to someone and
they'll need it for tax purposes."  The salesman smiled and nodded,
taking the crown to look over.  Even he gasped at the prettiness of it. 
It was a small fee but it was good and she knew her sisters would appreciate
that gesture.  She took the box and the forms with her to the person who
oversaw the pageants.  "Here, someone sent this to Father Benis'
grandson for some reason.  He wanted the state pageant winner to have
it."  She handed over the paperwork when the woman gasped. 
"He doesn't do drag." 


"This
is beautiful."  She looked at the forms then at it.  "It's
real?"  Priscilla nodded.  "Damn," she said in
awe.  "I'll have it locked with the regalia and scepter." 
She carefully carried the box with crown back inside into her office. 
Then she came back out.  "Father Benis had a grandson?" 


"Master
Tim.  He donates to the shelter fund every few months.  He handed
over that and a large donation in his grandfather's name." 


The
other drag queen smiled.  "That's so great.  Is he gay?" 


"He's
dating cops so he does things quietly."  That got a knowing
look.  "Plus he's a dom.  He's a sweet guy but he's got a few
stalkers.  That's who sent that to him."  She stood up. 
"He wanted you ladies to have it.  Use it well, sweetie." 
She air-kissed her cheek then left. 


The
head of the drag pageants went to fondle the crown.  It was an incredible
gift and the other states would be *so* jealous of them. 


***



Tara
found the letter Patrick had once sent to Don's father for after he died,
putting it on Don's dresser so he could deal with it however he wanted. 
It had taken her months to read the one her mother had left for her so she'd
leave it up to Don for now.  All she could do was cuddle and love him.
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Xander
looked up at the doorway in front of him and took a deep breath, stepping
across it. 


***



Horatio
frowned, getting up to answer the door.  "Santiago.  Xander's
not here," he admitted, letting him into the house. 


"I
know.  He's off talking to someone about his grandfather.  He asked
me to fill in this weekend for his submissives."  He took off his
jacket and let him hang it up for him.  "He said it was too important
to risk at the moment.  Something about the Powers promising or
something.  I don't deal in that area."  Horatio looked
stunned.  He shrugged.  "So I'm here to handle his people. 
Is his appointment book around?  I'm not sure if one canceled or
not." 


"It's
in his office," he admitted, leading him that way.  "He
knew?" 


"He
called me Monday, Horatio.  He didn't plan this very far in
advance."  That got a small, understanding look.  "I don't
know what was that important but he called me after he called his submissives
to make sure they could handle him switching to me for a few days.  I do
know he plans on being back by Sunday." 


Horatio
nodded once.  "I have no idea what started this off." 


Emil
looked at him.  "Horatio, think about something.  Has he gone
through his Grandfather's things?" 


"Not
yet.  It's sitting in storage."  He sat down, letting him have
the book.  "His computer system tapes all scenes as well." 


"That's
fine.  It's almost standard operating procedure unless they're your personal
boy or girl."  He smiled at him.  "He's in New York I
think.  He said he had to start there." 


"I
wish he had told me that much.  All I know is I woke up this morning with
a note next to me saying he had to do something about the Powers' promising something
and not delivering."  He called Speed.  "Your son is in New
York talking to the Powers?"  Speed choked.  "Speed?"
he asked patiently.  He listened to what Speed said.   "Why
didn't he talk to me?"  He sighed and nodded.  "That makes
sense.  Let me know if you hear anything.  Thank you. 
Santiago."  He hung up.  "Speed's met with them in the
past." 


"They
are powerful beings from what I've heard."  He gave him a look.
"It's fine, Horatio.  He's fine.  Xander took care of himself
for a very long time before you or Speed met him." 


"I
know, but I still wish he had talked to me first." 


"Perhaps
he wasn't sure what to say yet.  That's what this meeting was
about?"  Horatio nodded.  "That's fine then.  Can you
show me his working area?  I heard he built a new dungeon." 


"It
had been our dining room," he noted dryly.  "Now you're under my
office."  He stood up and led him that way, letting him look
everything over.  "The washer is in the kitchen.  It's totally
soundproofed.  Even if I'm upstairs I can't hear a thing that's going
on.  We have a few guest rooms if you need one." 


"No,
I have a hotel room."  He smiled at him.  "I have the
feeling you're going to have a fight with your boy soon." 


"Only
for not talking to me." 


"Expect
a call when he's done with his first meeting then."  He patted him on
the shoulder.  "Think, Horatio.  Is this like your Xander?"



"No,
this is like the old Xander," he admitted. 


"Then
there's got to be a reason."  Horatio nodded, leaving it at that
until his boy called.  "Now, you should rest.  He's got one
coming in within an hour.  I'll keep out here most of the time." 


"I
don't care, Emil.  Do watch out for his dog.  He's still humping
everything."  That got a smile and he left him alone to get warmed up
however.  He knew one of Xander's clients that only came in once a month
was coming tonight.  Maybe he'd call Xander and leave a message on his
phone.  He went to their bedroom to do that.  "Xander, it's
me.  Call me and tell me what's going on when you're done with
whatever?  I would like to know.  If only so you don't surprise me
with visitors."  He hung up and turned on the tv.  He was tired
but not tired enough to go to bed.  Maybe a hot bath....  He went to
do that, turning the tv to a music station so he could have some noise. 


***



Xander
looked at the two blue skinned people in front of him, putting down the two
gifts.  "Angel said it was usual to bring you something," he
said calmly.  "In exchange for clarifying something for me." 


"Presents
are not necessary." 


Xander
looked at him.  "You've yanked my life around for years
already," he said dryly.  "I'm being polite." 


The
female Oracle nodded at his statement.  "We have, but you are not
ours officially." 


"Really? 
Then can you explain to me how my grandfather died before your prophecy about
him seeing his first great-grandchild came to be?" 


"Hasn't
it?" she asked. 


"Your
arrogance is even worse than Angelus'," the male noted sarcastically. 


"Considering
how you let me grow up so I'd help your slayer?" he shot back.  The man's
eyes went wide.  He looked at the female again.  "As far as I
know it hasn't.  Has it?" 


"It
has.  I cannot give you specifics." 


"I
don't need more than someplace to start looking." 


"You
should start in a small box of your heart." 


Xander
looked at him.  "Their safety deposit box?" he asked, swallowing
hard.  "It's hard to look at anything with the way they all
died." 


She
nodded.  "Death is part of life." 


"So
is survival."  She smirked at him for being so cocky.  "Is
there a daughter?  Since Abby's having a son." 


"There
is," she admitted.  "They knew but had not seen that we were
aware.  That action was not in the plan." 


"So
I would've lost them within a year anyway?"  They both nodded and the
male wandered off.  He moved closer to her.  "Where is the
child?  Horatio's been through that and didn't mention a child.  He
would have." 


"She
is in one of the Ancient Lands." 


"That
narrows it down some," he said dryly.  "The Yemen family?" 


"It
was in part theirs, but not fully."  She patted him on the
cheek.  "Your grief makes you do foolish things." 


"That's
part of love.  He was my last relative." 


"One
survives." 


"I
don't consider my uncle a relative." 


"He
did raise you." 


"No,
he didn't.  I raised me.  Willow and Jesse raised me.  You guys
made sure I wouldn't be happy so your precious slayers would have a
backup.  You went a lot farther than you had to.  Especially with how
they used to sell me." 


She
tipped her head.  "You were a miscalculation, Xander." 


"Thank
you for that admission.  I know it cost you a lot to give."  He
stepped back.  "Can I know which part of the Ancient Lands?" 


"One
that does not speak to you." 


"Okay,
so Mesopotamia?  The Fertile Crescent?  Egypt?"  He saw her
expression change.  "Egypt.  It's in his box?" 


"Everything
of your life is in a safety deposit box.  Including your future." 


He
sighed.  "I only have one last question.  Is my child *blessed*
to be one of yours?" 


"No. 
None of yours are ours unless they ask.  Your line is too
unpredictable.  It has caused many kinks in our plans when you have tried
to fix things that should not have been able to happen." 


He
bowed.  "I thank you for seeing me.  Have fun torturing Angel
for telling me how to come bother you."  He smiled and turned,
leaving their realm.  He came out the other side, taking a deep
breath.  "Okay."  He headed up the stairs, catching a cab
back to his hotel room.  He found his phone blinking that he had two new
voicemails.  "Huh."  He listened to his mate's and smiled.
Then he listened to Mac's.  He called him back first.  "It's
me.  That vial of semen you got sent of mine.  Was it and was it both
or just one?"  Mac spluttered.  "It's important, Mac. 
Because the Powers, those beings over Slayers, said he wouldn't succumb until
he saw my first child.  A daughter.  Abby's having a boy." 
Mac sighed and said he'd look.  "There's another safety deposit
box.  At least one, Mac.  It's got his file on me and probably on Don
too," he offered quietly.  "Please?  That's fine.  I
need to go to an embassy tomorrow.  Thank you." 


He
hung up and sat down to look up the address of the embassy, then he called
Horatio and Speed on a three-way call.  "I'm back."  He
smiled at their assertion he was in trouble.  "I know, but I had to
ask.  Because, Dad, they said he'd last until he saw my first child, a
daughter," he said, stressing it.  Horatio sucked in a breath. 
"These are the same people who're over slayers and who kept me there in
Sunnydale until Dad sent me out.  I had to ask.  I'm going to an
embassy tomorrow," he admitted.  "Egypt."  He leaned
forward to hold his head.  "I don't know, Horatio, but if she is in
existence, then I need to know.  Because if she's anything like me, then
bad things can happen in her future, Horatio.  Do you really want to open
a door in sixteen years and have her standing there pissed as hell with a gun
in her hands?"   He smiled. 


"I
had to ask, Horatio.  No, I called Mac first.  Because the Powers
said there's at least one more safety deposit box.  It's got the file
Grandfather and Grandsire have on me.  They said she's in there too. 
I'll be back Sunday, Horatio.  I promise, Dad."  He
smiled.  "Thank you.  As soon as I know, you will.  Because
I woke up with the nightmare on Monday night, Horatio.  You saw me do
it.  You didn't understand but the clues came together and
...."  He trailed off and swallowed again.  "Babe, they're
always right.  That means something was wrong and I can't let them go like
that.  They're family.  You'd do the same if someone promised to you
that Yelina was going to live for another ten years and she died at nine. 
Please?" he begged.  "Just understand?"  He hung his
head and nodded.  "I know it's hard.  We'll talk on Sunday when
I get back.  Dad, has Willow said anything about names?"  He
smiled.  "Can you beat her on the head?  No, I'll do that. 
Thanks."  He hung up on them both and laid backward, his feet still
on the floor.  "Why me and not her?" he muttered.  "Or
Jesse?"  The answer thankfully didn't come. 


***



Xander
walked into the Egyptian embassy the next morning, smiling at the
receptionist.  "I have a bit of an odd situation.  I think I
have a child who's been born in Egypt but I've never met the mother." 


"Sperm
donation?" 


"Not
voluntarily.  Someone took some when I was kidnaped by a family out of
Yemen." 


She
blinked.  "I heard something about this family in Yemen who was
having a problem with...."  Xander pointed at himself and
nodded.  "Oh, dear.  That can be a problem." 


Xander
nodded.  "Definitely.  Is there someone I can talk to, see what
my options are?"  She nodded, paging someone.  A young man came
out and he shook his hand.  "Hi, Xander Harris.  Someone took
some semen from me while they had kidnaped me and I've learned that I have a
child that's come to be from that involuntary donation." 


"You're
looking for your child?" he asked. 


Xander
nodded. "She's mine.  I would like to establish some sort of contact,
if not take her.  Depending on how good her present parents are." 


"That's
reasonable.  Let's see what we can do."  He led him back to his
office.  "Do you know the present parents?" 


"No. 
What little I've been able to find out is that she's in Egypt.  She's a
girl.  My Grandfather or Grandsire may have been to see her.  I'm not
sure about that part.  That's all I've been able to find.  I know
when they took the semen donation.  They took two vials and only one was
found." 


"Okay. 
Let's see if we can search through the visitor and immigration
records."  Xander slid over his grandparents' passports. 
"That's very helpful."  He got into a database and typed in the
names.  "Hmm.  Your Grandfather Raphael was there about six
months ago.  He stayed for a week.  It was listed as family business
on the visa, which came out of this office.  Let me see if I can find the
copies of the paperwork."  He got up and went down the hall to do
that.  He came back with a slim folder.  "Yes, we have it still
on file."  He sat down again.  "We do have a city he
visited, but not where." 


"But
I can hire a PI and have them go from there?" 


"You
can.  Are you thinking about taking full custody?" 


"I
don't know.  That depends on her present parents," he admitted. 
"Also, I know your legal system is going to throw some fits.  I'm in
a monogamous homosexual relationship with a wonderful man down in Miami." 


"The
courts won't award you custody." 


"But
I can ask someone to be a surrogate, like the woman who adopted me as her
son." 


"That
would be reasonable." 


"I
could also see if she wanted to come to Miami if she's a decent woman so I can
have more contact with my daughter." 


"That's
another option," he agreed.  He considered it.  "I won't
lie to you, Mr. Harris.  This is going to be a small battle." 


Xander
smiled.  "I'm from out near LA.  I'm used to small
battles."  That got a smile.  "I'm from Sunnydale." 
The man's face went slack.  "I know some of you know because you have
one out there somewhere.  That's the other reason I want my daughter
closer.  So she can't be sucked into that stuff," he finished
quietly. 


He
nodded.  "Let me do some checking.  Are you going back to Miami
today?" 


"Sunday
morning."  He leaned forward.  "If they're great parents,
all I want is visitation and to establish a relationship, let her know where
she came from and who I am.  If they're not, I want my daughter in my life
full time." 


"I
understand.  Give me a day to look into what we can find.  Then we'll
see if I can find you a reputable person to finish searching them out and give
you a report on her."  That got a nod.  "Also, have you
talked to your adoptive mother?" 


"Not
yet.  I'm going to do that tonight.  Or once I know if it's
necessary.  My fiancee should be involved in that discussion.  He's
in the police department down there and it could impact his career.  In
which case I'd do it more subtly." 


That
got a small smile and a nod.  "That's more than reasonable at this
point.  Let me see what I can find and I'll get back with you
tomorrow.  Where are you staying?"  Xander wrote down his hotel
name and room number, passing it over.  "Thank you." 


"No,
thank you."  He put the passports back into his pocket as he stood
up, shaking his hand.  "Many blessings on your own
family."  He left, going to talk to Mac.  He found him in his
office.  "Hey," he said quietly.  Mac flinched, looking up
at him.  "She's in Egypt." 


"Your
daughter?"  Xander nodded, walking in.  
"Huh."  He smiled.  "Is she all right?" 


"That's
all the information I have so far.  The embassy's seeing what they can
find out and then I'll make some plans after I talk to Dad, Mom, and
Horatio."  That got another smile.  "So we'll see,
depending on her parents." 


"That's
logical."  He grinned at him.  "You're right, there's four
different safety deposit boxes. All in the same bank.  It was in Gordon's
things."  Xander nodded at that.  "Should I tell Horatio?"



"I
will tonight.  Grandsire went out there to see her apparently.  They
have a visa application for him.  He went for a week." 


"Then
maybe it's in there." 


"Maybe." 
He shrugged.  "I don't know how I feel at the moment.  Abby was
being a bit cranky when I called her this morning.  She said I'm obsessive
and crowding her.  I offered to kidnap her to show her what obsessive
was.  She didn't like that idea."  Mac shook his head, but he
was still smiling.  "I was thinking about this last night. 
They'd never give us custody." 


"Probably
not since they've been putting gay men in prison for having sex," he
agreed.  At least the boy was being realistic as well as reasonable. 


"So
I was thinking about offering someone like Mom a permanently nice house if I
got to take custody.  That way I'd have her near me and they'd be
satisfied." 


"Aiden
might not like that." 


"Mom
would squeal until the first diaper," he said dryly. 


"Point." 
He nodded.  "That is a good point."  He smirked at Danny
when he leaned in.  "More stuff about his grandfather." 


"More
auctions?" Danny asked, coming in to give him a hug. 


"No,
I have a daughter in Egypt," Xander said, looking back at him. 
"If Mom won't, you think Stella might like to be the mommy?" 


"Is
she already born?" 


"Yeah. 
But Egypt has this little problem with gay men.  They like to put us in
jail." 


"Ah. 
That's a good point to think about.  I don't know that Aiden would." 


"Until
the first diaper." 


Danny
smirked at him.  "I want to be there when you suck up to her about
it." 


"I'll
have help.  Dad agreed with that idea really early this morning." 


Danny
snickered.  "I bet."  He patted him on the head. 
"Let us know what you find out. She's going to be a hellion if she's
yours."  Xander nodded, making Danny laugh and walk off. 
"Hey, Don?" he called, seeing him.  "Xander's up
here." 


"Why?"



"Something
about his grandfather's stuff and he thinks he found that missing vial. 
He thinks it was used in Egypt." 


"Egypt?" 
Danny nodded.  "That's going to be a long visitation commute." 


"Yeah,
well, he's thinking about setting up a stepmommy if they make him." 


"That's
more sensible."  He shook his head quickly.  "I can't see
him in a dress." 


"Don't
tempt me," Xander called from up the halls.  "Dinner, Uncle
Don?" 


"Works. 
Call."  Xander nodded, heading out with a wave for them.  He
shuddered again.  "That's a really bad thought." 


"He's
thinking about setting Aiden up as the mommy." 


"She's
a good one to him," he offered.  "Let's hope she agrees. 
It'd solve all that pesky working stuff she's having problems with." 
That got an evil smirk from Danny.  "Anything for me yet?" 


"Nope. 
Still going." 


"Sure. 
Make me wait longer to bang some guy into a wall while I cuff him." 
He walked off, going back to his desk to do some paperwork while he waited. 


***



Xander
walked into his house Sunday night, finding Horatio, Speed, Willow, Ryan, and
Aiden all around.  "Well, I have good news, and I have to beg someone
for something.  Well, two someone's."  He kissed Horatio, staring
at him.  "They were right," he said quietly. 


"Is
she coming over?" 


"Her
mother's ill."  Horatio's face tightened up.  "They'll
never give us custody.  We're gay." 


Horatio
relaxed and nodded.  "Thank you." 


"Would
you still love her if she's here with a stepmommy?" he asked
quietly.  Horatio smiled and nodded, kissing him again.  "You're
sure?  You won't yell at me for it?" 


"No,
Xander.  I like how you are when you fuss over Abby." 


Xander
smiled.  "Thank you."  He stole another kiss and looked at
the others.  "Mommy?"  She smiled.  "How would
you like to live in a really nice house, get a good salary every year, and
raise my Egyptian daughter?"  She looked stunned, her mouth hanging
open.  "Her mother's got TB.  She's not sick but they took her
from her mother so she wouldn't get sick.  Egypt doesn't like gay couples,
especially not gay men.  They would allow me to raise her if I got a
suitable family environment for her.  I went to the embassy to talk to them
and the judge they had there.  They have a special one for out-of-country
adoptions.  He said I could do it that way and it would be acceptable to
them." 


"Is
she expected to get better?" Speed asked.  Xander shook his
head.  "Why not?" 


"Because
Grandsire went to check on her.  Even then they were saying it's too far
gone.  By the way, she's been living about twenty miles from the Egyptian
Hellmouth."  Willow whimpered at that.  He moved closer to his
mother, kissing her on the cheek.  "I can't think of anyone I'd
rather have her with.  I'm going to do a lot of it myself," he
promised.  "Grandfather and Grandsire actually set it up so whoever I
chose as a surrogate could have it.  They were going to offer it to Abby
if she'd move down here." 


She
let out a small breath, then hugged him.  "Do we have pictures?"



"One." 
He pulled it out of his bag to show her.  "That's Mahsa." 


"That's
a pretty name.  It mean anything?" 


"Like
the moon.  I looked it up."  He kissed her on the forehead,
making her smile.  "You know that house Grandfather took you around a
few months before he died?"  She nodded.  "That's the house
they bought for that.  They set up a trust for her specifically and one
for Abby's son.  It's for three mil each kid.  The house will be
deeded to the parent.  There's a small trust to pay you fifty large a year
for being the mommy.  That way you can shop."  She hugged him
again and he hugged back, relaxing some.  "It's an imposition, Mommy,
I'm sorry.  I didn't really know anything about this until I got some
clues that stuck together in my head while I was sleeping and then we found
more safety deposit boxes." 


"I'm
not, baby.  It's a good thing to have her here.  We'll watch your
daughter very well."  She looked at Horatio, who was smirking. 
"This bother you?" 


"I
can't see you pushing a stroller," he admitted. 


"Don
said he couldn't see me pretending to be her in a dress," Xander quipped,
grinning back at him.  "You won't mind?" 


"I
won't mind, Xander," he promised, pulling him over for a hug and a kiss as
well.  "I promise I won't mind." 


Xander
relaxed.  "Thank you." 


"You're
welcome.   They'd be family.  As will Abby's son." 


"She's
still cranky with me."  He pouted at Speed.  "What did you
say to her?" 


"That
we wanted to come up for the birth and the ultimate testing that'd be done
after it." 


"I
thought we did that with the big needle thingy in her stomach." 


"We
did?" 


"I
thought we did.  Maybe that's why she's cranky, Dad." 


"Maybe. 
I'll call and ask."  He went to do that.  "When can we meet
her?" 


"I
have to call that judge and let him know."  He looked at Horatio, who
smirked at him, then at Aiden, who hugged him.  "We're sure?  I
know babies are a lot of work. She's a toddler." 


"She
kinda looks like you," Ryan offered with a smile.  "Congrats,
Xander." 


"Thanks,
Ryan.  You'll be a Godfather, right?"  He nodded quickly. 
"Good."  He smiled at Horatio, who smiled back. 
"Good?" 


"It's
good, Xander.  I wish I had known back on Monday."  Xander
hugged him and whispered in his ear, making him stiffen for a minute then relax
and nod.  "That's a good reason."  He kissed him. 
"It's fine.   I've been more than happy with the thought of your
son with Abby.  You know that."  Xander nodded. 
"Good.  Now, Willow, what names were you thinking of for your
son?" 


"Timothy?"
she suggested. 


"I'd
spank," Speed offered with a sweet smile. 


Xander
stared at Willow, making her frown.  "What?" she asked.  He
glared now.  She went pale.  She still looked confused until he
smacked her on the top of the head.  "But....  I thought you
were going to name your son after him." 


"She
doesn't like it.  Thinks it'll prejudice him to live a similar life."



"Oh." 
She considered it.  "As a middle name?" 


"I
can agree to that," he promised.  Ryan coughed.  "When we
first met Buffy, we lost our third friend," he reminded him. 


"Jesse,"
he said, nodding slightly.  "I remember hearing about him." 


"Well,
she promised him she'd name one of her kids after him." 


"A
middle name is fine," Ryan assured him.  "You should always
honor your friends.  If we didn't have Speed back I'm sure the first child
born in the lab among his friends would've been a Tim." 


Horatio
nodded.  "Calleigh said she was going to if Eric didn't have one
first." 


"You
guys were going to name your kids after me?" Speed asked. 


"It'd
make them feel like they hadn't lost you," Xander pointed out
gently.  "Because no one wants to lose you, dad."  Speed
hugged him, giving him a noogie at the same time. 
"Thanks."  He grinned at him, then bounced over to hug
Santiago.  "I have a daughter." 


"Then
Lady Heather has a protege?" he teased. 


"Some
year soon.  She's only three-quarters of a year old."  Santiago
smiled at that.  "She's in Egypt." 


"That's
going to mean some tapdancing." 


"Mom."



"Even
better."  He patted him on the cheek.  "You were right.
That one was interested and it did give us a chance to talk." 


"I
didn't think it was good for him to fly down every month to see me. 
You're closer and what he needs is someone with a firmer hand now and
then," he agreed gently.   "So you hit it off?" 


"We
did.  We agreed to try it out a few times and I made sure you knew he
could still come back to you."  Xander nodded and beamed at
him.  "Good boy.  Now, I've got to head back tonight." 


"Do
you have time for lunch?" 


"No,
I have a flight in two hours."  He stroked his cheek, then patted
it.  "Call Lady Heather to tell her as well.  Don't forget your
Gregory either." 


"I
won't."  He smiled and walked him out to his car, seeing him
off.  Then he came back and found Horatio calling Greg.  He pounced
him.  "Hi, Greg."  He listened to it as well, hearing him
babble about the new baby.  "She's a toddler.  Her mother has
TB.  The state took her already.  That's what Grandfather had
planned.  Yup.  Thank you.  Love you.  No, I didn't admit
to you.   I'm sorry but they put guys like us in jail.  Love
you?"  He grinned.  "I know and it sucks.  I'm
sorry.  I'm not denying you.  Of course I love you."  He
smiled at the silly pout he was getting.  "Of course.  Love
you."  He blew a kiss.  "Be a good boy and we'll talk a
whole lot tonight, okay?"  He beamed.  "Love
you."  He got up and went to talk with Aiden about what his
grandparents had found. 


Speed
called Abby.  "We did the paternity test with the amniotic
fluid?" he asked.  She gave him a sullen answer.  "I didn't
know that.  Then we'll definitely come up to celebrate the second baby
Xander.  The Xander son," he teased.  "I'll bring him a
baby sword and everything."  Xander came out and handed him one, then
went back to his office, making him howl with laughter.  "He's
already got one.  A baby katana. Yeah, letter opener size," he
teased.  "Sure.  Egypt.   Yup.  That's how we're
doing it.  I'll talk with you tonight via chat.  When I get home,
Abby.  You behave and rest.  Love you.  Talk to you
soon."  He hung up and called Calleigh.  "You're a
grandmother twice."  She whimpered.  "They used one of the
two tubes of seed the kidnapers took on a mother in Egypt." 


"She
went to a sperm bank," Xander called from the office. 


"Okay,
she went for some anonymous pop action out of a bank and got his somehow. 
Yeah, we're doing that right now.  Patrick and Raphael planned farther
ahead for this.  Also, we did the paternity test on Abby at her
amnio.  So there's a Xander daughter and a son.  Xander's even bought
him a small sword.  Sure.  We're having lunch soon.  Ryan and
Willow.  Aiden."  He grinned.  "See you
soon."  He hung up. "She said you can't buy the baby a baby whip
yet," he called, heading for the kitchen.  "Ryan, come help me
cart food."  That couple went to help him while Horatio went to check
and see what had Aiden giggling. 


***



Horatio
waked into his boss's office the next morning, handing over the paperwork that
had been faxed over from the embassy last night.  He put it in front of
his boss and stepped back. 


His
boss looked at it then at him.  "Congratulations. Are you taking a
few days of leave?" 


"We
are.  We'll have to find her a pediatrician very quickly.  She got
taken from her mother because she had TB." 


"Interesting. 
Egypt?" 


"That
family that first kidnaped him took samples." 


"Oh." 
He grimaced.  "I'm sorry." 


"In
some ways so am I, but in others I'm not.  Aiden's going to raising
her.  Abby's raising her son.  So we'll have visitation." 
That got a smile and a nod.  "I did think you should know about
that." 


"Thank
you, Horatio.  It's good news?" 


"Xander's
upset that she came to be but it's his daughter and he'd never let a child of
his out of his sight by that much.  Especially not when she's in the
system.  Also, he promised that Lady Heather would have a protege when she
was older."  The Chief snickered at that.  "He
did."  He smiled.  "So I will need a few days off when she
comes over.  I know it's short notice." 


"That's
all right, Horatio.  These sort of things are why you have emergency
leave."  He found a form and worked to fill it out.  "She's
coming in on the tenth?" 


"She
is.  She's flying in that afternoon.  I would like a few days off
before then.  We've got to set up the nursery in Aiden's new
house."  He got an odd look.  "Patrick and Raphael set it
up for her." 


"Interesting." 
He put in the dates.  "The eighth is a Saturday.  I'll give you
that day forward until the following Monday.  If you need more, let me
know." 


"I
will."  He bent down to sign it then handed him back his
copies.  "So far we've only got one picture."  He let him
see her.  "She's a beautiful young girl." 


"She's
adorable.  She's going to break hearts with his eyes.  Good luck with
her.  Let's hope the mother of your stepson is going to love her
too." 


"She
should.  She's coming down the following week to get to know her. 
And so Xander can worship his son before he's born," he admitted at the
amused look.  "Speed can take over." 


"That's
reasonable.  I wish you all the luck and the joys of fatherhood,
Horatio.  You deserve them.  Have you told Yelina?" 


"I
was going to announce it at a meeting this morning," he admitted, smiling
and putting on his sunglasses.  He took the picture and his copies of the
forms out with him, heading to his office.  Where everyone was waiting per
his orders to Speed.  "Sorry to be so late," he excused as he
walked in. 


"We'll
get used to it now and then," Speed promised.  Calleigh
snickered.  "It'll happen now and then." 


"It
probably will," he agreed, smiling at them.  He closed the door and
looked at everyone.  "We all know that the person in Yemen took semen
samples when they had Xander?"  Everyone but Valera nodded.  She
looked confused.  "The first time he was taken," he explained to
her. 


"Oh. 
Poor boy.  Has one surfaced?" 


"They
took two vials.  One was found and destroyed.  The other somehow got
into a sperm bank in Saudi Arabia.  Where it was used a few months
later."  That got mass gapes.  "She's eight and a half months
old.  She's coming in on the tenth.  She'll be staying with Aiden at
her new house.  Her mother was Egyptian but she's very ill. 
TB," he said when Frank opened his mouth.  He let him have the
picture. "That's the only one we have so far.  That and with Abby's
coming out soon, some things are going to necessitate me taking a few days off
in the following months.  I'm off starting the eighth for a week and that
weekend. Abby's due in two months.  She's coming down after I get back to
meet her stepchild.  She said so." 


Speed
smirked at Calleigh.  "See what you get when you miss lunch to go
meet with your mother?" 


"She
was thrilled I'm a grandma."  She smiled at the picture and handed it
to Yelina.  "She's adorable." 


"I
hope she is in person as well," he admitted.  "So, Aiden and
Xander are decorating a nursery for her this upcoming week. He's back from New
York.  This is just a head's up about me taking some leave time." 


Cooper
raised his hand.  "When's the baby shower?" 


"We
haven't decided if we're having one," Horatio admitted.  Alexx
snorted and gave him a look.  "He said you're all more than welcome
to come worship his daughter and the future protege of Lady Heather but he said
he didn't want to make anyone give her presents." 


"Yeah,"
Eric snorted, snickering at that sentiment.   "Let me tell Momma
and the others."  Speed shuddered.  "She'll be nice!" 


"I'm
sure she will but the baby'll be mobbed, Eric.  Let her settle in
first.  Have we decided on a pediatrician?" 


"We're
getting recommendations from our mutual physician and I was going to ask Alexx
for a recommendation as well." 


"I've
got a list, I'll bring it up," she promised.  "Her mother had
TB?"  Horatio nodded. "That's why she was taken?" 


"From
what they said, Mahsa doesn't have it.  They wanted to make sure she
didn't catch it.  Since her health is on a downward spiral, she agreed
that the father could take charge of her.  She apparently heard how she
got the sperm."  Xander walked in and kissed him then handed over a small
book before leaving.  "Xander?" he called.  "They were
talking about a formal baby shower." 


"Give
Aiden advice instead," he called, still walking off.  "Found
that in the box." 


Horatio
leaned against the front of his desk, looking in the journal-like book. 
He paused and reread, frowning some.  "Excuse me?" he muttered,
flipping pages.  He sighed and handed it to Speed.  "There's no
worry about the child going to college.  Someone was keeping the
inheritances away from Xander.  That's an account of them and where the
accounts are."  He looked around.  "I wouldn't mind a
welcoming dinner some night, maybe Wednesday or Thursday of that week?" 


"Thursday's
usually a gentle day," Calleigh agreed.  "Bring stuff over that
night so Aiden doesn't have to cook?"  They all nodded at that. 
"Xander can, of course, order."  Horatio and Speed both smirked
at that.  "Not like we want to see if the baby has his immunity to
his cooking yet or not." 


"Not
yet," Alexx agreed.  "So, a toddler and a new one on the
way," she teased.  "Can't get quite as noisy, sugar." 


"Abby
said we can only have visitation," Horatio said blandly.  "Mahsa
will be living with Aiden most of the time but we'll expect her over a
lot.  Xander has vowed to become the most hands-on parent
ever."  Ryan snickered and nodded.  "It made Mrs. Wolfe
pout and nearly cry at what he had planned for his daughter."  He
looked around.  "Any other questions?" 


"Her
name's Mahsa?" Frank asked.  Horatio nodded.  "Okay. 
We have a car seat for the hummer, right?" 


"We
have a car seat for Xander's new lease car.  His old one ran out. 
Speed told him he couldn't keep the ferarri." 


"It's
in the garage," Ryan and Speed told him in unison. 


Horatio
nodded. "That's what I figured, boys.  It's special to him.  The
same as the house is."  He looked around.  "Anything
else?"  They all shook their heads.  "Then go back to
work.  Have a good day, people."  They got up, his friends
patting him on the arm in congratulations.  Frank stayed behind. 
"Problems?" 


"I'm
worried about his present-giving patrol.  Aiden's dealing with
those.  Mayper got a few threats while he was doing it." 


"She's
going to be coming to you to see if you wanted to help." 


"Not
your brother?" 


"No. 
Not at the moment.  She doesn't like Ray.  She hissed at him and
sicced Thumper on him the last time she saw him."  That got a
snicker.  "Also, the greater majority of the remaining puppies are
going to her house.  She said so." 


"I'll
let the wife know."  He punched him on the arm.   "You
ready for this?" 


"No,"
he admitted, "but I've had some time to get used to the idea that it was
coming thanks to Abby."  That got a gentle smile.  "She's
going to be a handful if she's anything like her father."  Frank
snickered and nodded, smirking at him.  "I know.  She'll be
loved from the first day we have her, Frank.  It'll be like Aiden and
Speed really raised him." 


"She's
a beautiful girl, Horatio.  Guard that beauty well.  Let me know what
I can do to help." 


"Talk
to Aiden.  She's in high-squeal mode over that stuff."  Frank
nodded at the book so he let him see it, watching him read and go pale, then
whistle.  "Exactly.  Xander hates dealing with those
things.  I've got to call Mac to see if he's seen this yet." 
Frank handed it back and wandered off.  He closed his office door and
emailed Mac to let him know about this new journal full of account
information.  Mac sent back he hadn't seen that yet.  Horatio shook
his head and went to photocopy it so it could be sent up there.  That way
he'd be frustrated too.  Along with the good news about Mahsa. 


***



Xander
paced the waiting area of the first class lounge.  Horatio had gotten them
past security since they were picking up their infant daughter, but he was
nervous.  "What if she hates me?  Or...or I turn into my parents? 
Or even worse, my uncle?" 


"You
won't, Xander.  You've already proven to me that you're millions of times
better than your parents ever were.  The care you've shown with me and
Thumper, not to mention how you baby Greg, shows that."  He made
Xander quit pacing.  "Where's Aiden?" 


"On
her way over."  He called her.  "Where are you?" 
He grimaced.  "She's stuck at security, Horatio." 


"I'll
go get her."  He got up, giving Xander another pat on the arm before
he left.  He found Aiden pacing.  "Your son picked that up from
you," he teased.  "She's our surrogate, gentlemen." 
That got a nod and they rescanned her then let her through.  "Calm
down.  Xander's already a nervous wreck."  He heard the flight
be announced and hurried them up a bit.  It was a fair distance so by the
time they got there, Xander was sitting down holding his daughter.  He
smiled and took a picture, then of the grin Xander shot at him.  
"Is she all right?  The flight didn't hurt her?" 


"No,
she's sleeping," Xander said quietly.  He grinned at the social
worker.   "Thank you." 


"It's
not often we get these situations."  She looked at Aiden.
"You're going to be her adoptive mother?" 


"I
am.  I helped rescue Xander from his folks."  She shook her
hand.  "Aiden Burns.  Former CSI out of New York, Seattle, and
New Orleans."  That got a small smile.  She sat down on one side
of Xander, Horatio taking the other.  "Can I have her, baby?" 


Xander
carefully handed her over.  "There you go, Mahsa, that's Mommy. 
You'll love Mommy like I do.  Yes you will," he soothed.  The
baby yawned and blinked at them, then smiled at him and stared at Aiden.
"That's your new mommy, Mahsa," he repeated.  "That's Mommy
Aiden.  She'll be the one keeping all the aunties from cuddling you to
death.  She'll even keep the Uncle Eric's mommy from turning you into a
girly girl.  Yes, we'll help her do that."  Horatio smothered a
laugh. "You know she'll try to turn her into Marisol." 


"I
know she will but I'm sure you and Aiden can make her a strong, resourceful
woman, Xander."  He stroked his cheek then took the baby to
hold.  "Hello, Mahsa  I'm your other father."  The
baby cooed at him and he smiled. "Yes, it's very nice to meet you
too."  He looked at the social worker. "Do we have papers to
sign?" 


"Quite
a few," she admitted, sitting down across from them so they could change
off when they had to sign something.  By the time she was done, her flight
back was pre-boarding and Mahsa was comfortable with Aiden.  "I'll
leave you to get her adjusted.  We'll be checking on her
periodically." 


Horatio
pulled out some cards.  "This will be her pediatrician.  This is
the number of our ME's office.  She's the mother of our CSI unit and will
be helping when we get stuck.  That last is my cellphone number. 
Call me and let me know when you want to come over."  She nodded,
stuffing those into the file as well.  "I thank you for your
help." 


"You're
welcome, Mr. Caine."  She shook hands all around, let Xander have the
two baggage slips for the baby's bags, then headed back to Egypt. 


Xander
looked at his mother.  "Mommy, home?" 


"Home's
good.  She should learn to like her crib."  She got up
carefully, letting Horatio help her.  Xander ducked to get the bags while
they headed right for the hummer.  They already had a carseat. 
"How did you get it through so fast?" she asked once they were alone.



"I
know a good number of social workers both here and in New York," he
admitted, smiling at her. "We had them get letters of reference, copied
the plans his grandfather set up for you two, and took a lot of pictures of the
house.  She'll be doing periodic checks but at the moment this is better
for her and the system is overtaxed there as well."  She smiled at
that.  "Besides, there's not really any rules for kidnaped sperm
resulting in infants.  With her mother being sick, they're just glad she's
fine and with someone good.  With your past work experience, my past work
experience, and a few bribes paid...."  She swatted him on the arm so
he held the door to the airport open for her.  "It helped oil the
gears.  Speaking of, Greg's going to be out next week as well.  He
wants to love on Abby as he put it."  They waited for Xander to catch
up, waving at him when he appeared in the crowd.  "What took you so
long?" 


"They
wanted to know why I didn't have a ticket. They didn't like the short version
of the explanation so I had to give the long one."  That got a smirk
from Aiden.  "It helped."  He shrugged. 
"Hummer's in short term, level two, right?"  Horatio nodded,
letting him lead the way.  It took all three of them to figure out how to
put the baby in the car seat, but she didn't seem to care.  She was still
asleep.  Xander got into the back with her, letting Aiden and Horatio ride
up front.  "This means I've got to update the will," he said
quietly once they were on the road. 


"You
do," Horatio agreed.  "The house can still go to Speed,
Xander." 


"If
you're sure." 


"I
am." 


"Okay." 
He went back to staring at his daughter. "We have got to take tape of you
to send to Lady Heather.  You'll like her.  She's a lot like a
grandmommy."  He ran a finger down her nose.  "You're very
pretty and delicate, daughter.  We'll have to teach you how to use a sword
and a crossbow when you're bigger so you can beat off the boys." 


Aiden
gave him a look.  "Less strange stuff around her, Xander." 


"I
know, but it'll be self-defense lessons." 


She
snorted. "We'll see."  Horatio got them to her new house, which
wasn't that far away from where Xander and Horatio were living, and found that
apparently all crime had been solved and no new ones had been committed today
since all the crime lab was waiting on them.  She looked at the guys
waiting around.  "Lunch break?" she teased. 


"No!"
Calleigh snorted.  "We wanted to see the little princess." 
Xander got out of the back with her, letting her see and Speed see her
first.  "Awww, she's adorable." 


"She
is.  You make pretty babies, kiddo."  Speed kissed Xander on the
temple then stole his granddaughter.  "Hey, Mahsa.  I'm your
granddad." 


She
yawned and blinked at him.  "Dada?" 


"Close. 
Nearly there."  He grinned and she smiled back.  "You're
such a good girl." 


Aiden
opened the door.  "Into the house, it's humid today," she
called.  She smiled at Speed since he was still carrying her. 
"She's a good girl.  Hasn't cried yet." 


"She
just spoke," Calleigh offered.  They settled her in the living room,
watching her look around.  She was wide awake and the carpet apparently
pleased her since she petted it.  One of the puppies came in to sniff,
then barked a few times. 


"Quit,"
Xander ordered.  The dog gave him a hurt look.  "That's a human
puppy.   You guard the human puppy for me, Iggy."  The dog
let him pet him then went back to sniffing the baby.  Then he laid down to
watch her closely.  "Good boy!  Very good boy!"  The
dog looked at him then went back to watching the baby crawl around.  She
got too far away so he crawled after her, nosing her foot.  She started
and looked at him, then cooed and reached back for his nose. 
"Gently," Xander ordered, getting down to show her.  Iggy went
into his lap and he let her pet his side, earning a giant smile. 
"That's a doggy.  Can you say doggy?" 


"Dada!"
she said happily, patting the dog again.  A hand came down into her view
and she went to investigate that.  "Dada!" 


"Yes
I am," Horatio praised, picking her up to cuddle her.  
"That's very smart of you, Mahsa."  He kissed her on the head
and handed her on. 


Eric
beamed and called his mother.  "Momma, I'm holding Xander's
daughter.  Yup, she's born.  No, not Abby's.  That's a
son."  Xander nodded.  "Remember the story about the
kidnaping and them taking some sperm?  Well, someone used some and she's a
beautiful little girl."  He had to pull the phone away from his ear
and they all heard her scream 'WHY DIDN'T YOU TELL ME SOONER, ERIC!'  He
chuckled and put it back.  "They just got custody of her,
Momma.  She's here now.  Aiden's taking care of her.  Because
her mother was Egyptian and they don't like gay couples, Momma.  She's
adorable."  He let her have the phone, putting it next to her ear when
she tried to chew on it.  "Say hi, Mahsa" 


"Mamama!"
she squealed, listening to the pretty voice. 


Horatio
smiled.  "I know who she'll love for cooking lessons." 


Alexx
snorted and took the baby. "You come to me, great-granddaughter. 
Since I'm Momma to Timmy I can be yours too."  She cuddled her,
getting a coo and a cuddle back, then the baby wiggled and got back onto the
floor to crawl over to Frank, Yelina, and Ray Junior. 


Ray
Junior picked her up and sat her in his lap, just looking at her. 
"Hi, cousin," he said softly.  "You're going to be very
protected.   Your daddies are like that and I'll back them up to beat
the boys off you."  The baby grinned at him.  "Such a good
girl." 


"You
can't have one," Yelina said firmly, stealing her.  "Hello,
Mahsa."  The baby tipped her head, making her smile at her confused
look.  "I'm your Auntie Yelina.  Your fathers will come ask me
all sorts of girl questions and so can you."  She kissed her on the
head, letting Frank have her. 


Frank
grinned and got one back.  "Hi, sweetheart.   You're gonna
be a little princess, aren't ya?"  He grinned when she cackled and
reached for his nose.  "I know, it's big."  He gave her a
hug then put her back down on the floor, which made the dog come over and plop
down in front of her to stare at her some more.  The other two puppies
came in and sniffed her then got into Horatio's lap for cuddles. 


"You
two are much too large to be lap dogs," Horatio complained but he petted
them anyway.  They were adorable dogs.  Mahsa came over to pat the
feet they had hanging off the couch, earning more sniffs, but they were too
content to play with her.  She gave it up and went to explore some more
things.  Iggy followed.  They all heard a scream and the dog brought
her back, presenting her to his daddy by the back of her shirt. 


"Wow,
you're good.  Don't get her skin, Iggy."  He took the daughter
to check her over.  "Good job!  No skin pinched."  He
patted him.  "Be gentle with the human puppy."  The dog
barked and got his ball to play with so he threw it.  Mahsa crawled after
it too, nearly as fast as the dog did.  They brought it back together, her
following him.  He grinned and threw it again.  "Is someone
taping this?" 


"Getting
it," Frank promised, pulling out the camcorder to do that.  Horatio
snickered, shaking his head.  "Well, you've got to send something to
Lady Heather." 


"We
do," Xander said happily.  "And Greggy."  He threw the
ball again, watching as they both took off after it, her squealing
happily.  They brought it back and he tossed it again but she stayed and
crawled into his lap, staring at him.  "Hi, baby," he said
quietly, stroking her cheek.  "There's my girl."  He
grinned and she grinned back.  "I think she's got my smile." 


"She
definitely has your eyes," Speed offered, reaching down to stroke through
his son's hair, getting stereo surprised looks.  "I can pet
him.  I adopted him, Mahsa.  That's why I'm the grandpa." 
The baby giggled and hugged Xander before crawling over him to get to Speed's lap. 
"Hi."  He settled her in his lap, letting her look at
Calleigh.  "She probably hasn't seen many blondes," he said
quietly. 


"I
guess not."  She pulled a piece over for her to look at closer.
"Are you staring at my hair?"  Mahsa leaned closer to taste it,
getting a lot of smiles.  "Do I taste good?"  The baby let
out a gentle coo then wiggled her way over to snuggle into her chest, grinning
at her.  "Sure, you can cuddle."  She gave her a good
cuddle then lost her because she had spotted the puppies and Horatio's
hair.  She crawled over everyone, including kicking her father in the
head, on her way to the dogs and Horatio's hair.  Horatio moved one of the
dogs for her to have a spot, getting her licked by both dogs. 


"Down,
boys," Horatio ordered quietly.  "She's a human
puppy."  He settled her into his lap but she reached up so he leaned
down, letting her play with his hair.  She let out a loud squeal and
grabbed on with both hands, beaming back at the others.  "Ow,"
he moaned, trying to get free. 


Eric
reached over, tickling her. She yanked but then had to let it go to grab his
hand.  He beamed.  "Hi, precious.  Coming back to the Uncle
Eric?"  She spit at him and cackled, going back to staring at her
father's hair.  He helped her stand up, hands on her hips to keep her
steady, so she wouldn't have to reach. It was nice of him.  It gave her a
better chance to grab more.  Eric had to rescue Horatio's hair again by
tickling her and handing her to Daddy, who snuffled her neck then settled in to
cuddle her.  She cooed and stroked his cheek.  "You're
good," he praised.  "Is she still on a bottle?" 


"Um,
bags are in the car, so is her diaper bag," Aiden admitted.  She went
to grab them, bringing them back.  She found powdered formula, a few
bottles, and diapers in the bag, then in her bag were a few outfits, a handmade
blanket, and a small stuffed duck.  "Awww."  The baby made
a grab for her duck, cuddling it and her daddy.  "Good
girl."  She went to make some formula, bringing it back.  Frank
got tape of him feeding his daughter for the first time too and it was sweet. 


"Trade
me places, Speed," Horatio ordered.  Xander grinned and moved one of
the dogs so he could cuddle against his husband with her.  That way
Horatio could help feed her.  She held up her duck.  "It's a
pretty duck, Mahsa  Does it have a name?" 


"Me!"



"You? 
Okay, we'll call her you."  He stroked over her hair and she grabbed
his hand to hold while Daddy got the bottle for her, earning stereo smiles. 


Frank
turned off the tape and put it down.  "Okay, that's enough
mush." 


Calleigh
checked her watch. "Eric, you've got court."  He hopped up and
headed out, Speed right behind him since he had to be there too.  She
smiled.  "We'll leave you guys alone until Thursday and we're
bringing food that night, Aiden." 


"Thank
you.  I'm sure she'll appreciate that."  That got gentle smiles
and everyone but Ray Junior left.  She looked at him. 


"She's
my cousin, she'd better get used to me.  Besides, the craptastic sperm
donor's at the house.  Mom wanted to talk to him.  I don't. 
It's saving me from committing homicide." 


"Works
for us," Xander offered.  "Where are Ryan and Willow?" 


"He's
too deep into a case and she's pouting," Aiden told him. 


"Ah. 
Well, he'll see her fairly soon."  He smiled down at his
daughter.  "We need to send a copy of that tape to Greggy so he can
present it to Lady Heather." 


"We'll
present her in person in a few months," Horatio promised, kissing him on
the temple.  "The next time we head out there."  Xander
smiled and went back to cuddling his girl.  She was nearly asleep
again.  "Let's put her down." 


"Do
I have to?" 


"You'll
have a lot of time to play with her, Xander."  He nodded, letting
Horatio hold her while he stood up, then carrying her up to her new
nursery.  She looked around sleepily but didn't seem to mind the dragons
and unicorns, or the mage fighting a dragon on a poster across from her. 
He looked at Xander, then at Aiden, who pointed at Xander.  He kissed him
instead of saying anything, just shaking his head. 


"It's
pretty." 


"It
is," Horatio agreed. 


"It
was this or Grateful Dead bears, honey." 


"I
like it, it's just a bit odd for a nursery, Xander."  He gave him a
kiss and watched their daughter nap.  Aiden snuck off to get herself some
lunch.  She knew they weren't coming down anytime in the near future. 


***



Greg
got the tape in the mail and looked at it, then at his boss.  "It
says to deliver it to Lady Heather so we can watch it together." 


"It's
probably tape of your new stepdaughter," he said, giving him a look. 


"I'm
still weirded out by the thought of being Daddy Greg."  He
shuddered.  "It's just odd.  I'm not daddy material,
Grissom." 


"That
realization comes to us all too late, Greg.  Go talk to Hodges, then
deliver that after your shift.  She'll be upset if you don't." 


"True." 
He went to talk to Hodges.  "It's official.  They sent a tape of
my new daughter.  I'm supposed to present it to Lady Heather and watch it
with her," he said in greeting, looking a bit down. 


Hodges
looked at him.  "It's hard to believe someone as immature as you is
now going to be raising a child to be just like you so that they can taint
future generations." 


"Aiden's
raising her but we'll have her over all the time," he corrected. 


"Then
you still get all the great and noisy sex, but some of the diapers, good
work," he finished dryly. 


Greg
grimaced.  "I'm not ready to be Daddy Greg." 


"So?" 
He shrugged.  "Not like you had a say in it.  Besides, you're
Stepdaddy Greg." 


Greg
glared at him.  "I don't have stepkids.  My kids are my
kids.  No matter who fathered them."  Hodges gave him a look.
"They will be.  Abby's son too."  He shrugged. "I'm
just creeped out by the thought that I'm a daddy now.  Twice!" 
He shuddered.  "That's almost a bad thought.  Even if our son
with Abby is going to be the next federally sanctioned goth lab tech." 


"Federally
sanctioned goth lab tech?" Nick said from behind him. 


"Abby,
the mother of Xander's son, is the only one so far.  Our son with her will
be the next one." 


"Oh. 
She's goth?" 


"You
met Abby at the convention," he said dryly.  "Dark hair,
pigtails?" 


"Oh,
her.  Yeah."  He nodded.  "Any word on the new one out
of the Middle East?" 


"She
got flown in a few days ago.  I'm going this weekend to meet her. 
That's why I'm off until Thursday." 


"You
have court on Wednesday," Grissom called as he walked past the doorway. 


"I'm
on preapproved leave," Greg called.   Nick chuckled and shook
his head that it probably wouldn't matter.  "I'll call the idiot
prosecutor."  He went to do that.  "It's Sanders.  You
do realize I'm not going to be back in the city until very early Thursday
morning?" he asked dryly.  "Preapproved leave and no I'm not
going to change my plans to go visit my lover and our new daughter, or go spoil
the mother of our son."  He listened to him splutter.  "Ask
me if I give a damn.  My flight comes in at eleven Thursday morning. I'm
leaving Friday at nine in the morning.  Between those two times, I'll be
in Miami with my boys."  He smiled. "I did point that out weeks
ago.  You didn't listen.  No, I'm not changing my plans. 
Because our daughter was just given to us and I'm going to go bond. 
Listen, James, you're going to be damn lucky if I come back at this point in
time," he said quietly.  "There's a hell of a lot keeping me
down there and it keeps getting harder and harder to come back.  With our
daughter being born and our son being due in just under two months?  You
can have me Thursday, you can have me Friday.  You can't have me
Wednesday."  He hung up and got back to work, staring at the
tape.  When he was finally done he drove it out to Lady Heather's,
presenting himself to her assistant.  "I have a tape from Master
Tim," he said respectfully.  "He requested we watch it
together." 


She
called up to the office. "Lady Heather, Gregory is here with a tape from
Master Tim, ma'am.  Yes, ma'am, for the both of you he said." 
She smiled at him. "It'll be an hour, Gregory." 


"I'm
off shift and I can stay up that long," he promised, sitting down and
finding a book to read. 


"He'll
wait, ma'am."  She hung up and smiled at him. "Want some
coffee?" 


"No
thank you, Gloria.  I've had plenty tonight."  She giggled and
walked off.  He went back to his reading to kill time.  She came down
the stairs and he hopped up, getting a nod but she was escorting someone
out.  She came back and he gave her a hopeful look, getting a sigh. 
"Ready?" 


"What
sort of tape?" 


"Of
his daughter," he said quietly. 


"I
thought Abigail was having a son." 


"She
is.  The guy who stole his sperm had one vial put into a bank in Saudi
Arabia.  They just found her in Egypt a few weeks back.   She
was given to them two days ago.  They wanted to introduce you this way
before they could formally bring her out."  That got a gentle
smile.  "I'm still weirded out by being Daddy Greg," he
admitted, handing her the tape.  "It came to the station so I got to
hear Hodges tell me I'm immature so therefore I'll warp her." 


"Come
to my office, Gregory."  She walked up there, going to slide open the
tape.  The two wallet sized photos were smiled at.  "She is
adorable."  She handed him one, earning a smile.  They sat with
him beside her knee, resting his head on her thigh as was proper for him,
watching the baby explore her new aunts and uncles.  Greg sniffled at the
scene of Xander feeding his baby girl.  She stroked through his
hair.  "It won't change that much for you, Gregory.  Not if you
don't want it to." 


"I'm
not with them just for the sex, Lady Heather." 


She
smiled.  "It's good you realize that."  She giggled at her
new might-as-well-be granddaughter.  "He did promise to raise her to
follow me." 


"She's
got a strong grip already," Greg teased, heartened by that.  He
looked up at her.  "Will I make a good father?" 


"You'll
make an excellent father. You and Xander both," she soothed.  He beamed
and hopped up, kissing her on the cheek before ejecting the tape and heading
off.  "I want a copy, Gregory." 


"I'll
have Archie make you one," he promised as he jogged out to his car. 
He headed back to the lab, stopping in on the techs having breakfast.  At
least two had breakfast every morning.  "I've got tape of my
daughter," he announced.  "I've got to make a copy too,
Archie.  Can you help?" 


"Sure,"
he agreed, snatching it.  They paid and headed back to the lab.  Most
of the nightshift was still in.  He waved at Catherine, who smiled and
came to see what was going on. 


"More
soccer?" she teased. 


"My
daughter."  Greg put in the tape and Archie started it, having to
rewind it.  "They gave Mahsa to Xander the other day."  He
sat down, staring at the screen. 


"She's
adorable," Bobby said with a grin.  "Good thing Xander likes
guns.  He'll need some to shoo the boys off." 


Greg
giggled.  "Wait."  They watched as she got Calleigh's hair
then spotted Horatio's hair and went to play with it.  They all grinned at
that, even Hodges.  The last scene of Xander and Horatio feeding her
together got a mass 'awww' from everyone gathered in to watch. 


Warrick
coughed.  "That's a scary thing, Greg.  You ready for her?"



"Hell
no," he said dryly.  "I'm still scared of being Daddy Greg, but
she's a good little girl.  Xander's probably camped under her crib while
she's sleeping." 


Grissom
leaned in.  "What are we doing back?" 


"Tape
of Greg's daughter," Archie admitted. "I'll copy it at home,
Greg." 


Catherine
got him a blank tape from the box.  "I'm not going to say
anything.  If Grissom does I'll spank him.  This is a good reason,
better than naked sports."  She patted Greg on the head. 
"Congratulations.  You're leaving when?" 


"Friday
morning.  Eight on Friday morning." 


"You
told the prosecutor?" 


"Yup,
a month ago and then I reminded him again," he said dryly.  "Not
my fault he conveniently forgot." 


Grissom
gave him a look.  "We need to be available...." 


"If
and when I find out how to do the demon teleporty thing, as Xander calls
it," he overrode, "then I'll pop back for them, Grissom.  Until
then, I'm going to be in Miami playing with my new daughter that day.  I
reminded him of this.  I also told him when I get in.  He can wait." 
He went back to watching his daughter; Archie had set it to replay.  She
was adorable and apparently very smart.  She was already as smart as the
puppies were.  "She's clearly going to follow us into the lab. 
Just under nine months and she's already as smart as the dogs." 


Hodges
patted him on the back.  "As long as she doesn't get stuck there,
Sanders."  He walked out to his car, ignoring the fact he was
smiling, even if it did scare and worry some of the dayshift techs. 
Ecklie gave him a worried look.  "Sanders just got tape of his
daughter.  They're in AV." 


"Oh." 
He nodded.  "His vacation this time." 


"And
next time too since his boy's having a son born in two months."  He
smirked.  "Can't you see his kids in the lab some day?  His kids
with Master Tim?" 


Ecklie
shuddered at that.  "Unfortunately I can."  He went to hide
in his office and take something to remove that thought from his head. 
Before it got stuck. 


***



Don
found the tape in his inter-office mail and looked at it, frowning some. 
"What the crap are you?" he muttered.  Tara had made him stop
saying 'fuck' so often around her.  His father and mother were both amused
at that, so was his boss.  "Hey, boss, going to AV," he called,
heading that way with it.  "Someone sent me a video tape," he
said when he walked in.  "Can you run it for me?  See if it's a
ransom demand or something?" 


"Sure,
Detective."  He took it and opened it, checking inside the
package.  "For some reason I don't think it's a ransom
tape."  He handed over the stack of wallet-sized photos and put the
tape in, letting him see it.  Flack's squeal brought the others running to
see what was going on.  He wasn't the usual person to squeal at that pitch
in the labs. 


"Who's
that?" Stella asked. 


"Rewind
it," Mac ordered.  "If I'm not mistaken, that's Mahsa.  Xander's
daughter."  Don took one of the pictures and handed them on, getting
a smile. "She's adorable." 


"I
can only hope ours are too," Don said happily.  The tape was played
and they all laughed at her going for Horatio's hair.  The look on her
face was fully Xander's.  The shot of Xander feeding his daughter, then
the two of them doing it made Stella sniffle and Danny pat her on the lower
back for it.  "Aww," Don said when it was done. 
"She's adorable!" 


"She
is," Mac agreed, smiling at him.  "Go ahead and make copies,
we'll allow it this time," he assured him.  He patted Don on the
back.  "Congratulations, Uncle Don." 


"Thanks. 
That one and then Abby's boy soon."  They all smiled at that. 
"In case you guys didn't hear, they had to give official custody to
Aiden.  Not that she's probably getting her a lot, but she's got the
official custody.  She said Xander did some sort of fantasy nursery."



Danny
snickered and nodded.  "With dragons and magic users and swirly
clouds.  He sent me a picture the other day to see if I liked it or
not." 


Don
shook his head at that.  "Only Xander," he decided, taking back
the original once it had been copied off. "You guys got your
pictures?"  They all took theirs from Mac and headed back to
work.  He grinned at Mac.  "Thanks, Mac." 


"Welcome. 
There's an extra one." 


"Probably
for my lady."  He took it and headed back to his desk, calling her.
"It's me, baby.  We got tape of Mahsa. Xander sent it and
pictures.  Sure, I'll probably be here," he joked.  "Love
you too."  He blew a kiss and hung up, much to the amusement of a
perp at the next desk over.  He growled and the guy shrunk down in his
chair, making the detective snicker. 


"His
girl's very sweet and delicate, but she can kick my ass," the detective
told him.  "She deserves the blown kisses.  What's with the mail
and the sudden trip, Flack?" 


"Remember
Xander?"  He nodded.  "Remember me ranting about the
kidnaping and the stolen sperm?" 


"Yeah,
kinda," he admitted.  Flack had ranted each time the boy had been
taken off a plane.  One of them he had mentioned sperm. 


"Well,
we've got a new niece."  He showed him the picture.  She got a
grin.  "He sent up the first tape of her for us." 


"She's
cute." 


"She
went right for Caine's hair.  Evil little grin and all while she did
it." 


He
laughed.  "That's a toddler for you.  Very cute."  He
went back to his arrest report while Don went to brag to others.  
Family guy Flack was adorable too.  Happy and bouncy as his nephew was. 


***



Xander
opened the door, smiling at the man standing there. 
"Greggy!"  He pounced him, dragging him inside to cuddle. 
"I thought I was picking you up!" 


"You
were but I got an earlier flight offered," he said with a smile, giving
him a squeeze.  "Is she here yet?" 


"No,
Mommy made me go away.  Abby's there too."  He pouted. 
"She said I'm clingy and bouncing too much.  I'll teach both kids bad
habits." 


"Then
let's go.  I'm a good reason to go back there."  Xander beamed
and grabbed his keys, taking Greg to Aiden's.  He saw the frown and
scowled back.  "Where's my daughter, woman!" 


"Be
nicer to Mom, Greg," Xander complained.  "Mahsa, Daddy Greggy is
here," he called, going to hunt for her.  He found her crawling in
the kitchen after one of the puppies.  "Hey, Dobbie, can we have her back?" 
The puppy barked and relented for head scratches and a few licks to the baby's
cheek.  He carried her out, letting Greg stare for a minute before he
handed her over. 


Greg
awkwardly held her, but settled in to an easier grip when she didn't wiggle in
his arms.  She did stare at him then reached up to play with his
hair.  "That's a good girl," he praised, smiling at her. 
"I'm not quite as blond as Auntie Calleigh is, but I'm still blond. 
We know you're going to follow us into the labs.  You're already as smart
as a puppy," he teased, walking her into the living room to sit down with
her.  He grinned at Abby.  "First time I've got to see her
outside of a tape." 


"Go
ahead," she said, waving a hand.  "She's already communed with
Hobart, the amazing wonderbaby." 


"Hobart?"
he asked. 


"Beaufort?"
she teased. 


He
considered it.  "Something less Southern and more Greek?  Or
even Scandinavian?  My mother will pout otherwise." 


Abby
giggled.  "His name's going to be Jon Ignatius Scuito." 


"No
Harris?" Aiden asked. 


"I
don't need someone to carry on the family name.  Not like it's worthy to
go into the future," Xander said patiently.  "She can give him
her last name."  He grinned at her and moved closer but she swatted
his hands.  "Sorry."  He sat down next to Greg, looking a
bit contrite until his daughter leaned over to suck on his ear.  "Hi,
Mahsa.  I'm not forgetting you."  He took her to nuzzle noses
with her, getting a grin. "You're a happy baby today, aren't you?" 


"That's
because she shit a purple and green diaper last night," Aiden said,
rolling her eyes.  "No more beets for her.  Or strained
spinach."  Greg snickered.  "Really!  Carrots made it
orange too.  You have to watch out for those things unless you want the
nasty baby surprises."  Xander leaned into Greg's side, getting them
both cuddled, which made the baby coo at Greg. 


"Mama!"
she said, beaming at him. 


"Sure,
you can call me that, even though I'd look sucky in Aiden's
clothes."  Abby burst out giggling.  "I would." 
He took her back, settling her on his lap.  She played with his fingers,
then looked up at him.  "Do you mind if I spoil you like Daddy Xander
and Daddy Horatio do?"  She sucked on his index finger and it was all
good for him.  Suddenly, he wasn't so worried about being Daddy Greg. 
Just his mother's reaction to being Grandma.  He looked at Xander. 
"I haven't told my mother about us yet, much less her and Johan over
there." 


"Jon,"
Aiden said. 


"I
like Johan," Abby admitted.  "It's very old world." 
She texted that to Tony, getting back a 'it means the same thing but the
kids'll pick on him for it, Abby' message back.  "Tony thinks they'd
pick on him for it.  He's been pushing for a normal first name." 


"Demetrius?"
Xander suggested. 


"Um,
no," Greg said, shaking his head.   Mahsa shook hers with a grin
for him.  "That's right. He shouldn't be named that.  He should
be named something else.  Something Papa Olaf would have approved
of." 


Abby
cooed and came over to hug him.  "You have a grandfather from the old
country?" 


"I
did.  Until a few years ago."  She pouted and gave him a cuddle.
"Thanks.  He was really important in my life.  My mother's kinda
uptight so I spent a lot of time with Papa Olaf."  He gave her a sad
smile.  "He's got to be laughing his butt off.  He had to leave
the old country after getting Mama pregnant.  He'd laugh that I didn't
even have to do that much.  Say it runs in the family to be that
fertile."  Aiden looked at him.  "I have no stepchildren,
Aiden.  If they're my kids, they're my kids.  Adopted, step, Xander's
or not.  Even if Horatio comes up with one some year."  He
looked at Abby again, kissing her on the forehead.  "Think you want
two?" 


She
pinched him on the arm. "Let's see how one goes first."  She
snuggled in to take Mahsa from him, letting her commune with her lump of
wonderbaby again.  "There you go, you and Johan talk." 


Greg
beamed and hugged her.  "Thank you!"  He hugged Xander,
getting a deep, hearty kiss.  "Hmm, lunch."  He kissed him
again and the baby clapped and giggled.  He grinned at her. 
"Thanks, dear.  Good to know you approve of us too."  He
grinned at Xander.  "Want to help me call my mom?" 


"Want
me to call your mom for you?" he teased. 


"She'd
freak." 


"Well,
probably," he admitted with a wicked grin.  He patted Greg down until
he found his cellphone, finding her number.  "I can."  Greg
whimpered.  He hit the button to talk to her.  "Hi, Mrs.
Sanders?  No, this is Greg's fiancee, Xander."  Greg gave him a
look.  "You're marrying us, Greg.  Tough.  Once we get
Horatio over his pouty thing."  He listened to her splutter. 
"Yes, ma'am, that's what I said.  Well, I was going to offer you
pictures of the grandchild we have born and the one who'd coming soon, if you
wanted that was.  No, she's just appeared.  No, I was with Greg when
she was conceived.  Someone took a sample against my will and had
her.   Mahsa.  Her mother's Egyptian.  She's very
ill.  That's how I found out about her.  She's an adoring
child.  I'm sure I can.  What address should I have them sent
to?  We're doing formal portraits in two days."  He looked at
Greg.  "You have her office addy, right?"  He nodded. 
"He has it.  I can do that.  Miami."  He grinned.
"That is why he keeps coming down here.  No, I'm having a son with a
wonderful tech out of DC.  Her name's Abby and we're having a son Johan in
a few months.  I'm sure he would but he's cuddling her and he wanted to
call and tell you but I won the kiss contest so I got to call instead," he
offered with a grin.  "Sure, I wouldn't care.  We'll be
here.  Like Horatio says, Miami never closes."  Greg groaned and
pinched him but took the baby to change her.  "I can do that,"
he pouted. 


"It's
my first diaper, I can do it," he pouted back, taking her up to the
nursery.  He paused to look around then at their daughter. 
"Your Daddy Xander is a bit odd but you'll learn to love him like we
do."  He put her on the changing table and got to work changing his
first diaper, using Xander's phone to call Bobby.  "Changed my first
diaper.  No, she already loves me and my hair," he teased. 
"Mahsa, would you like to talk to Uncle Bobby?"  She took the
phone to gum and coo into and he could hear the laughter so he took it
back.  "Thought I'd share.  Have a good day."  He hung
up and finished redressing her.  "There we go, one more
gone."  He tossed out the diaper, sanitized his hands, then carried
her back down, letting her get down to crawl.  Xander was still listening
to his mother rant apparently so he took the phone. 
"Mom."  She started on him.  "We just found out about
her, Mom.  Did you want me to suddenly become telepathic?  Because I
wanted to see her first, greedy!  I just got to see her today.  Feel
lucky you're hearing before her birthday.  Nine months, Xander?" 


"In
four more days," Aiden agreed. She took the phone.  "Hi, Greg's
Ma.  No, I'm Aiden.  I'm Xander's adoptive mother.  She's
staying with me.  You can call and bug me all you want for pictures and
stuff.  Because her mother's Egyptian and they don't like gay folk. 
Therefore Xander's letting me have residence privileges while he does most of
the work.  Nah, he's a great dad.  Sure, you can do that.  We're
here.  He's down here too.  He's in the labs down here.  We can
do that as well.  Whenever you get a vacation, come on down.  It's
pretty down here."  She smiled.  "I can do that as
well.  Have a good day."  She hung up.  "Greg, baby,
she wanted me to spank you until you howled for not telling her sooner that you
were with a guy or two." 


"Yay." 
He looked at Xander.  "Is she coming home with us
tonight?"  Xander shook his head.  "Can we do that to
celebrate?"   Abby squeaked and he grinned.  "I
started out seeing Master Tim instead of Xander.  I'm tactilly deprived. 
He pets very well." 


She
cooed and petted him.  "We can pet you like a puppy all you want,
Greg."  He grinned and tipped his head, letting her pet him
better.  Then Mahsa came over to help.  "You do that very well,
sweetie.  I'm sure Daddy Greg appreciates you helping." 


"She's
not pulling, I'm happy," Greg quipped.  Xander gave his hair a small
yank then gave him a wink and a blown kiss, getting up to get the baby
food.   "Ooooh, lunch time, Mahsa."  They settled in
to tag team feed their little bird impersonator.  Aiden could only shake
her head and snap a picture at the cuteness. 


***



Grissom
answered his phone.  "Gil Grissom."  He had to pull it away
from his ear.  "Ma'am, please calm down," he said quietly,
putting it back.  "Now, what's wrong?"  He sat up, frowning
at her speech about her son.  "Mrs. Sanders, I assure you, Greg is
very happy with them.  He is extremely happy.  He always comes back
happy and we know we're going to lose him to Miami some day very soon. 
Yes, I know.  I got to see the tape Xander sent him when she first showed
up.  Because he couldn't go down for a week.  Work and court
cases," he admitted.  "No, he's down there right
now."  He checked his clock.  "With the time difference,
they're probably at supper."  He smiled.  "That would be
fine.  Have you tried his cellphone?  I know he keeps it on in case
we have a problem and need to ask him about a case." 


He
nodded once.  "No, I don't think it's wrong.  They clearly love
each other very much.  Xander is very protective of Greg.  Horatio
adores him as well.  You'd have to ask your son how they started, Mrs.
Sanders.  That's not my place to tell you.  I'm sure he was going to
but we've had a lot of crime recently and Greg's been instrumental in solving
quite a few cases.  Yes, in the lab."  He raised an eyebrow. 
Greg hadn't told her he was in the field?  "No, he's perfectly
happy.  You should call and talk to him, not me.  Because I'm sure he
wants to talk to you.   Yes, try his cellphone.   You have
a good evening as well."  He hung up and called the number he had for
the house in Miami, getting a growling Xander "Greg's mother just
called.  She's calling his cell.  Fair warning, she's screeching in
outrage at you three."  He hung up and went back to his reading over
the file in front of him.  That was not a happy mother.  But Greg could
handle it.  It was his mother after all. 


***



Greg
whimpered when his phone went off right after Xander had hung up. 
"Please, not now," he begged. 


"It's
your mom, Greg." 


He
groaned and took the phone. "Mom, kinda busy," he panted. 
"Well, I am having dinner, Mom.  I'm having Horatio and Xander for
dinner.  Mom, I know you had sex at least once because I'm here," he
said dryly.  "Yes, and I enjoy the hell out of it, Mom.  No,
I'll quit swearing.  Mother."  He closed his eyes and felt
Horatio stroke his back.  He was still over his lap at the moment with a
very warm backside.  He slid to his knees, resting his forehead against
Horatio's thigh.  "Mom," he tried again. Finally he'd had
enough. "Mother, you have inconvenient timing," he interrupted. 
"Yes, well, presently I'm being spanked for being such a tease
earlier.  So can you try back tomorrow?  I'll have my cell on then as
well.  Yes, Mom, I said spanked.  Because I like it when they do
that.  Mom, you don't want to get into this discussion right now." 


Xander
took the phone but Horatio took it from him.  "Mrs. Sanders, Horatio
Caine," he said smoothly.  "Yes, Greg's Horatio.  Yes, like
Horatio and Xander.  Because you're upsetting him and I won't allow you to
upset Greg, especially not tonight.  Now, if you would like to call back
when you're being reasonable, you can do that.  Until then, you're
upsetting Greg horribly.  As any good lover does, I don't like to see
either of them upset.  No, I'm not hiding it.  I don't at work either. 
Yes, my boss does know.  He doesn't care because I do my job without it
interfering most of the time.  Now, when you're no longer shouting and
preaching at him, then you may call him back.  Do remember however that I
will not tolerate Greg being so upset that he feels bad.  Am I
clear?"  She went silent.  "Was that an
agreement?"  He smirked.  "I know you're his mother. 
Since he's now an adult, the job of fussing over him now falls to his
lovers.  Which we do horribly.  Xander spoils Greg to the point of it
irritating others at his workplace.   The same as I do.  Now, if
you have questions about our relationship I would suggest coming down to meet
with us.  All three of us. I'm sure Greg could arrange to be here at the
same time as you are.  That would be most acceptable.  Of course my
family's down here.  Xander's as well.  He'll be here until
Thursday."  He nodded.  "I'm off that day anyway," he
assured her.  "I took some time off to be with our new
daughter.  We can easily have lunch and talk about this.  I look
forward to it."  He hung up.  "Greg, are you all
right?" 


"I'm
sorry I got you screamed at," Xander said, coming over to cuddle
him.  "You can spank me if you want." 


Greg
looked at him.  "It wouldn't matter how I would've told her, she
would've screamed anyway."  He gave him a kiss.  "Besides,
you have bad reactions to being spanked."  He grinned. 
"When is she coming?" 


"Tuesday
and Wednesday." 


"Sure,
I can get dressed up and things," Greg sighed.  "By the way, she
thinks I'm still in the lab.  Let's not bust that delusion as well,
guys?" 


Xander
nodded.  "I'm sorry, Greg." 


"It's
not a problem, Xander."  He gave him a cuddle and another kiss. 
"She would've found out anyway.  Not like I haven't slipped
hints.  She's ignored them so far.  You were more blunt and she can't
ignore it.  I'm not ashamed of you two.  My mother accepts me or she
doesn't.  See if I give a damn."  Xander relaxed and nodded,
letting him cuddle in.  "Aww, you poor baby.  Horatio, we should
make us both feel better."  Horatio gave him a wicked smirk. "I
know, one track mind tonight," he sighed.  "Such a chore to be
horny and surrounded by you two."  Xander nipped him and gave him a
look.  "I am."  Xander pounced, driving him back onto his
sore rear.  "Ow."  He hissed then moaned when the pressure
was made better.  Because it was *good* to be Xander's toy. 


Horatio
settled in to watch his boys play.  It was always cute and amusing. 


***



Horatio
had one last notification he wanted to do, and he found his brother on a
stakeout, sliding into the car next to him.  "Hi." 


"Hey." 
Ray looked at him.  "Did you need to see something on my slutty
housewife there?"  Horatio handed over a picture.  "She's
adorable.  I heard your boy knocked some girl in DC up."  He handed
it back and went back to watching. 


"Actually,
Mahsa's from the first kidnaping.  Her mother's Egyptian." 


"How
did you get custody?" he asked, looking confused. 


"Aiden
has custody.  We have responsibilities for her." 


"Ah." 
He nodded, smirking at him. "Liking being a father more than being an
uncle?" 


"She
does adore us already.  Plays with my hair nearly as often as she does
Greg's."  Ray spluttered.  "We are in this together,
Ray.  Some year, we'll be bound." 


"Uh-huh. 
Not my thing, big brother.  So why the confab?" 


"To
let you have her picture if you wanted it.  To invite you over for dinner
some day soon so you could see her in person?" 


"Tuesday
good?" 


"Um,
no.  Greg's parents are coming in." 


Ray
shuddered. "I'm sorry.  Yelina's parents scared the crap out of me
during our first meeting." 


Horatio
snickered.  "Her mother is still quite scary," he agreed. 
"She and Eric Delko's mother went over at the same time to fuss over
Mahsa."  That got a wicked smirk.  "She was quite confused
about all the fuss and noise but sucked it up as only a child of Xander's
can.  Monday?" 


"Not
a good day.  Sunday brunch?" 


"We
can do that.  Xander doesn't have any clients that day that I know
of." 


"He
takes people on Sunday?" 


"Some
are agents and officers, Ray.  They might not get another day off." 


"Oh. 
I guess that's reasonable.  Especially since he's not Catholic." 


"Nor
will he ever be.  He's said so.  Apparently the priests taught a bit
strongly around him in Sunnydale."   Ray nodded once at that,
still staring at the slutty housewife, camera in his lap.  "Do you
really like doing this?" 


"No. 
It's a job.  Now and then it's got its moments.  Mostly porno moments
but it's got its moments."  He looked at his brother.  "How
is she?" 


"Mahsa's
fine.  Very happy and healthy." 


"I
meant Yelina, dumbass." 


"She's
fine, happy, and healthy, but your son still wants to kill you.  Xander's
agreed he could have a guest room whenever you went over." 


"That's
fine," he sighed.  "I guess I can understand that." 
He looked back and snapped a few pictures, then smirked.  "Gotcha,
sweetheart.   Your sugar daddy is not going to be happy with
you." 


"As
long as she doesn't end up on my caseload," Horatio warned. 


"I'd
hope not.  Probably just dumped."  He glanced at him
again.  "So." 


"So,"
he agreed, smirking at him.  "Two?  I'll cook?" 


"Better
you or that other one instead of your main boy.  I've heard evil things
come out of the kitchen when he cooks." 


"Greg's
not a secondary lover to me, Ray.  He simply lives in Las Vegas for the
moment."  He got out, heading back to his hummer and then back to the
house.  He found his nephew waiting on him.  "He's at
work." 


"I
figured he was.  Taking more subtle porno for proof?"  Horatio
nodded.  "That's fine.  Can we talk, Uncle H?  I've got the
ho girlfriend problem." 


"Of
course. Where's Xander and Greg?" 


"Cleaning
the dungeon.  Does he have OCD?" 


"Only
about his work surfaces.  Which we do admire in him."  He led
him up to his office, letting him settle in.  "She's sleeping around
on you?" 


"I
don't know but she somehow made fifteen hundred bucks in a weekend." 
Horatio's eyes went wide.  "Are we missing money?  I know Mom's
not." 


"Not
that I'm aware of.  Has she been here?" 


"No,
not yet."  He shrugged.  "She won't tell me how, Uncle
H.  I don't want to have a ho for a girlfriend.  Slutty is fine,
selling it isn't."  His uncle gave him a look.  "I'm sorry
but I am sixteen, Uncle Horatio." 


"Which
is all that's keeping you from a lecture, nephew."  He leaned
back.  "Is it near her birthday?" 


"January. 
Is Mahsa here?" 


"She's
with the dogs at Aiden's.  She was over for the afternoon yesterday. 
Thumper did not like her." 


"Didn't
like the diaper being in the way?" he asked sarcastically. 


"No,
he came over to sniff her so she grabbed his nose to suck on.  He was not
a happy dog and went to cower under the bed."  He grimaced. 
"He'll learn.  Xander took him over to introduce the dogs here to
her."  He looked at his nephew.  "What did she say about
it?" 


"She
was real evasive.  I asked if she stole it and she got this horrified look
and said no really quickly.  I figured we would've heard about it if it
had been from a robbery."  Horatio nodded, the local news would have
reported it for that much money.  "So the only way I can figure is
drugs, which means I'm going to walk away and turn her in, or selling her ass
on the corner." 


"Stripping,"
Horatio offered.  "With a fake ID." 


"That
could be.  She's been trying to get me to do an open pole
night."  Horatio opened his mouth so he held up a hand.  "I
remembered how many problems have come for Xander from his eight times or so on
the pole.  Not going there.  I don't want that sort of curse to
spread to me, Uncle H." 


"Good
man, Ray."  He smiled.  "You have told her about us?" 


"Oh,
she's met Mom.  Mom was not pleased with my little ho." 


"We're
having a family dinner Tuesday with Greg's parents." 


"I'm
not bringing her around normal people.  She might embarrass you." 


"Hopefully
not," he admitted.  "I'm having dinner with your father on
Sunday." 


"Means
I can go home that night," he quipped.  "Can I ask her with you
here?" 


"You
can, Ray.  I don't mind.  Make it seem like you want to ask about
doing something.  Maybe she'll let it slip." 


"Good
idea. A bit of subterfuge."  He dialed her phone.  "Hey, Jessica,
it's Ray.  I was wondering if you wanted to go out and do something since
you're so flush at the moment."  He listened to her, then put her on
speaker.  "Sorry, my ear's killing me again.  You're on speaker
but I'm alone.  You did what?" 


"I
went out and tried some things to get that. I want to save it, Ray." 


"Should
I worry?" he asked. "Because I did see that one guy stalking you
after school yesterday." 


"No,
he's a friend of a friend."  She sounded like she was smiling. 
"Where are you?" 


"My
uncles' house.   Uncle Xander and Horatio are downstairs, I'm in
Uncle H's office.  Does this mean I don't have to think about your
suggestion to do an open pole night?" 


She
giggled.  "No, I'd like it if you could," she teased. 
"C'mon, it's fun.  I had a lot of fun before I went out with my
girls." 


He
snorted.  "Some of your girls need a disease warning sticker,"
he said dryly.  "No thanks.  But I'll think about the
suggestion." 


"Ray?"
Xander called from the doorway. 


"Oops,
gotta go.  Uncle Xander."  He hung up and looked at him. 
"Thanks, couldn't figure out how to get out of that one." 


"The
word you want is 'no'," he said slowly and clearly.  
"Repeat it often to girls like that before the bitch gets you in
trouble."  Ray grimaced but nodded.  "Good.  Then tell
her you can't date her anymore because your uncle overheard and you're now in
trouble." 


"I'll
craft that speech tonight so I can give it at school."  He looked at
his other uncle.  "So, I was right." 


"It
sounds like she did a bit more than an open pole," Xander said
dryly.  "How much did she make?" 


"Fifteen
hundred."  Xander gaped.  "Yeah, that's why I was worried
too." 


"No
way she made that on an open pole.  Unless she draws like me?" 


Ray
snorted.  "Hell no."  He stood up.  "Can I help
with dinner or whatever?" 


"Greg's
fussing in the kitchen.  He's making something his grandfather made."



"Cool." 
He went down there, letting them talk...or whatever since his uncle was
chuckling in that special way.  "Hey, Greg, can you teach me
too?" 


"Of
course I can," he agreed happily.  "You missed it, there is
something Thumper won't hump, Mahsa." 


"Uncle
H said he ran when she tried to suck his nose for him.  Worried he'll try
that maneuver himself? 


"Nope. 
He and Xander had one of those 'picking you up by the back of your neck to
stare into your eyes and growl at you' talks when he tried her head.  It
stopped that problem fast."  He grinned at him again. 
"What's up?  Just general teenage stuff?" 


"My
girlfriend's a ho.  She made fifteen hundred dollars quote 'trying
things'." 


"Uh-huh. 
Sounds like she had a gang bang.  Wonder if there's video." 


Ray
blushed.  "I hope not.  She has in the past." 


Greg
stared at him.  "Okay, I'm going to offer free advice here.  Get
the tape.  I don't care why, get the tape." 


Ray
nodded.  "I already have the tape. I kept the tape.  It was made
with my camcorder." 


Greg
sighed in relief.  "Good job.  Anything else you want to admit
to?" 


Ray
gave him a hesitant look then looked toward the stairs then back at him. 
"Yeah, but I don't think Uncle H would understand." 


"You'd
be surprised but if I can help you can come to me like you would Xander." 


Ray
nodded.  He looked around then saw his uncles coming in.  "Can I
talk to Greg for a few?  He's hipper and had more girls like I like to
date." 


"Sure,"
Xander agreed, leading Horatio outside to sit in the sun with him. 


Ray
waited until the door was closed to look at him.  "Two weeks ago she
took me to a rave." 


Greg
moaned, leaning on the counter.  "I'm sensing the hand of 'I had a
hangover and did something stupid'."  Ray whimpered. 
"Please let it be that?" he begged. 


"I
don't know." 


Greg
stiffened, looking at him. "You don't *know*, like can't remember?" 


"All
I remember is waking up in this grungy ass warehouse and there were some girls
around me.  When I asked she called me a baby for complaining." 


"You're
breaking up with her," Greg said firmly.  "I don't care, she's
not only a ho, she's dangerous to you.  You could've been killed,
Ray." 


"I
don't know what happened." 


"Okay,
first of all, blood tests?" 


"Huh?"



"Oh,
shit.  Horatio!" he yelled.  He came jogging in. 
"Your nephew got taken to a rave by his slutty girlfriend and he doesn't
remember why he woke up in a warehouse surrounded by girls." 


"I
can take him to where I do my bloodwork today," Xander offered. 
"I've got to do mine this week anyway, Ray.  C'mon."  Ray
gave him an odd look. "Ray, condoms?  Diseases?"  Ray went
pale.  "C'mon.  We'll do that then we'll handle her since it'll
take a week to get back the results." 


"Sure,"
he said weakly.  "Thanks, Greg." 


"Not
an issue, Ray.  This is something that needs to be handled.  You were
more than right coming to us.  It was a few weeks back, Xan." 


"That's
fine."  He put an arm around his shoulders, walking him out to his
ferarri.  "We'll talk on the way in, Ray.  There's some things
you might not have been given yet."  Ray nodded at that, letting him
tell him whatever he wanted him to know.  Even if it was redundant it was
another viewpoint. 


Horatio
looked at Greg.  "It's burning."  Greg moved to flip the
pancakes then looked at him again.  "A rave?" 


"A
rave.  He said he doesn't remember much past getting there.  He said
he woke up in a grungy warehouse with girls around him for some reason he can't
remember." 


"That
young lady and I are going to have a talk after I get a statement from my
nephew." 


"Yelina,"
Greg said quietly. 


"I'll
tell her later."  The phone rang.  "Horatio."  He
smiled.  "Thank you, Xander.  That's more than reasonable. 
Tell him I'm going to arrest her tonight."  He nodded. 
"That's fine."  He hung up.  "She got him some
juice." 


"Which
was opened and he didn't know better," Greg finished.  Horatio
nodded.  "Can I help?" 


"No,
I think I want someone a bit more calm to go with me."  He kissed him
gently.  "I'll be back in an hour.  Can we eat then?" 


"Just
as soon as the boys get back," he promised.  Horatio nodded, going
out to find Frank.  Greg went back to his cooking.  That was going to
be a long talk from Xander to Ray.  Xander gave the *explicit* sex
talk.  He had written it out for him to give to Catherine because she had
complained she wasn't able to get what she wanted to say out. 


***



Frank
and Horatio knocked on the nice, suburban door, looking at the mother. 
"Ma'am, is Jessica Savarnt home please?" Frank asked. 


"Why? 
Is she in trouble?" 


"Yup,"
Frank told her.  "Should we do this out here?" 


"No,
I want to know what's going on." 


"We
have a warrant for her arrest," Horatio said, sliding off his sunglasses
to look at her.  "One count of distributing narcotics, one count of
underage drinking, five counts of conspiracy to commit rape with drugs
involved, and a count of solicitation."  The mother looked
stunned.  "Ma'am, where is your daughter?" he asked more firmly.



"She...
she's not like that!" she shrieked. 


"We
have a sworn statement that she did administer drugs to a young man and four
girls at a recent rave," Frank told her.  "All five of them were
drugged and then ended up having intercourse.  Since one of the girls was
underaged, we could have added rape of a minor child to the charges.  We
also know she was drinking at that same party, probably using the same drugs on
herself, and from recent reports she's been out peddling her ass at some higher
class sex parties for money.  Now, where is your daughter?  Before I
have to get officers to invade the house and retrieve her."  She
tried to close the door.  "Stupid move, lady," he said dryly,
catching it and forcing his way inside.  "Jessica
Savarnt?"  She gave him a horrified look.  "You're under
arrest.  You have the right to remain silent...." 


"Why!"
her father demanded. 


"She
intentionally and knowingly committed conspiracy to rape four young girls by
drugging them and a young man then forcing them to have sex.  With the
addition of the drugs, that's a higher felony."  He gave his daughter
a horrified look.  "Since the young man in question did not request
the drugs, doesn't do drugs, and didn't know what to do when he was drugged,
we're just now finding out about it.  You should also know that your
daughter's been spotted and paid a few times at some higher end sex parties
recently.  If we do find that money she made we will be confiscating it as
well since it came from the commission of a crime."  The father
spluttered but Frank walked her outside and to the cruiser waiting on them. 


Horatio
nodded at the parents.  "She'll be booked tonight and probably
arraigned tonight or early tomorrow morning, depending on the backlog
tonight.  I would get her a good attorney."  He walked off,
putting his sunglasses back on as he walked past the cruiser, where she was
screaming.  "Thank you, Frank." 


"How's
Ray doing?" 


"Fine
so far.  I've still got to tell Yelina.  Xander got him to the health
department for his bloodwork thankfully."  That got a small
smile.  "Don't.  I've got to tell his mother."  He got
into his hummer and drove to Yelina's house, parking and getting out, noticing
the beat up old car in the driveway.  Yelina opened the door with a
smile.  "Don't," he warned, stepping inside.  "It's
not happy news." 


"What
did he do?" Ray Senior called. 


Horatio
led her that way.  "His girlfriend drugged him at a rave, Ray. 
Then she put him together with four other young women."  Ray dropped
his fork.  "He's fine.  Xander's taken him for the blood
tests.  He wasn't sure what to do and approached Greg about it
earlier.  They've been having a lot of talks and Xander found out the
names of the girls so we could get statements from them.  His girlfriend
was just arrested." 


"Oh,
damn," Ray said, shaking his head.  "Roofies?" 


"Apparently. 
As far as we can tell," Horatio offered.  He looked at Yelina. 
"She got him a juice and he didn't know not to drink it when it was
opened." 


She
swallowed and nodded.  "Where is he now?" 


"Our
house.  Xander should be getting back with him in a few minutes.  He
has requested to stay over tonight until you rant and scream, his words." 


"That
slutty Jessica he's been dating?" Ray asked. 


"Frank
and I just arrested her.  If she's smart she'll make a deal." 


"Good!" 
He looked at his wife.  "I think it's time I had a talk with our
son." 


"Xander
has," Horatio told him.  "I gave him the beginning lectures but
Xander gave him the extended, explicit, clubber's version of the sex
talk.  They had a long talk about what you do and do not do, what you can
do, and what's illegal.  This is just a notification, guys.  He's
fine.  He was a bit upset and confused but it happened two weeks
ago." 


"I
thought he was at your place," Yelina moaned, sitting down. 


"No,
he took her out to dinner and then to a teen club.  Somehow that turned
into a rave.  I'm guessing it was her idea since she's also done an open
pole and has been soliciting herself recently," Horatio offered
quietly.  "Ray came over today to talk about her sudden influx of
money."  He scratched the back of his neck and looked at his
brother.  "Ray would never *knowingly* take drugs." 


"Good. 
You're sure he's fine?" 


"I'm
quite sure," he told him.  "I also talked to the girls and they
said they didn't blame Ray.  They got up before him and saw he was just as
drugged as they had been.  I made sure of that."  That got two
relaxed parents.  "There is something to talk about.  Xander
wanted to know if you'd accept him paying for a decent school for Ray,
Yelina.  Somewhere he'll definitely get into college." 


"Those
sort of places are expensive," she complained.  "I can't take
gifts, Horatio." 


"He
was thinking about making it my bride price," he joked, smiling a
bit.  "Even though we're a way off from being bonded." 


"You
already paid for his last year's tuition to the Catholic school he's in,"
she complained. 


"Yelina,
his school has a chastity vow.  Even with this it could catch
him."  He sat down.  "Xander sees him as a little brother,
Yelina.  He wants to make sure he's safe and well- educated.  That's
not such a bad thing.  I've paid some of his tuition in the past. 
This would get him somewhere very good.  Somewhere he could make the
connections he'll need to get into an excellent school.  It would also
greatly improve the quality of girls he's dating," he said lightly,
looking at her. 


"We
can handle it without your boytoy," Ray said grimly.  "Or are
you the toy this week?" 


Horatio
looked at him.  "Did I ever ask you that?" he asked
calmly.  Ray backed down so he looked at Yelina again.  "He
wanted to know if you'd let him set up a small trust to pay for his education
expenses.  He helped Aiden a lot when she was doing secretarial duties
after his grandparents' funeral.  Now we're finding more things that got
sent to him that've got to be dealt with and Ray's been helping now and then
with that paperwork as well.  It would give him enough for his last three
years of school plus full ride at any school in the state or any other he
chose." 


"I
want him going locally," she said weakly.  "Where did he want to
send him?" 


"Ray
has some ideas about that.  He wasn't hinting," he said at his
brother's opening mouth.  "He was talking about how he nearly made it
into that one academy."  Yelina nodded at that.  "It would
be up to Ray which school he went to.  All Xander wants to do is take some
stress off you.  This is one problem that money can solve." 


"I'll...
I'll think about it," she sighed.  "It's a gracious offer but I
don't like accepting presents.  Even from family."  He nodded,
he knew that. 


"Think
he'd buy me a new car?" Ray joked. 


"No,
Ray.  He's not a bank."  He looked at her again.  "Ray
said he'd definitely be home Sunday since that one's going to be with us for
brunch."  He smiled and stroked her cheek. "Think about it,
Yelina.  It could be very good for Ray.  Plus it'd be a safer
school." 


"It
would be," she agreed quietly.  "I'll think about it
tonight."  He nodded, standing up and dropping a kiss onto her
head.  "Thank you." 


"You're
welcome.  Xander's already promised that any of us who he wants can go
with him when he picks up his test results.  It was time for Xander to
retest anyway."  That got a nod.  "Greg's cooking something
his grandfather taught him so I'd better get back.   Oh, Greg's
parents are coming in Tuesday and wanted to have a family dinner to meet the
rest of us." 


"I
can be there Tuesday night," she promised.  She glanced at Ray and he
shook his head.  "All right.  The son?" 


"Is
more than welcome.  Ray, we don't want to have to explain what went on or
make your son get violent.  We'll see you Sunday."  That got a
nod and he left, heading for home. 


"Does
the kid think he can buy his way into Horatio's affections?" Ray asked
bitterly. 


She
looked at him.  "He already has Horatio's affections,
Ray.   He's always trying to spoil him with necessary things, like
fixing the hummer when it had a rattle.  Xander's a very sweet and kind
young man.  He loves Horatio and his family is everything to him since his
original one was so horrendous."  She got up to get some more food,
coming back to sit down.  Then she got up to call her son. 
"Ray?" she asked quietly.  "Do you want to
talk?"  She smiled at his assertion he was all talked out and
fine.  "If you're sure.  I'll be here tonight if you do want to
talk.  You could come home tonight...."  She nodded. "I
understand why you don't want to, Ray.  That's fine.  We'll talk
tomorrow after school?"  She smiled again.  "Good
boy.  Remember, I'm here if you want to talk.  Have a good night with
them, son."  She hung up and went back to the table.  "He's
talked with Xander for over an hour, he talked with the health care worker at
the clinic, and he's expecting Horatio to pounce him later for another
talk.  He said he'd come home tomorrow afternoon." 


"Why
not tonight?" he asked.  She stared at him.  "We can be
civil.  He's my son." 


"Raymond,
he's still very hurt over what happened.  He's not comfortable being
around you.  Pushing this confrontation will only make it worse." 


"He's
still my son." 


"If
you push it, he'll be Horatio's son," she advised, staring him down. 
"He's expressed quite a lot of angry and violent thoughts about you. 
With some of the trouble I couldn't keep him out of, you're lucky he hasn't
bought a gun off the street and shot you." 


"My
son was a thug?" 


"For
about four months," Xander said from the back porch.  "Sorry,
doorbell didn't work and Ray said to come this way.  He needed his
backpack?"  Yelina nodded, going to get it for him.  "Ray,
he's stated very publically and many times that if you come anywhere near him
he's going to kill you like some clone.  You hurt him deep enough to
nearly drive him to suicide.  Before you ask, yes I'm a damn good
profiler.  Even without the classes.  So we're going to do what's
best for your son.  Which means slowly getting him used to the idea that
you're alive and here sucking up to his mother.  His words,
Yelina."  He kissed her on the cheek.  "Did Horatio
ask?"  She nodded. "Please say yes?" 


"I
have a small college fund started," she assured him. 


"I
can get him into St. Bart's."  She looked stunned. 
"Grandfather donated there for their gay alliance group's convention
trips.  With his grades it shouldn't be too many strings to pull. 
It's an *excellent* school.  Somewhere Willow would've went to if her
parents didn't have their heads in their asses.  It'll mean he'll have the
chance I didn't.  A good education with people who give a damn that he's
learning and you know places like that get eighty percent of their people into
colleges, plus they end up with a higher average of graduating from
college.  Please?" he begged.  "He's a bright boy.  He
deserves a shot." 


"I
can't afford that." 


Xander
snorted. "Yelina, baby," he said, pulling her into the kitchen. 
"The estate I got from Yemen was worth more than a few mil.  I can
easily afford to put him through the best schools in this country.  Not
even Buffy could spend all that money."  She let out a small smile at
that. "You're family.  I want my family to have the best of whatever
they need.  I donated eighty thousand to Madison's care too," he said
gently.  "You're Horatio's family so you're mine.  Please?"



"I'll
consider it tonight, Xander.  What did he think about that idea?" 


"He
has one he'd rather go to when I mentioned the school.  He called them
prozac pods."  She snickered at that.  "If the other's as
good I'll gladly do that instead.  I want the best for my family, and now
I can afford it."  She nodded. "Please?  I'll set it up in
a trust.  That way he has to ask you to take more than twenty bucks a week
above his school expenses.  I can even set it up so you and Horatio have
to agree to anything large." 


She
nodded.  "That's a reasonable policy," she agreed. 
"I'll consider it, Xander." 


He
pouted. "I want Ray to be smarter than Willow was and not stopping his
education for funny reasons." 


"I
know.  Take my son home and feed him," she ordered, giving him a fond
smile.  He nodded, taking the backpack with him.  She closed the
porch door and sat down again.  "It is a very good offer.  That
would let his college fund go to something else, like retirement funds." 


"You
could use it to fix up the house a bit," he offered. 


"I
like how the house is," she said, giving him a look.  "That's
why I had the renovations done last year, Ray." 


"I
was wondering when you put in that tub." 


"I
like it."  Her tone made it clear only she had to approve of
it.  "Maybe I'll put it in an account so Ray can buy his first
home." 


"His
wedding," he offered.  He ate a bite of dinner then sipped his
wine.  "They're getting more and more expensive." 


"They
are," she agreed happily.  Someday her son would be legally wed in
the church and she'd be a stunning mother-in-law.  As long as her son got
better taste in women sometime soon. 


***



Xander
snuck down to his office later that night, going over that journal again. 
He needed to do something about that before the IRS got mad at him.  He
had told them yesterday that they had just found them in his grandfather's
things.  He had paid a hefty set of taxes on it as well.  There had
to be at least sixteen different accounts, most overseas, in that book. 
He logged onto the first bank, using the information that had been taken
down.  He found it already had a log-in and ID so he typed in things until
he got it.  The ID was his name and his password was his middle
name.  Why his grandfather liked his middle name he wasn't sure.  The
balance in there made him whimper but he looked at the recent
transactions.  Interest in, maintenance fees taken out.  One check
written on it for a hefty amount.  He got into the copy of that, smiling
at the reason.  It was a good one.  He logged out and got into the
next one, making a note of what that withdrawal had been for in the journal
while it loaded. Much the same here.  The balance wasn't as staggering. 


Greg
yawned, walking in wearing only boxers.  He stole a kiss.  "You
can download them into the program on the computer," he offered. 


"I
was just looking."  He looked at him.  "I remember when I
thought sixty thousand was  a hell of a lot of money," he said
quietly. 


"It
is," Greg assured him.  "Even to you."  He sat on
Xander's lap, going through them with him.  Xander's balances were
stunning him.  "You're feeling blase about it, aren't you?" 


"I
am but I'm scared it'll all disappear because I do."  He gave him a
squeeze.  "I have no idea what to do with this stuff, Greg." 


"For
now, we're going to see someone reputable and nice who can help you with that
stuff," he offered.  "Your lawyers probably know someone." 


"I
got a message to call them earlier." 


"We'll
do that tomorrow.  Maybe you forgot to pay your yearly fees." 
Xander shook his head.  "Then it's got to be something small." 


"I
hope so."  He logged into one of the ones from the Middle East. 
"I can't even find Dubai on a map, Greggy." 


"It's
in the United Arab Emirates."  He kissed im.  "I looked it
up once for a case.  It's between Saudi Arabia and Oman.  It's a
fairly rich area.  Dubai's just one of the countries that bonded to form
that one." 


Xander
looked at him.  "Is that near the others?" 


"It's
a popular banking spot. A lot of western money goes through there. 
They're a fairly rich country but they've got a big problem right now with
contract workers who're building all that wealth."  Xander nodded,
relaxing against his shoulder.  "We can look it up on a map if you
want." 


"Maybe
we should go to see the banks in person," he said quietly. 


"I'm
not sure I can get time off for that," he teased. "The prosecutor
wanted me to cut short this trip so I could testify."  Xander
grimaced.  "He wanted me in Wednesday."   He gave him
a cuddle.  "You could go to Switzerland since some of it's
there." 


"Maybe,"
he sighed, snuggling in to look through the rest of the journal. 
"I'm still worried this'll collapse on top of me like some bad
nightmare." 


Greg
kissed him. "You don't get the cute guys in nightmares, Xander," he
said gently.  "You get the ugly lunch ladies."  Xander
grinned at that and nodded.   "Good boy."  Horatio
walked in, giving them a look.  "He came down to look over some of
these things." 


"He's
still worried someone will protest and take it away," Horatio said
wisely.  He kissed Xander, pulling both boys up so they could settle in
his lap.  He looked at the monitor and gasped. 


"Yeah,"
Xander admitted.  "Greg was telling me where Dubai is." 


Greg
got into the browser and pulled up a map for him.  "There it
is."  Xander leaned forward to see better.  "Maybe someone
needs glasses?" he teased. 


"Only
when I'm tired."  He leaned back against Horatio's chest. 
"I realized earlier that not even Buffy could spend all the money I
have," he said quietly.  Horatio chuckled at that.  "She
can't.  Not even going to designer places could do it.  That's when I
realized I was screwed.  That and after taking that book to the IRS and
having a heart attack at the amount of taxes I had to pay."  He
shifted so he could look at Horatio.  "Greg wants me to see someone
about some consolidation." 


"I
think you should," Horatio agreed.  "It's a sound fiscal
plan.  Less fees."  He gave them both another squeeze. 
"What did the lawyers want?" 


"I
only got the message at eight. I didn't check my voicemail for a few
days," he admitted sheepishly.  "Think I should try
tomorrow?" 


"You
can.  They might be waiting on it."  Xander nodded, snuggling
into his chest.  "Let's go to bed, boys.  This chair is not
meant for this sort of cuddling." 


"Can
I yell at Willow?" Xander asked quietly, standing up to look at him. 
"She hasn't been to see Mahsa once.  Ryan came over but he gave me an
evasive answer about Willow." 


"Let
me talk to Ryan first, Xander.  It might be a hormonal thing." 
He nodded, giving him then Greg a cuddle, but he walked upstairs cuddling
Greg.  Horatio closed out the computer and headed up after his boys. 
He was worried about that as well.  Ryan had been odd at work for the last
few days. 


***



Xander
dialed his lawyer's office number.  "It's Xander Harris.  Did
they leave a message for me?" he asked their answering service. 
"Sure, I can hold.  Thank you."  He looked at his daughter,
then shrugged. "I guess it is important.  Hey, Paul.  What's
going on?  No, I didn't check my voicemail.  Too busy playing with
Mahsa."  He listened, then moaned.  "How much is
there?"  He sighed and nodded.  "Okay.  I'll pop in on
Monday with Mom.  She's handling that since Mayper wanted to retire. 
Oh, I went to confess to the IRS.  I made one woman swoon.  Horatio
and Greg want me to go to a financial manager soon.  Yeah, we found a
safety deposit box with a journal of accounts."  He moaned
again.  "Honey?" he called.  Greg came out. 
"Talk to Paul, baby.  It's giving me a headache." 


"Sure." 
He took the phone.  "Hi.  Greg."  He grinned, then he
stared at Xander.  "How long has it been since it was cleaned
out?  Yeah, we can help him with that tomorrow.  Also, we've got to
update his will to include both kids and talk to Aiden about anything further
she needs in case something happens.  Yeah, that stuff. 
Please.  Do you know a good financial manager who can consolidate for
him?"  He smiled. "It figures that Mac referred that back to you
guys since he's so busy right now.  Thanks, man.  Las Vegas's lab. 
I don't mind if Xander and Horatio don't.  Guys, if they can't get you two
can they call me next or should it go to Aiden or Speed?" 


"You
then Daddy, then Mom," Xander said calmly.  "Except about
present stuff since she said she'd take that over." 


"Xander
said me, then Speed, then Aiden except about present stuff, that goes to
Aiden.  Sure, tomorrow.  We can drag her down.  She's got to
need groceries."  He grinned.  "Thanks."  He hung
up and looked at him.  "He said to call at least an hour before you
get there."  Xander nodded, burying his nose into his daughter's
hair.  "It'll be okay, Xander." 


"No
it won't.   More stupid people want me." 


"It'll
be fine, we'll handle it, baby."  He kissed him on the head and
called Grissom.  "Hey, Gris.  Checking in.  Watching my
daughter be a teddy bear.  She loves to cuddle us."  He
grinned.  "She's adorable," he agreed.  "No, they're
coming down so I might be coming back and ask to hide.  Did the prosecutor
ever work out his stupidity?"  He snorted.  "I told him
when I applied for it, Grissom, then again when you reminded me.   I
can go directly from the airport to the courthouse.  He knows when I get
in."  He grinned.  "See, I knew I was smarter than
that," he teased.   Mahsa spit at him.  "Hey, no
spitting at Grissom.  He'll teach you that bugs are cool creatures. 
As long as you don't eat them."  She giggled when her daddy poked her
on the tummy.  "Want to talk to Grissom?"  He let her have
the phone, watching her babble baby noise into it.  He took it back at the
sound of laughter.  "She's adorable, Grissom.  We have new
pictures coming.  Xander had portraits taken."  He grinned at
Xander.  "We're doing okay.  We know.  Having family
dinners all week," he admitted.  "Thanks, Griss.  See you
Thursday sometime."  He hung up and kissed Xander.  "From
Grissom.  He said you make adorable babies and Lady Heather told him to
tell us to bring both kids to present to her at the same time." 


Xander
grinned.  "That's what I was planning on.  Even a fanfare of
trumpets." 


"Well,
we have said she'll be the next great domme," Horatio said from the
doorway.  "How is Gil?" 


"Fine. 
A bit bored sounding.   He and Aiden have to visit the lawyers on
Monday.  They've got too much stuff stored for him."  Xander
moaned.  "They're also going to pull in a money guy to move things
safely out of reach of toddlers' fingers."  He moved the plate she
was reaching for, letting her have the cookie on it since she fussed. 
"There you go, precious."  He kissed them both on the head then
went back to fussing in the kitchen.  "Is it just your brother?"



"Speed
said he's coming over," Horatio admitted.  Xander perked up at
that.  "He's been busy on a fairly nasty case, Xander," he said
gently. 


"I
know.  He told me.  Is he done or did Stepmom kick his butt out for
the day to have fun?" 


"He's
done.  They arrested someone late last night."  He came out to
steal his own kisses and a bite of the cookie, making Mahsa squeal and grab for
his hair again.  "I know you like my hair."  He took her
back into the kitchen with him.  "Let's hope you don't get Daddy's
cooking curse," he teased. 


"Let's
hope one of them doesn't.  I seem to be keeping a few places in
business," Xander said dryly as he came in to watch.  He heard a car
pulling in and walked out to the front door, opening it. 
"Don."  He walked out to hug him. "Are you on forced
vacation?  Where's Tara?" 


"She'll
be down in a few weeks.  Unfortunately I got sent down on a case and she
couldn't get out of classes.  She'll come down to see Willow's little one
being born."  He winked.  "Now, where's my niece?" 


"Inside
pulling Daddy Horatio's hair."  He walked him inside, grinning at
their shocked looks.  "He's down to work, not play." 


"There
she is," Don cooed, taking the baby to hold.  "Hi,
sweetness.  I'm Uncle Don.  I'm Xander's uncle."  He
grinned at her and she spit at him then gave him a cackle and a sloppy
kiss.  "Aww, you do love me."  He cuddled her. 
"You're nearly as good at that as your Auntie Tara is," he
teased.  He teased her stomach, making her giggle and swat him on the nose. 
"Be gentle."  He kissed her again.  "Xander, too far
into the kitchen while there's food being cooked."  He sat down
again.  "Thanks.  So, Horatio, I heard you guys have one of our
runners down here?" 


"We
do?" he asked.  "I'm taking some time off, Don." 


"Sounds
good ta me."  He called Eric.  "It's Flack.  Where's
my running idiot?"  He snickered.  "That one, yeah. 
That's why I'm here.  Holding Mahsa  She's poking me in the
ear."  He looked at her.  "That's Uncle Eric.  You can
talk to him later."  She squealed and kissed him again. 


"Let
her down, Don.  She likes to crawl after Thumper to torment
him."  Don snickered but let her down to do that.  She did
indeed chase his dogs all around the house.  "How long are you in
for?" 


"Hopefully
not more than three days.  My boss'll pout if it lasts longer." 
He listened to Eric's rundown.  "That'll work.  I'm at
Xander's.  Thanks, man."  He hung up and went to chase the baby
before she got into trouble.  She was so sweet!  He heard someone
pull in and looked, opening the door for Ray Senior.  "Hey. 
Watch out for the little locomotive there."  He caught her before she
could go outside, closing the door again.  "Go find Daddy's
hair."  She turned around, looking very determined as she crawled
off.  She headed for the doggy door, nearly getting stuck in it. 
Xander caught her on the porch and brought her back inside, earning a
wail.  "Hey," he said, scowling at her.  "You can go
outside later."  She sniffled pitifully.  "Don't do
that," he sighed, taking her back.  She gave him the most pitiful
look.  "Fine, we'll go walk outside for a few," he complained,
taking her out there, making her a happy baby. 


"She's
got another man already wrapped around her finger," Ray Senior
joked.  "Xander.  Greg.  Brother." 


"Ray. 
Xander, can you set the table?" 


Xander
grinned and did that, setting the outside one and pulling out the awning so
they could have a bit of shade.  He came back for glasses and silverware,
taking them out too.  Then he had to catch his daughter.  Fortunately
he had put a gate on the porch.  He closed it then let her go again. 
That way she could get outside.  She pouted. 
"Tough."  Don opened it and slid inside then closed it before
she could get down the three stairs to the grass.  "Thanks." 


"Welcome." 
He went inside.  "What can I do to help?" 


"We're
pretty well set," Greg offered.  "Papa Olaf's special potato
latke recipe, because he was adventurous now and then with other cuisines, is
just right for a family dinner."  He handed over a small bamboo warming/steaming
container.  "Put those out."  He did that and came back for
the rest of everything.  Greg gave Horatio a hug.  "Remember,
we're here for you the same way you are for us," he whispered, then let
him go once he was smiling.  "I wonder what he got sent this
time."  He called Aiden.  "We're coming to pick you up
tomorrow to go to the lawyer's.  Because you said you wanted to deal with
the present giving idiots, Mom."  He grinned.  "Xander does
and I'm going to snatch your son from the arms of everyone but Horatio so why
can't I call you Mom?"  He smirked.  "That'll work. 
Yeah, that and something else, plus a meeting with a new financial guy. 
Thanks, Aiden."  He hung up.  "Mahsa, Mommy Aiden will come
get you in a few hours.  Once she's done with her bubble bath." 
Mahsa squealed so he went to see why.  "What are you doing
here?" he asked the deer. 


"It
came out to drink from the pool a few times," Xander offered, holding the
baby.  "Honey, the deer's back," he called, staring at it. 
Something was not right.  His inner trouble voice was screaming. 
"Baby, get something.  I think it's sick," he called
quietly.  He turned Mahsa around, covering her head with his shirt and
hands when Horatio came out to put it down.  "Thanks." 


"I
think you're right, it's flecked with sweat," Greg complained, going to
call someone.  "Hey, Speed, on your way over can you call whoever
would pick up a deer we had to put down?  It was visibly sweating, like a
froth.  Because we don't want it on the back lawn," he complained. 
"Mahsa's here and Xander thought it was sick."  He nodded. 
"That works.  We heard you were.  Ray Senior.  Us,
her."  He grinned.  "She's in a bubble bath.  Sure,
come over."  He hung up.  "He'll call then ride over,
Horatio.  Calleigh forgot to tell him she wanted him to go away
today.  She had him in bed teasing her stomach with his tongue
instead." 


"Couples
can be that way," he said prosaically.  He dropped a sheet over the
deer's body.  "There, Xander, now she can't see it." 


"Thank
you."  He let her go, then got up to get some water to hose off where
the deer had touched the wood.  "Sorry but I'm not taking any
chances," he told Ray when he moved around him. 


"I
wouldn't either.  Come to me, Mahsa"  She spat at him. 
"Please?"  She went to bother Horatio in the kitchen. 
"Okay, that works.  She definitely knows Daddy."  Xander
grinned at him.  "You'll want to bleach or lysol it after
lunch." 


"I
am.  I mixed in some restaurant-quality sanitizer."  He finished
his quick scrub then went to wash his hands and rinse out the brush and
pail.  "I'll clean it again later, once that dries," he said
quietly. 


"That's
a good plan," Horatio assured him, smiling a bit.  They headed out,
Greg blocking the gate.  Don adding to the block with his body. 
"That works too.  Her highchair?"  Xander jogged inside to
get it, putting it between them. 


"Hey,"
Greg and Don complained.  Horatio smiled and let them have it, letting Don
put her into it.  She liked the highchair.  She knew what it
meant.  An officer walked around the house.  "That's it right
there.  Please don't let her see it," he said quietly, nodding at the
sheet. 


"I'm
responding to a 'shots fired' call, Lieutenant.  We figured it wasn't
anything truly important since no one was in handcuffs waiting on us or hanging
off the gate this time." 


"The
deer was sweating, visibly sweating and nasty, when it wandered up,"
Xander told him.  "It comes up to drink from the pool now and then
too." 


"Okay. 
That's reasonable.  Did you drain the pool?" 


"I
haven't seen it in a week," Xander admitted.  "I'm going to,
just in case.  After I scrub the deck again later."  Ryan walked
around with someone from the DNR.  "Hey.  It was sweating."



"That's
called a froth and it's a good thing you put it down," the DNR officer
agreed.  He looked at it then nodded.  "Classic rabies
signs.  Are your pets vaccinated?"  Everyone nodded. 
"Good.  Anyone bitten?" 


"No,
I caught the baby when she came to stare at it.  He's come over a few
times to drink from the pool.  I saw him about a week ago.  He comes
from that way," Xander said with a point.  "Horatio put him
down." 


"That's
fine, sir.  Thank you for that.  Officer Wolfe, I'll take him if the
officer will help me move him, sheet and all of course.  Wouldn't want to
traumatize the baby." 


"Sure,"
he agreed, putting on some gloves Horatio got him.  They moved the deer to
his SUV and he put up the gate.  "Is someone keeping them as
pets?" 


"Possibly. 
We had a rabid raccoon in the park recently.  We'll see."  He
got in to pull off while the officer headed back to report on that. 


Ryan
sat down in the spare chair.  "Guys, I could use some help with
her," he admitted.  "I have no clue what's wrong with her."



Speed
came out to join them.  "Hey."  He patted Ryan on the
back.  "Sit on the bench unless you're joining in." 


"No,
I've got a cranky Willow problem." 


Xander
sighed and looked at him.  "You've got more than that, Ryan. 
You've got a magic problem." 


"Crap,"
he muttered.  "Do you have Ethan's number?"  Xander
nodded.  "Thanks, guys." 


Speed
moved him to the bench then sat down, dishing himself out some food. 
"Latkes, thanks, Greg."  He grinned at him.  "Can I
have some of the cheese and garlic sauce?"  It was handed over. 
"Danka."  He dug in.  "Wolfe, most likely it was a
moment of panic and she can't figure out how to undo it." 


Don
looked at him.  "Don't ask me, Tara does that stuff at the
house."  Ryan blinked like he hadn't seen him.  "Didn't see
me here?  I didn't think I was invisible." 


"I
saw Horatio and Xander.  I kinda saw Speed when he came out and spoke to
me." 


"That
is affecting your judgement," Horatio said.  He got up and took Ryan
to his office, calling her. "Willow Rosenburg, my office this instant,
young lady.  Yes, this is, right now."  He hung up and counted
to five and she appeared, looking confused. "You're endangering his
life.  Remove it." 


"Ease
off, Horatio.  It was probably accidental," Ryan offered. 


"What?"
Willow asked. 


"I
couldn't see Don, Willow.  He was sitting right there and I couldn't see
him." 


"Um...."



Xander
walked up the stairs, talking on the phone.  "Okay, I do
what?"  He nodded and took something out of a small jar, sprinkling
it on him.  "Now what?"  He put the phone next to Ryan's
ear.  "Listen to that."  He turned to look at Willow,
frowning.  "First you disrespect my daughter, then you try to become
a widow?" he suggested.  She glared at him.  "I'm going to
be blunt.  What's crawled up your ass this time, Willow?" 


"Why
did you have to have kids!" she demanded. 


"Not
like I had *planned* on it, woman!" he shot back.  "Someone
stole it to make Mahsa and drugged Abby and I both, then stole some to implant
in her."  She went pale.  "What?  Not feeling special
enough because hundreds of women give birth all over the world each day? 
You're special, Willow, get over it.  No one that wasn't would've gotten
Ryan."  She burst out crying.  "Whatever.  I've got
family stuff to do.  If you're family you are.  If you're not, we're
keeping Ryan and you can borrow him from us."  He stomped off. 


"Willow,"
Horatio said more gently.  Ryan moaned and clutched his head. 
"Help her." 


"Him,"
she muttered. 


"No,
that's Tara.  I can see the number on the display."  He came
over to listen to her instructions.  "He's grabbing his head in pain,
Tara.  What can I do to help?"  He smiled. "I can arrange
that tonight.  Thank you."  He grinned.  "He's
fine.  He's here.  I'm sure he did.  Mahsa's sucking up to him
because he's got the good treats for her at the moment.  Love you too, see
you soon, dear."  He hung up.  "We'll finish fixing that
tonight, Ryan.  Go lay down."  Ryan nodded, letting Horatio help
him back down the stairs.  He looked at Willow when she came down them,
making her shrink down.  "I will not allow you to harm him,
Willow.  That could have killed him while driving or in a
situation.   I would go home and think." 


"It
was an accident!" she yelled. 


"So?"
he retorted calmly.  She went pale.  "It's time you quit having
them, Willow.  Potty training children have accidents.  Witches who
have accidents like you do are turning to the wrong side."  She burst
out crying and headed back home.  He walked outside again. 
"Sorry.  We'll fix Ryan tonight." 


"Let
me refill the pool, we can use it," Xander promised.  Horatio smiled
and nodded.  "He in bed?"  That got a nod and Xander handed
over more broccoli.  "There, eat.  You'll lose weight fussing
over everyone but yourself."  He smiled and took his hand to eat,
grinning at Greg.  "I'll hold yours during dessert?" 


"Sure. 
I like that idea," he agreed, grinning back.  Their feet were teasing
each other under the table. 


"Um,
Greg, that's mine," Speed complained.  "Don't like you that way,
man." 


"Sorry,
Dad." 


Speed
choked.  Xander helped by patting him on the back until he could calm down
and drink something.  "Excuse me," he wheezed. 


"I'm
with Xander.  You're Xander's Daddy.  Can't I call you Dad? 
Aiden said I made her sound like an old fart by calling her Mom." 


Speed
took another drink, looking down at Horatio.  "Smack him for
me." 


Horatio
kissed him.  "Only Xander gets to call him that.  Otherwise I
would and that would affect things at the lab." 


"The
last time you teased him that way Stetler was there and nearly died of a stroke
spluttering," Xander said happily. 


Ray
Senior looked at him.  "Don't tempt him, kid." 


Xander
looked at him.  "I've killed more people than you.  I'm not a
kid, Ray."  Then he smiled sweetly.  "Okay?" 


"Sure,
Xander.  Sorry."  He stuffed his mouth and looked at his
brother.  "You have quite the taste in boyfriends, Horatio. 
Smart, strong, smart asses suit you." 


"I'd
like to think so," he said with a smile for his boys. 
"Otherwise I wouldn't be theirs." 


"Or
marked as ours," Greg teased. 


"Or
marked as yours," he agreed.  Xander blushed, making them both smile
at him.  "We have to replace the ring you bent," he reminded
him. 


"I'd
like to know how you bent a ring *there*," Speed complained. 


"Where?"
Don asked. 


"When
Xander ran because someone told Horatio to pick his job or us, Horatio followed."



"Heard
that part.  Heard you guys bonded somehow.  Did the prelim to the
real wedding." 


"Which
included a bonding piercing and a bonding tattoo," Xander said, stuffing
his mouth. 


"I
got to put mine in a slightly different place.  My thigh's really
sensitive after the explosion so I couldn't get the tattoo there.  It's
across my back.  They decided piercing me there was evil to me if I got it
where they did.  So mine's a few inches further back." 


"Hmmm,"
Don said.  "Guiche?" 


"Buried
Treasure," Horatio coughed.  Don dropped his fork with a
whimper.  "That's why we let Greg move his back by a few
inches." 


Don
nodded.  "Do they work?" 


"Very
well," Xander agreed happily.  Don snickered at the look on his
face.  "I still don't know how I bent the last ring." 


"It's
not hard.  It's a very thin wire," Greg reminded him.  "If
I remember right, I bent it a bit two nights ago." 


"I
think I fixed that bend when I was playing with it," Horatio
admitted.  He stuffed his mouth again, weathering his brother's shocked
look at him.  "It's to remind Xander I'm there for him, no matter
what, and that nothing and no one is going to take me from him.  We're
more steadfast than the tattoo ink he wears." 


Ray
Senior nodded. "You're a stronger man than I am, Horatio.  It must be
love to put yourself through that."  Speed nodded, his mouth full. 


Mahsa
looked at Speed.  "Dadada da!" she said happily, waving her
hands. 


"Hi,
sweetie.  Yes, it's Grandpa."  She beamed at him. 
"Good girl.  Eat your trees."  She stuffed the one Don
handed her into her mouth and sucked on it.  "Good girl!" 
She beamed while trying to chew it up.  Greg cut down a few more for
her.  "You eat like the big people."  He grinned at
Don.  "Thinking about blue eyed, blonde haired little ones?" 


"Definitely,"
he admitted with a small moan.  "Tara's got four more years of school
she thinks.  She wants to be a teacher."  Xander beamed at
that.  "She'll make a great one," he agreed happily. 
"She's staying part time at the moment but I love my girl.  I don't
want her to break her future to have babies.  Not unless she wants
them." 


"Baby
envy is very common," Speed offered.  "Calleigh even had a touch
of it.  So did Alexx.  Especially when Abby and the wonderbaby were
down."  Don snickered at that.  "Has she named the
grandson?" 


"Johan
Ignatius Scuito," Greg said proudly. 


Speed
blinked, then nodded.  "Well, it fits her goth personality," he
decided. 


"She
might go back to Jon with a single n, no h," Xander offered. 
"Tony's trying to talk her into it so the baby won't have problems in
school." 


"Johan's
a classical name," Horatio offered.  "A great pianist and a few
others wore that name." 


"Yeah
but Tony's thinking like a jock," Greg reminded him.   "I
won't be upset if she does."  Xander smiled at that. 
"You?" 


"I
gave her naming rights as long as I could spell it, it didn't have an
apostrophe, and it wasn't in any of the major demonology books as the name of
something that could be pulled back.  She looked up a few early choices to
make sure."  He looked inside then at him.  "If Willow
doesn't name her son after Jesse, he'll be Jesse Johan Ignatius Scuito. 
She agreed." 


Speed
hugged him.  "It's the pregnancy thing." 


"It's
her being a spoiled Buffy-style brat," he countered.  "She
couldn't accept I was happy and asked me why I *had* to have kids." 


"Sounds
like her mother got to her again," Speed sighed.  "I'll talk to
her later." 


"Aiden's
in a bubble bath," Greg offered. 


"Most
likely she's over there with her.  She did like to run to Aiden more than
me back in Sunnydale," Speed admitted.  Xander gave him a hug. 
"What's that for?" 


"Just
because." 


Speed
looked at him.  "Give, kid." 


Xander
grimaced.  "We found the other safety deposit boxes.  Including
a journal of accounts." 


"Horatio
showed me.  So?" 


"Dad,
those weren't in the thousands of dollars."  Speed blinked and he
nodded.  "I looked at a few last night.  I have money in places
I can't identify on a map.  Fortunately Greg showed me where Dubai
is.  Plus I've got stuff at the lawyer's they need to see me about." 


"Crap,"
he muttered.  "Going when?" 


"Tomorrow
with Mom." 


"And
us," Greg reminded him. 


"And
my boys," he said with a fond grin for them.  He looked at Speed
again.  "We'll let you see the pretty stuff but not the fugly
stuff." 


"Thanks. 
A few of them have made me shudder.  What did you do with the hairless
stuffed dog?" 


"Hairless
stuffed dog?" Greg mouthed, looking at Horatio. 


"The
hair had mostly fallen out.  It had tufts here and there but they were
fairly sparse," Horatio told him.  "We found the owner and sent
it back." 


"Good
job, man." 


"Being
a CSI is helpful in those situations," Horatio joked. 


"What
other stuff have they sent you, Xander?" Ray asked. 


"A
crown I gave to the state drag queen board for the state queen. 
Money.  They like to give Horatio suits so he dumps me." 


Greg
nodded. "I got a full chemistry set at home so I'd leave them." 
He ate a bite, looking at the quiet baby.  "Awww."  Speed
grinned and took a picture with his phone.  She was napping sitting up,
her head tipped toward Greg.  "Are they supposed to sleep so
suddenly?" 


"Ray
did," Ray Senior admitted.  "He'd play then curl up next to you
and nap, but he'd bite if you tried to move.  I have a few good scars on
my hands and side from my boy."  Horatio smiled at that memory. 
"He has one on his neck.  Ray decided he was a vampire." 


"He
did draw blood," Horatio agreed, smiling at him.  "How is New
York otherwise, Don?" 


"Not
too bad.  Overcrowded.  Dirty in spots.  We're getting happier
every day with the stuff coming up." 


"Ooooh,
holiday shopping," Xander moaned.  "Does Ryan's OCD have
problems?" 


Horatio
looked at him.  "I don't know.  What were you thinking about
giving them?" 


"A
gift certificate to the baby store so they could get whatever they
wanted.  Or maybe one  to a mall.  I have no idea what to get
Willow that's not magic based.  Ryan's easier to buy for.  I've got
one in mind for him if you need an idea."  Horatio smiled and nodded,
letting Xander whisper it in his ear.  "He could use it." 


"He
could," he agreed happily.  "That's a nice, uncomplicated
present."  He dug in again.  "Greg, these are great. 
You did your grandfather proud." 


"Thanks,
Horatio." 


"I
love everything you cook," Xander offered with a smile.  "I
would've liked to met your grandfather.  He sounded like a pretty cool
guy." 


"He
would've spanked you," Greg teased.  "You're much too naughty
for him." 


Xander
grinned, winking at him.  "I'm trying really hard to be good." 


"Try
harder, Xander," Don teased back. 


Ray
Senior shook his head.  "I think he's trying as hard as he can,
Don." 


Xander
stuck his tongue out at him. "You're just jealous because you can't have a
boy like me," he taunted with an evil smirk. 


"No,
I usually went for sweet with a temper," he assured him. 
"Speaking of tempers, where's my son?" 


"Home
probably," Horatio offered, eating another bite.  He smiled at Greg,
taking the kiss he had waiting on him.   He whispered in his ear,
getting a wicked grin but a small blush.  "Good.   We can
do that later." 


Xander
perked up.  "Do what?" 


Horatio
and Greg both smiled at him.  "You'll see," Greg promised. 


"Ooh,
sounds like someone's getting spanked," Don teased.  "Should've
tried harder, Xander." 


"I
don't spank him.  He doesn't like it," Horatio assured him. 
Mahsa started and looked around.  "Good morning, precious.  Did
you have a good nap?"  She yawned and grabbed Greg's hair to play
with, drifting off again. 


Speed
took another picture, smiling at the cuteness.  "She plays with
Calleigh's hair too," he told the others.  "Hers and Horatio's
both." 


"There
aren't that many blondes or redheads in Egypt I guess," Greg said, looking
totally comfortable with her tiny first scrunched in his hair. 
"Xander, what do you want for a holiday present?" 


"I
don't know.  Why?"  He ate another bite, then got seconds,
handing some to Speed when he grunted.  "There you go, Daddy." 


"Thanks,
kiddo."  He looked at him.  "I need a hint too,
Xander.  You've pretty well gotten everything here.  New music?"



"I
don't care.  Come over for dinner.  I'll order one from the grocery
store or somewhere." 


"Yelina
used to cook Christmas Dinner," Ray offered. 


"I
did the lab's last year," Speed offered.  "I was on last year
too.  I brought in lunch for us." 


"Yelina,
Ray, and I had Chinese for dinner last year," Horatio
admitted.   "Xander was eating with his grandparents and they
were out of town to be with Tara and Don.  I couldn't get the time
off." 


"Me
either so I worked that day," Greg agreed.  "It's something to
ask.  Do we have the holiday schedule done yet, Horatio?" 


"Nearly.
So far I've gotten the usual requests for the day after or before off. 
One of the lab techs wanted a full week off, her mother lives in Texas so she's
got to travel.  I know Frank's wife makes him take her to a hotel
buffet.  Xander, call Yelina to see who's doing it." 


"Sure." 
He pulled out his cellphone, inputting two numbers.  "Mommy, Yelina,
the question has come up about holiday dinner."   He
smiled.  "I'll order if we do it here, Yelina.  That's what he
wanted to know."  Aiden said something.  "Sure, Mom. 
Yeah, I'm sure.  Are you sure, Yelina?"  He grinned.  "That's
fine.  Mommy?"  He snickered.  "Sure, Mom. 
Thanks."  He hung up.  "Yelina said she'd bring a few pies
to ours.  Aiden said she'd bring a few casseroles since she's not the
Betty Crocker ideal."  Greg snickered at that.  "Do you
think you'll get to come down then?" 


"I've
got leave papers for whenever Abby delivers," he admitted. 
"That way I can fly out to meet with you guys within a few
days."  That got smiles all around.  He looked at Horatio. 
"Grissom asked when I was going to start hinting." 


"I'm
waiting to see what next year's budget will be like," he admitted quietly. 
"I might be able to move you into the lab."  Xander shook his
head.  "No?" 


"No. 
Your boss called to ask if I'd make another generous donation to the PD because
their funds are going to run short at least a month early this upcoming year if
there's any overtime or bad hurricanes.  He mentioned he might have to cut
the lab's budget. I said I'd talk to you about it." 


"I'll
talk with him tomorrow," he decided.  "Sorry, Greg." 


"It's
not a problem," he promised.  "I'm not fully ready to leave Vegas
yet.  I know that.  He knows that if he'd look."  Horatio
smiled at him.  "I'm still getting over the issue with the haircare
fight in the morning." 


"Does
Xander take too long?" Ray asked. 


"No,
Horatio steals my gel some mornings when his hair's sticking up." 
Ray choked.  "That and I used his shampoo.  I nearly got paddled
for that in the unfun way." 


Ray
looked at his brother.  "You have a haircare *routine*?" 


"It
gets messed up," Xander pouted.  "I don't like him with messy
hair unless I did it." 


"He
even pouts when I mess up Horatio's hair," Greg agreed, making Don snicker
into his fork, then drop it.  "Unless it's bedhair." 


"Or
the 'windows down on the ferarri going eighty down the interstate' hair,"
Xander reminded him. 


"And
they tease me about my speeding tickets," Speed taunted, smirking at his
boss and friend. 


"I
only have one in the ferarri, Speed.  You got one within ten minutes of
Xander getting it," Horatio pointed out. 


"You
got a speeding ticket?" Ray asked.  "You?  Mr.
Uptight?" 


"Going
ninety down the interstate," Xander admitted.  Horatio blushed and
sipped his water at that.  "It's really easy to forget how fast
you're going in that car.  The Saturn tells you a lot faster if you're
going too fast.  Oh, speaking of, it's got that rattle again,
Horatio.  I'll need to leave it with the garage this time." 


"We'll
handle it somehow, Xander.  Can it wait until Greg leaves again? 
That way you don't have to try to stuff you both and the baby in the sports
car?" 


"Maybe,
I've got two lights on the dash again." 


"That's
the second time since you took the lease," Speed complained. 


"It's
not the usual problems.  They even said that.  They think someone
tampered with the car."  He sipped his water.  "Especially
since they found a camera the last time.  Their head mechanic thinks I've
got a stalker, honey." 


"Why
didn't you bring it in?" Horatio asked. 


"Because
he had put his greasy fingers on it and ruined any chance of
fingerprints.  I did give it to Ryan and Eric since you can't do the investigative
stuff for me.  You know, that's an idea," he admitted, looking at
him.  Horatio looked confused.  "Put someone on part time and
then have me pay them to help Aiden with the present and the camera
stuff." 


"I'll
make the suggestion if things get that tight," he said, smiling at
him.  "I love that you take care of my lab, Xander." 


"Thank
you.  Now can you get your boss out of my wallet?" 


"I'll
do my best."  Xander beamed at that.  He smiled at the sleepy
Greg.  "Greg, take her in to nap on the couch with her," he said
gently.  Greg nodded, taking the baby inside to use as a teddy bear. 
Thumper and the remaining three dogs from his grandfather's came running
out.  The puppies chasing Thumper mostly.   "Stay on the
porch," he ordered. Thumper jumped up on Ray's lap and cowered. 
"What did you do this time?" he sighed.  "Greg?" 


"Dobbie
found him sniffing Mahsa's blanket," he called from the living room.
"I told him to get off it and they ran him off." 



Ray
looked at the dog.  "I remember you."  Thumper sat down and
gave him a pitiful look.  "You do that better than my son did as a
toddler."  He fed him a bite of his dinner then got
seconds.   "Was he finally stopped?" 


"No,
not totally.  He can't do it to her," Xander offered.  "He
still does it to nearly everyone else."  He ate a bite. 
"Ryan probably had to close the door so he wasn't molested by the
dog." 


Ray
looked at the dog again.  "You need help, Dog.  He's not even
that cute." 


"His
favorite hump is still the rosebush," Speed offered.  "It was
very wise of him to move in with Patrick so he could become Xander's
dog."  Holly barked.  "I know, it's a good thing he gave
you puppies too."  He petted her, eating with his other hand. 


"Was
this how you pictured your retirement, Horatio?" Don asked. 


"I'm
not ready to give up yet, Don, but no.  I pictured it doing some traveling
I wanted to do."  Xander lit up and he smiled.  "Our next
vacation.  Mexico?"  Xander nodded, leaning over to kiss
him.  He pulled back with a moan of complaint, panting hard from the
in-depth exploration of his tongue.  "We'll make plans for next
winter." 


Speed
looked at him.  "Good idea.  I like that one," he said,
smirking at him.  He let Holly go, getting the other two instead. 
"Greedy guys.  Can't you wait until I eat?"  He petted them
both and they went to lay down in the sun.  "I always thought I'd
live in a library of books and art, maybe some cooking stuff now and
then," Speed told Don.  "Then Xander pointed out I could be
doing other things, like teaching him things.  It's a lot more fun
confusing him with philosophy." 


Xander
snorted.  "If they would say what they mean then it wouldn't be
confusing." 


Horatio
stroked over his mate's hair.  "Not everyone is meant to understand
philosophy.  Some people are great thinkers and some are great
doers."  Xander nodded, smiling at him.  "You'll do great
things and follow your grandparents' example, Xander.   The world
will be better for having had you." 


Xander
beamed.  "Thank you.  That's a great compliment.  Would
you...  Um, would you like to help me pick out where my donations go this
year?" he asked. 


"I
wouldn't mind," he agreed with a smile.  "I like your usual
ones." 


"They're
going to name the counseling center after Grandfather," he said
quietly.  "Would you go to the dedication with me?" 


Horatio
nodded.  "I'll be there if I can," he promised.  Xander
relaxed and smiled again. "Are you giving a speech?"  Xander
nodded quickly.  "Can I read it?" 


"You
can.  I've got it done.  I need to proofread it.  I was going to
let you or Dad do it." 


"We
can do that," he assured him with a gentle smile. 


"I'd
be honored to read your first speech," Speed agreed. 


Don
grinned.  "I'll be there if I'm down here, Xander."  Xander
beamed at that, nodding a bit.  "When is it?" 


"Wednesday
at two.  Greg's already agreed that he's coming.  His parents can
sightsee during that time." 


"That
sounds like a plan to me," Speed said.  He dug into his plate and got
some thirds.  "Should we save Greg some?" 


"He
already put some aside for later tonight," Horatio said with a
smile.  "She wear you out, Speed?" 


Speed
looked at him.  "We agreed to not share those details, Horatio. 
That way you wouldn't have to blush at her and I wouldn't have to look at my
son funny for more than signs of handcuffs." 


Xander
looked confused.  "I use padded leather cuffs in the dungeon,
Daddy.  Why would I have marks?" 


"He
meant if your boy there tied you down," Ray explained. 


"Oh! 
Horatio said I can't be that kinky yet.  That's for a later
anniversary." 


Ray
snickered at that.  "Getting boring in your old age, brother?" 


Horatio
looked at him.  "Not hardly, Ray." 


"How's
Madison?" Xander asked Horatio. 


"Good. 
She's getting a lot better. This newest treatment is working well they
think."  He stroked over Xander's cheek.  "Thank you for
helping her with that, dear." 


"You're
welcome."  He grinned and dug in, getting his own thirds. 
"One of my clients wanted a picture of Mahsa  He wanted to make sure
she'd be safe until this present giving curse is done with." 


"Which?"
Horatio asked quietly. 


"The
DEA guy.  The one you don't know." 


"We'll
see," Horatio offered. 


"I
showed it to him.  He thinks someone might target her to get back at you,
Horatio.  I told him they'd better not try because I'm the scarier
one.  He laughed."  He grinned sweetly. "For some reason he
thinks I'm nice." 


"You
usually are until you have to protect your family," Speed offered. 


Don
nodded. "Definitely.  Even Stella and Danny thought you were nice,
gentle, and innocent when you came up to New York." 


Xander
burst out laughing. "How long did it take to convince them
otherwise?" 


"About
the second time they met you," he offered dryly.  "That night
you were unpacking all the weapons."  He looked around.
"Speaking of, where are they now?" 


"Everything's
down in the new bunker under the dungeon.  Why?"  He ate a bite,
looking at him.  "It's secure.  Mac's even in the system so he
can get in if there's an emergency." 


"Where
is the door down to the bunker?" Speed asked.  "I've been in the
dungeon and I haven't seen it yet." 


"It's
in the closet I used to hide the swords in, Dad.  He did take over some of
the old drug runner's lair under the house for it." 


"I'd
like to see it later," Horatio noted. 


Xander
blew a kiss.  "We'll see." 


"Xander,"
he said calmly.  "We want to make sure no ATF squad will be busting
in here." 


"If
they do I'm beating my client so badly he'll beg for forgiveness.  Not
like I'm using or selling them, Horatio." 


"Xander,"
Horatio said softly.  "Please." 


"Fine,"
he sighed.  "I'll show you how to get down there.  Daddy too if
he wants."  He looked at him.  "Did you clean your gun this
week?  I know I haven't had time to." 


"Calleigh
made me sit down and clean mine with hers," he admitted sheepishly. 
"She knew you've been busy with the baby and things." 


"I
guess I have.  I didn't watch cartoons this week either." 
Horatio stroked over his hair.  "Am I doing yours tonight?" 


"I
did mine yesterday afternoon," he promised.  Ryan wandered out. 
"There's some food left if you're hungry, Ryan." 


"Please." 
He sat down in Greg's spot, looking at the highchair then at him. 
"Is she napping?  I was going to get some baby changing and holding
experience hours in." 


"She's
napping with Greg in the living room."  Thumper lifted his head above
the table.  "You stay there, Thumper." 


"We
ended up having a staring and growling match," Xander said at the confused
look Ryan gave the dog.  "He was trying to hump Mahsa's head. 
He can't do that." 


"That
inner beast of yours is certainly helpful," Ryan quipped, grinning at
him.  "Has she come back yet?" 


"Not
yet," Horatio told him. "Eat, Mr. Wolfe.  Then you can play with
our daughter."  He nodded, digging into the lunch spread. 
"Xander was going to show me down to the weapons storage area.  Would
you like to come with us?"  Xander gave him an odd look. "He
should know in case there's an emergency, Xander. Didn't you give most of my
team a code to get in?"  Xander nodded. "Then he should
know." 


"He
should," he sighed.  "I can do that as long as he doesn't tell
Willow." 


"No,
I'm not talking to my wife until I'm very less pissed at her," Ryan
assured him dryly, giving him a look.  "Don, I think Tara's fixed
whatever she did to me." 


"Good! 
It's good when my girl can help that way.  It makes her happy then she
pounces me."  Ryan smiled at that.  "What's up for this
afternoon?" 


"Pool
draining," Xander told him.  Don nodded at that.  Ryan looked
confused.  "We had a rabid deer wander up and she liked to drink from
the pool." 


"Then
it's a good idea," he agreed.  "Do you have to dive in?" 


"No,
there's a pump switch on the outside.  I can do it that way," he said
with a small grin.  "Then I'm going to graciously agree to my mate's
request and show him my gun collection again to impress him enough that I get
pounced.  Then we'll look at the magic stuff on you once the pool's
refilled.  Okay?"  Ryan nodded.  "And of course if you
need it you can borrow a bed.  Just watch out for the sneaking
dog."  He had noticed Don looking at his lap. 
"Thumper?" he asked.  Don nodded. 


They
all watched as the dog pounced Ryan's arm on the table, going to town on
it.  "Thumper!" Horatio snapped.  He ran inside. 
"Thank you!  Sorry, Ryan." 


"It
happened a lot when we babysat him," he said, shaking his head. 
"At least I'm not quite as bad as Eric is.  He *loves* his Eric
snuggly." 


"He
loves Eric's shirts," Speed said with a small smirk.  "He had to
throw away three of them for the stains on them after puppysitting
Thumper." 


"Eww,"
Ray complained. 


"At
least he's fixed now," Xander offered. "He likes to molest Ryan's
right ear." 


Ray
shuddered.  "I don't need those details.  Really.  Please
don't share." 


Ryan
grinned at him.  "After a while around Xander you realize you don't
know how you got along before you met him."  He ate a bite and
moaned. "Oh, these are great.  Who cooked?" 


"Greg,"
Horatio said happily.  "His grandfather's recipe." 


"I'll
beg to copy it later."  He dug in, cleaning up the rest of the food
on the table for them.  Horatio and Speed loaded the dishwasher while Ryan
went to put Mahsa down and grab the baby monitor to put on his belt.  Then
everyone but Ray, who decided to go home and try to talk to his son again, went
down into the bunker.  Ryan looked at the keypad and handprint scanner.
"Fingers or palm?" 


"Both." 
He put his hand on it then tapped in a code.  "I'll give you guys
your code.  It's a birthday code."  They nodded and he opened
the door, letting them inside.  "To the right, people." 
They headed to the right and down the five shallow stairs to the main
area.  It had a work bench, a recliner, and a small table to read
from.  It even had a book on it.  "Sorry, I was lounging while a
few of my clients moved the weapons. That way the ATF guys I work with would
quit worrying."  He opened the three doors, letting them see the
sword room and the gun room.  Horatio coughed and pointed at the other
obvious room.  "That'll make you upset at Toby." 


"Probably,"
he agreed.  Xander sighed and came over to open it.  Each door had a
code and handprint scanner on it as well.  He walked into the artillery
room and looked around, then at Xander.  "Xander, can I have a talk
with Toby?" 


"No,
dear." 


"Please?"
he called, sounding nice about it.  "Some of these are current
weapons." 


"I
know."  He went to look in the gun room, letting Ryan see the
industrial cleaning kit he had set up.  Ryan smiled at that and got into
some of the drawers.  He had a few drawers of multiple guns.  He had
some single models.  Even Speed looked impressed and he didn't like guns. 


"Hey,
Xander, can I change mine out for this one?" Don called, waving it. 
"Please, nephew?" 


"Do
I have more than one?" 


"No
but it's the new Desert Eagle and Mac'll be jealous."  He
grinned.  "Please?" 


"As
long as I can get a new copy.  I can get you your own for Christmas."



Don
snickered.  "That'll do.  Thanks, nephew."  He kissed
him on the head and they all paused when they heard Mahsa sniffling in her
room.  Ryan jogged up to get her, coming back with Frank Tripp. 
"Hey." 


"Hey. 
I heard you were in about your runner.  You joining us today?" 


"I
checked in with Eric, he said to come in tomorrow.  He's still trying to
find clues." 


"That
works."  He looked around then at Xander. "You like the US,
right?" he asked. 


"Yes,
Frank," he sighed. "I get some of it for translating stuff into demon
languages.  They liked the King Collection." 


"Xander,
what's in these packets?" 


"Don't
touch those!" he yelped.  Horatio moaned and they all grimaced at the
smell.  "Take it and head outside right now, Horatio Caine. 
Before it spreads!"  He walked the remains of the baggie upstairs and
outside to start the draining of the pool and use the hose out there to try to
rinse off.  "Sorry, my stink bombs."  He switched on a fan
and got back to work.  "Really sorry." 


"Those
are sickening," Don decided. 


"Hey,
they get vamps out of hidey holes like you would not believe," he bragged,
smirking evilly at him.  "They have *better* senses of smell." 


"It
won't come off," Horatio called. 


"Go
back outside, dear," Xander ordered.  "I don't have the
industrial strength febreeze up there."  They heard him walk off
again.  "That poor suit.  They'll never get the stink out."



"You
told him not to touch it," Speed said grimly.  He found a phone and
called Alexx since his cellphone wasn't getting a signal in that room. 
"It's me.  How do you unstink someone?  Because Horatio
does.  No, I mean literally.  Xander's stink bomb exploded on
him."  He snickered.  "Somewhere between a really nasty
diaper and rotten shrimp.  It's a Sunnydale remnant."  He
nodded.  "Thanks."  He hung up and headed upstairs to peek
outside at him.  "Alexx suggested tomato juice, like you would with a
skunk." 


"Skunks
smell better than this," Horatio complained. "If we could give these
to SWAT they'd never have problems getting people out of their hidden
spots." 


"I'll
run out and get you some tomato juice," Speed promised, going to do
that.  He ran into Aiden outside.  "Horatio had a stink bomb
break on him." 


"That
poor man.  He won't be getting sex for weeks.  Mahsa?" 


"Down
in the bunker with the other guys.  Alexx suggested tomato juice." 


"I
tried that and lemon juice.  No luck," she said bitterly, heading
down there.  "Hey, Ryan, can you think of anything that'll take that
off him since tomato juice and lemons didn't work when I tried it?" 


"That
herbal bleach stuff Xander found for me. It worked to take rotten body stink
off."  He went to mix some up for Horatio, handing it over.  He
had to hold his breath, then he ran back inside.  "Ooh, that's even
worse now in the open." 


"It
takes a few to ripen," Speed said grimly.  He still went to get the
tomato juice and lemons for him, just in case he needed a second bath. 
You could never be too careful with that stuff. 


Frank
looked in the artillery room then at Xander.  "Do your ATF clients
know about these?" 


"Um,
no, they moved the swords and the regular guns." 


"You've
got a contact at NCIS, right?" he asked.  Xander nodded slowly. 
"Ask them if they'd like them back before you get into trouble.  I
can't deny seeing it if I get asked by someone in an official capacity, Xander."



"Sorry,
Frank.  Horatio demanded he get to come see." 


Ryan
and Don both looked in there then moaned.  Ryan walked out, going to call
Abby.  "It's Ryan," he said happily.  "No, we're
good.  Horatio just broke a stench bomb on himself.  We were
wondering if you guys would like to come remove some of Xander's illegal
weapons.  He's got some present military-only hardware.  Yeah, some
of those things.  No, he's translating some stuff into demon for a local
bar owner.  That's how he's paid.  He thinks he's taking it off the streets
but damn it that stinks," he said, moving away from Horatio. 
"Sorry, super stink bomb.  Think campground outhouse after a load of
tainted and diseased shrimp gets puked, Abby.  That's how bad it
smells.  Horatio.  Poor guy, he's trying to bathe off the stink
now.  Not even Thumper will get near him."  He smiled. 
"That might work.  Sure, when are you coming down next
time?"  He grinned.  "That's even better.  Sure, see
you then.  You behave and all that stuff."  He hung up and
headed back down there, getting the code on the second try.  "Xander,
Abby said she'll bring Gibbs and Tony down the next time she comes, which will
be next week.  She's coming down for the forensic anthropology series at
the University."  He saw the pout.  "Only the dangerous and
illegal things."  Xander petted his pet AK-47.  "If they
say you can keep it.  I told her you're getting it off the streets." 


"Fine,"
he pouted. 


"Thank
you.  She thinks she wants a stink bomb too." 


"She's
got hormone swings, that's mean," Speed assured him.  Frank snickered
at that.  "It is.  She'd use it on someone." 


"Probably
their director," Xander said grimly.  "Ooops."  He
grinned and shooed them all out, letting Don take his new gun and a few spare
clips with it since he was petting it.  Don beamed and headed to put it
into his bag.  Xander made sure all the doors were locked, the lights were
out, then he headed upstairs.  He was really thankful Horatio hadn't asked
to look in the explosives locker.  Really, really thankful.  Xander
bounced up to help Horatio shower off the stink.  "Ryan promised Abby
could bring one of those home." 


"You
need them put in thicker bags," he complained. 


"I
usually threw them, Horatio.  They got vamps out of dens like nothing ever
seen.  It's one of the few things I can make." 


Horatio
looked at him, then he took his hose off to shower a bit farther away before he
said anything.  "I still need to check on the explosives,
Xander." 


"We'll
see."  He jogged inside, letting Speed come out to help Horatio wash
it off.  The pool was almost completely drained so they went down into it
to do the showering off.  That way they could rinse it off at the same
time. 


***



Abby
bounced out of her lab and up to the bullpen area, smiling at Gibbs. 
"Xander got given more stuff for translating." 


"What
stuff?" Gibbs asked, giving her a look. 


"Stuff
we should see and confiscate.  Ryan said it was current military
issue."  Gibbs moaned.  "I told Ryan you'd come down with
me when I went to the forensics lecture series.  Maybe Tony too." 
The director coughed as she came down the stairs.  "We know someone
who gets some limited weapons for translating things into another language for
him.  He's keeping them off the streets because he's a collector but he
said he got something current so he had someone call us.  Even though he
will pout."  Gibbs smirked at that, nodding.  "Oooh! 
Horatio broke into the other stuff.  He's presently ruing his
choice." 


Gibbs
raised an eyebrow.  "Ruing?" 


"Xander
has a new super stink bomb.  Horatio had one break on him.  He was
scented a few feet away.  Worse than a skunk." 


"Does
the kid use it offensively?" he asked. 


"He
did.  He told me about them back when he was in his hometown." 
Gibbs just nodded at that and sighed.  "So, can you come with
me?" 


"We
can go with you for a day," he promised. 


"Where
are you going?" the director asked. 


Abby
gave her a look.  "You already agreed I could go to the forensic
anthropology lecture series down in Miami next week, Director." 


"This...Xander?"



"The
father of my son?" she reminded her, stroking her stomach.  Tony came
in whistling.  "Oooh!  Xander's got given more things from his
translating buddy." 


"Sure,
we can go look, see if anything should be turned over," he agreed.  "He's
good about doing that when Horatio catches him."  He sat down behind
his desk.  "Done, boss." 


"Thank
you, DiNozzo.  Any paperwork?"  It was turned into a paper
airplane and sent over.  "Even better."  He read it, signed
it, then handed it to the Director.  "There, yours."  He
looked at Abby.  "Should you be standing this long?" 


"Yes,"
she said patiently.  "I'm pregnant, not crippled, Gibbs." 
She walked off shaking her head.  She came back. "Did you get to see
the pictures of Mahsa?"  He nodded, smiling some. 
"Cool."  He made shooing motions and she went back to her lab. 


"This
person is a collector?" the director asked. 


"He
is.  He's getting them off the streets, Director." 


"He
likes guns," Tony told her.  "He's very respectful. 
Doesn't plan on using them unless Miami's invaded.  He's dating two CSI so
they keep track of it." 


"What
else is he holding?" she demanded. 


Tony
looked at her.  "He's a Master, Director.  He doesn't need a gun
to prove his point. He's from Sunnydale."  She went pale. 
"He's a *collector*.  He likes to pet them, coo at them, and call
them his babies."  She shuddered.  "He's not going to use
them.  He likes to clean them.  He also likes swords and battle
axes." 


"Fine. 
As long as someone knows," she said firmly. 


"Oh,
we get told when things show up that he shouldn't have," Gibbs assured
her.  "His grandfather called when he was alive.  His boyfriends
do now."  She looked sickened.  "Yes, he's dating two male
CSI.  He's also the father of Abby's child."  She stomped off muttering. 
"And if you do something about that, I will kill you," he muttered in
response. 


"Ditto,"
Tony assured him. 


Gibbs
smiled at him. "Good to know, DiNozzo." 


"You
know I have your six, boss.  Especially when it's something that could
hurt little Johan." 


"Giving
up?" 


"No,
but there's a good chance the baby's going to have Jesse as a first name. 
He's the best male friend Xander had when he was younger.  They saved each
other when they were younger.  It depends on what Mrs. Wolfe
decides." 


"Ah." 
He nodded.  "That's not so bad.  Jesse what?" 


"Jesse
Johan Ignatius Scuito." 


He
shook his head.  It was very Abby. 


***



Xander
looked at his legal team.  "Hi."  He sat down, letting
Mahsa sit on his lap.  Greg and Aiden settled in around him. 
"Okay, you called."  One of them smiled at Mahsa 
"This is my daughter Mahsa.  Greg reminded me I have to put her into
my will.  Her and Abby's son." 


"That's
a good idea," one of them agreed.  "We can update it with a
codicil."  He smiled.  "Has she been put into the kidnaping
databases and all that?  Just in case?" 


"We
have," Aiden assured him.  "The day after we got
her."  She handed over her copy of the paperwork.  "Okay,
this is what Egypt gave me.  I know I need to sign something that says
she'll go to her daddies if something happens to me."  They nodded
and handed over something.  "You guys are on the ball." 


"Xander
told us after he told Horatio and Greg," the one on the left
offered.  "Other accounts, Xander?"  He handed over the
journal.  "Oh, my."  He nodded.  "I don't think
you'll be able to keep just the three accounts but my personal financial
manager is in my office waiting on you.  I've given him what we had so
far.   The things that Detective Taylor sent us and the auction facts." 
Xander nodded at that.  "Aiden, we have keys for you." 


"Keys?"
she asked. 


"We've
rented a small storage facility for things."  Xander whimpered. 
"We've been holding them now for nearly eight months.  It's now
full."  She whimpered.  "We have sent it back where we
could.   My daughter was thinking about being a CSI so I let her help
with that, Xander." 


"Sure,
what better to teach her how to investigate and be frustrated," he offered
dryly.  Aiden signed her form and handed it back.  "Am I going
to need to cry?" 


"Yes,"
the one in the middle assured him.  Xander moaned and handed Mahsa to
Greg, going to the other office to deal with the financial stuff.  He
smiled at Aiden.  "You'll need to arrange for another auction." 


"I
talked with her before we came over," she admitted.  "I figured
I'd have to.  Do we have a list?" 


"We
do.  We kept to the same system Xander uses for the others," the one
in the middle offered.  He handed over a slim folder.  "That's
the index.  It's separated into three tabs.  Ones for Greg and
Horatio are already separated out so they can see what to do with them." 


Greg
gave him an odd look.  "How many do I have?"  She handed
him that sheet.  He looked at it then at them.  "Someone sent me
a diamond crusted saddle?"  They all nodded. "Why?  I don't
ride!" 


Aiden
patted him on the arm.  "Better than the hairless stuffed dog." 


"Good
point."  He looked at the baby.  "No wonder you make such a
good teddy, Mahsa We need one."  She cooed and smiled at him.
"Such a good girl."  He gave her a cuddle then went back to
looking it over, then at the lawyers.  "Okay, do I have to sign
anything?" 


"No,
Greg," the one on the right offered with a gentle smile. "You have
power of attorney paperwork?" 


"Since
I'm still out in Las Vegas, my boss and one of my friends has it out there but
they know about Xander and Horatio.  They know to defer to them when they
come out as long as they're being reasonable.  When I got shot last time
it went okay."  That got a trio of nods.  "I know I'm on theirs
if I'm here.  They're on mine if I'm not in Las Vegas.  It's stated
that way." 


"Good." 
The one on the right smiled at him.  "Are we handling your will for
you?" 


"I
don't have that much stuff." 


"Yes,
but that would simplify things, Greg.  Otherwise the state can take it
all." 


"Good
point.  I can draft one and send it down," he promised.  That
got a trio of nods.  "Do you handle Horatio's?" 


"We
do," the one in the middle said, smiling at him.  "Xander has us
on retainer so we can handle his entire estate and all the many factions of
problems." 


"Especially
his present givers," the one on the left agreed.  "Some of them
are quite stubborn." 


"Oh,
I know.  I got sent a full chemistry lab at home." 


"I
thought you said it was a set," Xander said from the doorway. 


"I
didn't want to worry you, Xander.  I donated it to Warrick's old high
school." 


"That
was nice," Xander decided, coming in to hug him.  "Mac found
other stuff in the safety deposit boxes.  Including our files from his
people."  He took his daughter with him.  "We have to file
for a social security number for her." 


"Already
sent it in," Aiden called.  "Also talked to INS."  She
looked at them.  "There's not going to be a problem there,
right?" 


"No. 
We've already informed them when we got told she was in existence.  Her
paperwork was already in the system when she was flown over.  Even if they
have a rash of stupidity over there, she'll be fine," he promised. 
She nodded.  "We will not have another Elian situation.  By the
way, her mother's needs have been taken care of per Xander's orders. 
They're still saying she's too sick to ever take her back."  Aiden
smiled a bit, but it looked sad.   "It's a mixed blessing,"
he assured her. 


"It
is.  Has he set up stuff for Abby's son?" 


"He
has.  We've drawn up a very loose visitation agreement that lets her
decide when he gets visitation.  That way she doesn't have to fight with
him and she can hand him over for a few days if they're close-by.  We've
sent it to her and are just waiting for it back."  She and Greg both
smiled at that.  "Abby was quite a breath of fresh air.  We've
also set up the son's trust fund for him and we've set up one for her as well,
that way she won't need for anything if something happens and she loses her
job.  Xander said so but she doesn't know about that one yet." 


"She's
going to fuss," Greg warned. 


"We
advised it wasn't unheard of and she pouted.  Xander told her it was so he
could make sure she had pretty new clothes to stun her boys."  That
got a small smirk from him. "She's not quite aware of it but it'll be
fine.  It won't even get her in trouble with her boss.  
Everything looks to be all right.  That codicil can be drawn up within a
few days, or we can wait until his son is born.  Either way is
acceptable.  We'd have to change it later if she changes her mind about
his name." 


"That
might be a good idea," Aiden admitted. "But we don't want to rob her
if something happens." 


"Not
an issue," Greg assured her. "They know what Xander wants." 


"He
made himself very clear," the middle one agreed happily. "He brought
in a list with his first will.  It laid out all the important people in
his life and suggested how to split things."  He looked in the
folder. "We do have one piece of paperwork we need him to work on. 
There's a restraining order that's about to run out.  We need him to file
for a new one." 


"On?"
Greg asked. 


They
sighed.  "The present giving person who tried to sue him for not
accepting his gifts came back to try to kidnap him." 


"Gee,
we didn't hear about that," Greg said dryly, looking toward the other
office, then back at him.  "Have you told Horatio?" 


"No. 
He's asked us not to."  He called the other office.  "Mr.
Harris, you have to refile for the restraining order to continue," he said
quietly.  "No, it was new to him.  He did suggest we inform
Horatio as well."  He smiled at the muttering.  "That's
fine.  We can do that.  There's another one that you should think
about.  We do have proof that they've been stalking you.  That would
be good as well."  He made a note.  "I can do that. 
Thank you.  We'll need you to sign the paperwork." 


"I'd
like to see it first," Greg said a bit loudly. 


The
lawyer looked at him and shook his head.  "He said he doesn't think
it's necessary but he'll do it anyway.  He doesn't want to worry either of
you." 


"I'm
telling Horatio anyway," Greg assured him.  He smiled sweetly. 
"May I?"  He hung up and handed over the folder. 
"Thank you."  He flipped past the will to the paperwork on the
restraining order.  "Hey, I know this one.  He's been at Lady
Heather's."  He handed it to Aiden then looked at him. "I'll see
if I can find out if he's been bothering her." 

"That would be more than good for the case," the one on the left
agreed.  Xander and Mahsa came back, him chasing her since she was crawling. 
"She didn't like the financial manager?" 


"It
made her cry too," he admitted, picking her up and sitting down
again.  He leaned over to look at the paperwork then at his legal
team.  "That's not the other guy?" 


"No,
he's hunting Horatio and we have something to hand him on that situation,"
the one in the middle assured him, handing that envelope to Greg. 
"Better safe than sorry." 


"Very
true, especially with Horatio's life," Xander agreed.  "Anything
else I have to do?"  Aiden handed over the forms with the 'sign me'
tag on them.  He grabbed a pen from the desk and signed them around Mahsa,
but Greg stole her and let him do it the normal way.  
"There.  Anything else today?  If not, Mommy needs
groceries." 


They
all smiled.  "No, it'll be fine.  Should we set up a further
meeting with the financial manager?" the guy on the left asked. 


"He's
going to call when he's got everything together and seen.  He said that
the checks written on them might be autodrafts.  He's checking it
over.  I had a lot of paperwork for him to sign.  Then he's going to
make sure I don't have to pay as many taxes as last time.  Even he got
upset at that payment."  He took his daughter back.  "Okay,
I'm going to make sure Mommy eats then I'm going to steal Horatio for a few
minutes to go look at his stuff."  Aiden handed back the forms and
took the index list from Greg.  "Good.  Thank you, guys. 
Say thank you, Mahsa."  She waved and cooed, smiling brightly. 
"Abby will be down for the forensic thingy at the university." 
He stood up and headed out first, letting the others give them the time and
date so they could talk with her. 


***



Aiden
walked into the lab's building, signing in.  "Is Horatio hiding
here?" 


"He
is.  He's in his office looking at some paperwork.  Is there a problem
with the baby?" 


"No,
there's a problem with him having a stalker."  She gasped. 
"I've got some stuff from Xander's legal guys." 


The
receptionist leaned closer.  "Is he mafia?" she hissed. 


Aiden
giggled and shook her head.  "No, sweetie.  His grandfather was
big in gay civil rights." 


"Oh!" 
She nodded. "Like the new counseling center?" 


"It's
being named after him," she admitted happily.  "I'm going to
pounce Horatio and give him this information."  She walked up to the
office.  "Horatio?"  He waved her inside, phone molded to
his ear now.  She sat down across from him, waiting.  He gave her a
curious look so she held up the information.  He held out a hand and she
shook her head.  "You don't wanna do that while you're talking to
someone." 


"I'm
on hold.  The Chief had to talk to the Mayor.  There was an auto
accident outside City Hall." 


She
handed both files over.  "One's an index list, the other's on your
stalker, as opposed to Xander's two stalkers.  Oh, and did you know Greg
got a whole *lab*?"  He nodded.  "He said he donated
it.  He didn't want to worry Xander." 


"None
of us do. This is driving him insane."  He put it down when the voice
came back.  "I'm still here, sir.  Aiden's here with me at the
moment.  No, I suppose Xander and Greg have her."  Aiden
nodded.  "Here?" 


"Park. 
They're hiding when you scream." 


"Ah." 
He looked over the information file.  "That's interesting.  I
did not know I had a true stalker.  I thought it was just a contract out
on my head."  His boss spluttered at that.  "Ray found out,
sir.  Yes, I've seen him.  We had lunch with him yesterday
actually.  They did," he admitted.  "I'm not sure,
sir.  You should ask Yelina that.  He's trying to mend fences. 
No, his son is not happy.  Then again, my nephew knows he has support. 
Yes, even for that."  He leaned back with a sigh.  "She
gave him drugs without his knowledge or consent.  Because of his father,
he's very anti-drugs.  He's turned in a great many classmates for having
some.  Exactly.  No, she had other faults than that.  Well, we
do know that she did prompt them to have sex.  He was quite sure of it the
next morning.  We're hoping the bloodwork comes back without a problem at
the moment.  That's right, one thing at a time.  Did she take a
deal?"  He smirked.  "Good.  He came to me with his
worries but shared that incident with Greg to get an idea of what he should be
doing next.  No, I helped.  I gladly helped arrest her, Chief. 
Frank Tripp did.  I only got to taunt her mother.  Thank you,
sir.  Yes, apparently I do.  Apparently I also have to look up my
spouse in relation to some stalkers of his own."  Aiden nodded. 
"Was that one of the reasons they needed to see him today?" 


"One
of.  One's about to run out, one needs to be set." 


"Interesting. 
No, I'm heading out again, Chief.  Greg's parents are coming in tomorrow
and staying through Wednesday.  Xander's got the dedication on Wednesday
afternoon.  Greg goes home Thursday and I have weekend call." 
He smiled.  "Of course.  Abby's coming down next week and the next
time I take off will be for her being in labor, unless Mahsa gets sick. 
No, she's soundly loved by the whole family.  She adores hair as
well.  Mine and Calleigh's," he admitted with a small smile. 
"She probably never saw a blonde before she got here.  Thank
you.  Immigration?" 


"I
asked, they had her paperwork in as soon as Xander told them," Aiden
assured him. 


"Aiden
said Xander had his legal team handle the paperwork.  Surely they can't be
that petty because we busted a major smuggling ring among them."  She
gave him an odd look.  "It was four years ago, Aiden." 


"Let's
hope they're not." 


"They
can't send her back." 


"Point." 
She nodded.  She grinned at Eric when he leaned in and gave her a confused
look. "Dropping off stuff.  Including the index file from the lawyers
and Horatio's stalker file." 


"Stalker? 
Interesting."  He came in to look at that.  "I know
him.  He was at a scene staring at Ryan and Speed." 


Horatio
looked at him. "We're apparently having a short staff meeting," he
told his boss. "I'll keep you informed, sir.  Thank you." 
He hung up.  "When was this?" 


"Earlier
today." 


Horatio
paged the others, bringing them up to his office with curious looks. 
"Xander's legal team has discovered I have a stalker.  Eric said he
saw them at a scene earlier today." 


"Greg
said he's been at Lady Heather's," Aiden offered. 


"Huh,"
Calleigh said, taking the information.  "I do know him.  Okay,
we can handle that.  We'll file the restraining order today,
Horatio.  Go play with the baby and Greg."  She smiled and
walked off. 


"Look
at Xander's stalker too," Aiden called after her.  "One's about
to run out, they're filing the other one today." 


Speed
shook his head.  "I'm glad I didn't have that curse applied to
me."  He walked out with the others, going to snatch the information
file to look it over.  Ryan took it from him.  The others in the lab
saw it after Calleigh had the restraining order, even Frank because Valera
snuck up to hand it to him. 


Horatio
took the index list to look through.  "Is this comprehensive?" 


"Just
what they've been storing for the last eight months.  Xander told me where
he's keeping the stuff he gets sent.  I've got the stuff the others have
been sent and the stuff that used to go to Mayper.  One of the lawyers had
his CSI-studying daughter help with the sending back.  She's presently in
her education."  Horatio smiled at that.  "Xander agreed it
was a good way to show her how to investigate and be frustrated. Greggy did not
like the diamond saddle." 


Horatio
looked at Greg's list and shuddered.  "Maybe Lady Heather knows
someone who would like it for their favorite pony games." 


"Eww. 
More than I want to think about, Horatio."  She smiled. 
"At least you don't stink." 


"I
don't.  I did go find another one and brought it to our SWAT commander for
him to try.  He did like it in the test.  Tell Xander it does come
off with rotten lemons."  She nodded, smiling at him. 
"Speed bought one and it worked.  Who am I to complain.  You can
bathe off their stench afterward."  He went back to Xander's list,
then flipped to his own.  He moaned, then whimpered.  Then let out a
small scream of outrage.  Speed came jogging up and took the forms. 
"That was my mother's," he said grimly.  "My father sold
it." 


"Okay,
well, now it's yours," he offered.  "We'll see if Mac can track
it, Horatio."  He patted him on the back.  "Calm
down."  He walked off with Aiden in tow.  "Find it for
him." 


"The
receptionist wanted to know if Xander was mafia," she shared with an evil
smirk. 


"No
but some of them seem to like him.  Hey, Horatio, did you see the newest
present?" he called.  Horatio came to the walkway, shaking his
head.  "The General's younger son, the one younger than the stupid
ones, sent him something."  He went to get it and handed it to his
boss.  "Here you go.  Have fun with that." 


Horatio
looked at Aiden. "I would like to see that again," he ordered calmly.



"I'll
find it today, Horatio.  Not much else to do except get
groceries."  He smiled and walked off.  She looked at
Speed.  "The General?" 


"*Major*
drug dealer down here. We had to let his murdering son go due to diplomatic
immunity.  It's almost a taunt between them now." 


"Ewwww. 
That's going to be painful." 


"Yup
and Horatio's going to walk away much happier," he said fondly, going back
to the lab.  "I'll get our index list and Xander's together for
you." 


"I
can do that."  She went back out to the car, dropping off her
visitor's pass on the way. 


***



Horatio
walked into the exclusive country club, smiling at the guard.  "I
have to deliver something," he said quietly.  "A very tasteless
present was sent to my husband by a member."  He showed his
badge.  "I'll leave right afterward." 


"Are
you a member, sir?" 


"No,
I'm the fiancee of Xander Harris, the grandson of Patrick Benis." 
They scrambled out of his way.  "They had a membership?" 


"It's
a lifetime one, sir.  His grandson inherited that." 


"I
don't think he knows that.  Send the information to my office
please?  I'm with the crime lab."  They nodded.  "Thank
you."  He headed for the dining room, smiling at the guard who opened
the door for him.  He walked back to the private section where the General
was dining with his sons, putting the present blatantly on the table in front
of him.  "My fiancee is not pleased that your son sent him
something.  I didn't know your son was *family*," he said with a smug
look.  Then he turned and walked off, leaving one stunned, pissed off drug
dealer behind him who would be beating his sons later. 


It
did so make his day brighter. 


The
General exploded in swears, beating at his sons until they ducked away from
him. "How dare you dishonor the family that way!  You don't send
presents to the boyfriends of officers!" he yelled, smacking the one he
knew it had to be.  The wrong son, but oh well.  They would all be
learning this lesson again.  "No son of mine is going to do things
like that!" 


The
guards came running and walked them all off to a more private location so they
could continue their...discussion.  They didn't want to upset the other
patrons.  It looked bad to air such family squabbles in public.  The
gift was brought in as well then the guard left. They knew what the old man was
capable of. 


***



Xander
squealed when he saw Abby at the doorway, pulling her inside.  "You
have the suckiest timing today.  I'm with a client, but Mahsa's in with
Greg in the kitchen.  His parents are due in later today.  Hi, Tony,
hi, Gibbs.  I'm with a client.  Give me an hour."  He
headed back to the dungeon, going back to whipping his client until he
confessed and broke. 


Abby
looked around for anything new, then headed to pounce Greg. 
"Wonderbaby and I are here," she announced.  Mahsa squealed so
loudly it almost echoed.  "Hi, baby!"  She picked her up to
hug her, giving her a good cuddle. "How's my precious one?"  The
baby cooed at her.  "Good girl.  Such a good girl." 


"Let
me make some lemonade.  Go outside, guys.  Keep her from
wandering."  They went outside and he finished the lemonade, bringing
it and glasses out.  Xander came out ten minutes later, flopping down
beside him. "Not go well?" 


"No,
it went very well," he promised, giving him a kiss.  Mahsa waved at
him from her auntie's lap.  "Hi, Mahsa.  Is Abby cuddling
you?" he cooed.  She beamed and snuggled back into Abby's shoulder. 


"She's
adorable," Gibbs said gently. 


Xander
beamed. "Thank you.  She's brilliant too.  She helps the puppies
play fetch.  Tony, watch out for Thumper.  He's behind you and
getting ready to pounce."  Tony caught the dog when he leapt, putting
him back down with a head pet.  "Thanks.  So, what's up?"
he asked innocently. 


"You,
weapons," Greg reminded him patiently. 


Xander
pouted.  "Must I?"   Gibbs and Tony both nodded. 
So he sighed and led them down there, getting them into the artillery
room.  Gibbs started to pull down things with a head shake. 
"It's not like I use them.  Toby will be upset with me for giving
them away." 


"We'll
use 'em," Tony promised with a grin.  "Or find someone to use
them." 


"Calleigh
likes to work on her destruction database.  You could let her use
them." 


"We'll
talk with her, see if she can use some for the destruction tests," Gibbs
assured her.  "Abby would squeal at that too."   He
looked at him. "What're the other rooms?" 


"Swords. 
Handguns.  That's the artillery." 


Tony
looked around then at him. "Explosives?  I remember you liked bangs
and booms." 


Xander
gave him a pitiful look.  "Horatio knows." 


"Fat
chance," Greg called.  "We said sixty pounds, Xander." 


Xander
pouted, letting them into the locker section.  Tony whimpered.  Gibbs
patted Xander on the back.  "I won't tell as long as you do show
Horatio this later," Gibbs ordered quietly.  "This is
dangerous.  If something happened, you could wipe out the neighborhood,
kid."  Xander looked at him.  "I know it's safer and secure
but better safe than sorry, right?"  Xander pouted but nodded. 
"Thank you."  He patted him again. "Let us take some of
these to the lab for Calleigh and then we'll let the base have the
others." 


"Not
my AK," he whined.  "It's my favorite."  Tony handed
it back and looked at the rest of the stuff.  They only left with five
things but they were things that no one was supposed to have outside the
military.  Someone was in trouble for selling weapons somewhere. 
Xander closed everything up and headed back upstairs, finding Greg's parents
giving him worried looks.  "I'm helping take them off the
street," he explained.  "I'm doing some translating work for a
weapon's collector plus I'm taking care of someone else's collection for
them.  It's all perfectly safe but Horatio thought some of that was
military issued and might've been stolen."  He walked them out to the
porch, finding Abby and Mahsa asleep in the sun.  "Did we get a
picture?" he asked quietly.  Greg nodded and grinned at him, then at
his parents.  "Gibbs ordered me to take Horatio back down there later
to show him the other stuff." 


"He
said he was going to."  He pulled Xander into his lap.  "No
other clients?" 


"Not
for six hours.  I have one late tonight."  Greg kissed him. 


"Are
you a therapist?" Greg's father asked, sitting down. 


"No,
I'm a Dom.  I do work in the therapy school of thought, making people let
go of buried, repressed, and angry emotions until they can verbalize it, then I
let them talk it out and help where I can.  I do a lot of work with agents
and officers." 


"Is
that how you met our son?" Greg's mother asked, giving Abby an odd
look.  "Your sister?" 


"Um,
no, friend.  Someone drugged us both in New York and did a warm semen
transfer into her while we were both unconscious."  They gave him a
horrified look.  "I fought back against the people who were drugging
us.  They still won.  The drugs do that when they can knock you
out.  Anyway, she's decided that she wanted our son.  So I'm not
unhappy about it.  She's easy to love and get along with.  We've
already worked out visitation and all that stuff.  All we have left is to
give Mahsa a little brother in a little over a month." 


"You're
very blunt about the fact you were both attacked," his father said grimly.



"I
lived in Sunnydale until after graduation," Xander said dryly, looking at
him.  "I've been kidnaped, assaulted, beaten, sold a few times. 
This is nothing compared to the guy who chained me up and called me a puppy
while feeding me alpo."  Greg shuddered so he kissed him. 
"I've healed and moved on," he reminded him.  "Daddy helped
a lot." 


"He
did.  I love your father for helping you heal and move on," he said,
smiling at him.  "Mahsa came to be because someone who had kidnaped
Xander took two vials of semen from him during the kidnaping, parents. 
Her mother has TB.  She's technically being raised by Xander's mother
because the government in her natal country doesn't like gay couples or
trios.  Fortunately Aiden supports us being very active parents with
her."  He grinned at his baby girl when she woke up.
"Mahsa," he called quietly.  "Want to hug the
grandparents?"  She snuggled back in and played with the nearest
ponytail, going back to sleep that way.  "She loves hair.  Plays
with Horatio's hair all the time."  He gave Xander another squeeze.
"Can you go get the tray of snack food from the fridge?" 


"Sure.  
Can I add to it?" 


"Nope." 
Xander pouted but went to get it.  "Sorry, Xander isn't allowed to
cook.  He's a bit poisonous.  Literally," he said when his mother
rolled her eyes.  "As in he's sent people to the ER multiple times
and once to the ICU unit with cookies."  They both looked
stunned.  "It's a gift.  No one who takes him will keep him if
they let him cook."  He took the plate and pulled Xander back into
his lap.  "There, more than comfy."  He grinned at Abby
when she yawned.  "You have a room upstairs, Abby.  We changed
all the sheets in the green room on the end.  That way you don't get woken
up by the noise."  She giggled and nodded, taking the baby up there
with her.  Mahsa went into her crib with her stuffed duck and Abby took a
well-deserved nap.  After all, it was hot outside, she deserved a nap. 


Xander
grinned at them. "Horatio had to check in at the office for a few
minutes.  They're going over a problem with a case.  Then he'll be
back for lunch and until you and Greggy both leave." 


"You
call him Greggy?" his father asked. 


"Of
course I do.  Greggy's mine.  The same as I'm his and he has the
right to call me cutesy names.  We're young and in love, people.  I'm
sure you've seen it before in others.  At least in the mall." 
He picked up a cheesed cracker and fed it to him.  "You did not eat
breakfast and I should spank." 


"You
probably should but you'll spoil me instead." 


"Of
course I will.  Mom's bringing over lunch when she comes to pick up Mahsa
and Abby.  Abby's got a lecture tonight," he explained. 
"She's a forensics tech in DC."  He fed Greg another cracker but
Greg got him back and made him eat one too, earning a sheepish look. "I
ate breakfast." 


"You're
in nervous flutterings, Xander.  Calm down.  They're not that
mean.  If they can't love you like I do or at least as a son-in-law, then
they're shit out of luck."  He looked at his parents, both of whom
looked stunned.  "Am I clear here, parents?"  They both
nodded. "Good."  He smiled and leaned back when he heard the
door.  "We're out here, Horatio."  He walked out. 
"You might need a glass if you want some lemonade.  I made it
fresh." 


"Thank
you.  Xander, did you give Gibbs a stink bomb?" 


"I'm
giving one to Abby when she goes home," he said with a perfectly innocent
smile.  "She's even got a sample container waiting on it.  
We chatted last night.  Did the SWAT commander like it?" 


"He
said it was very effective but they had to wait a while to go in.  The
smell bled through the gas mask and stuck to their uniforms."  He
went to get his own glass and came out to take Abby's seat, pouring himself
some of the lemonade.  "Hi."  He nodded at Greg's
parents.  "Where's the little dog?" 


"Inside. 
Somewhere hiding from Mahsa in your office I think." 


"That's
fine.  He won't mess anything up."   He smiled at them.
"Yes, I am older than both of them.  They love me in spite of that
fact." 


Greg's
mother cleared her throat.  "You seem quite confident that we'll
understand this fling of Gregory's." 


"Mom,
I've been with them over a year now.  If it was a fling, it'd be
different," he complained.  "It's not like I'm in it for the
great sex and cuddles.  I like being with them.  They listen to me,
they respect me.  They love me.  Xander teases me, they both spoil
me, and I learn from them both.  Within the next few years I'm going to be
moving down here to be with them; a lab position has to open first, but I'll be
on the first flight down once it does.  They're mine and staying mine,
Mom.  Even if you don't like it." 


"What
about...diseases?" she asked.  "You can't be too careful." 


"It's
not like we fuck around on each other.  It's a totally monogamous
relationship," Xander assured her.  "Even if one of us were
exposed to things in our daily lives, we're all tested routinely for work and
we've very careful with each other." 


"I
know some of your field is sexual...." she started. 


"Not
if I don't want it to be," he shot back, interrupting her.  "I
don't sleep with my clients.  I spank, I collar, I train, I whip, I cane,
I occasionally treat them like children, but I don't screw my patients.  I
don't need it and neither do they.  They come to me for a different form
of relief.  Greg and Horatio have both seen me at work.  Greg and I
met when I was in Las Vegas training under Lady Heather at the
Dominion."  They gave their son horrified looks.  "There
was a case," Xander said sarcastically, glaring at them.  They both
leaned away from him.  "Greg's shift handles any cases that happen
out of the Dominion because the lab supervisor knows Lady Heather
socially.  They met at a party or something.   We met through
the Dominion and we were friends for a year and a half before the relationship
stuff started to come up.  I had a long, hard problem with this trio at
first.  Then I realized I'd be incomplete without them both. They both
fill holes in me that I need to be happy.  Greg makes us both play now and
then.  Horatio keeps me grounded and sane when things happen.  We
understand different parts of each other but we do understand and love each
other, but most importantly we like each other.  We're still
friends.  Horatio and Greg can still tease each other over which lab is
better.  They can both tease me." 


"I
often do when you get too serious," Greg agreed happily, sipping his
lemonade.  It was a warm, fuzzy feeling having Xander take on his parents
for him.  Horatio gave him a look and he smiled.  "Abby and
Mahsa are both in bed.  Gibbs said you had to look at the stuff he
left." 


"I
had plans on doing that this afternoon," he assured him. "That way
you and your parents could talk in the living room if they wanted.  Are we
putting you two up, Mr. and Mrs. Sanders?" 


"No,
we have a hotel.  Better to enjoy being tourists," Greg's father
offered.  "So, are you a lab tech like Greg is?" 


"No.
I'm the Lieutenant over the local crime lab.  I'm also head of the
dayshift felony lab.  I do get into the field, just not as much as I used
to." 


"Isn't
that dangerous?" his mother demanded.  "You could be shot."



"This
is Miami, I could be shot walking across the street," he pointed out.
"The same as Xander could have back in Sunnydale.  The same as death
comes to us all, but it's best to enjoy it before it comes for you. 
Otherwise you're left haunting others out of missed opportunities and
love.  It was a hard transition for all of us.  None of us wanted a
trio at first.  Then we discovered that being with Xander was going to mean
being with the other and we became closer friends. We discovered a mutual
admiration and desire for each other.  Greg never has to worry about any
needs being met.  We're there for him no matter what.  Even when he
gets hurt."  Greg gave him a pleading look. "It wasn't your
fault they mistook your address for your neighbor, Greg." 


"You
were injured?" his mother demanded. 


"Someone
mistook my apartment for my neighbor's and came to shoot her because she was
buying her pot from a different source.  I'm fine.  It wasn't that serious
of a wound.  Was it, Horatio?" 


"No,
not at all," he lied.  "Xander flew out that day to be with him
and brought him back since I couldn't leave at that moment.  He's spent
most of his vacation time down here with us." 


"All
but the day I had to do my physical.  I swear Grissom keeps finding me the
nastiest things to do on purpose." 


"Death
is supposed to be messy," Xander pointed out.  Greg and Horatio both
looked at him.  "It's the end of a life, one that's lasted for
however long and been through however much.  The body's got to shut down
and the mess comes from that and other things, right?  Plus, if they're
homicide victims without a mess it doesn't seem like the killers thought it
meant as much.  The ones who created the most mess it meant more to. 
I'm not explaining that well," he sighed at Horatio's look. 


"That's
actually fairly insightful," Horatio admitted.  "You've got the
instincts to be a very good profiler, Xander.  Most stranglers don't
respect their kills as much as the ones who use more messy methods.  Most
of the stranglers do it out of anger or a warped sense of the artistic that
I've seen."  He sipped his drink.  "It's also easier to
catch serial stranglers.  They usually don't plan their rituals out as far
as the other sort do."  He smiled at him.  "Every now and
then you prove that Speed was right about you going to be a profiler." 


"Yes,
but I still suck at school, Horatio.  I always have."  He leaned
on the table.  "Lady Heather had someone ask her about a moral
dilemma and she posed it to me after she answered them.  It was a lot like
mine and she wanted to know if I thought differently about my former
actions." 


"Which
actions?" Greg asked. 


Xander
looked at him.  "While I was still in New York I had that assassin
that came to me for purification before he retired." 


"I
remember that one.  Hodges ended up being a target and he was not a happy
person in the least. Even though we pointed out it meant he was a really great
lab tech and people knew he was vital to cases.  What did you
answer?" 


"The
situation was a bit different.  The person, a female, admitted to killing
six victims and she was trying not to go for her seventh.  She'd been
doing this through various doms.  The others had tried to stop her but the
confession vow most of us work under precludes telling anyone.  She said
to tell the victims, which is what I did when I ran into that situation, and
then to stop her.  Even if they had to take her down on the street and put
her back into subspace to stop her." 


"Whereas
you gave pointed, semi-clear hints to keep your vow," Horatio
agreed.  "Plus you stopped the one where you could directly
interfere.  That's still a gray area legally but morally that situation
has to bother you." 


"That's
why I called Lady Heather and then Daddy." 


"I'm
quite thankful you did, Xander," Horatio said gently.  "He was
in the station when Speed got back after you talked to him."  Xander
nodded that he had heard that. 


"We're
required by law," Greg's mother told them all.  "If we hear a
death threat we are required to turn them in, patient or not." 


Xander
looked at her.  "I hear confession, Mrs. Sanders.  What I do is
like what a priest does.  I work under a fairly strict confession
vow.  If anything comes out in any session I'm not allowed to talk about
it except with the person who said it.  Without a subpoena, I can only
hint.  My whole field is built on trust.  So no, my answer would be
the same." 


"What
if it were a terrorist or something?" Greg's father asked. 


Xander
snorted.  "Then I'd either take care of him or hint to the proper
people.  I can give very pointed, vaguely conclusive hints.  I'm
allowed to stop the person from doing it.  And if whoever I give the
pointed hints to comes with a pretty piece of judicial paper I can give them
the tapes we make of all sessions.  In the case I had, I stopped the one
that was going to happen near me by giving the victim enough hints to protect
themselves during his window of opportunity and then I gave pointed hints to others
who could put the hints together and save the others.  As for the
situation you mentioned, back in Sunnydale I was on the protection
detail.  I'm pretty sure I can take down a terrorist if they're coming to
me for confession before doing something.  And hey, there's Masters in the
CIA and other agencies that I can hint at without breaking anything and they'll
be smart enough to know what I'm not saying and what the procedure
is."  He stared at him.  "I know you guys are in our big
sister city of San Francisco." 


"Not
like they deal with that stuff," Greg said quietly. 


"Not
everyone would," Xander agreed.  He shrugged a bit. 
"Stating facts in the hypothetical raised."  He gave Greg a
squeeze, looking out when the door opened.  "He's out here,
Calleigh." 


"That's
fine."  She came out, giving Xander a hug first.  "Both of
your restraining orders went through this morning."  She handed over
the paperwork.  "You need to keep that with you."  She
kissed him on the head, then gave Greg one.  "Yours from Las Vegas was
faxed down.  It had to be renewed next week anyway so Grissom sent us a
copy of it."  She walked over to Horatio and put down three papers in
front of him. "Sign, date, and then you can have your copy." 
Horatio looked then signed and took his copy.  "Thanks.  The
judge made an exception, he'll accept the signature post filing this
time.  He thinks we've got you hidden, but he never asked so we didn't
have to tell him you're on paternity leave.  Also."  She pulled
out something else.  "These are the security plans you asked about
earlier.  The Chief said he'd add another two cruisers to the security
patrol but that was all he could spare that close to rush hour." 


He
looked it over and nodded.  "I know who planned this.  Hopefully
it won't be a problem," he offered, smiling at her.  "Thank you,
Calleigh.  These are Greg's parents." 


"Hi. 
Calleigh Duquesne.  I'm one of Horatio's CSI and I'm dating Xander's
adoptive father."  She shook their hands.  "Xander, Speed
wanted to know if you'd like him to go with you tomorrow.   He said
he'd take an hour if you wanted." 


"I
wouldn't mind him being there.  It's my first speech," he said
quietly, giving her a look.  "But Dad would never dress up." 


"No,
but the Chief did say that him taking an hour off means he can bring one of the
official hummers and be backup in case something does happen."  That
got a brighter smile.  "He did say that they didn't think it'd be a
big problem area.  Maybe a few protesters but nothing else.  So don't
get nervous, let Horatio pick out what you're wearing, and memorize it so
you're not reading it.  Okay?"  He nodded, giving her another
hug.  "Good son."  She patted Greg on the head. 
"I saw Aiden out so she's probably on her way here.  Where's
Mahsa?" 


"Napping,"
he said with a smile.  "She fell asleep on Abby." 


"Aww." 
She went to check on the baby then snuck back out.  She's have to tell
Speed Greg's parents didn't look like happy people. 


"Greg,
you and I were both worked into the security plan."  That got a
nod.  "Have you done your weapon qualifications?" 


"Yup. 
The Sheriff still hasn't signed off on it but I have." 


"That's
fine.  It shouldn't be a problem."  He shifted closer so they
could see it.  "That's the stage area, that's us, there's the line of
guards," he said quietly.  "Speed'll be there, probably off to
this side knowing him," he said with a point.  "If something
happens, I want you to get you and Xander to Speed or the hummer, whichever
first.  Understand?"  Greg and Xander both nodded. 
"Xander, no helping." 


"Yes,
Horatio." 


"Good." 
He gave them both kisses.  "I'm hoping I'm being overly uptight but
we'll make sure you're both safe during the dedication."  They
nodded.  "Good."  He smiled at them, then at Aiden when she
walked out.  "Calleigh said she had seen you." 


"She
did.  She tooted at me too.  What's going on?" 


"The
dedication is tomorrow afternoon," Xander reminded her. 


"That's
fine.  I'll be there, baby."  She kissed him on the cheek then
gave Greg a hug.  "Where's our other kid?" 


"In
bed.  She and Abby had a nap together," he said with a sweet grin. 


"Eeh. 
Abby deserves a nap.  Working in a fed lab has got to be trying her
patience now and then."  She fluffed Xander's hair with a
smile.  "I went over the storehouse, Xander.  You're going to
cry." 


"That
bad?" Horatio asked. 


"Yeah,
gaudy is thy name this time.  You saw the entry for that two carat diamond
ring?"  He nodded slowly.  "It's QVC huge, Horatio. 
They split it up and put little diamonds all over it."  She showed
him a picture.  He shuddered.  "Also, the saddle that got
sent?  Even Lady Heather shuddered.  I sent her a picture since
Xander suggested it.  She said she didn't know anyone with that bad of
taste." 


"So
can we give it to Nick?" Xander asked.  Greg gave him an odd
look.  "He likes Western stuff."  The funny look
stayed.  "Him or Lindsay, Greg.  Pick." 


"Nick
would complain," he pointed out. 


"That's
okay, there's three of 'em," Aiden assured him.  "Plus a few
bridles, people.  They can each have one."  She smirked at her
very evil thinking son.  She loved it when Xander went into evil
thoughts.  Horatio coughed.  "What?" 


"Let's
not traumatize Mac as well," he ordered.  "We like Mac and
Stella." 


"So
do I.  So we'll send it to Danny," she said with a mean smirk of her
own.  "I sent the two girlier ones to Danny, baby.  One had pink
stone flowers on it.  It was Barbie done big." 


"Eww,"
Xander said, shuddering.  "The poor horse." 


"Yup. 
Greg, should I send the other one to Nick or would you like to deliver
it?" 


Greg
looked at her.  "He'll thump me." 


"Send
it to Warrick," Xander said with a smile.  "Tell him what
happened and that maybe he knows someone who might like it." 


"Then
Nick would thump him," Greg pointed out.  "Never mind, better
him than me.  Or hey, send it to Hodges," he said with an evil smirk.



"Send
one to each?" Xander suggested, grinning wickedly at his mate. 
"One will give it to him in private." 


Greg
cackled, giving his boy a bone-shifting hug.  "I love your evil mind,
Xander." 


"As
long as I don't get a call from Gil, boys," Horatio said, giving them
tolerant and fond looks. 


"He
probably won't but he did want to know if you had more bugs for him." 


"Actually,
we do.  They're in custody at the moment.  I was planning on sending
them out to him when they got released.  The DA agreed that was more
humane than them staying in someone's office down here." 


"You
work with an entomologist, Greg?" his mother asked. 


"Yup,
Grissom.  He's well known for it.  Oh, this is Aiden, Xander's
adoptive mother.  Mom, these are my parents." 


Aiden
gave him a look.  "I'm not old enough to be your mom, Greg. 
Don't make me feel that old."  He grinned.  She rolled her eyes
and shook their hands.  "Hi.  Horatio, isn't that ghost
boy?" she asked with a nod toward the end of the house. 


"It
is," he agreed after looking.  "Excuse me for a minute. 
That's my brother."  He walked that way.  "Ray, is
something going on?" 


"My
son's skipping school," he admitted.  "I can't find him." 


"Xander,
where is Ray Junior skipping today?" he called. 


"He's
doing something to make some holiday money," Xander called back. 
"He said it's legit, will give him a good stash for present shopping, and
will net him many girlfriends.  He said not to tell his mother." 


"Too
late," Ray Senior called back.  "She called me." 


"What
is he doing?" Greg asked. 


Xander
looked at him.  "A bit of modeling."  Greg's mouth fell
open.  "It'll be fine and I'll expect him to come running to hide
later tonight." 


"Yup,
I'm sure he will.  His mom's going to freak." 


"Sweetie,
being young is the only time in your life you can get away with doing the
stupid stuff," Aiden pointed out.  "Plus he'll probably net more
girlfriends, hopefully of a better class than the last ho." 


"Not
that it'd be so hard to do," Horatio agreed.  "He's doing
what?"  Xander sighed and got up, going to get the paper to show him
the ad.  He found Horatio behind him when he turned to bring it
back.  He looked at it then at Xander.  "My nephew?" 


"Your
nephew.  He got a callback.  They liked his innocent good boy
looks."  Horatio moaned, shaking his head with a sigh. 
"He's sixteen, Horatio.  He's at the age where he should be doing
stuff like that.  If I had any confidence in my body and a lot fewer scars
I would've done the same thing.   I might still be stripping if it
weren't for the scars." 


"I
would prefer he'd use his mind instead of his body." 


"He
said I can't pay him to help Aiden.  I offered." 


"Fine,
I'll talk to him.  What were you offering him to work with
Aiden?"  Xander leaned over to whisper, making him smile. 
"Most boys would jump at the car lease," he agreed, giving him a
gentle kiss.  "At least he tells you when he gets into things." 


"Yeah,
he mentioned he had went to the preliminary a few weeks back when he came to
ask me bondage questions.  He was curious before you ask." 


"That's
fine.  Better asking than trying it out and getting hurt or stuck in one
and having to tell his mother," he admitted.  He walked him back out,
letting Greg get on top this time. "Ray, he's doing a bit of beachwear
modeling," he called.  "It'll be fine.  He talked to Xander
about it." 


Ray
walked over.  "We do realize he's *my* son, right?" he asked
firmly, glaring at Xander. 


"Ray,
if your sixteen-year-old son wants to model a thong on the beach to get pretty
women it's not like he's going to get a stalker.  Or would you rather have
him picking up worse women?  He said he thought this would be fun and an
easy way to legitimately make money for the holidays.  I offered him a
part-time job helping Mom and he turned it down.  He said he didn't want
to do office stuff, he wanted to go out and have fun while he made money. 
At least you know he's not using drugs or drinking like some of the kids
do." 


"That's
low," he growled. 


Xander
leaned closer, then popped him one on the top of the head.  "Then get
your head out of your ass, Ray.  He came to us because Horatio's been his
stepdaddy for years now.  He would have told him but he hasn't been able
to yet.  Your son's not some wild little brat out partying every
night.  Feel really lucky at that.  Especially since his thug friends
keep in touch from jail.  Especially with the lifestyle his girlfriend had
been pulling him toward. When your son first got drunk, I heard about it before
anyone.  He came to me to talk about how confused it made him and how much
hangovers hurt.  Then he went to Horatio to talk to him when I confessed I
don't drink because I had alcoholic parents.  He *trusts* us.  So
yeah, he's down to showing off his dick piercing on the beach in a thong. 
Yay.  They liked that he looked so clean cut and cute.  It's a lot
less than what he could be doing, even with the skipping today, which is a
boring day of subs according to him.  Three of his teachers aren't
there.  He also stopped by another school this morning to talk to them
because his mother suggested that one instead of the one he likes or the one I
suggested.  He's very serious about his future but he's sixteen and he's
thinking about his next girlfriend, getting cred that the kids will admire him
for, and making a little bit of spending money to go with his pitiful allowance
- his words." 


"Piercing?"
Ray asked. 


"Piercing?"
Horatio echoed a second later. 


"He's
thinking about it," Greg admitted.  "He asked me about a month
ago how much they hurt and things."  Xander looked at him. "Or
did he go?" 


"He
called from the parlor a few days back.  Two of his buddies talked him
into it and stayed to hold his hands.  We had ice cream the next day since
he was so sore he wasn't moving right.  But it got him out of gym for a
day." 


"Does
his mother not keep an eye on him?" Greg's father asked. 


"She
does but going out with your friends for even an hour can lead you into trouble
at that age," Horatio admitted, sounding a bit tired.  "What did
he get, Xander?" 


"Nipple
and a PA.  Small gold hoop and a u-bar.  I promised I'd get him a new
set for the holidays so he could change them out." 


"His
mother will be yanking them out with a rusty pair of pliers," Ray said
bitterly, heading off to find his son. 


"You
know, I'm going to excuse a kid getting two new holes when he's got a 3.9 GPA,
he's been accepted to two pretty exclusive day schools locally, and his SAT
score was in the 1500's," Aiden admitted.  "It's not like Ray's
a troubled kid.  He's got frat boy behavior a bit early but that means
he'll settle down in college faster."  She looked at Horatio. 
"You gonna tell her?" 


"I
should warn him," he admitted.  "It's always better if he tells
her himself." 


"He's
going to tell her tonight and bring home the shots they didn't like,"
Xander told him. "Yelina's still stuck on the thought she used to change
his diapers.  He's trying to get her to see he's sixteen, not six." 


Horatio
nodded.  "I suppose all parents have those moments." 


"She
told him he was too young to date," Greg offered.  "He's not a
bad kid by any means." 


"No,
he's not, he simply has bad taste in who he dates," Horatio admitted,
pulling out his cellphone to call his nephew.  "Ray, your mother sent
your father looking for you," he said quietly.  "I heard. 
Xander told me.  Perhaps you should," he agreed.  "Your
father can usually track fairly well.  That's fine, Ray.  I wouldn't
mind seeing the more tasteful ones."  He smiled.  "Xander
told me that and I would suggest you think harder about helping Aiden,
nephew.  Because then she could only complain about the car. 
Exactly."  He smiled. "That would be fine.  We'll be
here.  Greg's parents are in so we're staying close to home today and
tomorrow until the dedication.  Then you can come with us since it's a
holiday."  He smiled.  "Even better.  We'll talk about
that tonight.  Oh, Xander told him about the two new pieces of hardware
you're wearing.  I would be wearing some very good clothes when you get
home, Ray.  We'll be here if you need to hide, yes," he
promised.  He smiled. "That's fine.  We're here.  Have a
good shoot."  He hung up.  "He sounds very happy
modeling." 


"It's
pretty neutral attention and girls will drool," Greg pointed out. 
"That's why I stripped for a semester in college."  Then he
moaned and shook his head.  "Sorry, parents.  Paid for the
tuition though."  Xander kissed him. "Thanks, baby." 


"Too
much mush," Aiden complained, heading inside since she could hear Mahsa
babbling.  "Are you up?" she teased, picking her up and bringing
her to check on her auntie.  She was still napping so Aiden brought her
downstairs to play with the daddies.  "Here, have some boy
lovies." 


"There's
my girl," Xander cooed, taking her to cuddle on Greg's lap. 
"Such a precious and good girl.  Yes you are."  Mahsa
beamed at him and waved at Horatio. 


"Hi,
Mahsa," he said, waving back. "Want to see me or roam
around?"  She barked, making Aiden giggle.  "Okay. 
Aiden, get the gate and the screen door please?"  She did that and
Greg stood her up, letting her sit down on her own.  She crawled around,
investigating these new people, Aiden's ankle chain, then Horatio's shoes. 
She smiled up at him.  "Want to be held?" he asked.  She
spit and giggled, going back to playing with the gate.  She liked the
grass better. 


"Have
we heard anything on why that deer was rabid?" Aiden asked. 


"It
had bite marks from a canine," Horatio told her.  "They think it
transferred from that."  She nodded.  "They've had two
brought in recently as well." 


"That's
fine, as long as they don't come here too." 


"No,
they did a door-to-door notification," Horatio assured her.  "It
must've been a stray."  That got a nod and Aiden took her down to
play in the dirt.  Mahsa squealed and patted the grass, then took off
crawling for the pool. 


"She's
definitely your daughter, she wants to swim," Greg teased. 


"I'll
teach her when she's older," he agreed happily.  Someone pounded on
the door.  "Around back!" he yelled.  The pounding stopped
and an officer walked around the side of the house.  "Yes,
Officer?" 


"Sir,
we had a report of shots fired?" he said.  "No follow-up was
done?" 


"If
it was Sunday we had a rabid animal on the property," Horatio
admitted.  "I put it down.  Hodgekiss came out if I remember the
nametag correctly." 


"No,
this was earlier today, Lieutenant.  Around eight this morning." 


Xander
pointed behind him.  "Go three houses that way.  The one they're
doing all the renovations on.  It echos.  I did a house patrol when I
heard it."  That got a nod and he wrote that down.  "Watch
out for strays too." 


"I
always do, sir.  The rabid animal?" 


"DNR
took the deer, they found canine bites," Horatio offered.  "Um,
watch out," he said, nodding at Thumper. 


"He
an attack dog?" he asked with a small for the little lap dog. 


"No,
he's fixed but he still humps everything but the daughter," Greg told
him.  The officer laughed but Thumper snuck closer. 
"Thumper!" he complained.  The dog whined. "Go use the
bush, Thumper.  It's mean to attack officers."  Xander let him
up so he picked up the dog and carried him over to the rose bush, letting him
have it.  "Sorry.  It's his favorite toy." 


"That's
probably not going to work for aversion therapy," his father noted. 


"Thumper
likes cactuses, it's pleasure, not aversion therapy," Xander assured
him.  "Better the rose bush instead of one of our ears." 


"I
heard about that dog," the officer admitted.  "You sure it was
there, sir?" 


"I
am.  The next two over are empty and one's destroyed.  I know it
wasn't here."  That got a nod and the officer went to check it
out.  "That was nice of them." 


"I'm
hoping I don't hear more sirens," Horatio offered, finishing his lemonade
and pouring a half glass more.  "Mahsa, would you like something to
drink?" he called.  She crawled back, looking as determined as her
favorite aunt ever had.  She made it to him and pulled herself up on his
leg, giving him a pouty look.  "What do you say?" 


"Mama!"
she creeled, opening her mouth. 


"Close
enough," he said with a smile, letting her sip from his cup.  She
beamed and sat down, then crawled back down to the grass again. 


"She's
very active," Greg's mother said.  "Are you going to have her
tested?" 


"No. 
Kids are supposed to be hyper, bouncy, noisy, and messy.  That's what good
kids with good upbringings have.  It means they're enjoying their play
time."  He watched his daughter crawl in circles around Aiden, making
her turn to face her.  "She's doing it so you fall down and play with
her, Mom," he called. 


"Thanks,
baby."  She sat down and Mahsa crawled into her lap, giving her a wet
kiss before trying to get over her.   "Oh, I see, I'm a
bridge.  Do I look like a bridge?" she teased, letting the baby go
over her shoulder while she leaned back.  That way she wouldn't
fall.  "We need baby play equipment." 


"Coming
in a few days," Xander agreed.  "We'll go shopping this
weekend.  I promised to take Ray Junior holiday shopping." 


"Are
you Jewish?" Greg's mother asked. 


"Pagan. 
Nominally Wiccan."  He looked at her. "We still celebrate
Christmas.  Horatio's Catholic so he does Midnight Mass that night. 
Greg had to work last time, he couldn't get time off." 


"I
had a turkey burger and a dead prostitute," Greg admitted. "It wasn't
quite the usual celebration but we went out to breakfast the next morning and
had a merry time." 


His
mother stared at him.  "Are you still in the lab?" she asked
bluntly.  He shook his head.  "Why not?" 


"Because
I wanted to be in the field, Mom.  I met Xander my sixth week in the field
actually."  He smiled at Horatio.   "Then I met that
one a few months later.   Our labs have collaborated on quite a few
things in the past.  Oooh, Grissom said it's not fair I get all the
crossover cases down here.  Next time I've got to bring Warrick with
me." 


"He'll
be welcome.  He's a very good tech," Horatio assured him. 
"Who complained?" 


"Sara. 
So next time I'll be on for secondary things.  Did Don get his guy?" 


"Sunday
night," Xander admitted.  "Tara was happy to have him back so
quickly.  She missed her Don cuddles."  Mahsa patted his leg
while pulling herself up. "Hi, Mahsa."  He kissed her on the
head.  "What's up?  Did you want us to play with
you?"  She grinned so they went to play in the grass with her,
letting her crawl all over them. 


Horatio
smiled at his family then at Greg's family.  "We are very happy
together," he said quietly. 


"I
still don't like it.  It's not normative behavior," she said grimly. 


"Yes,
but Greg was never an average child, was he?" he countered. 
"He's always been an exceptional boy and then a wonderful young man with a
few quirky habits.   We do love him and that's what's most
important.  I do hope you can come to appreciate that much at least."



Greg's
father sighed.  "He's not a little boy and we can't protect
him," he admitted. He looked at Horatio.  "That doesn't mean I
like the age gap you three have.  Xander's a bit young for you, don't you
think?" 


"He
came to me," Horatio admitted.  He had, that dream had shown him
Xander was going to come to him.  He finished his lemonade and smiled at
Speed when he came out.  "This is Timothy Speedle, Xander's adoptive
father." 


"Yup. 
Call me Speed," he offered, shaking their hands.  "Hey, kid, got
something for you from Stella."  Xander squealed and got up, coming
to get a hug.  "It's something less tacky than the crown, but from
the same source."  He handed over the smaller box with a grin. 
"She's now a part of the suicide ring.  They're doing it now without
the body parts.  Mac called to complain." 


Xander
frowned.  "I hate them."  He looked inside the box, then
blinked.  He looked at Speed.  "She had jeweled eyes made of my
eyes?" 


"Yup,
sure did.  She got the color nearly perfect.  Must've looked nearly
forever for that color brown."  He gave him a kiss on the head.
"Mac said to bury them.  The auction house won't take them." 


Horatio
took the box, then snapped it shut.  "We'll do that later.  Did
Gibbs come talk to Calleigh?" 


"He
did and she squealed for a good few minutes. She's doing another round of
destruction tests this weekend for her database project."  That got a
nod and a smile. "She wanted to look through more of Junior's
collection." 


"Nope,"
Xander said, grinning at him.  "Can we go for a ride this
weekend?" 


"Sure,
I've got it off."  He gave him a kiss on the forehead.  "Be
a good boy.  Come get the lunch stuff Aiden forgot from the
hummer."  Xander nodded, walking him out to do that.  Once they
were out front he gave him a hug.  "Your speech blew me away,
Xander," he whispered.  Xander sniffled.  "I wasn't going
to make us mushy in front of his parents," he offered with a grin. 


"They
hate me." 


"Then
they're not that important or that smart. Greg will make them come
around."  Xander nodded, giving him a squeeze.  "Good
boy.  Let Horatio pick out what you're wearing.  Now, get the
food."  He swatted him on the ass.  "What's Ray Junior
doing?" 


"Doing
a bit of modeling with the beach crew." 


"Ah. 
No wonder his mother was throwing a fit.  Warn him she knows about his
piercings." 


"We
did."  He grinned and took the bags and the tray.  "Thanks,
Daddy." 


"Welcome,
kiddo.  Be good, see you tonight for the family dinner.  Where should
I pick up stuff from?" 


"Oops. 
We'll figure that out in a bit."  He headed inside, going to put food
in the kitchen.  Horatio came in and gently kicked him back onto the
porch.  "Sorry, can't handle the food.  They think I'll turn it
bad somehow.  Honey, did you think to figure out where I'm getting dinner
tonight from?" 


Horatio
moaned.  "I'll call the grocery store, see what they can whip up in
that amount of time." 


"Call
the ham place.  We haven't had ham in a while."  He looked at
Greg's parents.   "You don't have an aversion to ham,
right?"  They shook their heads.  "Ham's good, dear." 


"Then
we'll do that," he agreed.  He came out with plates for
everyone.  "It'll be nice not to cook." 


"I'll
cook the stuff I can," he offered. 


"No,"
Greg said.  "Even though I know you can't ruin the boxed stuff,
no.  Sorry, not taking that chance with my parents.  They might think
you don't like them."  He came in to wash his hands and get the other
plates, bringing them out while Xander got the highchair.  "There,
all set but for more drinks."  He went to make more lemonade, this
time from a mix.  He came back out with the pitcher.  "Mix this
time, sorry."  He set it on the table, letting those who said grace
do that then they dug in.  "New place, Aiden?" 


"It's
near the house.  It's Southern comfort food and Cajun stuff.  I've
been craving spices since I worked in New Orleans for a few months." 
She ate a bite. "I did not want to deal with their level of strange
stuff.  I had enough of that in Sunnydale." 


"Amen,"
Xander said dryly.  "So, what did Willow's parents say to her this
time?" 


"Her
mother got onto her about how all the trauma you saw and lived through means
that you shouldn't be a parent.  She's working hard to break her and Ryan
up too.  Said she's over her acting out phases so she should come
home."  She ate another bite.  "They're coming down in
another few days, Horatio." 


"They're
going to be in for quite a rude shock," he assured her. 
"Xander, are you sure I can't arrest her?" 


"No,
no one out there would ever go through with it since they liked to ignore
it."  He shrugged and ate a bite.  "You can shove it back
in her face, I have." 


"Oh,
I definitely want to meet her parents," Greg said happily. 
"Mom, you've probably heard of Rosenburg?"  She smiled and
nodded. "Did you know she was an absentee parent?  She and her
husband left her daughter alone quite often to run the town with Xander and
their other friend.  She spent so much time alone she was bandaging
injuries because she played nurse from the textbooks.  They had an active
conference schedule," he finished dryly.  She dropped her fork and
wiped her mouth off. 


Xander
nodded. "She'd take off for weeks at a time.  Willow would have to
look on her website to find out where she was now and then.  Willow's also
shot back to some of the teachers who like her mother's books about how false
some of it was.  She's so mature because she got to help raise
herself."  He sipped his lemonade.  "Willow's not a happy
cranky pregnant woman by any means."  He stiffened. 
"Horatio, Mom, Uncle Rory?" 


"Willow
mentioned him but I don't know, baby," Aiden admitted. 


"I'll
put in a call to where he was in jail, see if he's out," Horatio
offered.  "We can't keep her here if she wants to go, Xander." 


"If
she does, Ryan's going to beat her ass for taking off with his son." 


"Point,"
he agreed.  "We'll be on alert for that." 


"I
told Speed, he's supposed to warn Ryan today," Aiden said.  She
twirled her fork around to make her next point.  "Even if they do
come down, Willow's over the age of consent. They can't do much to her." 


"But
guilt trip her," Greg reminded her.  "She's susceptible to
that.  Especially while pregnant.  Does she want to go with
them?" 


"Right
now she's really torn.  I suggested she call Tara but she didn't want to
upset her." 


"Right,"
Xander said dryly.  He took Horatio's held out phone, calling her. 
"Tara, me, I'll make it very quick.  Willow's parents are getting
ready to come down for a visit.  Guilt tripping.  Decided I shouldn't
have my daughter.  Yup.  Could.  She's been talking with Aiden
but didn't want to bug you.  Thanks, dear.  Love you, be
safe."   He hung up and handed it back.  "She'll call
after she gets out of class."  He heard movement and looked at the
dogs.  "Go get Abby up, tell her there's food."  They took
off running, they liked Abby, she played with them.  She came down the
stairs.  "Aiden ordered from somewhere like home." 


"Cool." 
She dug out some for herself and brought it out, letting Greg give him her chair
and sit on the bench instead.  "Thanks, dear."  She kissed
Aiden on the cheek. "I love you." 


She
grinned.  "If I went for girls, I'd offer, dear, but I think you like
gruff and grumbly, or cute and tight better." 


"They'd
never date me," she complained. 


Xander
looked at her, then he grinned. "We'll see, won't we?" 


"No!  
No evil setting up plans," Abby warned.  "Gibbs will get mad at
me." 


"He
was growling because I stroked your stomach and cuddled you before." 


"Doesn't
mean he'll act," she pouted. 


"Then
we'll have to make him see the truth, baby.  He's all yours, but you
haven't pounced yet," Aiden assured her happily.  "What about
the other one?" 


"He's
never been that way.  He likes many women." 


"Yet
he'll stare at the butt of doom now and then in confusion," Xander
admitted.  She nodded, eating a bite.   He handed over the salt
at her glance that way.  "We'll put our less than evil thoughts to
it, I've already had one evil thought today.  Fortunately Mom thinks like
me." 


Aiden
beamed.  "You get it from both of us, son.  Don't worry about
it.  Speed suggested we send both to Hodges.  Or worse,
Catherine." 


Greg
moaned, shaking his head.  "She won't play along," he
complained. 


"Which
is why we're sending it out tonight," she promised with a smirk for Abby,
getting one back.  "I think I'll adopt you too.  You can be an
honorary daughter, Abby." 


"Cool! 
But you have to learn sign language.  My mom's deaf." 


"Okay,
I can do that."  She kissed her on the cheek.  "Eat, my
grandson in there needs more food."  Mahsa made a pouty noise. 
"So do you?  Okay, we can do that."  She let her have some
more noodles, earning a smile.  "Good girl, you eat, don't throw
anything else at Daddy Horatio's hair.  Otherwise he won't let you play
with it later."  She ate that noddle instead of flinging it
around.  "Much better." 


"She
does love hair," Horatio said dryly, plucking a piece of vegetable out of
it. 


"I'll
help you wash it later," Xander offered with a small leer.  After
all, they were in polite company.  He couldn't fully leer until it was
only family. 


***



Danny
carried the large box into the break room the next morning, putting it in front
of Lindsey.  "I don't know why I got sent this for you, but
enjoy.  They think you can use those.  Just not on me or
Sheldon.  Or Mac."  He walked off, going to watch from
afar.  He pulled Stella closer when he saw her going into the breakroom,
shaking his head.  "Present from Xander and Aiden," he hissed. 


Lindsey
frowned at the box, looking at the senders's name. 
"Xander?"  She got up to open it, finding the tape broken. 
She opened the top, then stared.  "Why did they send me
saddles?"  She pulled the wrapped bundle out, opening the paper over
it, then she stared.  "No.  No way someone did that to a
saddle!" she yelled.  "Danny!"  She stomped off,
finding him outside.  "No way someone did that to a saddle!" 


"Someone
thought Xander needed to ride more than his boys and he's never seen a horse
except on tv."  She stomped back in there, making him snicker. 
They both went to look closer.  "Aiden thought you could use them
somewhere." 


"Not
even show riders would use something like *this*!" she complained,
pointing at the ruby studded saddle.  "It's ...wrong!  Very,
very wrong!  Mac!" she called, seeing him walking up the hall reading
a file.  He walked in, looking confused.  "Xander sent these to
me." 


"There's
more in there," Stella offered.  "Are those real
stones?"  She went to look.  "Mac, give me your pocket
magnifying glass."  He handed it over with a sigh.  "Those
are real stones.  I'll be damned."  She dug into the box, coming
out with the pink stone studded saddle and Lindsey shuddered, backing away from
it slowly.  "It looks like something Barbie would ride. 
Xander's not exactly Barbie material." 


"He
might complain if you cut him to make him Ken," Danny teased. 
"I opened it to make sure it wasn't something dangerous.  There's
matching bridles and one blanket for the ruby one too."  He grinned
at her.  "They thought you might know someone who'd want it." 


"I
don't know anyone with that bad of taste!" she complained.  Sheldon
leaned in.  "Someone sent Xander saddles, Sheldon.  With
*stones* and stuff!  They're tacky!  Not even show riders would use
these in a rodeo." 


He
came in to look at them, then at her.  "Maybe a museum?" 


"Is
there a museum to tacky crap?" she asked. 


"Depends
on who you ask," Stella pointed out with a smile.  "Could have
been worse, they could've sent him horses too." 


"Don't
wish that on the poor animals," she complained, frowning at her. 


"Lindsey,
maybe you should take those home, just for safety's sake," Mac said. 
"That way no one can steal them." 


"Mac,
even if I put them out in the middle of the biggest purse snatching district no
one would take them," she complained.  Danny snickered and
nodded.  "See, he agrees with me." 


"Can't
say as I know many street thugs who'd know what to do with stuff for a
horse.   You'll figure it out, Lindsey, and don't forget to tell the
IRS.  You shouldn't have to pay anything on 'em but you never
know."  He walked off smiling.  She was still fuming.  Her
face was nearly purple in outrage. He heard Stella snicker behind him and
grinned at her.  "Aiden sent it." 


"I
saw.  She sent a letter?"  Danny handed it over with a
smirk.  "That's so evil," she muttered, taking it to read in her
lab. 


He
burst out laughing and went to work on his own case while Mac got her calmed
down and home with the stuff.  Maybe someone would mention Pony Play to
her.  He looked out at the shriek, finding Don watching her in
amusement.  "Asked if she had a human pony?" he teased. 


"Yup. 
Wouldn't use those on a horse and they're pretty narrow saddles," he said
with a smirk.  "I rode in camp for a few summers.  So, got
anything for me?" 


"Sure
do.  Give me ten to give you something else too." 


"Sure,
always happy for presents.  Even if they do come from the terrible duo
down in Miami.  Maybe we should print out a FAQ on Pony Play and leave it
on her desk?" 


"Probably
already been done by one of the uniforms," he offered with a wicked
grin.   Don chuckled.   They could still hear her ranting
from outside.  Someone had a window open watching her rant about tacky
saddles. 


***



Hodges
walked up to Nick in the fairly filled break room.  "I don't know why
they sent it to me when you're the one who likes all that western crap,"
he said, giving him a look.  "Here, Merry Christmas.  Greg said
to be thankful it wasn't the Barbie stuff."  He walked off again. 


Nick
whimpered, looking at the bridle inside the small box.  "I don't have
a horse," he complained loudly. 


Bobby
looked then at him.  "I don't think that'd fit anything bigger'n a
pony," he said in his gentle southern accent, accompanying it with a small
smile.  "What else did you get sent?" 


"Xander
and Aiden sent Warrick a saddle with diamonds and sapphires," he
pouted.  "He gave it to me earlier.  Then this.  It
matches." 


Warrick
came in. "What's wrong?  Can't find a horse for your new
saddle?" he teased. 


"No,
they sent Hodges the bridle," Bobby offered with a grin.  Warrick
snickered.  "You do realize it's pony sized?"  Warrick quit
laughing and looked at him, a horrified, eyes wide look.  "If they
sent it to *Xander* originally...."  He let it trail off, watching as
they both got the point. 


"Oh,
no!  I don't need kinky stuff like that," Nick said loudly. 
"I'm not like that!  I'm not into that stuff!   Maybe Greg
or someone is, but not me, man.  I'm straight, I don't like kinky
stuff!  Catherine!" he called.  She came in, giving him a look. 
"Xander and Aiden sent me the saddle and bridle someone sent him." 


"So? 
You like western stuff and horses, right?"  Bobby pulled out the
bridle, holding it up.  "I didn't know horses' heads were that
small." 


"They're
not," Warrick told her. 


She
blushed.  "Take it to Lady Heather, Nick.  Give it to her as a
gift or something."  She patted him on the arm. 


"Hodges
said something about Barbie stuff," Bobby offered.  He texted Greg,
getting back what the others were.  "Oh, they got sent to Lindsey in
New York.  She's from Montana, a ranch girl.  One had pink stones
arranged like flowers.  Another with rubies."  He looked at
Nick.  "So you got the manly set." 


He
walked off pouting.  "Grissom, they're picking on me," he
complained. 


"Who
is?" he asked patiently.  He held up the bridle. 
"That's... interesting.  Who gave it to you? I didn't know you were
into that sort of thing, Nick." 


"I'm
not.  Someone sent it to Xander and he sent it to me through Warrick and
Hodges." 


"Ah. 
Well, it'll die down soon enough.  Give it to Lady Heather.  Maybe
she knows someone who would like it."  Nick gave him a look. 
"I'll go with you." 


"Must
I?" 


"Unless
you want to hang them at the house or give them to your parents," he
offered. 


"I
can't see my mother explaining this story to her friends."  He
whimpered, walking off shaking his head, taking it to his truck. He stopped to
grab the saddle then headed to the Dominion, handing it to Lady Heather's
assistant.  "Xander sent it to me through Warrick and Hodges.  I
don't play that way.  Let her put it on show or something."  He
walked off still mumbling and shaking his head.  His poor sanity. 
He'd have to thump Greg when he got back. 


Gloria
looked at it then carried it into the office.  "Lady Heather, Nick
Stokes just dropped this off.  Apparently it got sent to him by Master
Tim.  They might've thought he'd appreciate it but he said he doesn't play
that way so he wanted you to have it."  She handed it over. 
"It's very fine leather." 


"It
is, and more tasteful than the others she sent me pictures of.  Aiden's
over his presents," she said at the confused looks.  That got a nod.
"Hang it in the pony corral," she ordered, handing it back. 
"I'm sure they'll adore breaking it in."  Her assistant nodded
and walked it down to that area, leaving it in the tack room.  She sipped
her tea.  "That poor boy's mental state," she sighed, meaning
Xander.  Nick would heal.  Xander had to be going insane.  Her
poor student. 


***



Xander
looked across the small crowd.  "Um, sorry if this comes out
unintelligible, I'm not the best public speaker," he mumbled.  He
opened his notes and took a deep breath.  He glanced down, seeing Greg
right in front of him.  "My grandfather, Patrick Benis, was a member
of the gay community and the larger one down here.  He lived and loved
here.  He saved a lot of lost souls here.  Most importantly, he found
his heart here, with his male lover, my Grandsire Raphael."  He
cleared his throat and glanced down again then back at the crowd. 
"Over the years, my grandfather stood up for many things and helped many
people.  He took in a lot of runaways to help them get straight.  He
pulled a lot of young gay men off the street to make sure they had a good life
and someone they could talk to. 


"He
mentored a great many gay men over the years.  Professionals, athletes,
actors, a politician or two, and some agents.  He would have been very
embarrassed to have this center named after him, he was kinda shy," he
admitted with a small grin.  "He hated to be noticed for all the good
work he did.  The same as my grandfather was a fierce protector of those
who needed it.  His work with male abuse victims, straight and gay, is
more well-known than his work as a mentor of gay men.  Right now I'm sure
he's frowning at me for being mushy," he admitted with a sad smile,
"but I didn't have the luxury of being raised with his love around me. 


"It
took a while for it to get to me, and get through my thick head, and then to
accept that I couldn't do hardly anything wrong in his eyes.  I hope that
with this center others find that same sort of non-judgmental love and
acceptance because that's the way he would have wanted it.  He and my
Grandsire would've both been here if they hadn't died earlier this year. 
My Grandfather of cancer and my Grandsire followed him once he realized how
alone he was.  My Grandfather inspired great loyalty in everyone he worked
with, saved, and helped.  So this is not only for him, but for those he
saved and those he didn't get a chance to save.  For all the people who
felt so lost without him that they followed and those who'll hopefully follow
in my Grandfather's footsteps of finding a comfortable spot in their lives and
then helping others reach theirs.  I can only hope he's pleased with the
work that'll be done here but I know he'd simply smile and tell me I was being
silly, to go pet the guarddog for a while or have a snack.  So I do hereby
dedicate this facility to the memory of my Grandfather, Patrick Benis, and all
those he helped over the years.  Thank you for honoring him this
way."  He walked off the stage and fled to Greg and Horatio's side. 


The
woman in charge of the center stepped up and smiled down at him. 
"Thank you, Xander.  Your grandfather was an incredible inspiration
for many of us," she offered.  "Thank you also for following his
heart's wishes and donating a sizeable amount to help us build this center to
help the young runaways who need it, gay and straight.  We will follow
Patrick's dreams and not discriminate, but we will help the gay children who're
lost find their own strength and help them get onto the path where they can
find acceptance, love, and companionship with someone who understands them, as
well as help them with the problems that sent them onto the street in the first
place.  Now, let me open the doors symbolically."  She walked
back there, putting the key in and unlocking it.  She glanced at the
hallway then smiled at the perfection.  No one had broken in. 
"I welcome the community to help us help these poor young ones who're lost
and need some help finding the strength to go forward with their
lives."   She got out of the way at the applause. 
"There's refreshments inside in the great room."  She got out of
the way, letting those who want it go in and take the tour.  She stopped
Xander, giving him a kiss on the cheek.  "He would have called you so
mushy," she teased lightly. 


He
nodded.  "He would have.  Grandsire would've cackled and bought
me ice cream."  She smiled and patted his cheek.  "Can
I....  I'm not comfy with people." 


"I
know, Xander.  Introduce me to your mates?" 


"This
is Horatio, and the one behind me is Greg.  Oooh, and there's his
parents.  Forgive them," he said fairly quietly.  "Still
getting used to me." 


"It
happens to the best of us."  She shook Greg's hand, then
Horatio's.  "Lieutenant." 


"Miss
Chairwoman," he greeted with a small smile.  "Thank you for
doing this." 


"It's
an honor to honor someone like Patrick, Horatio.  He was a great and kind
man."  She smiled at Greg's parents.  "Hi, welcome to our
counseling center and refuge." 


Greg's
mother smiled and shook her hand.  "What sort of counseling are you
going to be doing?" 


"It
depends on what our clients will need," she admitted, walking her
off.  "We'll be dealing with runaway children.  Some will have drug
or alcohol problems.  Some will have been caught up in the web of the
criminal morass that oozes in every city's streets.  Some we'll help get
back with their parents and sometimes we'll make sure their parents are met in
Hell with the proper authorities waiting as a greeting committee." 
That got a nod.   "There's similar centers in other
cities." 


"We're
in San Francisco," Greg's father admitted.  "We've seen the one
out there." 


"I've
head good things about how they've helped a lot of gay teenagers accept
themselves and learn to love who they were.  I hope we can rival their
success." 


"What
about those who want to change?" she asked. 


"There's
plenty of groups for them," she offered.  "We're here to be
supportive.  Patrick took in over fifty young men in his life, mentoring
them into college and careers.  He and his husband Raphael were very loved
by the community.  Especially those who decided they couldn't live without
him being in their lives and followed him to be with him in death." 
Greg's mother looked stunned.  "Most of his staff, a few he
mentored," she admitted.  "It was a great tragedy to lose just
him but to lose the others was devastating to many.  Especially to
one."  She looked back at Xander.  He was being asked questions
by a reporter and Horatio had a hand on his back to keep him calm while Greg
got him a cookie from the buffet.  She looked at Greg's parents
again.  "We'll also offer to counsel the parents if it's a situation
where the child could go home if the problems were worked out, or work with the
parent's counselors if they're seeing one."  She smiled and waved at
a reporter.  "Just a moment, dear."  She looked at them
again.  "Those of us who have seen Xander in the past know he's not very
comfortable with people.  If this wasn't so important, he wouldn't have
been here today."  She smiled. "Excuse me.  I have to take
that."  She went to talk to the reporter.  "Yes,
dear?" 


"I
didn't know Patrick had a grandson." 


"His
last son left him when he went to the Church," she admitted. 
"He didn't like that his father got lost in his grief." 


"Say
it right, my father was a greedy bastard," Xander told her simply, coming
over to kiss her on the cheek.  "He kept me away from my
grandparents.  I didn't get to meet them until I went on a road trip after
graduating high school."  He looked at her.  "We need to
go, Mahsa needs us." 


"Of
course, Xander.  Thank you."  She kissed him on the cheek. 
"Have a good afternoon and let your love ease the sorrow
again."  He nodded, walking out with Greg, Horatio right behind them
since he had been talking to a reporter about the police department and the
lab.  She smiled at her again.  "Xander really isn't comfortable
with people." 


"It's
understandable," the reporter admitted.  "I remember when his
grandfather took him to a society event and he basically clung to his
grandfather all night.  Most of us though he was a new
bodyguard."  That got a smile.  "So, he's with Caine?"



"I
don't out anyone, dear.  I can tell you that his adoptive father, the one
who helped take care of him when he was younger, is Tim Speedle.  He's in
the Lab." 


"Ah. 
So Father Patrick didn't get along with his son?" 


"No. 
Not at all.  Father Patrick was very forgiving but he disowned his
son." 


"Understood. 
I won't badger that one.   Who was with him?" 


"Greg
Sanders.  He's out of the lab in Las Vegas from what he said earlier when
he introduced us.  I do know he went to Horatio to help him with his
speech and to help him pick out an outfit." 


"He
did look adorable," she agreed, finishing her notes.  "Thank
you.  I'll try to keep his relationship out of it." 


"Thank
you."  She kissed her on the cheek and went back to mingling,
watching Greg's parents talk to a few of the counselors on the staff. 
Apparently it was a good discussion, they were both smiling and looked
happy.  Interesting.  They were shrinks. 


***



Greg's
father walked his son out onto the back porch later that night, looking at
him.  "How bad were his parents?" 


"They
sold him a few times," he admitted.  "Non-sexually.  They
beat him others."  He sipped his coffee, leaning against the
railing.  "He's healed, dad.  Speed and Aiden took him in after
running his parents out of town fearing for their lives.  He's a special
young guy.  He's still very optimistic, he's very happy, and he's
content.  I make him content." 


"I
understand that.  Your mother's worried about abuse legacy." 


Greg
shook his head.  "Not Xander.  He won't and we're very sure of
it.  You can tell her I'm very sure of it.  He loathed his parents
and he never wanted to be like them.  He's went against everything they
ever taught him." 


"What
does he do when he's angry?" 


"He
takes a whip and works on his aim against a wall," he admitted. 
"Sublimation but it works for him."  His father nodded, smiling
a bit at that.   "Before you ask, because I know you will, yes,
I was going to Lady Heather.  I have tactility issues.  I never got
enough," he said bluntly.  "I went to be petted and I'm the one
she trained Xander in tactile methods on."  He finished his coffee
and put the cup on the railing beside him.  "I don't care if you
can't love Xander.  He doesn't care what other people think of him, but
you're not breaking us up, Dad." 


"I'm
not thinking about that, Son.  I'm thinking this is the first time you've
stood up to us." 


"Yeah,
well, I'm not giving Xander up and I'm keeping Horatio too, Dad.  We may
have come together to be with Xander, but we have found that we appreciate and
love each other just as much as we do him.  We're stable and content with
each other.  Even if I do live all the way out in Vegas at the
moment." 


"When
does he think a position will come open?" 


"We're
not sure.  Whenever he can get the budget for it.  I don't want to
work on another shift, we'd never see each other. I'd never get the full
cuddles at night," he teased when Horatio came out.  "He does
cuddle very well, Dad." 


"I
should hope so.  Xander uses me like a teddy bear, it's only fair I do the
same to you," he offered, giving him a gentle hug.  Greg smiled at
him.  "Xander's in his office working on the computer system and the
accounting stuff with Ray." 


"Your
nephew, right?" 


"My
nephew," he agreed.  "He agreed with us about not telling his
father anything about what he owns."  He shrugged at Greg's father's look. 
"Family squabble."  He gave Greg a squeeze.  "The
financial manager called while we were out.  He's got a plan for
everything.  He'll bring it out tomorrow while I'm driving you to the
airport.  Then he'll explain it to me when I come peel Xander off the
floor." 


"How
did he get all that money?" Greg's father asked. 


"Some
from his grandfather.  Some people who have wanted him gave him,"
Horatio admitted.  "He has a bad problem attracting stalkers who send
him tacky things."  He shrugged.  "We handle it well. 
It's slowly stopping itself.  He's been sent jewelry and clothes." 


"So
have we to dump him," Greg admitted.  "We send back whatever we
can but now and then it comes anonymously and you can't send back the
clothes.  The stores won't let you."  He looked at him. 
"Did you talk to Speed about why he was making squealy girl noises?" 


Horatio
groaned, but kissed him.  "Someone left Xander a sports car in his
parking spot at their apartment," he said quietly.  "He wanted
to take it out for a test drive but knows he can't until they take it back to
the dealership.  If we can find the dealership." 


Greg
gave him a squeeze.  "It'll be okay.  Maybe he'll give it to
Calleigh," he teased. 


"Perhaps,"
Horatio agreed, smiling at him.  "Did Nick call about the saddles?"



"He
did," he sighed.  "He got them very early this morning.  He
said he's going to kick my ass for sending him pony play stuff." 


Horatio
snickered.  "Tell him you knew he liked Western things." 
Greg pinched him and they made room when Xander came out and wiggled between
them, head on Greg's shoulder.  "Hi," Horatio said, kissing the
back of his other mate's head.  "What's wrong?" 


"Fed
Ex," he mumbled.  "Greg's mother got the door." 


"Aw,
crap, not another one," Greg sighed, going to get it.  "I got
it, Mom.  Can I sign?" 


"Depends,
sir." 


"Greg
Sanders."  The clipboard was checked then handed over. 
"Thank you."  He looked at the sheet.  "I need a copy
of this, just in case." 


"There's
one for you."  He pulled it off and handed over an envelope, then a
largish box.  "There you go, sir.  Thank you for helping with
this."  He handed over a small box.  "This is also for
Lieutenant Caine and you, sir."  He walked off, getting into his
truck and driving off under the watchful gaze of the dogs. He had to take the
one in the back humping a box out and drop him inside the gates when he heard
him groan but that was fine with him.  He hadn't gotten anything on the
package. 


Greg
looked at the form then went to make copies of it.  He came back to move
the boxes inside, getting into the envelope.  "Xander, it's
from....   Um, never mind," he called.  "Mom, help me
get these into the dungeon please."  She nodded, taking the other
side of the large box.  They carried it in there and he went to grab the
phone, opening the envelope again.  He called Mac while he read. 
"It's me.  Xander just got sent a huge, heavy box; I got sent a small
box with Horatio, and an envelope with a death threat from your part of the
world, Mac.  Yeah, Fed Ex had it on one of the old sheets and I got a copy
of it.  I can fax it up there.  Want me to open them?"  He
nodded, cradling the phone between his neck and shoulder.  "I need
gloves," he called, covering the mouthpiece.  His knife came out and
he took the gloves from Abby.  "Thanks, baby.  Abby, Mac, not
you."  He slit open the smaller box and moaned, turning away. 
"Mac, we've got body parts.  Abby, please fax that form to Mac? 
He's on speedidal on the fax machine."  She nodded, going to do
that.  "Horatio, call Alexx please?" he called.  He got to
work on the big box, looking inside.  "Oh, Gods, Mac. 
Please."  He hung up and ran to the bathroom to get sick. 
"No!" he shouted when he heard someone come in. 


"It's
me, Greg," Xander called, coming in to hold him.  "What?" 


"Don't
look in the box, don't touch the boxes." 


"Another
one?"  Greg looked at him.  "Okay, I won't.  I'll make
sure we've got Alexx on the way."  He stroked his back, looking out
when Speed came in looking grim.  "Greg's in here." 


"Stay
in there, kiddo."  He looked in the smaller box, looking a bit
green.  "Eww."  He opened the freed flap on the bigger box,
then let it close and walked outside.  He called Alexx.  "Need
an ME at Xander's.  Two boxes, Alexx.  Please.  Bring a mask, it
got mailed.  Fex Ex had it.  It's bad.  I'm going to be sick and
Greg is still getting sick.  Thanks."  He hung up and walked
back inside.  "No," he ordered.  "You'll contaminate
any evidence that might be left."  Greg's mother backed away from the
box.  "Besides, it's nasty, you don't want it.  Greg, did you
call Mac?"  Xander nodded for his benefit.  "Okay. 
That's good.  H, let Alexx in," he called.   "You two
should go outside somewhere.  You don't need to see this." 


"Someone
sent him a body part?" she demanded. 


"Xander's
had a few people who sent him body parts.  They want him and they're not
shy about trying to lure him.  Xander draws a lot of psychos now and then.
Thankfully Horatio and Greg help calm him down so he doesn't kill them for
it."  She nodded, walking out.  "Abby, you'll get
sick," he warned.  "I nearly did." 


"It's
okay, I've seen gross things in the lab too, Speed."  She came in to
look and turned pale.  "That's really sick.  Is that a
uniform?" 


"Maybe. 
I'm not touching it further."  Alexx came in wearing gloves. 
"Small box first or big one?" 


"Small." 
He let her see it. 


"I've
never seen anyone that pierced and tattooed there," Abby said, frowning
and biting her bottom lip.  "Eww."  She walked off. 
"I need chocolate to take that out of my head."  Horatio got her
some and gave her a pat.  "Thanks. Why send that to Mac?" 


"If
it came from up there we usually do," he reminded her. 


"Oh,
good point.  I don't do much notification stuff in DC."  He
smiled at her and she shrugged, nibbling on the candybar.  "Greg's
still sick and Alexx is here.  She petted my belly." 


"We
all like to show your son love and affection, Abby." 


"Good!" 
She kissed him on the cheek then went outside, interrupting the parents
talking.  "Xander draws them because the town he was raised in. 
They're stopping them and he's been instrumental in catching a good few serial
killers.  He's also a very good profiler.  He stripped a few times
and got an assassin who decided he would be hers.  We got to go to Cyprus
because of that."  They gave her horrified looks and she
shrugged.  "We did."  She ate another bite.  "She
jumped off the hotel after marrying him. They were married about an hour and a
half.  Greg was married a few minutes longer to her apprentice.  She
drugged them with some really heavy alcohol stuff."  She ate another
bite.  "They've got it down pat and it's these things that made
Horatio and Greg realize that they should be with Xander.  He doesn't ask
for this but he does like to hunt them down for it.  With that
one....  Well, maybe we can keep him from flying for a few weeks so Mac
doesn't get the help."  She finished her candybar and smiled at
them.  "It'll stop.  It has been slowed down.  There was a
suicide ring in New York a few months back.  They were killing themselves
then having someone send down their body parts to the object of their
affection.  Some went to stars, one went to an athlete.  Two went to
Xander out of nineteen I think.  People love Xander, some people just love
him wrong.  Horatio and Greg protect him from them and he protects them
from the bad things in their lives.  Because that's love."  She
walked back inside, going to answer the door.  "Hi,
Gibbs."  She smiled at him and gave him a hug.  "Xander got
sent a box'o human." 


"That's
not a good present." 


"No
but it came through Fed Ex.  They really have to get better
scanners."  He smiled at that.  "So, are you coming over
for a reason or just to see me?" 


"Just
to see you," he promised, giving her a squeeze.  "Caine, need
us?" 


"No,
stay out there.  It came from New York, Gibbs."  He came out,
pulling off his gloves.  "They had on a uniform but it's a
teenager," he said quietly.  "You might warn your people for New
York they might be getting a call." 


"I
can do that.  Academy?"  Horatio shrugged.  "Can I
see?" 


"Sure." 
He led him that way.  "Guys, let Gibbs look at the uniform." 


Gibbs
looked, looking a bit sick.  "Hmm.  Rhode Island Military
Academy." 


"Isn't
that where Tony went?" Abby asked.  Gibbs called him, walking her off
to the office.  "Hi, Tony," she called when Gibbs quit growling
at the ringing phone. 


"DiNozzo,
Harris just got sent a body in an RIMA uniform," he said. 
"Teenager.  Yeah, going to the ME's office down here.  New
York.  Please.  Be a lot more careful."  He hung up. 
"He's out in a club." 


"Of
course he is, he's Tony," she said, shrugging a bit.  "Where
else would you expect him to be, Gibbs?" 


"Point." 
He patted her again.  "Sit."  She sat and he went
back.  "I warned DiNozzo just in case," he offered. 
"He might show up at the ME's office." 


"That's
fine," Alexx agreed.  "It can only help.  It says it came
from New York.  Did we call Mac?" 


"I
did," Greg assured her.  "As I opened them.  Then I dropped
it and went to puke.  I got a copy of the shipping slip too.  I faxed
him a copy, Horatio.  Abby did it for me." 


"That's
good, Greg.  We'll figure it out."  He nodded.  "Are
you all right?" 


"I'll
be fine.  Xander's promised me a warm bath with bubbles.  Need
me?" 


"No,
sugar, go ahead," Alexx offered. "I know you leave
tomorrow."  He nodded, going up with their boy.  She looked at
Horatio.  "You too.  I'm heading with them as soon as someone
helps me lift them out to the truck."  Gibbs helped her with that and
they carried them out together.  "I do like where he put this
extension," she said, trying to sound happier.  "Much easier
than carrying it around the house." 


He
smiled.  "It's a practical thing," he agreed.  "How
did Fed Ex not see this?" 


"We've
had a few questions about that," she admitted.   She shrugged.
"We don't know.  Them and UPS both.  DHL's scanners found a few
of that suicide ring New York had." 


"DiNozzo
got a present from one of them," he admitted grimly.  She gave him a
pat on the arm.  "Let me know if we need to get involved.  Speed
has my number if you don't." 


"Sure,
dear."  She got in once the doors were closed, heading back to the
office.  She got two of her assistants to lift it into her autopsy
theater.  "Tony," she said happily. 


"I
need to see if I can identify him," he said grimly.  "The
commander will take it better coming from me." 


"Sure,
sugar.  Let me do two things first then we'll get him out of the
box."  He nodded, leaning out of the way.  She laid out the
mutilated organ.  "Someone did want to send a message with
you."  Tony looked then turned a bit pale.  "Exactly."



"Can
you do that when they're alive?" 


"I've
seen people pierce and tattoo it before," she admitted.  "I had
one who had studs imbedded to form a picture before.  Some people do not
like their dangly parts that much."  He shuddered and turned
away.  She covered it with a sheet.  "There you go." 
She took the camera from his hands, getting the outside of the box then the
body inside. "Let me change.  It'll take me five minutes." 


"Sure."



She
walked off, going to do that.  She came back in scrubs, with gloves
already on.  "Okay, let's lift him out."  He put on gloves
and came over to help her.  "You're handy." 


"I
do the same thing they do upstairs," he reminded her.  "Ducky
has to have help lifting bodies now and then too."  He took a picture
of the kid's face then his nametag.  "I'll call tonight." 
He looked at her.  "I'll hand whoever the camera?" 


"Use
my office," she ordered, nodding.  He smiled and went to do
that.  She looked at the poor boy.  "Well, someone was not kind
to you, baby.  Stabbed it looks like and then shipped halfway across the
country."  She got her backup camera and got to work recording what
she was doing so she could get to work taking off his uniform.  One of the
nightshift CSI walked in with Eric.  "Another Fed Ex delivery,
Eric.  It's from New York.  There's the box.  Tony DiNozzo has
my primary camera in the office trying to get you an ID."  She looked
at him.  "He went to the same academy." 


"I
hate Fed Ex," he admitted.  "How's Xander?" 


"Helping
Greg.  He signed for it and opened it apparently.  He was still
getting sick when I got there."  She nodded at the other table,
letting them look at that.  Both of them turned green. 
"Exactly.  Give me two hours, okay?"  They nodded, Eric
going to take care of the box.  The nightshift CSI stayed to help her
gather evidence.  "I thought dayshift handled all of Xander's
presents." 


"They
do but Mac Taylor called down and said to have someone handle this.  He
said he didn't care what shift, he was sure Horatio was going to be giving us
hell by looking over our shoulder anyway."  Tony came out. 
"Hi." 


"Hi,
DiNozzo, NCIS DC," he offered, nodding politely.  "I've got an
ID for you, Alexx.  He sent it via email when I sent back the name tag and
picture of his face.  He's sending you his file.  I had him send it
to you and he'll call the family to notify them that there was an
incident.  If he can't get them, he'll call you or Taylor since he's a New
York native."  She nodded at that.  "Oh, belt is buckled
backwards.  It's upside down."  He came over to look. 
"Also, the uniform's not shiny.  He was a third year cadet.  It
should be crisper and more pressed, plus more shiny on the brass.  He
never said he was a sloppy cadet.  He was a dorm supervisor so we know he
wasn't that sloppy." 


"I'll
look for fingerprints then.  Thank you, Agent DiNozzo," she said,
smiling at him.   "I bet you guys get less cases." 


"Yeah
but what we get drives us nuts.  My team leader said we solve it
fast.  Meaning within days."  She shuddered. 
"Exactly.  Is the other thing his?" 


"No. 
His is still there," Alexx admitted.  "I already
checked."  He nodded at that.  "Why was he home?  It's
mid-semester." 


"His
sister had been in a car accident so he was off on leave to check on her." 
She nodded.  "I'm sure Mac can find that out as well if you need
it."  She smiled at him.  "Okay, I'm done being Super Agent
Tony again.  Need me for more, ladies?"  They shook their
heads.  "Then I bid you both a better and happier night." 


"You
behave and be well too, baby," Alexx ordered.  "We can't be sure
what sort of message this was yet."  He nodded, going out to head
back to the clubs.  She looked at the nightshift CSI.  "He's a
nice boy.  His boss is a growler, but he's a nice boy.  A lot like Eric
from what his friend Abby said." 


"Abby,
having Xander's baby Abby?"  Alexx nodded, smiling at her. 
"Why are they down?" 


"Forensics
seminars." 


"Oh. 
Yeah, that's got to draw a few of us.  Okay."  She took the
jacket and bagged it.  Then they got to work on his shirt, then his
pants.  They both looked for trace once he was naked, not finding hardly
any.  What they did was gathered so Alexx could wash off the body. 
She went to brief her boss on the web they had around this boy. 


***



Mac
hung up with the RIMA commander, sighing a bit.  "Sorry, Don. 
Xander got another body shipped." 


"Who?"
Tara demanded. 


"A
cadet from RIMA, the Rhode Island Military Academy," he said at her
confused look.  "He got taken out up here and then mailed.  Fed
Ex needs better scanners." 


"Finish
eating, Mac.  Nothing you can do for an hour," he reminded him.
"They'll send stuff up once they've got it." 


"Greg's
faxed the shipping receipt.  It was one of the old ones.  The
commander gave me the family's address.  Their daughter's in the hospital
after a crash." 


"Ah. 
Okay."  He finished up and kissed Tara, giving her a smile. 
"I'm going to help him check on the family, then I'll come back and cuddle
you to distraction?"  She smiled and nodded, patting him on the
cheek.  "Thanks, Tara." 


"Call
if they're hurt too," she said gently. 


"Of
course I will."  He gave her another kiss and a bright smile.
"Love you."  He walked out with Mac, heading to the address he
had.  "Why was he going there instead of closer?" 


"Probably
what the family wanted.  He didn't divulge if the family had a history
with the school," he admitted, buckling up.  "East
82nd."  Don nodded, heading that way.   He hated nights
like this.  "The good news is that Abby's down there.  I heard
Greg talking to her earlier, and DiNozzo helped with the ID.  He called
the commander personally and sent the pictures and nametag."  Don
glanced at him.  "He went there." 


"So
it'd probably come easier for him," he agreed.  Mac nodded. 
"That's good at least.  Is Gibbs?" 


"Yup. 
There's a series of forensic seminars going on down there." 


"That's
kinda cool.  I've got to take Tara on vacation after the new year. 
She loved our last one." 


"There's
a lot to see in this world, Don.  Let her pick a spot and go.  You
can afford it." 


"I
know, but she hates it when I spoil her.  So does Xander when Horatio and
Greg do it, but she said I can't really spoil her." 


"Spring
break, Don.  Take her somewhere she'll love.  Or go visit Lady
Heather." 


"We
could do that."  He pulled out his cell and dialed one handed. 
"Babe, me.  No, not yet.  Where do you wanna go for Spring
Break?"  He smiled.  "Because you loved our honeymoon
cruise and I wanna take you somewhere nice.  This way I can book in advance,
get a good room at a reasonable rate.  Then you can be floaty about it for
a few months."  He snickered.  "Wherever you want,
babe.  Vegas, Miami, anywhere you want in the world.  Mexico,
Brazil...  Europe?"  He beamed.  "I could stand Paris
in the spring and then a few days in Miami.  Sure.  I'll work on
booking that this week.  No, it's not your holiday present. This is a
vacation for both of us.  Love you."  He hung up and put his
phone back in his pocket.  "Paris." 


"It's
a beautiful city," Mac sighed. 


Don
punched him on the arm without looking.  "Get over it and get with
their program, Mac.  You know they want you.  You know they're going
to kidnap you again sometime soon because you've been hiding from them. 
You've got scary mates." 


"There's
two of them." 


"So? 
It works for Xander." 


"I'm
not Xander." 


"No,
I doubt you could bounce like him."  Mac smiled at the silliness of
that mental picture.  No, he could not bounce.  "Or dance like
him."  Mac shook his head again.  "Aren't you glad you're
not a Xander since the house is up the street it looks like?"  Mac
looked at the address and nodded.  "That's our place?" 


"It's
our place."  They parked and got out, heading up to talk to the
officers putting up the tape.  "Homicide and CSI."  They
got let through.  "Captain," he said in greeting. 


"I
didn't call you two.  Rossi was up for the next case, Flack." 


"Yeah,
well, their son's body just got mailed to my nephew Xander in Miami." 


"Oh,
charming.  Another one?" 


"Someone
else we think, at least this time," Mac admitted.  "I have heard
that there's a mimic ring but it's all about mementos.  The family?" 


"Not."



"There's
a daughter in the hospital," Mac told him.  "Auto
accident." 


"We
can check on that.  What do you have?" 


"I
have the shipping slip being sent to me and the stuff from Miami.  Their
son went to the Rhode Island Military Academy." 


"Impressive. 
What year?" 


"Third. 
I got told he was in a box, fully clothed, but they thought he might've been
stabbed." 


"That
fits with the cuts we found in there.  It's a mess." 


Mac
nodded.  "Want me on it or them?" 


"Let's
let you do it and Rossi can take it for my side."  Flack
nodded.  "You got your kit?" 


"In
the backseat of Don's car," Mac admitted, going to get it. 


Flack
looked at him.  "I'll hit the office, see what he's been sent." 


"Sure. 
That'll help, Flack.  How's Tara?" 


"Good. 
She's good.  A bit pissed that someone mailed Xander a body and
parts." 


"Parts?"



"Greg
called me first," Mac said as he came back, putting on booties and
gloves.  "The second call said the box with their son was accompanied
by a penis that had been decorated." 


"Decorated
like ribbons?" the captain asked, sounding hopeful. 


"Horatio
said he hadn't seen one that pierced and tattooed before and it wasn't the
boy's," Mac told him.  The captain and Flack both shuddered. 
"Don, need my office keys?" 


"No,
I know how to pop locks."  He walked off, going back to his
car.  He made it back to the office and to Mac's office a minute later,
only stopping to get a memo from the receptionist since she was holding it up
for him.  "Charming.  Tell them I said to bite me," he
called as he walked.  He found Stella in there.  "That the stuff
Miami sent him?"  She nodded, handing over the new file. 
"Great.  The family's gone too."  She moaned.  He
leaned down, kissing her on the forehead.  "I love you but he's
stubborn.  He's fussing that there's two of you.  I pointed out it
worked for Xander, even though he could never be Xander."  She
giggled at that mental image.  "I told him he couldn't bounce or
dance that way," he offered with a grin. Her giggling got higher
pitched.  "This was right after the discussion of me taking Tara to
Paris for spring break."  He stared at her.  "I know you
two are stubborn bastards.  Both of you.  So, ask my girl for help. 
She's got a sneaky mind and she's worried about Willow." 


"Thanks,
Don.  I have a plan and we'll be having some fun soon."  He
grinned.  "All I have to do is forge his signature on some leave
documents." 


"Nah,
I wouldn't do that.  Go all girl on him, Stella.  How can he resist
you in girly girl mode?" 


She
leaned back, smiling at him.  "That's an evil thought." 


"Yeah,
well, now and then she doesn't quite cuddle me long enough to remove 'em
all."  He walked the folder off, taking it back to Mac. 
"You know, you really should take a vacation, Mac," he said when he
handed over the folder. 


"If
I did that, they'd pounce me again, Don." 


Don
patted him on the back.  "Yay.  You could use the break,
Mac."  He walked off.  "I'm going home.  Need to
cuddle Tara.  Stella just told me I had a dirty mind." 


"Your
girl won't like that," Rossi teased as he hiked in from his car. 


"You'd
be surprised.  It gives her a good reason to cuddle."  He got
into his car and headed home, going to cuddle her.  "We need ta help
Stella plan," he announced as he walked in.  She smiled at him. 
"Mac won't be able to withstand Stella in girly girl mode."  He
snuck a kiss.  She smiled at him.  "Now, what's up with the
girl?" 


"Not
sure yet.  Her parents are due in tomorrow." 


"You
wanna fly down suddenly?" 


"I
don't think that'll help.  Ryan might mind." 


He
snorted.  "Please!  No he won't.  He'd be thankful for the
backup."  He stared at her.  "Up to you, baby.  I can
easily call and make you a reservation, get you up early so you can head down
there." 


She
shook her head.  "She'll call if she needs me.  I can get down
there.  Giles taught me how." 


"Okay,
if that's what you want."  He kissed her again.  "I got
told I have a dirty mind so I need cuddles."  She blushed and
giggled, giving him a poke on the stomach before getting free and walking
off.  "What?  No cuddles?" 


"I
made a new batch of mint chocolate chip cookies.  I'm getting you some
before we cuddle." 


"I'm
going to get so fat," Don complained.  "I can't resist the
cookies."  He kissed her.  "Or you when you smell like
them."  He snuggled against her back, moving her skirt out of the way
while he nibbled on her throat. 


"Don,
this is the kitchen!" she said, sounding scandalized. 


"I
know.  You cook in more ways than one.  You fry my brain every
day," he whispered in her ear.  "Every time I see you I get all
hot and sweaty, so hot you could cook an egg on my chest from the heart
thumping you inspire."  He nibbled her throat again, undoing his
pants and sliding into her.  "Then you come in and you cook and I
just wanna melt like the gooey chocolate you put in the cookies for me. 
You make me wanna turn into pudding on even the worst bad guy."  He
started a slow, gentle, rocking rhythm, listening to her moan and letting her
clutch at his arms.  "Every single day all I can do is turn into a
brownie and be soft and gooey.  Even Stella said I reminded her of ice
cream cake."  She moaned and he shifted to get a bit deeper. 
She whimpered, her nails digging in.  "That's my girl.  My
personal chef.  You cook me," he whispered, and she came.  He
kissed her neck again, letting himself go.  "I love you,
baby."  He let himself cuddle her until he slid out, then she turned
around to hold him.  "Thank you." 


"You're
welcome.  Even if Ryan would make me clean the kitchen," she teased. 


"Hmm,
but I got you messy, not the kitchen."  He kissed her and she hummed
so he started them moving gently, just swaying together to the music she was
humming for him. 


"I
still say you're silly, Don.  So very mushy," she teased, kissing him
again. 


"Yeah,
well, I'm a guy in love.  I can be mushy for you and be a pain in the ass
to everyone else," he offered with a grin.  He winked at her, then
picked her up and carried her out to the couch.  He did up his pants when
they curled up in front of the fireplace and tv, but everything else was going
to stay that way, even if she did blush about her panties being in the kitchen.
He could even get his cookies later, though he'd probably try to eat them off
her stomach.  She blushed so pretty when he did that.  Then she made
him two dozen the next day. 


***



Willow
looked at her parents, stroking her stomach.  "Parents." 
She let them inside, going back to her easy chair.  It was the easiest way
for her to get up again. 


"You're
pregnant?" her father asked. 


"I
am.  We had an oops with our birth control.  It's a boy.  He's
due next month."  She smiled, curling up some.  "Sorry, but
back pains happen at this stage." 


"This
is a nice house," her mother noted. 


"We're
renting it off Ryan's supervisor.  He's living with Xander.  They're
in love.  They're so cute," she cooed, stroking her belly. 
"I know, you like to visit with Horatio, son.  Calm down." 
She looked at her parents again.  "He's been fussy recently.  He
knows it's nearly time and he wants to come cuddle his puppies."  She
pointed at the two lumps in the kitchen.  "Guys, come meet the
parents," she called.  The dogs woke up and came out, sniffling at
the two visitors.  "Aren't you two so cute," she cooed. 
"These are Right and Left.  So named because of the position they lay
on the bed when I'm trying to nap or cuddle with my Ryan toy."  She
smiled when they came over, sniffing her stomach then her face.  "I
know, I need to brush my teeth.  You can have a snack later." 
She petted them both, letting them lay around her. "Good boys." 
She smiled again.  "So, why the social call?" 


"We
think you're ready to come home," her mother stated. 


"Mom,
hate to point this out but I'm married and I'm about to pop out your first
grandchild, plus I've got college stuff to do.  I'm not going back to
Sunnydale.  Never.  I spent too long protecting myself from the rest
of Sunnydale to ever go back there."  She let the dog standing up get
some pets and attention.  "Good boy.  Can you get me the
bone?  We'll play."  He went to get it, bringing it back.
"Good boy."  She tossed it and he raced to get it, bringing it
back.  "Good job!"  She did it again and he brought it
back.  She tossed it again and she looked at them.  "I'm not
coming back.  I'm happy in Miami.  Even if my mind does occasionally
make me slip into stupidity now and then."  She took the wet rawhide
bone and tossed it again.  This time the dog stayed over there to gnaw on
it for a while.  "Did you want to see the nursery?" 


"You're
coming home, daughter," her father said. 


"No,
I'm not." 


"You
are," her mother stand, standing up.  "Get your jacket. 
You'll get a chill." 


"Um,
nope."  She settled herself in more firmly.  "Sorry but
no."  Her father grabbed her arm.  "Get off me!" she
snapped, pushing him.  She felt the magic building and glared. 
"Do not make me do something we'll all regret, family."  Her
mother pulled out a gun.  "Ooh, shit.  HELP!  SHE'S GOT A
GUN!" she shrieked then pulled off the blocking bracelet, grabbing it with
her magic.  She was so involved she didn't see her father pick up the lamp
or Xander appear. 


Xander
put his gun against her father's head.  "Put it down now," he said
calmly.  The lamp dropped.  "Willow, lift, and then grab,"
he ordered.  "It'll go off."  She did that and it did go
off into the ceiling but that was fine.  She knocked her mother out,
panting and grabbing her stomach.  "Are you okay?"  She
nodded, holding her stomach.  "Boys, guard!" he ordered. The
dogs came over to stare at them while he pulled out his cellphone. 
"Ryan, me.  Her parents are here.  Her mother had a gun. 
She shot the ceiling.  Willow's in pain, she took off her bracelet. 
I don't care what you're doing!"  He hung up and called
dispatch.  "Hi, this is Mr. Harris...  No, I'm not.  I'm
with CSI Wolfe's wife.  Her parents just tried to kidnap her at
gunpoint.  We have a shot fired into the ceiling and she's panting and
grabbing her gravid stomach.  Might be a good idea, yeah.  That
address, yes, thank you."  He hung up and put the footrest up on her
recliner.  "There, you rest," he soothed, stroking her
back.  He moved the gun away from her hand, then went to open the
door.  He heard sirens.  When the officer got there he nodded. 
"Her parents tried to kidnap her.  Her mother fired a shot into the
ceiling.  They're both down and she needs to see someone." 


"Okay. 
Your gun, sir?" he asked, pointing at it. 


Xander
grinned.  "Didn't use it as more than a threat against her
father.  He had a lamp."  He put it away.  "I've got
my permit on me if you need it." 


"Maybe
in a few.  Can you take it off for now?"  Xander took off his
belt and holster, putting them down.  "Thank you, sir." 


"Harris."



"Oh,
you're *him*." 


Xander
nodded, letting him inside.  He waved the paramedics in.  "She's
due early next month. She's panting and grabbing her stomach when I got
here."  They rushed in to check on her.   "I knocked
her father out, she got her mother.  Oh, I kicked the gun by about seven
inches." 


The
officer looked at him.  "You're Speedle's son, right?" 
Xander nodded, grinning some.  "You moved evidence?" 


"I
didn't want her to wake up and make a grab for it.  Then I'd have to do
something that would make Daddy scream and rant in public." 


"That's
pretty reasonable, sir."  He came in to start cuffing the
parents.  He called dispatch.  "I have two unconscious suspects
and one ambulance, but the victim's going in that?" he asked them. 
They nodded.  "Okay.  Tell CSI Wolfe they are taking his wife to
the ER to be checked out." 


"University,"
the paramedic said. 


"No,"
she growled. 


Xander
got her bracelet and handed it back.  "Trust me.  She'll want
it.  Willow, where does your OB want you to go?" 


"Women's. 
Not University." 


"Okay,
we can do that.  Should we call your OB?" the paramedic helping her
up asked.  She nodded, clutching his hand.  "That was your
water," he announced when he heard the sploosh.  "Okay, we're
definitely going." 


"If
I'm allowed, I'll follow," Xander offered.  The officer waved at him
to go.  "Thanks.  You know where I'll be." 


"If
I need more information I'll have your father drag you in." 


Xander
nodded hurrying out to get into the back of the ambulance.  "Focus on
me, Willow.  Remember the exercises you had me do when you did the
stitches when I was little?"  She thumped her head while
nodded.  "Good, let's start those.  Come on.  In, deep
breath.  Slowly let it out."  She followed along until the next
pain.  He forced her head around so she had to look at him, staring at her
like he would a sub.  "Follow along," he ordered.  She
breathed in and then slowly out.  "Good girl.  Now, let's
drop," he said more quietly.  "Back into your mind.  You
meditate.  You can do that.  Fall for me, Willow."  She
breathed in again and he stroked her hair, talking her down slowly and
carefully.  Even in the ER.  She was finally in a good spot so he got
down next to her ear.  "Okay, now, let's keep up the breathing. 
Ryan will be here soon."  She nodded slowly, breathing deeply. 
He looked at the nurse.  "I'm a Dom, I had her drop into her
mind." 


"That
works.  The bracelet?"  He stopped her from removing it, shaking
his head.  "It's in the way of the IV, sir." 


"She's
a Wiccan.  It's restricting her gifts," he said, staring at
her.  She snickered.  He let her remove it and everything in the room
started to float.  She put it back on and they all thumped down. 
"See?" 


"Okay,
I'll trust you to handle that.  Let's lay the tube around it.  Can it
be moved to her other arm?" 


"Sure." 
He did that and hitched it again, moving to that side. "Okay,
Willow.  I can hear Daddy."  She moaned. "Mine,
Willow.  I can hear Speed.  Dad!"  He came rushing
in.  "Where the fuck is Ryan?" 


"Behind
me.  He had to get sick."  He came over to help her. 
"What's wrong?  Too many drugs?" 


"I
had her fall." 


"Ooooh,"
he said, nodding.  "That'll work.  Her parents?" 


"Her
mom pulled a gun.  I heard a shriek for help and popped over."  He
gave him a look.  "Speaking of, tell everyone I'm going to have a
migraine tonight." 


"Sure. 
I can do that.  WOLFE!"  He came walking in.  "Feel
better?" 


"Much. 
The nurse gave me something for my stomach."  He came over to take
Speed's place.  "We moved the bracelet?" 


"It's
in the way of the IV, I rehitched it myself," Xander told him. 
"Her parents tried to kidnap her at gunpoint.  You need to spackle
the hole in the ceiling and there's some claw scratches on the floor." 


"That's
fine, I can fix those," he agreed, smiling at him. "Guarding
Horatio's property?" 


"Why
not, I am a great guard," he sighed, going back to whispering to
her.  "Willow, Ryan's here.  Do you want to come up?" 
She mumbled.  He looked at Ryan, who grimaced.  "I had her
fall."  He smacked her lightly on the top of the head. 
"Out, Willow, now," he ordered. She floated back up to the surface,
clutching their hands tighter.  "Ryan's here." 


"Ryan?"
she asked, looking at him. He smiled and stroked her hair.  "I'm
sorry she shot the ceiling.  Xander told me to push it up." 


"It
would've went off in you if you hadn't," Xander told her.  "Her
mother's finger was on the trigger while she was fighting for control without
her bracelet." 


"The
ceiling can be fixed," he promised.  "They make stuff to do
that."  She smiled and nodded, squeezing his hand.  "Okay,
has anyone called the OB yet?" 


"Paramedics
were going to," Xander told him. 


"How
did you get over there that fast?" Willow asked. 


He
looked at her.  "The same way you got to Tara in New York when her
parents were up."  He gave her a look.  "Giles taught
us.  I'll have a migraine later."  She nodded, accepting
that.  "Okay, here's a nurse.  She's up." 


"Her
OB is on the way, we're waiting on a bed upstairs, Mrs. Wolfe."  She
nodded at that.  "I have to check you over.  Can everyone but
your husband go?" 


"Please?"
she begged. 


"I'll
take him to call H.  I need to know if she's going today," Speed
ordered. 


"Her
water broke before we got into the ambulance," Xander told him. 


"She'll
be going today," the nurse agreed, closing the curtain after they were
gone.  She put on a glove and got under the sheet to check on
her.   "Oh, yeah, you'll be going in a few hours, Mrs.
Wolfe."  She smiled and opened the curtain again. 
"Probably four or five hours." 


"Okay,
we can handle that," Speed agreed.  "Thanks.  Willow, want
Xander here?" 


"I'm
okay now.  He can come back later when Ryan's tired." 


"I
can do that."  He drug Xander off.  "Let's go make sure the
officers don't need anything from you.  Or that her parents aren't
terminally stupid and tried to press charges against you."  Xander
growled.  "I know."  He patted him on the arm. 
"Hummer."  He walked over to it, climbing in.  Speed drove
him back to Horatio's house, letting him get out and head to the doorway. 
Speed followed.  "H, it'll be four or five hours before she
blows.  They get terminally stupid?" he asked at the look on
Horatio's face. 


"Not
yet.  Stetler did ask if they wanted to." 


"Sure,
because I'm going to let them kidnap someone," Xander said dryly, giving
him a look.  "They're damn lucky I didn't just shoot
them."  He looked around. "Dogs?" 


"Bedroom,
sir," the officer said.  "Can we get a formal statement?" 


"Sure." 
He followed him around to the back porch, letting him get what he needed. 
He did lie about how he got there.  No one would believe he
teleported.  So cabbing was as close as he could come.  He'd tell
Horatio later in case it came up. 


***



Ethan
Rayne walked into Willow's room bearing a bear and a small bottle.  "Poppet,
want something to restrict your powers fully for a few days?" he asked
gently.  She nodded, biting her lip.  "That's good,
Willow."  He poured out a small bit into her water glass then held it
so she could drink out of it.  "All down, Willow."  She
finished it and panted, putting her head back down.  "Good
girl."  He stroked over her hair.  "Where is your
spouse?" 


"Calling
Xander to tell him he doesn't need to come in." 


He
looked at her.  "It's sad that you've forsaken all that got you to
the point of happiness because of the bitter words of a cult member,
Willow," he said quietly.  "Especially one that was going to let
you be a sacrifice."  She looked stunned and he nodded. 
"Remember the reason you survived, young lady." 


"Lay
off, Ethan," Ryan told him as he walked in.  "What did you give
her?" 


"Something
to restrict her powers for a few days.  It'll suppress them fully for
three days."  Ryan nodded at that.  "That way she doesn't
act out of the pain she'll be in."  He looked at him.  "Do
you need help for the child?" 


"So
far he's okay." 


"Good." 
He smiled.  "There is one thing she hasn't told you yet, Ryan." 


"No,"
she growled. 


He
looked at her then back at Ryan again.  "If she should have a
daughter, her powers go to the child.  Permanently and fully." 
Ryan looked stunned. "So said the Powers long ago.  Now, think about
who was happy she was having a son."  He handed over the bear. 
"For the little one.  Ripper wanted a call once he was out to make
sure she's all right." 


"I'll
call him and Buffy both," he promised, staring at him.  Then he
looked at Willow then back at him.  "You're here because Xander sent
you?" 


"Only
to strip her powers for a bit.  He was worried someone else would remove
her blocking bracelet.  Earlier she floated the exam room she was
in."  Ryan moaned at that.  "The nurse let him put it back
immediately.  He thought it would be better if she didn't out the rest of
us during this long, grueling process."  That got a nod. 
"Also, you should check with Horatio.  He's said that her mother is
in a cult.  That they were going to sacrifice her."  He tipped
his head.  "He did say to call and tell him how she was, no matter
what time she delivered.  He's got your leave forms for you, he'll drop
them by tomorrow for you to sign." 


"Agreed. 
Thank you."  He shook his hand.  "I don't care if Xander
comes, but she's being cranky." 


"Yes,
she's forsaken all that got her here, Ryan.  I don't know why. 
That's what is bothering the boy as well."  He walked off, going to
tell them that both missions had been accomplished.  Even though Xander
hadn't wanted him to press her on the changes she was going through.  He
knew the cause.   Possessions were very nasty things. 


Ryan
looked at her, then called Tara.  "It's me.  She's in
labor.  I don't know, Ethan just said she's forsaken everything that got
her to me.  He gave her looks like she's a cult member.  No, but her
mother was.  Going to sacrifice her.  Xander saved her." 


"Xander
needs to save himself," she said dryly. 


"Why
are your eyes brown?"  Tara said something.  "Sure, I'm
here.  Hospital.  Yeah, you can do either of us or Xander and he'll
bring you over.  Thanks."  He hung up.  "Tara's on her
way down, Willow."  He pulled out his handcuffs, cuffing her to the bed. 
The nurse gave him an odd look when she came in.  "She was trying to
kill me." 


"That
happens in labor and delivery." 


"As
soon as she's calm I'll take it off.  I don't need more injuries
today.  I'm not usually mean to her." 


"Don't
listen to him, he's made me have his child," she said. 


Ryan
snorted. "Who was it that forgot to take her pills?  I didn't want
kids, Willow.  I wasn't ready for them yet."  She gave him a
look, but hissed at Tara as she appeared.  "I think you can see the
problem." 


Tara
came over, stroking over her forehead.  "When did you start to become
Xander?"  The woman on the bed started to shriek and move so Ryan
removed the handcuffs, holding her down instead.  That way she wouldn't be
hurt by the metal when she pulled on them.  She smiled at the nurse. 
"We could use a priest."  She hurried out to get her one. 
She went back to doing what she thought was necessary. 


"Ethan
gave her something to take her powers," Ryan offered. 


"Even
better."  She finished her small spell, knocking her out. 
"Good."  She smiled at the priest when he came in. 
"Father.  This is Willow Rosenburg of Sunnydale."  He
crossed himself.  "I went to college there.  She's my ex." 


"Sometime
around her sixth month she had some radical personality shifts," Ryan
offered. "Her eyes aren't the right color either." 


He
nodded, locking the door and coming over.  "You needed holy water,
young lady?" 


"I
did and I couldn't bring it with me."  She took the small vial,
starting the process to get the spirit out of her.  By the time she was
ready to push, the spirit was banished and Willow was panting and begging for
drugs.  The priest let the nurses in, nodding that they were done. 
"Sorry," Tara apologized.  "Is it too late for her to have
drugs?" 



"Much,"
a nurse assured her. 


"Okay,
then we'll call Xander," Ryan decided, using the room phone to do
that.  "It's me.  You knew she was possessed?"  He
shrugged.  "We'll figure that out later, Xander.  Can you talk
her back into her mind?  Too late for drugs.  Took too long getting
it out.  Um, Tara?" 


"Azrael."



"Azrael?" 
He snickered.  "Really?"  He looked at Tara, who nodded.
"Okay.  Here, have her."  He put the phone next to her
ear.  "Can you help, Tara?" 


"Of
course."  She moved to the other side, letting Willow have her
hand.  She watched her fall back into her mind.  "He's
good." 


"He
is.  He's putting her back into subspace," he told the nurses. 
"He's a Dom.  She's not but her friend is." 


"She
won't be feeling the pain," one nurse said, deciding practical was
best.  "Her OB is up the hall getting some coffee, let me get
him."  She went to brief him. He just nodded at the fact they had
done an exorcism in her room and she was down into subspace.  So
apparently he had an idea about this strange young woman and her highly
overprotective husband.  She followed him back, helping with the labor
when the baby wasn't being pushed hard enough.  "Tell him she needs
to push." 


"Xander,
make her push," Ryan called.  Willow started to push. 
"Good, thank you."  The baby wailed and he smiled, taking the
phone.  "He's out.  Can you bring her up?  If I can
convince her, Xander.  I said she could name him."  He gave
Willow a hard shove on the arm, waking her up.  "He's out." 


"I
missed it?" she demanded. 


"Not
hardly," Tara said, grinning at her.  "Azrael wasn't happy that
I came down." 


"He
never was when he used to come torment me in high school."  She sat
up, looking at her son.  "You're kinda nasty, son.  You need a
bath." 


"I'll
help with that later if I can," Ryan promised, giving her a kiss. 
"How do you feel?" 


"Not
a lot, thankfully."  She watched them measure and weigh her
son.  "He okay?" she called. 


"He's
just fine, Willow," her doctor soothed.  "Rest and talk to Tara
and Ryan." 


She
smiled at Tara.  "When did you get here?" 


"About
three hours ago. I came to do an exorcism," she teased, smiling at
her.  Willow gave her a look.  "What day is it,
Willow?"  She frowned and looked at Ryan's watch, gasping. 
"You were a bit possessed and scary." 


"That's
why Ethan gave her some blue stuff that made her normal for a few days,"
Ryan offered. 


"It
helped a lot," Tara assured him.  "Her powers being gone made it
a lot easier to get him out."  She kissed Willow on the
forehead.  "You will come see me soon," she ordered. 


"Of
course I will."  She smiled at her then at Ryan.  "I'm
sorry." 


"It's
okay, baby.  We're fine."  He kissed her for real. 
"We're good and it's okay."  She nodded, relaxing again. 
"Tara, can you tell them?"  She nodded, winking before she
disappeared.  He called Horatio first. "It's me.  He's
out.  He's fine, just nasty and gross."  He smiled. 
"She's fine too, Horatio.  Thanks.  Dogs?  Um.... 
Thank you," he said with a goofy grin.  "A few days
probably.  Sure, we'll bring her and him by on the way home.  Thank
you.  Thank Xander too."  He hung up and called his uncle. 
"It's Ryan.  I'm a dad."  He heard the shocked silence.
"He's perfectly healthy."  He hung up on the cackling. 
"My uncle's in a demented mood." 


"It
happens."  She stroked his cheek. "What did Xander do?" 


"Dropped
you into subspace," he said dryly, smirking at her.  "Because
you were really hard to get back to normal, dear." 


"Poopie,"
she muttered.   "I'm going to get gloated at." 


"He
wanted you to be fine, Willow.  That's why he came today when your parents
came up."  She gave him a horrified look.  "He kept them
from taking you at gunpoint." 


"Are
they alive?" 


"That's
not a fair question," he said firmly.  She pouted.  He
glared.  "It's not.  Xander is not like that.  No matter
what you've both had to do in the past."  She went pale and nodded at
that.  "But they're both in jail.  Horatio found out they were
going to sacrifice you to their cult that formed after you left
Sunnydale."  She shuddered. "Exactly.  So he saved
you.  He also wanted to know if you were naming him after Jesse." 


She
sniffled.  "I... I want to put the past behind me," she said,
looking at him. 


"Does
that include your friendship with him?"  She shook her head slowly,
looking confused.  "Because you've been a royal bitch to him
recently.  Even before this started," he said when she opened her
mouth.  She slumped and nodded.  "Apologizing good,
Willow." 


"I
don't understand him." 


"What's
to understand?  He's happy." 


"He's
gay!" 


"So?" 
He shrugged.  "He was probably bi back in Sunnydale but there wasn't
a good enough source of ass."  She blushed at that.  "Yeah,
time to be blunt.  You need to think about that stuff.  Before you
ruin your last true friendship the way you nearly ruined the one with
Tara." 


"Yes,
Ryan," she said weakly.  "Thank you for pointing out the road
signs of my stupidity." 


He
grinned, kissing her gently.  "It's what I do now and then.  The
same as you do for me.  Okay?"  She nodded and kissed him back.
"Good.  I'm going with the baby."  He bounced out behind
the bassinet. 


Her
doctor looked at her.  "Do you often get berated?" 


"Only
when I do things like throw away the friendship of the guy who saved my ass
more than a few times," she admitted.  "This is an ongoing mental
blindspot between me and my best friend. He's tired of refereeing.  He was
right, I do need to fix it.  Then I can go back to being a cute and cuddly
college student-slash-wife-slash-mother and we'll be good."  She
pushed the head of the bed up more.  "Is he really okay?" 


"He's
fine, Willow."  He stepped closer. "He's not abusing you?"
he asked gently. 


She
snorted.  "I'd kick his ass if he tried."  He smiled at
that.  "I can too.  Xander taught me how to fight." 


"Is
this the same friend who you're at odds with?"  She nodded. 
"Why, if I can ask?" 


"He
left after graduation and he changed.  He's gay and he's happy and he's a
dom and he's happy and giggly and people send him crap and then he pouts at his
lovers.  It's just....  Wrong.  Very wrong.  It's not
Xander." 


"Maybe
you didn't know him that well before?" he suggested.  "Or
perhaps getting out of the dangers you both faced let him finally find
himself?"  She pouted but slumped and nodded.  "What really
bothers you, Willow?  That he's happy or that he's gay?" 


"That
he's happy," she whispered, looking at him.  "I'm a bad
friend.  I know I am." 


"Then
the best thing is to talk to someone neutral."  He gave her a pat on
the leg.  "The nurses are going to clean you up and we'll get you
into the whirlpool later, all right?"  She nodded at that. 
"Good girl.  Think about who to talk to.  You don't need this
sort of stress on top of the new baby and college classes." 


"Yes,
Doctor Rich."  He smiled and walked out, going to make notes in her
chart about the talk they'd just had.  Before any of the nurses called a
social worker to talk to her about getting away from her husband.  She
looked at the phone and winced when no magic came out.  She grabbed it
instead, dialing a number.  "Buffy, I need to talk to your mom. 
Because she's good at talking to people who're being poopie heads.  I'm in
the hospital.  No, he's out.  Just came out about an hour ago. 
Because I realized I was mad at Xander for being happy.  No, they came. 
They're in jail.  Kidnaping me at gunpoint," she sighed. 
"He's down in the nursery fussing greatly," she offered with a
smile.  "Ooh, you missed it, they had to do an exorcism." 
She giggled.  "Tara.  She's back at home.  Giles taught her
and Xander how to do the demon teleporty thing.  Thanks.  Hi, Buffy's
mom.  I need smacked on the head with a rolled up newspaper.  He's
fine.  They're both fine.  Daddy's fussing over new baby.  About
an hour ago.  Then he pointed out I was destroying my relationship with
Xander.  Tired of refereeing really."  She sighed and nodded. 


"Basically. 
No, I'm mad that he's happy.  I'm so screwed up.  Though with my
parents that's kinda reasonable," she admitted.  She listened to the
words of wisdom and sighed, nodding.  "Thank you.  Yeah, anytime. 
I don't know.  I didn't plan on doing it yet.  I'm sure we can work
up a quick blessing and baptism.  Thank you.  I will let you both
know so you can come down.  That way Buffy can apologize for being mad at
Xander for being gay."  She smiled.  "Yup, she was. 
Of course he beat her with a soft, fuzzy thing.  It helped her. 
That's what Xander does.  Even if the new Xander is really odd and
weird.  Sure, miss you too, Joyce.  Watch out for that cult my
parents joined.  Ryan said Horatio told him that they formed out there
after I left.  Thank you.  Love and miss you guys. Tell Giles. 
Thanks."  She hung up and relaxed, thinking really about the good
advice to get her head out of her ass and realize that Xander was the one
person who had always protected her, loved her unconditionally, and always came
back when she needed him, until this time.  Even he had limits and she had
pushed *way* past them this time.  She sniffled, letting it out now. 
No one would say anything about a new mother crying.  Babies hurt when
they came out and she still had hormone problems. 


Horatio
came back Monday morning and found his desk absolutely clear.  Not even
the phone on it.  "Mr. Wolfe?" he called.  "Were you
in my office?" 


"No,"
he called from Trace.  "Eric was."  He came out. 
"Why did the Chief refuse to let me on paternity leave?" 


"I'm
not sure.  I'm going to check on that right now.  Coming?" 
He nodded, heading with him downtown.  They walked into the Chief's office
together.  "Is he in?" 


"He's
fighting with Mary out of Vice.  He canceled some honeymoon leave,"
the secretary admitted. 


"He
canceled my paternity leave," Ryan snorted.  "He's got another
thing coming, dear.  Like my foot up his ass." 


"Ryan,"
Horatio warned.  Ryan settled down.  "Since it's the same
complaint, we're going to support each other."  He tapped then walked
in, letting Ryan follow him.  "Mary." 


"Horatio. 
Did he do it to you?" 


"Me,"
Ryan admitted.  "My son just got born two days ago.  By the way,
Chief, unless you have a very good reason my wife's going to sue you. 
She's still hormonal and she's already talked to three different lawyers who've
assured her what you did to me was illegal and immoral." 


He
sighed.  "We are going to have a threat soon, lady and
gentlemen.  I need everyone on deck." 


"How
do we know this?" Ryan asked. 


He
looked at him.  "The same way I know your wife will handle it." 


"Ethan
gave her something so she can't." 


"She
still has Mr. Harris." 


"Except
that they're fighting because my wife's a shrew now and then to him," Ryan
said dryly.  "She's mad at him for being happy."  The Chief
gave him a horrified look.  "You know what, Xander can take my
spot.  How about that?" 


"That
might work better," he admitted.  "Mary, dear, I'll do what I
can but it'll be within the next few days." 


"Fuck
you, I'm going anyway," she told him.  "I don't care if you do
fire me, I'll sue your ass if you do."  She stomped off, slamming the
door behind her. 


"Chief,"
Horatio said gently.  "What precoged threat are we talking
about?" 


"Bombers."



Horatio
nodded once.  "You won't need Vice for that and I won't need
Ryan." 


"You
have a liability in Speedle." 


"Yes,
but I have others and Speed doesn't go into dangerous situations.  He's
exempt from raid situations due to PTSD issues he's seeing someone about. 
You signed that order yourself."  He took the held out paper, staring
at it.  Then he pulled out his phone. "Xander, dear."  He
smiled.  "Did Speed tell you?"  The Chief gave him a
horrified look. "Please.  What can you do to help us?"  He
nodded, taking a pen to make notes.  "That'll work.  Thank you,
baby.  I love you.  Be safe.  Of course, take Mahsa shopping,
dear.  She could use some new clothes."  He hung up and looked
at him.  "You had the date wrong.  They're coming next week, not
this week.  Also, they're going to be traveling into the city.  He's
already alerted the Feds that he knows.  Abby's not happy but she agreed
that the accuracy of the person who had the precog made it nearly
certain.  She put it out as a hint she heard in the mall."  The
Chief swallowed.  "So the Feds are into it.  Now, Mr. Wolfe is
going on paternity leave.  I'll handle my own department." 


"Speedle
has visions?" 


"He
was brought back by the Powers," Ryan said quietly.  "What do
you think?" 


"Poor
man," he sighed, shuddering and shaking his head.  "Where and
when?"  Horatio handed over the notes.  "Speedle is
where?" 


"With
his son being babied for his new headache."  Horatio gave him a
look.  "Alert SWAT that there's been rumors.  Set up roadblocks
for the three days before then.  Call them sobriety checkpoints.  Tis
the season after all," he said dryly.  His boss nodded. "Then
let us handle the rest." 


"Thank
you, Horatio." 


"Next
time, ask, sir."  He walked Ryan out.  "Go home, Mr.
Wolfe."  He ran for a cab.  Horatio smiled at him.  He made
a very fussy father.  Xander had to coat his son in dirt to make Ryan quit
trying to compulsively clean his bottom and mouth off.  It took them
nearly two hours to clean him up afterward but Ryan had gotten the point. 
He went back to his office, finding Eric putting things back.  "Why
did you steal it?" 


"I
didn't, someone else did then put it back, so I came up to check for bugs. Had
to remove two."  He grinned.  "Wolfe?" 


"Where
he should be, Eric.  Thank you.  Get me Frank and Yelina, plus the
others."  He nodded, going to do that.  They came in a few
minutes later. "Ladies and gentlemen.  Close the door,
Eric."  He did that.  "We have a threat coming to
Miami."  Frank groaned.  "Those who have...gifts have seen
them coming next week.  It will be a bombing crusade.  They will be
coming up from the Keys.  We think they took boats to there.  The
Chief will soon be announcing sobriety checks for the three days our
intelligence says they'll be moving during.  Two weeks from Tuesday we
will have our first bomb if they are not stopped.  Calleigh, Ryan is at
home, where he should be.  Xander has heard some things and has gotten
word back to Abby and his ATF client."  She nodded at that. 
"Expect incoming Feds.  Frank, Yelina, I need you to work some of
your contacts.  If they manage to slip around us, I want them found before
they get a good foothold.  They probably already have an advanced scout
setting up a place to stay.  I want them found if possible.  SWAT is
getting the same speech." 


"This
is why he canceled the leave," Eric said.  Horatio nodded. 
"Stupid."  He shook his head. "Speed is...?" 


"Having
a migraine from his vision," Frank admitted.  "He'll be back
this afternoon probably.  Yelina?" 


"I
have some people I can check.  Horatio, what about Raymond?" 


"Asking
the one would be a good idea."  Frank looked confused. 
"You didn't hear?"  He shook his head.  "My brother
was working for the Feds." 


"Charming! 
No wonder your son is one big ball of anger," he told Yelina, who nodded.
"I'm sorry, he okay?" 


"He
spends a lot of time with his uncle," she admitted.  "It makes
him feel better since Raymond and I are working things out.  That way I
can kill him with a clear conscience.   Is he staying over again
tonight, Horatio?"  He nodded.  "That's fine.  I'll
get a long bubble bath then.  How is Willow?" 


"Fine
and happy.  They did an exorcism while she was in labor.  It
helped." 


"Pregnant
women are scary but really," Eric joked.  Horatio looked at
him.  "Never mind.  I don't need to know." 


"Tara
has baby envy," Calleigh said with a grin for him.  "She wrote
me to check on Speed and Xander for her.  She's got very bad baby
envy." 


"They'll
be beautiful children," Horatio assured her.  "Eric, anything
from New York?" 


"Not
yet.  You could try calling Mac." 


"Last
time I got Stella.  That means she's got him kidnaped and tied up again to
make him see sense." 


He
could only nod at that statement.  "Okay.  Why?" 


Frank
snickered.  "Because she and Messer want in his pants badly,
Delko.  They've tied him up a few times to get him to listen to
reason."  He looked at Horatio.  "Your boy?" 


"If
it's necessary, the arsenal is at my disposal," he assured him
quietly.  That got nods.  "All right, briefing is done
with."  They left, going to call their contacts and see what they
could find out.  He called Mac.  "It's me.  Are you
untied?"  He smiled at his assertion he hadn't been tied the last
time, Stella had his phone because he was in the morgue in the MRI room. 
"That's fine.  I was wondering if there was anything new on the box
case.  That one, yes.  Because if they're down here we're about to
hit a major snag according to those who can tell ahead of time, Mac," he
said quietly.  "So I'd like to ship him up to you."  He
smiled, writing down two names.  "We'll see.  Thank
you."  He hung up and went to hand that to Eric.  "Here,
the last two suspects they have." 


He
nodded.  "I'll go after lunch.  Let me finish the primary
process on these."  Horatio nodded, heading back to his office. 
"Maybe I'll find out who put the bugs in his office too," he
muttered. 


***



Mac
hung up, putting his head down.  He hated the strange stuff that floated
around Xander.  He really did.  He looked up when he heard a coo,
staring at the child standing there.  "Where did you come from,
sweetheart?" he asked her.  She smiled and waved. 
"Hi."  He sat up slowly and she giggled.  "Would you
like a story?  Or I have a candy cane somewhere."  He found it,
finding a piece big enough that she couldn't choke on.  It lured her in
and she settled in his lap while he found a report he could read to her. 
She wasn't very old.  He hit the second speed dial button on the phone
then the speaker button.  "It's Taylor.  Do we have a missing
toddler?  Female, just about old enough to walk?"  He hung up,
flipping it open. "This is about Mary Cavanaugh," he said, smiling at
her.  She sucked on her candy and smiled back.  "She wasn't a
very nice woman but people generally liked her because she was a teacher. 
She taught first grade, where you'll be some day."  He poked her on
the stomach and she smiled.  An officer came jogging in.  "Found
her parents?"  He turned the page.  "It looks like Miss
Mary fell down her stairs but the nice neighbors who liked her helped her up
and to the hospital, that way the good doctors could take care of her." 


She
clapped.  "'Pital!" she crowed. 


"Have
you been to a hospital?" 


"Many
times," Flack said as he walked in.  "Speaking of Mistress Mary,
how did she die?" 


"Blunt
force trauma from the machine falling on her," Mac said sotto voice. 
He smiled at the baby.  "Do you know Don?"  She raised her
hands to him.  "That's a good girl.  Her parents?" 


"Mom
was just arrested for stabbing dad.  She walked off while we were doing
that."  He picked her up, earning a smile.  "Come on,
precious.  We'll go back to my desk.  I have cookies to go with that
candy cane.  Thanks, Mac." 


"Welcome." 
He grinned and waved.  "Bye, little one." 


"Say
bye, Hillary." 


"Bye!"
she said, waving back at him, then sucked on her candy cane again.  She
smiled at Stella when they ran into her.  "Bye." 


"Bye,"
she said, smiling and waving at her.  You just had to.  She was
adorable.  "Let's hope she finds someone good to take her in,"
she told Don. 


"I
can only hope," he agreed, heading back to his desk.  He found Tara
waiting.  "Hey."  He kissed her and then the baby did
too.  "She was wandering while we arrested her ma." 


"It
happens I guess," she admitted, taking the baby from him and sitting down. 
She smiled at her.  "You are a very special young woman, dear. 
You'll be a great woman when you grow up."  He kissed her on the top
of the head.  "Don?"  He sat down, smiling at her. 
"I want, Don." 


"What
do you want, baby?"  She looked at the baby then at him. 
"Are you sure?  I mean, we can be a foster family if you want." 


She
smiled.  "I'd love to, but I want ours first," she
whispered.  "Please?" 


"Whenever
you're ready," he promised.  "You know that."  She
smiled and nodded, taking his hand to hold.  The baby smiled at them
both.  He dug out a cookie, letting her have something for her free
hand.  "We'll talk when we get home," he promised.  She
smiled and nodded.  "You probably should wait three weeks to make
sure it's not Willow syndrome," he teased. 


"I
know.  I'm trying, but he's so sweet," she cooed.  "Ryan
finally got to go on paternity leave too.  They got it fixed." 


"Good! 
I like that they got that stuff straightened out."  He patted the
baby's hair down, looking at his boss.  "Hey.  They on their
way?" 


"Yup. 
She's a sweet girl." 


"Let's
hope she's got decent relatives," Don offered.  He looked at the baby
and Tara, then got up, going to ask her.   "Hey."  She
glared at him.  "You have anyone we should call about your daughter? 
Before the system eats her?" 


She
swallowed.  "My mom won't.  His mom will try but she's a bad
choice.  My sister's better even though she's a flake." 


"Give
me her name and number."  She took the pencil and paper, writing it
down for him.  Then she handed it back.  "Thanks.  My
wife's cuddling her.  She's having a cookie and a large piece of candy
cane."  That got a gentle smile.  "I'll call them myself if
I have to."  He walked back to his desk, finding the social worker
talking to Tara and his boss.  "Hey.  She has a sister she said
can take her in."  He handed over the name and address. 
"She called her a flake but said her mother wouldn't and her paternal
grandmother shouldn't.  She's a sweet and loving girl, very curious. 
She went to the CSI labs and went to bug Taylor for a story." 


"I'll
call her down to the office.  What sort of flake?" 


"Don't
know but she was praying hard.  So maybe it's a case of an alternate
religion.  If not, let us know?  We might be able to put her up for a
few days." 


"I'll
keep that in mind, Detective.  May I?" 


"That's
my girl, Tara," he offered, taking the baby to kiss.  "You be
good for your auntie and this one, okay?  If you are, I'll give you two
more cookies for later."  She beamed at that.  Tara got them out
of his desk, putting them in a napkin for the social worker.  He kissed
her on the cheek, letting Tara do the same.  "There you go,
precious." 


The
social worker smiled.  "She'll be fine.  There's a lot of very
good parents in the system, Detective." 


"Yeah
but she's sweeter than most.  She even got Taylor ta smile after he had a
groaning moment."  She nodded, walking the baby off.   He
looked at Tara.  "Wait until after the next round of pills wear
out," he whispered.  "If you still want, I'm there.  Or we
can plan it for spring break."  He pulled something out of his desk
and slid it over.  "Pick a hotel?" he suggested with a
grin.  She squealed and hugged him around the neck, making the others in
the room give him a smile.  "Vacation," he announced. 


"He
said he'd take me to Paris," she admitted with a bright grin.  She
went through the brochures while he finished his reports.  Then they went
to lunch.  It was a good, if a bit long, lunch. 


***



Xander
looked over when Willow and Ryan walked their son in, waving a hand but going
back to his book.  "Mahsa's in bed, guys." 


"We
came to see you."  Willow sat across from him.  "I wanted
to move on, Xander." 


Xander
looked at her.  "Moving on doesn't mean not honoring the past,
Willow.  It means that you don't dwell in it." 


"Naming
him after Jesse would have." 


"Whatever. 
Abby agreed we could put it in my son's name." 


"How
are you and the baby doing?" Ryan asked, patting him on the arm. 
Xander looked at him and he grinned.  "I tried." 


"I
know you did," he sighed.  "She's fine.  She's perfectly
healthy.  We went to get some booster shots today with Mom.  We came
home and made some popcorn to share and read together, then she went down for a
nap.  Mom too.  She's in the blue bedroom."  Ryan smiled at
that.  "Did you want the name of our doctor?" 


"No,
we're already going to him," Ryan assured him.  "He makes your
family happy so I figured he was more than good enough for mine." 
Xander grinned at that.  "Okay, we do have to ask some
questions." 


"Okay."



"Do
you think Horatio would sell the house to us?" 


"I
think he's waiting on that decision, making sure I'm not going to piss him off
beyond all reason.  You can ask him." 


"I
have, he was evasive," Ryan admitted.  "Okay, think he'd mind if
we painted?  Something nice and not too bright or loud?  Something
warm maybe?"  Xander shrugged.  He texted that to Horatio,
putting it as he was going to suggest it.  He got back a 'that would be
fine, tell them no blue and no greens.'  He showed it to Ryan, who
smiled.  "Thanks.  What do you do about the drooling?" 


"Of
course he's drooling.  He's still working on swallowing and pooping,
Ryan.  Speaking of..." 


"How
often does he do this?" Willow complained. 


Xander
looked at her.  "As often as he needs to.  He has no control to
hold it, like we do.  His rectal muscles have no strength and he's got no
control of his muscle reflexes.  Within a year it'll slow down to once a
day or so."  He heard the bad noise and looked at him. 
"Did that feel better, little prince?" 


"It's
the sixth time today," she complained.  She handed Ryan the baby so
he could change him.  "He likes it," she defended at Xander's
curious looks.   "He even cleans him better.  It sticks to
his tiny penis and I don't want to hurt him." 


He
looked at her.  "Have you been taking drugs?"  She glared.
"I ask because you're being kinda scatterbrained at the moment. 
Lacking sleep?" 


"He
never sleeps!" 


"He's
a baby, Willow.   Little Ian will *never* sleep for the next few
months.  That's why Eric's mother reminded you to buy food you could eat
with one hand."  She pouted.  He sighed and shook his
head.  "Want me to babysit for a few hours?"  She gave him
a begging look. "Fine."  He went to get the baby from
Ryan.  "She wants some time off," he offered. 


"I
wouldn't mind.  I'm about to drag her to her doctor to talk about
postpartum depression," he admitted quietly. 


"Not
needed.  If she's depressed she does nothing but bake brownies with
butterscotch chips."  He finished doing up the diaper and took Ian
from him.  "Hi, Ian.  Let's go play.  That way Mahsa gets
used to a baby in the house."  He brought him out, sitting down with
him.  "There we go.  You can hang out with the Unclie Xander
today, yes you can."  Willow beamed, kissed him on the cheek, and ran
for the car.  He looked at Ryan.  "Dinner?" 


"I'll
be back by dinner," he promised, smiling at him and heading out. 
They both needed a nap but Willow definitely needed a rest. 


Xander
looked at him.  "Don't worry, he'll come back for you.  They
didn't abandon you, Ian."  He texted Horatio to say he had Ian then
went to put him in with Mahsa, who cuddled up to his side and got
comfortable.  "Good girl, Mahsa."  He patted her, then Ian,
who cooed and settled in to nap.  He went back down the stairs, turning on
the baby monitor.  Ian snored, it was cute.  He went back to his
book, shaking his head when Aiden walked in.  "Willow and Ryan needed
a nap and a break from diapers." 


"Uh-huh. 
So he's where?" 


"In
with Mahsa, getting her used to babies." 


"Ah." 
She went to check on them, smiling at her daughter, who had such a confused
look on her face while she watched the baby.  "That's Ian." 


"Mine!"
she said firmly. 


"No,
he's Willow's.  He's going home soon."  She picked her up and
her duck since she reached for it.  Apparently she wasn't going to
share.  She brought her downstairs, letting her down so she could crawl
around.  "It safe?" 


"It
is," Xander called.  "The dogs are out in the yard
too."  He smiled at his daughter.  "Hey, baby." 
He kissed her then let her go play. 


Aiden
flopped down, looking at him.  "They not okay?" 


"Ryan's
fine.  He's worried about having a whiny Willow." 


"She's
a few days post birth.  She's allowed to be whiny and sore." 


"Yeah
but he's worried that she's going to get depressed and stuff."  Ian
sniffled so he waited.  He quit and they relaxed again. 
"Personally I think that she's her own worst enemy right now.  They
both said he never sleeps and Ryan's still cleaning him at a moment's
notice.  He's better now but Willow says she's scared of hurting his penis
while cleaning him." 


"That's
really hard to do," she pointed out.  "Is she twisting it?"



"I
think she's afraid of it.  Maybe I'll suggest to Ryan she get some more up
close and personal time with his." 


"That's
mean so close to birth.  Men don't understand how nasty women feel
afterward."  He gave her a look.  "Not that I know first
hand," she admitted dryly.  She swatted at him and Mahsa swatted at
her, scowling.  "He deserved it.  He's being mean to Auntie
Willow." 


"She
said she wanted to move forward," he said, mimicking her. 


"Some
people want to forget what made them who they are," she agreed. 
"It sucks, but it happens." 


He
nodded.  "You're right, it does.  Why in the hell was I friends
with her?  She's been like this for years.  Even you pointed out how
she was treating me back in high school.  It's like that only worse."



She
stroked his hand.  "She will finish growing up.  Ryan's not
going to let her be the spoiled princess she has been."  He nodded at
that.  "Did someone tell him about the daughter clause?" 


He
smirked. "Ethan did." 


"Oh,
wonderful.  I'm sure she was receptive." 


"She
was possessed." 


"Even
better."  She reached down to grab Mahsa, pulling her into her lap,
then moving the duck closer to Xander.  He picked it up and handed it to
her.  "Thanks.  She didn't want to share." 


"Yeah
but she's got to learn to share now and then.  Abby promised we could have
a lot of visitation.  If we lived closer together we'd get him nearly as
often as we get her."  She smiled at that, giving him another hand
pat.  Mahsa followed along, giving him a smile too.  "Thank you,
daughter.  That's very nice of you to pat the daddy."  She
beamed.  "You hungry?"  She babbled and patted the table. 
"I got some new mashed bananas stuff."  He got up to get it for
her, bringing it out with a spoon.  "Here we go."  He
popped open the jar too, making his mother smile at him.  "So,
they've been here.  Any word on Uncle Rory?" 


"No,
not yet that I've heard."  She took his phone and texted that to
Horatio.  They didn't get back an answer so apparently he was
busy.   She filled the spoon and let Mahsa dive down to suck on
it.  "There we go.  Do we like this?" Mahsa looked at
her.  She dug out some more.  "Was it good?  Want
more?"  Mahsa smiled and ate another bite for her, making her
happy.  "I guess she likes this one." 


"She's
liked most of their stuff," Xander admitted.  "I guess we found
her brand."  He went back to his reading. "I think she'll like
this one, Mommy." 


"Good. 
We need more books to make her as bright as you could have been if the teachers
had been any good."  He grinned at that.  Someone tapped on the
door.  "Who is it?" she called. 


Xander
got up to look.  "Hi, Officer Prestons.  We weren't even noisy
today." 


"You
weren't and no one's seen you in two days, the Sarge got worried." 


"Ah." 
He nodded.  "I'm with my daughter and babysitting for CSI Wolfe at
the moment."  He let him inside, letting him see Aiden feeding
her.  "We're waiting on my son to be born."   He went
back to his seat, listening to the speaker.  "He up?" 


"No,
he's still snoring. Just having puppy dreams."  Aiden fed Mahsa
another bite of food.  "What's wrong, Prestons?  Think I'm too
maternal?" 


"No,
ma'am.  She's a pretty girl." 


"Thanks,"
Xander said with a grin.  "I don't begrudge her mother having her
created, just how the sperm got to her."  He looked at him. 
"What's the other reason?" 


"Um,
we intercepted a message that IAB Stetler was holding back from your boy. 
Something about Abby, ransoms, and the baby?" 


"Excuse
me?" Aiden asked. 


"We
overheard it, ma'am.  We're not real sure.  He's not telling anyone
anything about it since he confiscated it." 


"Thank
you," Xander said quietly.   "I will be handling
that."  That got a nod and Prestons left.  He texted that to
Horatio then called Gibbs.  "It's Xander.  Is Abby in
trouble?  Because the IAB twat was overheard withholding a message about
her and ransoms, Gibbs.  Gibbs, if you need a ransom, you call me. 
You know that.  Not like I don't have it to burn, man.  Now, is she
in trouble?"  He nodded once.  "I'll be up there
tonight.  Oh, yes, I will be.  Because I can get information you
can't."  He hung up and looked at her.  "Mom....." 


"I
heard.   Go."  He nodded, going down to the bunker to get a
few guns, then to make reservations on a private, chartered flight.  He
came up and went up to their room, going to get dressed in something better
than what he was wearing.   He came down in hunting clothes, carrying
a bag.  "Remember to keep them unloaded for the flight," she
called after him.  She went back to feeding Mahsa her mashed
bananas.  "We'll be okay," she promised, smiling at her. 
"So will Daddy.  Daddy plans battles very well and the stupid bastard
who took Auntie Abby is going to pay dearly.  Then maybe she and your
little brother can come down to play.  Won't that be good?" 
Mahsa opened her mouth so she shoveled in more food.  "Sure, we can
do that too.  Then we'll talk about baby brothers and sharing." 
She tasted a bite, it wasn't too bad as babyfood went. 


***



Xander
called someone on the flight up.  "It's Harris," he said
quietly.  "Yeah, I just heard.  Because there's an IAB officer
who was keeping that information from me and Horatio.  Yup, him.  If
you can, you can.  Have they made a ransom demand?  Because I have
money to piss on, Fornell.  Have they?  You know what, have them call
me directly.  Not Gibbs, me.  Yeah, I'm on my cell.  It's
shielded in this plane.  Private flight.  Thanks."  He hung
up and waited.  His phone rang and he looked at the number.  It had a
text code.  "Yes?" he answered.  He listened to the
demands.  "Fine. I need twenty-four hours. I want to talk to Abby
first and I want your promise not to harm her or my son.  Yes, I'm quite
sure it's my son.  Put her on or I will destroy you.  Baby, I'm that
powerful and I've got friends.  Now, put my baby's momma on or else no
money and destruction down to the soul level will occur within
seconds."  She was put on.  "Are you all right?" he
asked.  "No, I just now got told.  Stetler was holding it away
from us.  You okay?"  He smiled.  "Abby, what did I do
best back in Sunnydale?" he asked gently.  "Trust in
me."  He smiled when the guy came back, not a very nice smile either.



"Okay,
now I want your promise.  Because if something happens to her before then
I will kill you anyway.  Twenty-four hours.  Because it'll take
another three to get there and the local banks will be closed by then. 
That means I'll have to get it in the morning.  I just took off from
Miami.  Hey, blame that on Stetler down in IAB.  He didn't tell us
and he took the message so no one else could either.  Yeah, that
guy."  He raised an eyebrow. "Twenty-four hours.  She's
given at least the humane basics.  Bathroom, water, food, medical if she's
ill.  Because she's due in three weeks, man.  That's kinda necessary
and I doubt you want to deliver the baby yourself.  Exactly.  Hey, if
she does and you do protect her and get her to help, then I'll gladly pay you
anyway.  Agreed, that much, twenty-four from now.  Call me tonight
with a drop location.  Thank you."  He hung up and waited. 
Ten minutes later he called Santiago.  "I'm in your neck of the woods
in an hour.  I'm not coming for a visit.  Someone took Abby. 
This is just a head's up," he reported then he hung up.  Then he
settled in to make plans.  He knew this guy somehow.  He knew the guy
knew Horatio, knew Stetler.  He had described him, kind of, during the
call.  He was in the PD down there or in the lab itself.  He sent
that note back to Horatio's cellphone then settled in to rest his mind. 


It
was going to be a long day. 


But,
hey, violence at night was his speciality.  So was surviving the
impossible and saving others. 


***



Horatio
looked at his phone, frowning.  He got up, going to find Frank. 
"Where's Rick?" 


"Hopefully
licking his balls somewhere far from us.  Why?" 


"Because
apparently someone's been withholding information from me today.  Abby was
taken last night and no one told us on his orders."  Frank hissed and
winced.  "Seen him, Frank?" 


"No,
and I want to be far, far away when you find him, so let me go to lunch and
take Yelina with me."  He got up and went to find her, taking her to
a nice, simple crab place down by the water.  It might be out of the blast
radius. 


Horatio
walked up to the head IAB office.  It wasn't that far away.  He
tapped then walked in like normal.  "Is he in?" 


"Stetler?"



"No,
if I see him I'm killing him," he said pleasantly.  "Norm."



"He's
in a meeting with Stetler." 


"Thank
you."  He pulled out his cuffs, heading into the office. 
"There you are, Rick," he said happily.  "Stand up
please."  Stetler gave him an amused look.  So he hit him, then
hauled him up. "Thank you.  You are under arrest for the charge of
obstruction of justice and resisting arrest.  You have the right to remain
silent.  Anything you say can and will be used against you in a court of
law.  You have the right to an attorney.  If you cannot afford one,
one will be appointed for you.   Do you understand these
rights?"  Rick made squeaky noises.  "I'll take that as a
yes."  He walked him off, clearly past every single cop he
could.  Then he shoved him into an interrogation room, blatantly locking
the door. "Rick, you decided to withhold a crucial, life threatening
message from myself, my staff, everyone who knows me, and my lover.  That
message could save Abby's life.  Now, if she's killed, I will be counting
you as an accessory to her murder because it is clear to me that you had some
help in it.  I will also be digging to see if you are an accomplice or
not."  Someone pounded on the door.  "I'm busy," he
noted coldly.  "You have one chance to make it so I don't throw you
in gen pop and announce that you're a child raping police officer." 
He moved closer.  "Who has her?" 


"All
I did was decide it would interfere with the running of your lab!" he
sneered. 


"Not
good enough, Rick.  Pity."  He stared down at him, seeing the
look of hatred.  "You've now endangered the life of a very nice
woman, a federal agent by the way, and her unborn son, which is more than
viable at this moment.  That means you can be charged with both their
homicides in this state.  Or in the Federal government thanks to some new
laws being signed presently.  I will make sure you go to the chair if
she's hurt." 


"You
can't...." 


"I
can, Rick, and by the way, time's up.   Oh well.  Xander's
already on his way up there."  The man growled and lunged at him so
he tripped him in the approved method and put him down, standing on his chest,
putting enough direct pressure on his ribs that he was in screaming agony,
hence the noises he was making at the moment.  The people outside couldn't
hear them through the glass. This room didn't have an observation chamber
either.  It was a design flaw.  All the people watching saw was him
doing things by the book.   He looked outside and pointed at an
officer, then at Stetler, mouthing 'booking forms'.  The officer nodded
and went running.  He pressed then got off him, leaving him moaning. 
"It's a shame your jealousy of me being the better officer ruined a fine
career, but to endanger Abby's life like that?  Hmm.  I pity you when
Gibbs finds you."  He unlocked the door, taking the slips, which were
partially filled out. 


"Thank
you."  He slammed the door again, finishing them.  He signed
them, making them official, then he showed them to Rick, making him go
pale.  "This is going to make my year," he vowed, grabbing him
by the cuffs and opening the door again so he could drag him past the cops
waiting around and down to booking.  Rick's boss got in the way so he held
up the slip.  "He decided to withhold information on a
kidnaping.  The kidnaping of the mother of Xander's second child. 
Who is a federal agent in NCIS.  Under Gibbs."  The man's eyes
went wide.  "If she dies, he'll be getting two homicide charges as
well."  He walked him on, taking him down to booking. 
"Here, have this piece of shit before I kill him," he noted quietly,
handing over the forms.  "Put him in gen pop.  Let someone
announce that he's trying to hurt kids.  Because he is." 


"You
won't get away with this," Rick sneered. 


"Don't
make me hit you again, Rick.  You won't like it."  The booking
sergeant came out. "The cuffs stay on.  He is to be considered
dangerous and a flight risk.  I know for certain he's got hidden
accounts.  Yelina's son found them." 


"Yes,
Lieutenant."  He walked Stetler back to fingerprint and take his
photo.  Horatio watched the whole process, looking very smug.  The
booking sergeant looked at the IAB officer, shaking his head.  "You
have the life expectancy of a gnat.  Next time, don't betray the
badge."  He finished him up and put him into a holding cell. 
That way they could get him to an arraignment as quickly as possible.  He
called the courthouse personally.  "We have a dirty cop in
holding," he said quietly.  "Stetler.  IAB.  Thank
you.  Caine did.  He's so livid he's cold.  Please, before the
building has to be rebuilt again."  He hung up and came out. 
"Transport is coming now, Lieutenant." 


"Good,
I'll follow it.  I want to be there for this whole process."  He
went back to his office, finding his boss in there pacing.  He sat down
long enough to type up the report, proofread it once, then printed and signed
it, attaching it to a copy of the booking sheet.  Then he handed it
over.  "I'm going to cheer on the prosecutor and wait for Xander to
call.  Anything else I can do today for the department, sir?" 


"He
did what?" 


"It's
in there."  He walked off, going to follow the transport in. 
They were going to push him through quickly so he'd have a long time in jail to
think.  He ran into Yelina against his hummer.  "I know you
heard." 


"I
did.  I had to get away from Frank.  Why?  Abby's a sweet
girl." 


"He's
jealous.  He's been trying to poison people against Xander as well." 
He slid in and revved the engine before closing the door and backing out of his
parking spot.  The ride was a happy one.  He even turned on the
radio.  He would worry about Abby in a little while.  Gibbs had it
well in hand and if he didn't, Xander did. 


***



Xander
walked into NCIS late that evening.  "Is Gibbs still in?" he
asked.  The guards nodded.  "He's expecting me, I'm the father
of Abby's son.  Also I've got two weapons on me and my permit in my
wallet." 


"I'll
need those, sir."  Xander handed them over, going through the metal
detector.  They were handed back.  "Thank you for being
honest." 


"Oh,
I'm going to kill whoever has her."  The guard looked stunned. 
"No one told you someone kidnaped Abby last night either?  Wow, I
thought that was a Miami problem."  He shrugged and got onto the
elevator, heading up to the floor Abby told him to go to long ago.  He
walked off and handed Tony his camera.  "Upload those.  That's where
she's being held.  A frontal assault won't work with that structure, the
doors are welded shut."  He looked at Gibbs. "He's expecting the
money drop tomorrow, he did vow to me on his soul that she would be well taken
care of tonight.  Because he knows I can do it.  He knows us
somehow.  He's been to Miami, he knew Stetler was withholding the note
when I mentioned I had just left Miami, and he knew my habits.  He asked
about Mahsa's pretty new pink dress we bought her three days ago." 
Gibbs nodded once.  "Before you say a *word* I'm going.  I'm as
well trained as McGee at the very least.   There's also the fact that
I planned graduation," he finished quietly.  "Now, you have
pictures, including of her.  She's fussing at him greatly to annoy
him.  She saw me but he didn't.  Sneaking around staking vampires has
a great benefit for sneaking around to find hiding spots and what's going on
inside them." 


"How
did you get in?" Tony asked. 


"Sewer
drain.  No one ever checks those or skylights."  He looked at
Gibbs again.  "You couldn't call *directly*?" 


"I
didn't want this situation." 


"Well,
you have it.  And either I'm going with you or I'm going without
you.  Take your pick, man."  He turned to look at Tony and
McGee, both of whom looked stunned.  "Yay, I'm trained.  Not
like Buffy plans.  Or Giles."  He came over to look at the
photos Tony had uploaded. "Okay, here's a small door but it'll
creak.  It's rusted shut.  The main doors are welded shut. 
There's this window here.  There's another sliding door in the back but
it's also rusty and the track's caked with dirt, nearly solid.  There's a
skylight, there's the sewer access, or we can wait until the drop and get
her." 


Tony
nodded.  "Thanks, Xander."  He looked at him. 
"You're kinda scary." 


"Just
wait.  You never got to see me hunt."  He looked at Gibbs
again.  "Do you want to risk getting her tonight or wait for
tomorrow?" 


"I'd
rather go tonight.  She's had some practice contractions." 


Xander
nodded once.  "Okay, how would you like to do it?" 


"How
did you get in?"  He came over to look at the pictures. 
"That's one very old metal building." 


"Sheet
metal too," Xander offered.  "Not the best quality.  Like
the stuff they use on carports.  Pretty thin.  Some places were
bending in the wind.  I came in through the sewer.  There's an access
hatch about half a mile up," he said, drawing a map.  "It's one
of the worker accesses instead of trying to get in through a nearby manhole and
getting lost.  It's got a map on the wall so I followed it.  Only got
lost once."  He pointed at the interior shots.  "The access
comes up in that corner by the second sliding door.  It's in shadows,
there's no cover, but if he's looking it'll be a pain to get up.  We could
gas but not with Abby nearby.  So we could draw him that way to the noise
and get him.  Or we could make him paranoid and want to give her
up."  He looked at him.  "Random bangs, howls, noises to
cover us getting a door open.  I would suggest the other door since any
light in that shadow will be seen and the door's bright green in the right
light.  He had a coleman lantern and an oil lamp for light.  The
potty was a toilet without running water but he did have some jugs of water to
flush and drink with.  He's not fully survival trained but apparently he
can camp." 


"How
survival trained are you?" McGee asked. 


Xander
looked at him.  "Enough.  I survived Sunnydale and my parents,
McGee.  I survived sleeping outside on Christmas Eve in Sunnydale every
year for a lot of years.  I'm not to the level of fanatic but I'm good
enough with the proper supplies." 


"Okay. 
Better than me.  I have problems starting a campfire without
matches." 


"It
depends on what types of rocks you can find," Tony noted, staring at
Xander.  "You can't go.  It's against regulations." 


"Then
I can knock you out and go without you," he said with a bright grin. 
"Your choice, Tony.  Really."  Gibbs grabbed his shoulder
and he did a nice hip toss.  "Don't do that.  Mahsa's been
sleeping on it and I'm pinching a nerve now and then.  Pain makes me
cranky."  He looked down then helped him up.  "Now, how
would you like to go in?" 


"Can
you lure him out?" Tony asked.  He wanted to forestall the screaming
match those two would have until *after* he had cleared the building. 
He'd even be nice and warn others so they could clear the building too. 
Having Ducky die would be a shame. 


"Yeah,
I can lure him out.  He didn't want that much."  He
shrugged.  "I have it on me."  He pulled out the three
bundles of cash.  "I had it before I left Miami.  I took out
more just in case.  The question is, would he be paranoid enough to come
out then?" 


"Yes,"
Gibbs admitted.  "Without hurting Abby."  He sent a message
to that text id, telling him they'd have the money in two hours.  They'd
text a spot to meet them.  To bring Abby.  He got back a smiley face. 
"He can't even type in messages.  He spelled in net speak." 


"Even
I can spell better than that," Xander said dryly.  "There or
here, Gibbs?" 


"There. 
Just up the street and out of hearing." 


Xander
nodded, flipping pictures by stealing Tony's mouse.  "Then I would
suggest here.  Open, not too crowded, but nothing that should impede
arrest.  The noise of the traffic will cover the noise of us breaking in
if it has to.  It closes at eleven.  It's eight now." 


"We
can do that.  Sit an agent there with us," Tony offered, calling Ziva
back from her dinner break.  "It's me, come back now.  We have
news."  He hung up, looking at Gibbs.  "Who goes in to get
her?" 


"He's
got to be there to drop the money," Gibbs noted. 


"Which
I'm fine with.  Give me a backup agent."  Gibbs and Tony both
snickered.  "Guys, has it escaped your attention that I was one of
the main hunters in Sunnydale?  At least three nights a week for three
years?  Plus regular issues of world-endage?"  They all gave him
horrified looks.  "I *am* a combat veteran and nothing gets away from
me.  I'm an end game, doorstop fighter.  Really."  Gibbs
nodded once.  "The same as I like weapons.   Now, who's my
backup?" 


"You'll
get Ziva.  She's all pounce."  Gibbs was already making plans to
break the cocky attitude later on and he knew both his male agents could see
that.  DiNozzo almost looked amused at something, hopefully at the way the
kid was acting. 


"That's
fine."  He texted that same number the address and the time. 
"I set it for ten sharp.  To come have coffee with me."  He
grabbed the money, putting it into the manilla envelope Tony gave him. 
"Thank you too."   Ziva came off the elevator looking
stunned to see him.  "Get your shit and let's go, Ziva.  You're
coming with me.  They're going in on the rescue."  She looked
at  Gibbs, who nodded.  "Think I should change to make a better
impression?" 


"No,"
Tony offered. "You can do rumpled and worried.  It's natural. 
Won't make him think you're there to eat him." 


"I
know things that can do that."  Ziva gave him a funny look so he
broke into Hebrew.  "I grew up on Boca del Inferno," he told
her.  "I hunted with the slayer for three years.  I was her
planning person."  Ziva went pale.  "You're backing me up
while they go in to rescue her," he said in English.  She nodded,
grabbing her gun.  "And I'm driving.  I've heard about
yours."  He took her down to the parking garage, getting into his
rental car.  "Envelope?" 


"Tony
handed it to me."  She handed it back and he nodded, putting it in
his lap before he started the engine and backed out, then drove a bit
fast.  He missed his ferarri.  "You drive like Gibbs," she
complained. 


"I
miss the ferarri my grandfather got for me," he admitted.  "I
have something safe and reliable but it's in the garage and I need more reasons
to take it out."  He glanced over, then back at the road. 
"Can't put a baby seat in a two-seater with the husband riding." 


"Baby?"



"Mahsa?"
he prompted.  "Abby's been bragging for weeks." 


"I
thought that was her niece." 


"No,
Mahsa's my daughter out of the first kidnapers.  She's a beautiful ten
months old and she's a very happy baby most of the time."  He found
his way back to the coffee shop, parking and getting out, checking the
address.  He got some coffee and sat down, envelope under one of his
thighs.  His guns were unsnapped when he saw the guy wandering his way
looking around.  He took another drink, giving him a look over the
rim.  The guy sat down across from him.  "How do you know
me?" 


"I've
seen you around, Mr. Harris." 


"Hmm. 
I figured out you've been in Miami and you've got someone inside the PD that's
giving you information.  Can I know who?" 


"No."



"Pity. 
Horatio's going to be pissed that I didn't find out." 


"He
had his fun earlier with Stetler," he sneered.  "My
money?"  Xander put the envelope on the table, letting him have
it.  "Nice big bills.  Non sequential.  ATM?" 
Xander nodded, finishing his coffee.   "It's been a pleasure
doing business with you, Mr. Harris." 


"Abby?"



"Is
safe.  I'll drop her off at an ER in about forty minutes.  She can
call from there, that way you can make sure your son is fine."  He
sneered at him. "Why did you need a son anyway?" 


"Because
someone drugged us and used us." 


"Pity
you couldn't do that with a real woman." 


Xander
stood up and grabbed him by the throat, pulling him closer.  "Abby's
closer than you'll ever be after I cut that small, meaningless dick off you and
then cut in a vaginal opening," he growled.  He squeezed, making the
man gasp for air.  "What's wrong?  Did you want to be the one
knocked up instead?  Did you want to be the one who got serviced? 
Maybe you think I'll put you in my straps and work you over out of
gratitude?"   He started to turn blue so he eased up for a
moment then squeezed again, adjusting his grip.  The man went blue
immediately.  "That's a good shade on you.  Fortunately I did
learn the essences of breath play, even though I don't play with it.  I'll
make an exception for you."  The man batted weakly at his hand. 
Ziva came over to get him.  "Oh, give me a few more," he cooed,
petting him before knocking him down. 


"You
broke my jaw," the guy mumbled, holding it.  "You hurt me!"



"No
shit, Sherlock."  He moved around the table and kicked him, making
him scream in pain.  "That's for kidnaping the mother of my
child."  He got him in the nuts since he was rolling around. 
"That's for pissing me off.  Not to mention pissing Horatio
off."  He turned and walked off.  "Going to get my girl
now.  Thank you.  Ziva?" 


She
got the man cuffed and called Gibbs to see if she should get him an ambulance
or take him back to the office and someone there could look him over.  She
hauled him up and to the car.  "Feel very lucky he's relented and
letting you live, pussbag."  He mumbled something.  "I know
what I meant!"  She hotwired the car and took off, driving her
best... for her in a bad mood. 


Xander
went to get himself another coffee and one for Gibbs.  Abby always said to
bring him a gift of coffee if you had to deal with him.  He probably
needed one to keep himself from being yelled at.  Not that he wouldn't
tune him out if he did. 


***



Tony
looked around the inside of the warehouse, then nodded it was clear. 
"Abby?" he called. 


"Bathroom!"



He
headed for the only door in the place, it had to be that one.  Humans were
funny that way.  He tapped then opened it, finding her handcuffed to the
toilet.  "He decided you went too much?" 


"Not
my fault he sits on my bladder," she complained.  He came in to look
at the cuffs.  "They're not standard cop issue.  You'll have to
remove the pipe if Ziva isn't here."  Xander walked in behind them,
handing Gibbs a coffee, then moved her gently off to the side.  Then he
gave it one good kick.  The sink fell, pipes and all.  They got her
off them and standing, then he gave her a body-crushing hug.  "Awww,
it's all right.  He wasn't that scary.  He thought you were tainting
Horatio but he's not that scary or that mean."  She patted him on the
back, making him pull back to grin at her.  "That's my good shopping
buddy."  He grinned brighter.  "Where is he?" 


"Ziva
hotwired my rental car to take him back to the station.  You, young lady,
need someone to make sure you're okay." 


"I'm
fine." 


"And
we're going to make sure of that," he promised, walking her off. 
"Your only choice is the nice sirens of the ambulance ride or not." 


"Ducky
can do that," Tony said, following behind them.  He wanted to be far,
far away when Gibbs started to yell at the boy. 


Gibbs
looked at the coffee, sniffing it.  "Hmm."  He tasted it
and nodded.  "Even got it right.  Abby must've told him. 
Pity it won't save him."  He walked off, McGee following behind him
shaking his head.  "Ducky can do that," he told the boy. 


"I
didn't know he was an OB." 


"He
does most of the minor medical for the group," McGee offered. 
"Everything up to Tony's plague and gunshot wounds." 


"I
thought I was doctor phobic," he said dryly, looking at her. 
"If that's what you really want." 


"I'm
fine, Xander.  Just hungry." 


"He
didn't feed you!" he demanded. 


"Oatmeal." 
The growl made her step back into Tony.  "It's okay, I like
oatmeal.  You can't hurt him.  He's in custody." 


"Bet
me.  I'll pull a Willow," he snorted.  "He hurt you!" 


"I'm
fine.  Really."  She pulled him closer to hug him again. 
"See, I'm fine and little Jesse is kicking up a storm in
there."  He laid a hand on her stomach but it had been very warmth
inducing that he had wanted to check on her first instead of the baby.  He
liked her!  She smiled and stroked his cheek. "We're both
okay."  He moved his hand and hugged her again.  "That's my
good boy.  Now, where's Horatio?" 


He
gave her a confused look.  "Miami, where else would he be?" 


"He
let you out alone?" Tony asked.  Caine had seemed so much more
overprotective before. 


"He
had his own problems to deal with.  Stetler wouldn't let anyone tell him
about her being kidnaped under penalty of losing their badges.  I found
that out when I was on the flight up."  They all shuddered. 
"Frank texted me and said that the station's still standing and Horatio
was so pissed he couldn't even yell.  So he's calming down."  He
looked at Abby.  "Are you sure?  I make a very fussy best friend
and the position is open at the moment." 


"What
did she do this time?" she sighed, leading him to the car.  There
wasn't enough room so she ended up in Xander's lap.  
"Xander?" 


"Lots
of little stuff.  Like saving her life wasn't a good reason to be
friends.  I think Joyce told her to pull her head out of her ass
too."  She smiled at him when he wrapped the seatbelt around both of
them and she snuggled in to be held.  "You're fully sure? I mean,
there's like three hospitals on the way and Ziva's probably having fun with him
since I got to hit him." 


"No,
Ducky's fine.  If he says so I'll go and you can go with me." 
He nodded, giving her a cuddle.  She smiled at McGee, who grinned
back.  "Nice move with the coffee," she whispered in his
ear.  He grinned at her, then went back to cuddling her.  "Too
bad I couldn't get that one thing through airport security." 


"One
in my bag," he offered with a kiss to the cheek. 


"Do
you do this to Horatio when he gets sick?" Tony asked. 


"He
doesn't get sick," Xander pouted.  "I'm losing my fussing
touch.  I like to fuss.   Whoever she ends up with will be
fussed over too."  He stared at him until he got the point and looked
away again.  She swatted him.  "They will.  Especially if
you get majorly sick or move closer to Miami." 


"She's
staying in NCIS, kid," Gibbs ordered. 


"So? 
There's an office closer to us.  Your whole team can move and I'd fuss
over all of you.  Alexx would be proud of me.  She said I fussed over
Daddy nearly as well as she did when he had to skid his bike.  Even
Stepmom was amazed at my fussing skills." 


"The
next time DiNozzo gets really sick we'll send him down to you so he takes all
his medical leave," Gibbs offered dryly, taking a corner a bit
sharply.  He was still going to chew the kid a new one back at the
office.  He got them back there and Xander carried Abby to the
morgue.   He was in high fuss mode and even Gibbs had to smile at
that move.  Ducky gave him an odd look.  "He's fussing over
her." 


"I
can see that.  I'm surprised she's not in the Emergency Room." 


"He
tried really hard to talk her into it," Tony assured him, pulling Xander
off Abby so Ducky could get in there.  Ducky smiled at him then got to
work checking her over.  He smiled at her and she hugged him. 
"She good?" 


"Just
fine.  A bit peckish perhaps but good.  Nothing's harmed her or the
baby, Xander." 


"More
concerned about her," he pouted, giving her another hug.  "Okay,
now let's go beat the guy again." 


"You
can't beat him once he's in custody," Tony assured him.  "No
matter how much we want to, we can't either." 


"Have
you seen him yet, Ducky?" Gibbs asked.  "Xander said he hit
him." 


"Oh,
yes.  Broke his jaw on the left side.   I also got him an ice
pack for his testicles.  They were a bit swollen and in pain." 


"Shoot,
I didn't kick him hard enough if they're back down already," Xander
complained. She stroked through his hair.  "I'm fine.  I promise
I'm fine."  He whispered in her ear, getting a giggle and her walking
off with him.  "I brought her a present." 


"Of
course he did," Gibbs agreed, shaking his head.  "The kids has
balls of iron." 


"Constant
combat can do that to one.   I'm guessing he's suppressing the
hunting and battle instincts in Miami, boss," Tony offered.  Gibbs
looked at him.  "Not like he'll go hunting most vampires and Caine
would never let him do it alone.  I don't see Caine being one to dress up
and go out to hunt vampires either."  Gibbs just nodded at that,
heading up to interrogation.  He found the director watching him. 
"He had Abby." 


"I
heard."  She looked at him. "Did Ziva hit him?" 


"No. 
Harris hit him." 


"Who?"



"The
father of Abby's son.  He came up with the ransom and found where she was
being held."  He walked out and walked into the interrogation room,
finding Ziva in there.  "He say anything yet?" 


"A
lot of mumbles about how candy canes should be straight or something. 
It's very hard to understand him with his broken jaw.  How's Abby?" 


"Fine. 
Xander brought her a present."  She smiled at that. 
"They're in the bullpen somewhere with DiNozzo trailing them.  Go
help."  She nodded, going to do that.  He sat down across from
him.  "So, you wanted Caine?"  The man gave him a heated
look.   "Usually the people who want to steal him from Xander
give him things, they don't take the mother of his future child.  You're
probably very lucky he couldn't get up here himself."  The man
moaned, putting his head down.  "Sit up!" he snapped.  The
man sat up.  "Thank you.  Now, you did this why?" he
demanded.  The man started to mumble.  "Try louder and
clearer.  I know you can."  He glared at him.  The man
mumbled louder and tried for clearer.  "Open."  He did
that, wincing.  "Hmm.  He broke teeth too.  Bit your 
tongue too.  Pity."  He slapped down a pad of paper and a
pen.  "Write it out."  The man sighed but went to
writing.  "That's not what I asked."  The guy glared and
went back to writing what he wanted, handing it over to him. 
"Uh-huh.  Your accomplices in Miami?  We already heard about
Stetler."  The man shook his head.  "He'll be going down
for it anyway, even if he wasn't formally inducted into the conspiracy.  I
want their names.  Otherwise I let the kid have you."  He stared
at him and slid the paper and pen back.  "Now."  Someone
knocked.  "Busy!" 


"I
believe he's ours," Fornell said as he walked in.  Gibbs glared at
him.  "He stole a federal agent." 


"It
crosses state lines too," Xander said from behind him.  "But you
can have him after Gibbs has had his fun, DD Fornell.  He stole
Abby."  He walked around him and looked at him.  "Who's
your playmate down in Miami?" he asked calmly, a bit quietly, but his full
glare was on him.  The man wilted.  "Posture!" he
snapped.  The man sat up straight.  He moved around to hiss in his
ear. "I will know or I will tell your cellmate how to act in my
stead," he hissed.  "I will make sure you pay for hurting what's
mine.  Am I clear?"  The guy nodded.  "I want their
names.  All of them.  Every damn last one and every other bad thing
you've ever done in your lifetime.  Or else Gibbs is the least of your
worries.  Remember where I grew up," he finished.  The man
whimpered and began writing.  "Just because you don't believe doesn't
mean they're not real," he promised, one hand on the back of his
neck.  Not putting pressure, just reminding him he was there and going to
hurt him.  He finished writing five names and looked at him. "Is that
all of them?"  He nodded.  "So Stetler was just
fortuitous?"  He nodded again.  "Thank you.  Gibbs,
Horatio would like those names." 


"Of
course.  I'll fax them down to him with a report on your stupidity and
arrogance, Xander." 


Xander
grinned.  "It's not arrogance if it's true, Gibbs."  He
looked at Fornell.  Then down at his victim, then back at him. 
"I'll let you torture him for me.  I'm sure you know some very neat
toys."  The man shuddered and slumped.  "What did I
say?" he asked in that same deceptively calm and quiet voice.  The
man sat upright again, holding his nuts.  "Good idea," he
growled.  The man got up and went to hide behind Fornell. 
"Awww.  Good boy!  You deserve ear scratches for that. 
I'll let your future cellmate know you need them."  He looked at
Gibbs.  "Abby and her present are both in the lab.  It's still a
very thin bag."  He smiled at Fornell, walking around him, watching
the guy scoot around Fornell to keep him between them.  "Awww, good
boy!  Two nights of ear scratches.  By the time you're done you'll
like your roomie nearly as much as I like mine."  The man swallowed
and clutched at Fornell.  He walked off smiling. 


"Get
off," Fornell ordered.  "Sit down!"  The man slumped
and slunk back over there, looking like a kicked puppy.  "You know, I
never saw that one as scary before." 


"I
have.  Now I'm seeing how scary he can be.  He's also fussing over
her.  Sat her in his lap in the car, all that."  Fornell
smirked.  "I know, it's cute and she deserves it, but still." 
He glared at the guy, making him slump down.  "What did I say!"
he snapped.  He sat up straight again.  "Thank you," he
growled.  The man whimpered. 


"Let
me, Jethro.  Do we know who he is?" 


"I
didn't frisk him and Ziva didn't mention it." 


"Hmm." 
He came over to frisk him, finding his ID case. 
"Interesting."  He held it up, getting a snort of
pleasure.  "Pity."  He put the shiny badge down on the
table and pulled the guy up, watching how he was still cupping his nuts. 
"What happened to him anyway?" 


"Before
Ziva could arrest him, Xander apparently broke his jaw and some teeth, he bit
his tongue during it or while she drove him back, and Xander also apparently
got him in the balls." 


"Good
for him.  I can think of some people who'd like a shot.  She wears
the scary shoes too."  He walked him off, taking custody of their
prisoner.  He'd come back for the statement once he was locked in the car
since it was cold outside.  The car would be nice and chilly.  Just
the thing to bring down his swelling.  He came back into the elevator and
looked around, sniffing.  "What the hell is that stink?" 
He got out, deciding he could get it faxed instead.   He didn't want
to stink that way.  He'd never get it out of his suit. 


Tony
looked up when the air conditioning unit suddenly started.  It was barely
sixty in the building.  That meant there was a heavy chemical stink and
someone had turned it on.  Then he realized what Abby had wanted to test
and see.  He moaned and got up, going to find a gas mask.  He handed
one to McGee.  He was mean but not that mean.  He handed one to Gibbs
too.  "It'll stink soon," he told him, going back to his
reports.  He looked around.  "His bag's gone too, boss." 


Gibbs
put on the mask in the elevator, going to the lab.  "What are you doing!"
he demanded as he walked in. 


"Playing
with the super stench bomb, Gibbs.  Even Miami's thinking about using
them," she said from behind hers.  "I put it into a glass box
and withdrew a sample. This is only from the sample."  He moaned,
glaring at her.  "By the way, Xander's gone.  He said I could
come cuddle up with him tonight if I didn't get pounced by whoever was
worried.  He thought someone might be," she said, going back to work.



"I
was, but this is mean, Abby." 


"It's
the hormones, Gibbs.  I want to be a mean and bad girl suddenly.  Or
maybe it's where Xander turns girls bad so he can have them."  She
smiled at the director, who didn't have a gas mask, only a cloth over her mouth
and nose.  "Xander created it.  It's being tested in Miami for
use by SWAT and other teams for extraction purposes."  She got back
to work.  "I want to know how he makes it.  He said he makes it
in the sink.  Then again, I can't cook as badly as Xander does.  I'm
not that poisonous." 


Gibbs
shook his head, pulling her away from there.  "It can't be good for
you.  Neutralize the sample." 


"That's
what I'm trying to figure out.  He said rotten lemons."  She
shrugged and beamed behind her mask, going back to it. 


"Who
sent us this present?" the director demanded, only having caught half of
it. 


"Xander's
the baby's father," she said, turning to look at her boss.  "He
makes these stink bombs.  They came in handy back in his former
town.  He offered them to Miami Rapid Response for their use in
extractions.  He offered them to us too so I'm testing one,
Director.  Sorry about the stink.  It's from the small
sample."  She held up the beaker.  "The rest is in a glass
box."  She pointed at it.  "It apparently takes a few
minutes to get fully ripe."  The director stomped off.  She shrugged
and got back to work. 


"No,
Abby, that's mean to the rest of us," he complained, pouring it down the
sink.  He drug her off, letting the guy in hazmat gear take the box. 
"It's a new stink bomb for extraction purposes."  They nodded,
going to gather that.  Someone else would want that too.  He drug her
outside, meeting with the rest of his team and Ducky.  He took off the
mask, huffing the fresh air.  "It even got through the mask. 
I'm impressed." 


"Me
too," Tony said.  "How do I get it off me?" 


"He
said rotten lemons worked best, then a tomato juice scrub after that.  He
used to use that to make vampires leave their hiding spots.  They have
more sensitive senses of smell." 


"That's
just cruel," Tony decided, walking off before he gagged.  "Boss,
I'll start calling around to see who has some rotten lemons for you. 
Because you stink."  He pulled out his phone, calling someone.
"Cynthia, I know you work in a farmer's market, we need rotten lemons to
take the stench off us after something went up in the lab.  No, he said
rotten ones then tomato juice.  Just past good might be okay.  I
don't know.  He said that then tomato juice.  Please.  I'm at
NCIS.  There's five of us who need it really badly and one's
pregnant.  She was testing it.  A new assault tool," he
admitted, shaking his head.  "It's so bad it got through a gas
mask," he admitted.  "Please?"  He smiled. 
"Thanks, dear.  Miss you."  He hung up and looked at them
again.  "I'm going to stay over here before I get sick but one of my
exes works in produce so she's bringing some that're past the point of being
sold.  I told her there was five of us.  Where's Ziva, boss?" 


"I
don't know," he admitted, looking at the building.  He called her.
"Where are you?"  He nodded.  "That works.  Thank
you."  He hung up.  "She's with the director and Mr.
Palmer.  They're on the other side of the building.  Ducky apparently
left right before she opened it." 


McGee
texted the cure to Palmer then looked over as a pickup pulled up. 
"Please let that be her.  I stink and I wasn't anywhere near the
lab."  He walked off, gagging from the stink clinging to Abby and his
boss.  "Please let this work." 


"Rub
the pulp directly on your skin, Probie," Tony instructed.  "This
is also how you take bad dead body scents from your body.  Only you use
good lemons then.  Thank you, Cynthia, how much do I owe you?" 


"They're
free, Tony.  I don't want to know what you got into."  She
handed him the rest of the boxes and drove off holding her breath. 


"Boss,
come get a box!" he called.  He went back to rubbing it into his
skin, then his hair.  His face was last and he was very careful not to get
any in his eyes or nose.  Then he opened a container of tomato juice,
starting with his hands.  He sniffed.  "Worked on most of it,
boss," he reported, getting away from the stink coming closer.  McGee
moved too.  Just in case it clung to them.  "Abby, where is the
little freak?" 


"He
said he thought someone who loved me and wanted me would be pouncing me tonight
or else I was more than welcome to come curl up with him while he made a dirty
phone call back to Horatio and Greg, then I could have cuddles." 


Tony
looked at her and sighed.  "Wanna watch a movie with me
instead?  That way I can warp little Jesse back toward being a normal
boy?" 


"She's
going to need a shower anyway, we all will," Gibbs admitted.  "I
have crappy water pressure." 


"My
building has okay," McGee offered. 


"Mine's
a fantastic water saving showerhead that's adjustable.  A bit phallic but
at the highest setting I can blow marble off the shower wall."  They
all smiled at him.  "Probie?" 


"I'll
head home, Tony.  Um, boss, your car?" 


"Cab,"
he and Tony said in unison. 


"No
way is this stink getting near my car," Tony assured him.  "If
it does, I'm going to make Harris clean it with a toothbrush.  Every
single inch." 


Gibbs
nodded.  "We'll have to keep him from flying out tomorrow so we can
have a discussion with him." 


"Ooh,
and find out how he makes those," Abby offered.  "Tony, can I
borrow your shower too?" 


"Of
course."  He smiled and pointed at the box Gibbs held. 
"Get some of the cans of juice too.  We'll leave the rest for the
director." 


"She
was in there without a mask," Abby offered.  She grabbed another
box.  "There, that should be enough for the three of us." 
McGee took some of hers and a few more, then two cans of the juice.  She
put a few extra cans of juice into the bare spots.  "Cab?" 


Tony
called one.  "We need a cab at NCIS and warn the driver we've just
had a body call, we're going to unstink right now.  Yeah, non-cloth seats,
man.  Thanks."  He hung up, then he texted the director's
phone.  By the time she made it around the building they were headed off
and McGee was left to point at the lemons and juice then flee. 


Sheppard
looked at the boxes of lemons.  "Why?" 


Mr.
Palmer looked.  "Lemon juice is what we use when we've had a really
smelly body, Director," he offered.  "I'm guessing there's
something in the past-due lemons that helps it more.  The tomato juice
usually works to take skunk stink out and the text said to use it after the
lemons.  You want to mash the pulp and juice into your skin and hair, then
scrub."  He took his own.  He didn't stink that much.  Ziva
got hers and a can of juice too.  "I've got some at home," he
said at her curious look, smiling.  "I have a glass each morning and
I don't smell that much."  They carefully stayed away from the
director, letting her have the last few boxes of lemons and the containers of
juice.  She'd need them.  She had gotten exposed in the lab then the
hazmat guy had bumped into her, splashing some more of the liquid on her. 
They fled, leaving her to shower wherever she wanted.  Not like they
wanted to watch. 


***



Xander
walked in the next morning.  "Not armed this time," he quipped.
The guard from last night smirked at him.  "What?" 


"That
stinky thing, sir?" 


"That's
my super stink bomb, it works very well.  Miami's testing it too." 


"Definitely
cleared this building," the guard noted, getting him through the metal
detector.  This time it beeped.  "Hmm.  Piercing?" 


"Yes
and I can't take it out." 


"Welded?"
he joked. 


"Behind
my penis.  I can't get to it well enough.  It's my version of an
engagement ring and I switched out last night.  It has a magnetic
close." 


"Ah." 
He handwanded him, finding that was the only beep so he let him through. 
"Gibbs is at his desk.  Took us four hours to get the air cleaned on
their floor." 


"Wow,
good ventilation system," he joked, grinning at him.  "Think
about it for SWAT." 


"I'd
run and beg to be arrested if they'd clean it off me."  Xander got
onto the elevator once he had his visitor's pass, going up there.  He
shook his head.  "He's in so deep when Gibbs bites him." 


Xander
came off the elevator and found Tony watching for him.  He shrugged. 
"She wanted to test one, guys."  He walked over, presenting
himself in front of Gibbs.  "You needed to see me bad enough you put
in a warrant to question me so I can't fly home?" 


"Do
you know how dangerous and stupid that was!" he snapped. 


Xander
looked at him.  "Yes but I know how necessary it was too.  You
guys don't have access to the same network I do." 


"How
did you find out where she was being held?" Tony asked. 


"I
asked a few of the local demons."   He shrugged and looked at
Gibbs again.  "I only found out an hour after I got here,
Gibbs.  I figured doing a lone wolf rescue would've given you a bigger
headache when I stole her back to Miami with me."  He stared him
down.  "You trust other specialists in their areas.  That's
mine." 


Gibbs
snorted, shaking his head.  "Not going to cut it, kid.  You
butted in on a federal investigation.  I can and should charge you with
obstructing justice." 


"I
didn't.  I helped and I turned over information.  Therefore no road
blocking done by me," he said patiently, staring at him.   He
leaned down.  "I could have easily taken him out while I was in there
taking pictures.  Next time I'll know to do that so you don't get your
panties in a twist.  Okay?"  He stood up again then walked
off.  "Heading home, guys.  Tell Abby I want an email if she
wants more of those and just generally as well, plus I'll be up for the birth
if she doesn't come down." 


Tony
looked at Gibbs.  "You'd never let me get away with that." 


"I'm
not letting him get away with it either.  Fornell is waiting on him."



Tony
shook his head.  "Can't see as that's going to make a dent either,
boss."  He got up and handed over a CD.  "The information
file Abby has on him."  Gibbs ran it, reading through the notes and
the journal entries.  His eyebrow went up a few times.  Then he
smirked once.  Then he stared and paged back up to go over a section
again.  "Graduation?"  Gibbs nodded.  "It looked
well planned.  Low body count.  Necessary."  He
shrugged.  "So maybe he's got the skills." 


"He'd
never make it in the service," he muttered, looking over the plans. 
"It is a good plan."  He nodded, continuing on.  Then he
looked at him.  "Watching me read?" 


"Wondering
if we can make her less fussy."  He shifted on his feet.  He
knew he was interested in Abby, the same way Tony himself was.  It was
pretty clear and he also knew these things tended to get in the way of a happy
working relationship.  He sighed.  "Never mind." 


Gibbs
looked at him.  "Don't worry about it, DiNozzo.  I'll
cede." 


"You
sure?" 


"I
am.  I'm much too old for that," he said quietly. 


McGee
cleared his throat.  "I just got an email from Xander.  He said,
and I quote, you're a stupid ass, Gibbs, she wants you both."  He
printed it off and handed it over.  "He also said to make her happy
or else you'd be seeing him in a totally new and even more scary
way."  Then he fled. 


Tony
got down to look for bugs, finding it under his desk.  He held it up,
shaking his head.  "He's probably got one in the lab too." 


"Probably." 
He leaned back, looking at his senior agent.  He was cute.  "How
do you feel about that?" 


"Never
thought about it, boss." 


"Never?"



Tony
slowly shook his head.  "Not really.  Never had a reason
to."  He looked at him.  "Anything tiny I might've harbored
got a large dose of reality a long time ago.  I'd be killed for it." 


"Maybe
not." 


"Maybe."



"We'll
see." 


"If
that's what you want."  Gibbs shrugged.  "Then we'll
see."  He sat down, getting back to work before the strange thoughts
started to invade his mind.  "Boss, make it stop," he begged
finally.  "I'm starting to go stranger than Xander is." 
Gibbs got up and smacked him hard on the head.  "Ow.  But
thanks."  He rubbed the sore spot and got back to his report on last
night.  "Kate would've screamed for days about her ruined
clothes," he noted finally, looking around to see that he was
alone.   "She would've laughed her ass off about this too,"
he muttered as he typed.  Abby came up and stood in front of him, making
him look at her. "That's a cute dress.  Not your usual." 


"It
got delivered."  She turned so he could see the black gauzy dress
with the empire waist and the velvet trim around the curved, plunging
neckline.  "Do we like this?" 


"I
do and it looks comfortable." 


"It
is very comfortable."  She smiled and kissed him on the
forehead.  "You give good cuddles," she whispered. "Can I
have more?" 


"Anytime
you want," he promised, smiling at her.  She beamed and skipped back
to her lab.  She looked like some odd mixture of little girl and full
grown woman in that dress and her pigtails but it was a beautiful dress. 
It suited her present figure very well, and probably her later figure too he
realized.  She could wear it after the birth.  It wouldn't ride up in
the front but it'd still be beautiful on her.  He'd have to break in on
Xander's spoiling.  He looked around before logging onto the internet and
finding a site he had been looking at for her birthday present.  He found
what he wanted, considering it for a few minutes.  It'd go well with that
dress.  He ordered it for her and then logged off and got back to his
report.  He had to get this done before Gibbs barked for it.  He
wondered if Fornell was done with Xander yet but he was probably already on his
way to the airport.  He did write an email to Caine, then decided to send
his report instead.  He smiled at his boss when he came back. 
"Did you see Abby's new dress?" 


"I
did.  She pounced me.  It looks good on her.  He's got good
taste." 


"Well,
he did shop with girls, boss," he said dryly.  "I sent Caine my
report."  He finished his conclusion and checked it over before
sending it to him.  "First draft." 


"Thank
you, DiNozzo."  He closed out the other file and got to work reading
it.  "Hmm, including the stink bomb," he said. 
"Thanks." 


"Welcome. 
I figure someone wanted an explanation of that stench.  The director
okay?" 


"No. 
She's not in today.  She's probably still smelly."   Or
crying, one of the two.  He sent her an email, getting a phone call
back.  "Gibbs."  He listened.  "One got sent to
your home?"   He nodded at that.  "Any idea why? 
Oh, the original one they wouldn't let her bring on the plane.  That's
reasonable.  I guess.   Okay," he said, hanging up and
bursting out laughing.  "He sent one to her with the address of the
airport and a letter stating it was the one they had confiscated off
Abby.  That she had given them her address to return it to." 


Tony
shook his head.  "Better her than me, boss.  Even if that's a
mean thought I'll go to hell for, better her than me." 


Gibbs
smirked at him.  "True."  He shook his head and sent that
to Caine as well.  He had to know what sort of problem his boy had. 
He needed to keep a firmer hand on his leash. 


***



Xander
stepped off the plane, smiling at the stewardess.  "Thank you, you
were a great help."  He tipped her then walked into the terminal,
finding Horatio with his sunglasses on.  "Hi."  He moved
closer and looked around before smiling.  "I drove." 


"You're
going to be paddled," he said quietly, staring down at him. 


"But..."



Horatio
took off his sunglasses, looking at him.  "Xander."  He
pouted.   "Xander." 


"She
needed me!  I'm the one who could get the ransom money!  Besides,
they didn't know where she was!  So I helped!  Even if I did give her
a stink bomb to try out." 


"Car,
Xander." 


"I
drove." 


"I
know."  Xander sighed, heading for the parking area.  He watched
him walk.  He wasn't limping.  He wasn't sore.  "Did you
get hurt?" 


"I
hurt my hand punching the guy when I broke his jaw." 


"Not
what I meant." 


"No,
I'm fine.  It was a bait situation."  He gave him a look over
his shoulder.  "I found her, gave over information, we planned it
together to lure him away to accept the money while they went in to get
her.  Then I joined them and fussed her to distraction."  He
grinned.  "I was a good boy." 


"You
mouthed off to Gibbs." 


"I
stated my credentials." 


Horatio
have him an unhappy hum and pointed at the car.  "Now,
Xander."  Xander handed him the keys, getting a smirk. 
"Won't save you." 


"You
always drive when it's us."  He put his bag into the trunk and got in
when Horatio held the door.  Horatio closed the trunk on his way around to
get in, starting the car and backing out.  "Do we still have
Ian?" 


"No. 
He's at home.  She's rested and less fussy.  He's feeling better as
well.  Thank you for babysitting until the situation arose." 


"Did
you get the names of his accomplices?" 


"Late
last night and I had a lot of fun with them as well," he promised as he
pulled out of the parking garage.  Xander had apparently prepaid in this
lot.  He pointed the car towards home and headed that way.  "You
are still in trouble for going on that.  You are not an officer or an
agent." 


"I'm
just as trained as some of his guys!" he defended. 


"I
do not care, Xander.  You are not an officer or an agent.  I'm going
to put my foot down before Greg or I get hurt and you try to go in with the
strike team."  Xander growled.  He glanced at him. 
"Calm down." 


"No
one touches what's mine, Horatio." 


"Xander,
we're not married." 


Xander
looked at him, then pinched him on the arm.  "You're still mine,
Horatio, and nothing takes what's mine.  Ever again.  You're
mine.  Unless you walk away from me you're staying mine.  No one's
taking you from me or else I will react." 


"You're
sounding a bit scary," he noted. 


"Good!"



"Calm
down." 


"NO!"



"Now,"
he growled back.  Xander snorted, looking out the window.  Horatio
found a nice, deserted area and pulled in, looking at Xander, shifting to look
at him.  "Xander.  Look at me."  Xander turned to face
him.  "There are people who are skilled at that.  You can let
them handle it.  You can wait for me if something happens."  He
got another snort and a look.  "Our SWAT teams won't let you go if
there's that sort of situation." 


"Horatio,
baby, have we considered the thought they won't stop me?" 


Horatio
frowned.  "They will, Xander.  They've had to stop worried and
fussy lovers before, usually by arresting them for trying to help.  Even
ones who're cops.  Or agents in one case last year.  They will not let
you go in on an assault if there's one.  They will protect me, the same as
Gibbs and DiNozzo will protect her.  You could have handed over the
information and left it there." 


"I
could have taken him out when I got the information considering I went to scout
the building and got inside to take pictures, but I handed over the information
instead of dragging him back by his balls while carrying her." 


"Which
is a good step," Horatio assured him.  Now he knew why Speed had
warned him Xander was going to be possessive.  When you had lost or had
most everything taken away,  you tended to hold on to everything
else.  "I'm not going to be hurt if you let the officers help
us." 


"You
can be." 


"I
won't be," he said more firmly, staring at him.  "Am I
clear?"  Xander scowled.  "No, Xander.  Leave that to
the professionals.   You scared the hell out of Aiden when she found
your vest in the closet."  Xander slumped at that, nodding. 
"Good, then you know that's stupid since you yelled at me about
that." 


"I'm
just as trained...." 


"People
aren't demons, Xander.  They don't have the same impulses or
responses.  In those situations I want someone who's very experienced in
what humans will do if something goes wrong."  Xander sighed and
nodded.  "I know it's a bad feeling to wait.  I know it's a
horrible thing to wait.  I know it drives you up the wall, but there are
others who will rescue me for you." 


Xander
hung his head.  "But you're mine.  That's my job." 


"No,
it's their job.  Your job is to make sure I'm all right afterward and to
take care of me."  Xander looked at him.  "It is.  The
same as it's my job to do that for you.  Now, are you hurt?"  He
held up his hand, letting Horatio look it over.  "Just bruised I think,"
he said, giving it a gentle squeeze.  "I want you to talk to Mac,
Xander." 


"I
keep bothering him, he's not my big brother and he's tired of me,
Horatio." 


"He's
not." 


"He
sighed the last time he heard my name." 


"This
isn't the usual problems, Xander.  He's not tired of you.  I promise
he's not."  If he was Mac could be a man and tell him to handle it
himself.  Or tell Speed that.  "Please?"  Xander
nodded.  "Good boy."  He kissed him on the temple. 
"Now, we're going home." 


"Why? 
Did they fire you?" he demanded, sitting up straighter. 
"Because if they did I'm going to destroy the fucking
department!"  Horatio put a hand over his mouth, giving him a
look.  "I will!" 


"I
am suspended because I did hit him before arresting him.  I have a whole
week off without pay at the moment."  Xander scowled.  "That
is proper procedure and it's keeping me out of the problems that could occur
since I did have to help six officers into jail cells last night.  Now, is
she okay?"  He removed his hand. 


"Ducky
said she's fine and she didn't want to go to the ER or anywhere else." 


"I
would've preferred her going to someone who dealt with more live people than
dead," he admitted, "but if she's comfortable with him that's
fine."  Xander slumped.  "I know, you tried very
hard.  I've seen you fuss over Speed and Aiden."  He stroked his
cheek.  "Do you understand why I should have gray hair at the
moment?"  Xander nodded, looking at him, looking very pitiful. 
"Not that I mind being yours, Xander, but there are times when you can't
personally go on the rescue.  You have to trust others to bring back
what's yours.  They will.  Almost always."  Xander nodded,
leaning against him.  "That's my boy.  Thank you."  He
kissed him on the head.  "Thank you, Xander." 


"Welcome
but it still sucks ass." 


"It
can but that can be fun.  You can devise whole new fussing
strategies." 


Xander
looked up at him.  "Does that mean I'm going to get fussed
over?" 


Horatio
looked at him.  "I'm still deciding that."  He made Xander
sit up to look at him.  "Remember the next time you have to do
something stupidly heroic that there's more than just me who wants you to come
home.  There's Mahsa and Jesse, Abby, Speed, Aiden, all of us want you to
come back." 


"But
Willow." 


"She's
having some deeper thoughts, Xander.  I promise she's not that
shallow." 


"She
was back in high school.  She did the same thing then.  I was only
good for snacks and helping her with stuff, at least until she decided we
should be kissing.  Then I got blamed." 


"Maybe
you should work on that.  I know you were more than that.  So does
Greg.  So did Speed and Aiden, even back then."  Xander
nodded.  "Speed wouldn't have taken you in if he didn't think you
were more than a gopher.  He's not that nice most of the time." 
Xander smiled a bit, nodding faster this time.  "So, if she's like
that, Ryan can smack some sense into her.  Hopefully." 


"I'd
like Oz to," he admitted, looking at him.  "Have Oz and Ryan
talk." 


"They
have a few times," he assured him. "It helped him a lot.  The
same as your journal could."  Xander closed down at that. 
"I know Speed had you work on one." 


"Yeah
but not that I'm going to show anyone." 


"Not
even me?"  Xander shook his head.  "Why not?" 


"Because
I don't want you to see that side of me, Horatio.  I'm not like that
anymore." 


Horatio
kissed him. "I know that.  It doesn't mean I don't want to
know."  He stroked his cheek, smiling at him.  "I want to
know." 


"But
I told you." 


"You
did, and I remember all of it," he promised, getting a small grin and a
shy look.  "That doesn't mean I don't want to know what you didn't
tell me.  Especially your thoughts." 


Someone
tapped on the window.  "Sir?" 


Horatio
lowered the window.  "Yes, officer?" 


The
officer frowned, looking at him.  "Do I know you?"  Horatio
pulled out his ID.  "Oh!  Talking with your son?" 


"Fiancee,"
Horatio said dryly. 


"Having
a fight?"  Xander nodded.  "What did you do?" he
asked. 


"I
went to help rescue the mother of our son.  She was kidnaped." 


"She's
also a federal agent so there were a lot of very protective people who sent me
their reports, Xander." 


Xander
shrugged.  "I knew where she was and they didn't.  Like I said,
I could have just brought her back." 


The
officer nodded, looking at Horatio.  "I hope we never run into that
situation with you, Lieutenant.  Have a good discussion, sir." 
He walked off, going back to his car to report that it was a pair of lovers
having a fight.  Dispatch asked who so he called on his cellphone so that
wasn't broadcast over the airwaves.  He doubted his guys needed to know
that about his lover. 


"Xander,"
Horatio warned. 


"I
could have." 


"That
would've been more dangerous since you weren't wearing a vest," Horatio
said grimly.  "It would have gotten you spanked by Gibbs and then by
me.  Am I clear?"  Xander pouted but nodded. 


***



Speed
answered his phone.  "Speedle."  He listened, then nodded.
"Yeah, he's like that.  Thanks for the head's up.  No, he
probably would've went to rescue her himself if they had let him.  Yeah, good
progress.  Thanks for the warning."  He hung up and put his head
down, shaking it.  "I love my son," he reminded himself. 
"I love my son.  I love my son.  I love my son." 


"Why
do you love your son this time?" Eric asked. 


"He
went to save Abby.  Got the information, butted in on the rescue and
planning, mouthed off to Gibbs, let Abby play with a stink bomb." 


"Eww
but at least he knows what he's doing." 


Speed
looked at him.  "They're agents.  Xander's not," he said
patiently.  "He could have been killed.  My son is not an action
hero and he needs to learn this." 


"I'm
sure H can encourage the right thought processes," he said dryly. 
"Or can't you use positive reinforcement on Calleigh?"  He
walked off smirking. 


"Not
a bad idea."  He texted that to Horatio, then got back to work before
thinking about the possibility of losing his son to drive himself insane. 


***



Horatio
got them home and upstairs to their room.  He got them into a shower,
checking Xander thoroughly while he washed him.  He didn't have a scratch
on him that wasn't his poor hand.  He left him in there, going to get some
things from the dungeon.  By the time he came back Xander was drying off
so he set things up and walked back in there.  He kissed Xander, making
him smile and dive in again.  He walked him backward, getting him out to
the bed, then down.  While they kissed he hitched the cuffs, pulling back
to look at him.   "You trust me?"  Xander hesitated
but nodded slowly.  "Thank you."  He moved back to kissing
him.  He slowly moved down to his throat, nibbling on it.  He left a
bruise but he didn't care and Xander only hissed.  He licked the spot,
looking up at him.  "Trust me," he whispered, moving further
back.  He was going to drive Xander insane like he had when they had first
gotten together.  Nips to the sensitive areas.  Bites to the better
ones.  Torturing his nipples until Xander begged him to move on. 
Lapping them until he could only moan.  Sucking until the chest under him
wiggled and made pleading noises.  He moved down to play and tease his
stomach.  "What did I ask?" he said. 


"T..t..tru..trust
you." 


"And
do you?" he asked before nipping a spot that Greg had found on Xander's
side.  Xander yelped and arched up into his mouth. 
"Xander?"  He sucked on the spot, pausing to drag his teeth over
it.  "Xander?"  He nodded frantically.  "Enough
to trust others to help me?"  Xander nodded, whimpering, still trying
to get him to do more.  "Good boy."  He moved back to tease
his cock, just a finger touching it for now.   He checked his
ring.  "What happened to the other one?" 


"Had
to change.  Stone fell.  Couldn't get it back on.  This one's
magnetic," he panted. 


Horatio
teased the new ring, because he knew Xander hadn't had one of those
before.  Xander started to huff and pant and arch up, spreading his
thighs.  "That's very pretty," he soothed, going back to
stroking his cock with a finger.  Xander whimpered.  "What did I
ask?" 


"Trust
you," he said more quickly.  "Please, Horatio?  Please
don't tease?  I don't tease you!" 


"You
do.  Every single day, Xander."  He moved down to lick across
the head of the hard, dripping cock.  "What was the lesson?" 


"Trust
you."  He arched his hips up.  "Horatio!" 


Horatio
smiled and went to play.  He liked to do things that Xander didn't usually
let him.  He lapped over his cock, then moved back to play with his
ring.  Xander screamed and squealed, going rigid, but Horatio had control
of his balls.  He clamped on the ball harness/restricter, then moved back
to taste him.  Xander made a whimpering noise so he flipped him over,
checking the cuffs.  They had enough give and Xander's hands were now
above his head.  He wasn't able to do anything with them.  He went
back to his playing, lapping across the crease of his ass.  He slowly
moved in, circling around the hole until Xander was struggling.  He
stroked his cock.  "You're mine, Xander, and you agreed to trust
me."  He went back to it, stabbing in suddenly, tasting him, tonguing
him, kissing his hole like he would be him soon.  Xander was making pleading
noises again so he played, he loved to play.  Greg let him play and Xander
did enjoy it.  "You like it, Xander." 


"Horatio,"
he panted.  "Please!" 


"When
I'm done." 


"Please,
baby, please let me come?" 


"When
I'm done," he said more firmly.  He went back to his treat, one
finger teasing the ring Xander wore.  He was keening and straining. 
His whole back and sides were pink and he was panting.  He heard his
breath hitch, saw him wobble, and let him come, soothing his back until Xander
started to breathe normally again. "I did not want to make you pass
out," he offered in his ear.  Then he rehitched the restricter and
got back to his playing.   Xander was still making pleading noises so
he played all he wanted.  It was good.  Xander was just as good at
taking it as Greg was.  He was going to drive Xander to the same state
Greg got to for him.  "Fall for me, Xander," he whispered.
"Go like Greg does for me."  Xander shook his head. 
"You trust me, I love you," he soothed, coming up to play with his
fingers for now.  "You know you want to."  Xander shook his
head again. 


"You
can.  I know you can.  I want you to be mindless for me.  You're
mine.  Remember that.  The same as I'm yours, you're
mine."  Xander whimpered.  "It doesn't make you a weaker
dom, Xander, but I'm the alpha in our bedroom."  Xander let out
another small whimper.  "Let it go.  You're mine, Xander. 
You trust and love me.  Let me have the control this time."  He
went back to playing, making Xander go down for him.  Xander finally gave
him what he wanted and let go of all his control, letting him experience it
without trying to help.  All he could do was moan, beg, and whimper. 
Horatio smiled, finishing up with his ass, moving back to his ring.  He
saw Xander start to huff and pant for breath again so he eased off, moving to
play with his cock instead.  Xander made a pained noise. 
"You're still mine, Xander.   Now, what was your lesson
today?" 


"T..trust."



"Good
boy."  He soothed him, finding the oil.  He slicked his fingers
up, sliding them into his hole. He was still fairly tight.  Horatio's
tongue was playing with the ring again and Xander was back to turning
pink.  He eased off.  Xander still wasn't breathing so he reached up
to turn his head.  "Breathe for me, Xander.  Catch your breath. 
It only gets better from here."  Xander continued to pant so he
kissed him, interrupting it.  "Breathe," he ordered, staring
into his eyes.  "Breathe," he ordered.  Xander panted,
staring at him.  "No, deep breath."  He slid into the
tight, wet heat.  Xander creeled and reached for him but his hands were
still bound. Horatio stretched out across his back, starting slow, steady,
creeping in and out of his body.  Xander started to push back harder so he
smirked at him. "Do you need claimed?"  He slammed in suddenly
and Xander panted, arching his back so Horatio could do more.  "Fine,
if that's what you want."  He gave him a hard ride, sliding out and
slamming back in, getting into the groove of claiming his boy.  He
understood the 'mate' thing Xander had with him.  He wanted it so
bad.  He wanted him to acknowledge that.  "My mate," he
said in his ear.  "Now!" 


"Yours,"
he begged.  "Your mate.  Yours."   Horatio
smirked.  He made a huffing/growling noise, pushing back.  "My
mate!  Now!" 


"Yours,"
Horatio promised in his ear.  "All yours," he panted, speeding
up.  He slammed in harder and faster, growling about it when Xander
cackled.  He bit him on the shoulder, making Xander scream, but it was
good.  He tasted good.  He slammed in one last time and came, releasing
Xander's balls so he could come and Horatio could thrust through the tremors
his ass had around him.  Xander finally flopped onto his stomach. 
Horatio turned his mate's head, letting him have a better way to breath. 
He licked the bite, then looked at him.  "I'm sorry." 


"I'm
not."  He rattled the cuffs weakly.  Horatio groaned but crawled
up to release him, checking his wrists.  Xander flipped over to cuddle,
sinking his teeth into Horatio's neck and shoulder.  "Mine," he
said, staring at him, licking his lips off.  Horatio nodded, swallowing
hard.  "Get you back later," he mumbled, putting his head down
over the bite mark and falling asleep. 


Horatio
stroked his back, smiling at his poor boy.  He'd have to prove he was the
alpha in their bedroom again later.  Otherwise he'd never walk for the
rest of his time off. 


***



Speed
came over that night, looking at them both.  Xander was curled up on
Horatio's lap eating dinner.  "Can't sit?" he asked. 
Xander shook his head.  "You okay?" 


"Fine,"
Horatio promised, smiling at him.  "We had a long talk in bed, then a
longer bath." 


"Did
you tear my son?" Speed asked impatiently.  Xander shook his
head.  "Then that's between you two as long as I don't have to get
involved."  He spotted the bite mark and looked at Horatio, who
tipped his head.  "Huh."  He looked at his son. 
"Your inner girl come out?"  He nodded.  "Fine. 
Whatever.  Are we over the stupidity that made my son force Gibbs to bring
him?" 


"I
played bait and drug him away from Abby," Xander told him. 


"Yay,
son."  He stared at him.  "It's not your job.  Am I
clear?  No matter who it is, if there's people who have *official*
training, they go. You fuss."  Xander slumped and nodded. 
"Thank you.   I don't want to mourn you, son.   None
of us do.  Because no one else would put up with Willow if you weren't
here." 


"I'm
not putting up with Willow," he admitted quietly, looking at him. 
"It's like our senior year, Daddy." 


"I
know."  He gave him a kiss on the head and Horatio on the
cheek.  "It'll be okay, Xander.  We'll handle her and Aiden's
about to whip her ass."  Xander nodded, relaxing again. 
"Good boy.  We love you, that's why we want to keep you around. 
Even Gibbs, though he was not a happy camper."  He stroked through
the dark hair. 


"It
would've been easier if I had rescued her when I was gathering
information." 


"Probably,
but you're not a victim of the random visions some of us got blessed
with," he said dryly.  Xander grinned and gave him a real hug, then
hissed and winced as he sat back down.  "Horatio!" 


"We
were bathing until Willow brought Ian over," he said quietly. 
"I didn't mean to ride him that hard, Speed." 


"Uh-huh. 
Claiming sex is like that.  That's why you got bitten."  
Horatio nodded.  "Good, I don't have to explain that to you or warn
you you're a ring away from a marriage ceremony.  Which I am not paying
for.  I will stand up or give my son to you, but I'm not paying for
it." 


"I
think I can use some of the hoard to do that," Xander said dryly. 


"It's
better than setting it on fire or pissing on it," Horatio agreed. 
"Which I heard you bragged you could do."  Xander looked at
him.  "You can't, Xander."   His mate whispered in his
ear, making him moan. "Are you sure?" 


"They
gathered it all together, that's before the last auction next month. 
That's what the financial manager found.  So the IRS overestimated and
they'll have to give some back."  He shrugged and shifted,
wincing.  "I think I want more bubbles." 


"Finishing
eating first," Horatio said gently, feeding him a bite of sandwich. 
Xander nibbled for him until the baby wailed.  "Speed, can you bring
him down?" 


"Sure." 
He went up to grab Ian, bringing him back down. "You are noisy,
kid."  The baby stared at him in shock. "You are.  There's
no reason for that sort of noise."   He carried him back
downstairs, handing him to Xander, watching him cuddle the baby gently. 
He kissed him on the head again.  "You'll be a great dad," he
whispered.  Xander beamed at him.  "It shows.  You'll be
the Martha of fatherhood.  All the kids in the group will love
you."  Xander nodded, smiling brightly at that compliment. 
"Where is his father?" 


"Asleep
in the driveway in his car," Horatio admitted. 


"They
never let him fuss," Xander told him.  "Ryan jumps at the first
noise.  Willow jumps at the first noise.  Half the time he'll put
himself back to sleep.  I'll work on Ryan tonight."  They nodded
and smiled.  "It'll be fine.  It's a common thing according to
the books Mom and I found."  He took a kiss from Horatio, then kissed
his father on the cheek.  "Make yourself a sandwich?" 


"I
could use one."  He went to make himself some food, coming back out
to eat with them.  "Okay, the office is still standing, it's a
miracle.  The Chief came down screaming and ranting about the officers
being arrested," he told Xander.  "He was still screaming and
yelling after Horatio walked away from him and got suspended." 


"I
didn't want to tell him what I was thinking," Horatio admitted. 


Xander
stroked his wrist.  "If we have to, I can support you and you'll
teach other CSIs.  After all, you taught Dad and Eric, plus Ryan. 
You're a great teacher."  Horatio smiled at that compliment. 
"You even keep trying to teach me patience.  You might even win some
day."  Horatio chuckled and nodded.  He shifted again and
hissed.  "Ow."  He looked down.  "What's wrong,
Ian?  Feeling lonely without your human slaves?"  The baby
sucked on his pacifier, staring at him.  "We'll fix your slaves so
they're parents again."  He heard the door slam. 
"Ryan?" 


"Me,"
Aiden called.  "I saw him, he's still crashed on his steering... what
the hell is that!" she demanded, pointing at Xander's shoulder. 


"The
step before the marriage ceremony," Speed told her.  "Xander's
possession came out." 


"So
why did Horatio bite him?" 


"Because
I had a similar occurrence when I was younger," he admitted quietly. 
"Mine was a white tiger." 


She
huffed.  "Fine.  You'd better be marrying my son, Horatio, and
the other one too." 


"When
they're ready," he promised, looking at her.  "I'm not leaving
them, Aiden." 


"You'd
better not.  Otherwise not even Mac'll be able to find all the pieces of
you if you make my son cry."  Horatio nodded, accepting that. 
"Good!"  She took the baby and sat down. "Before you ask, Alexx
is off today and stole Mahsa for a few hours."  She smiled at Ian,
who sucked at her. "I know, I don't look like the mommy slave. 
Tough, kiddo."  He settled in to rest on her.   "Any
idea what's wrong with him?" 


"Jumpy
parents," Horatio told her. 


"Ah. 
Yeah, I'm guessing Ryan might have that problem." 


"Willow's
gone back to her senior year mentally," Speed told her. 


"Uh-huh. 
I can kick her ass too.  She's not that sore.  Looks like the son's
sorer."  She heard the door close and looked out.  "Out
here, Ryan.  Get a sandwich and make me one too please."  He
nodded, going to do that.  She looked at the baby.  "You are
spoiled, Ian. Very spoiled."  Ryan came out, letting her smooth the
marks on his forehead and nose.  "Next time, lay down in the back
seat." 


"Carseat
was in the way," he admitted.  He flopped down, looking at his
son.  "How long did he sleep?" 


"Two
hours," Xander told him.  "You've got to let him fuss a bit,
Ryan.  He'll go back to sleep eighty percent of the time.  If he
needs something, he'll go from fussing to screaming.  They're like
that." 


"It
seems wrong." 


"If
you don't, he'll never sleep through the night," Horatio offered. 
"Yelina had that problem until Ray and I handcuffed her to the couch one
night.  She realized Ray went back to sleep most of the time." 


"Maybe
I need that." 


"We'll
fix you then you can fix her," Speed offered. 


Ryan
looked at him.  "I wasn't ready to be a father." 


Speed
gave him a short look.  "I didn't plan on being a dad either, but I
did a damn good job and you can follow in my esteemed, golden footsteps,
Wolfe."  He ate a bite of sandwich.  The baby made more sucking
faces.  "Due for a bottle?" 


Ryan
looked at his watch.  "Within an hour." 


"Spread
it," Aiden ordered.  "He'll start to need it less often and eat
more that way.  That's the way it should be."  He nodded,
relaxing again and going back to his lunch.  "He's a good boy, Ryan,
but you're his slave, not his daddy." 


"I
know.  I don't know what to do about it." 


"Bookshelf
in my office," Xander told him.  "The book Alexx and I found
together when I heard about Mahsa.  Stella said they keep a copy in the
office for any kids they run into on cases."  Ryan went to get it and
came back reading while he ate.  Ian fussed.  "He can read,
son.  Actually, you could read it to him, Ryan."  That got a
grin.  "I read everything to Mahsa, including the paper.  They
can't tell what you're talking about yet." 


"I
can do that," he agreed, taking his son to carefully hold.  Aiden
smacked him on the back, making him move suddenly.  The baby cooed so he
relaxed and held him more naturally.  Then he got to work reading quietly
out of the baby book.  The others smiled at him, then at Xander as he
hobbled up to his room and the tub.  "Sorry, Horatio." 


"It's
not a problem, Mr. Wolfe.  You need the help.  We're more than happy
to do so.  As long as we're not going to become the parents." 


"No,
he's my son.  I love your lover, he's a great guy, but I want to raise my
own son."  That got a smile from the other adults.  His son
peed.  "Thanks, good to know you approve too, son." 


"Wait
five to make sure he's done," Aiden ordered.  "Mahsa does that
to me all the time."  He nodded, timing it on his watch.  Then
he went to change him.  He came back a few minutes later and sat down to
read to him some more.  "Has Willow gotten over her thing about
hurting him while cleaning him?"  Ryan shook his head. 
"Have you thought that maybe some up close and personal time with yours
could cure that?" 


"She
threatened to castrate me." 


Horatio
snorted.  "She won't, Ryan.  She's having a bad
week."  Ryan looked at him.   "She is." 


"She's
also retreated to her old behavior," Speed told him.  "Back to
high school." 


"It
happens," Ryan admitted, "but I had noticed that.  Her problem
with Xander?"  They all nodded.  "I'll work on her
again." 


Aiden
put a hand on his arm.  "Ryan, it's not your job.  You're her
spouse, not her censor.  I'm her adopted aunt-like person, and I'm going
to kick her tail for you.  She needs it again.  Joyce didn't do it
well enough.  That's my job.  Speed gave Xanny love and attention, I
straightened out the girls."  He grinned at that.  "He
did.  Xander came to me but he went to Speed more.  If he was bummed,
he went to sleep on Speed's couch.  The night he lost his virginity, he
and Speed spent two days eating nothing but peanut butter and pixie stick
sandwiches.  Not like I could've given him the sex talk.  Would've
made him more weird since the girls warped him."  Horatio snorted at
that.  "They did." 


"They
did," he agreed.  "He picked out a very flattering dress for
Abby recently.  Brought it with him." 


Speed
grinned. "He's got good taste as long as it's not his own clothes." 


"We'll
fix that," Horatio assured him.  He looked at Aiden.  "When
they relent it'll be a small, private ceremony." 


Both
parents snorted.  "Yeah, right," Speed said dryly. 
"With the three labs attending and NCIS?" 


"At
least no one would dare break in," Aiden pointed out. 


"True,"
Ryan agreed.  "Pissing off Lady Heather that way would be hazardous
to your health once Santiago and Xander got them."  His son
cooed.  He smiled at him.  "Do you like the Uncle
Xander?"  He burped.  "That works too."  He
checked his watch.  "Nearly time for food."  Aiden took his
watch from him.  "Hey!" 


"They're
not a machine, Ryan." 


"Sorry." 
He went back to his lunch, letting his son suck on his finger since it had some
sauce on it.  His son made a grossed out face.  "That's italian
dressing.  You'll learn to like it more later on."  He finished
up and went to get him a bottle, making it a bit bigger this time.  He
came back and sat down, getting comfortable with his feet up on a free
chair.  His son sucked down the bottle and it was good.  It was
comfortable.  It was what he had been missing for the last few
weeks.  "Huh." 


"That's
how it's supposed to feel," Aiden reminded him.  He smiled at
her.  "That's a comfy baby.  Remember this feeling. 
Especially if he gets colic." 


"Does
she have it?" 


Aiden
nodded.  "Which is why Alexx said she'd take her for two hours. 
Before I screamed." 


"It
happens to most babies, we took Yelina's gun," Horatio soothed. 
"We took Ray's gun and let him sleep on the couch because he was
whiny." 


Aiden
giggled.  "What does he think about Xander?" 


"He
tries very hard not to.  He doesn't want to understand."  He
looked up toward their bedroom then back at her.  "He'll be able to
walk again tomorrow.  I'll be gentle later."  He smiled and went
inside to bring Xander something to drink, finding him asleep in the tub. 
He snuck out, going back down there finding him and Ryan alone with the
baby.  "He's asleep." 


"Sleeping
spouse is one of my favorite views this last month," Ryan admitted. 
"What is wrong with us?" 


"Her,"
he told him. "You've bent over backwards.  You're more understanding
than I am, Ryan.  This is her issue and she needs to have a long look at
herself.  You and he can both come stay for a night if you have a fight
sometime soon."  Ryan nodded, bending down to pay attention to his
son.  "It'll be fine, Ryan.  Trust me."  He got a
small smile and a nod.  "Good boy.  Take him to the couch, nap
with him."  He went to do that.  Horatio put his feet up and
listened for Xander to splash and wake up.  He did order dinner.  He
didn't want to cook and Xander would need something soft. 


***



Ryan
looked at his wife when she came out of their bedroom.  "Have a good
rest?" 


"I
did.  How about him?" 


"We
figured out why he won't sleep."  She beamed at that. 
"Because we jump at the first fuss." 


"But..."



"No
buts.  Usually he fusses and goes back to sleep nearly immediately. 
If he needs something, he screams.  We're doing it to ourselves,
Willow."  She sat down next to him, slumping against his side. 
"Also, we can wait five minutes for him to finish peeing and won't get
anointed.  Aiden taught me that."  She gave him a look. 
"We talked.  She also said it's time to move his feedings a bit
farther apart." 


"His
schedule...." 


"He's
not on a time clock," he said firmly.  "He'll have to move back
to less meals anyway, that way he eats more.  So we're adding a half hour
to his feedings and adding more food.  It's the natural
progression."  He handed her the book he had been reading all
day.  "Here." 


"Where
did you get this one?" 


"Alexx
gave that to Xander for Mahsa and Jesse."  She winced. 
"Tough.  He's naming his son after the friend who helped save his
life." 


"But,
moving forward...." 


"Doesn't
mean forgetting the past, Willow.  It means not dwelling in
it."  He kissed her.  "I think maybe you need to see
someone to talk about that stuff.  I can help you find a decent one, not
like your parents."  She slumped but shook her head. 
"It'll help." 


"I
can do it." 


"If
you could, you wouldn't have this issue.  I don't want to get between you
and Xander.  I like Xander.  He's a great guy and a nice guy. 
I'm anxiously awaiting when Greg decides he's ready for marriage and they do
it.  I want you to be happy and the only way you'll be happy is if you
work through this." 


"I'm
trying." 


"Then
talk to someone.  It's clear that doing it on your own won't cut it this
time.  Talk to Alexx, talk to Speed, talk to Aiden or Calleigh, or even
Horatio.  Talk to Stella, up in New York, or Tara." 


"Tara
was mean," she pouted. 


"That
doesn't sound like the Tara I know," he said dryly.  "Did you
deserve it?"  She nodded.  "Then maybe you should talk to
the department shrink?" 


"They'll
say bad things about Xander," she said quietly. 


"No
they won't.  Xander's not like his parents.  Or else you'd never let
him babysit.  I thought I was going to be the fussy parent," he told
her, giving her a look, making her smile.  Their son fussed and he held
her down.  "No."  She struggled but he started to breathe
more deeply and went back to sleep.  "See?" he said, smiling at
her.  "This is how you get them to sleep through the night too! 
We'll enjoy that." 


"No
we're not." 


He
looked at her.  "You can go on birth control again, Willow. 
They said six weeks." 


"Fine,"
she grumbled.  "I'll call my OB tomorrow."  He
nodded.  "Thank you, Ryan." 


"Welcome. 
I'm looking for things getting back closer to normal again." 


"Maybe
having him was a bad idea." 


He
kissed her.  "We weren't ready but I don't seem to mind as much
now."  He got up, going into the kitchen.  "Want something
to drink?" 


"Please." 
He brought her out a glass of water and went to start on dinner while she
thought and waited on their son to scream.  "I still need to take
that retest." 


"Do
that tomorrow," he ordered. "That way you quit putting it off." 


"I'll
call her tomorrow, make an appointment for early next week."  She
made notes on those two calls then settled in to read the baby book. 
Their son wailed a few minutes later so she went up to look at him. 
"What?"  She saw the dirty diaper and sighed.  "Sure,
I can try that again, even though you hate me for it."  She turned
and found Ryan was putting out things.  "Do you...."  He
gave her a look and she sighed, coming over to let him help her with
this.  She was the mother, she was supposed to be able to do this
stuff.  He guided her hand and the baby smiled at her for it. 
"So you like it that way?  I don't have to clean all around it?"



"Gentle
swipes, Willow.  It's not like it's caked on."  He left her to
it. 


She
nodded, putting herself into a more positive frame of mind for doing
this.  She finished him off then put on a new diaper and laid him back
down, watching as he fell back asleep after a few minutes.  "We'll
figure it out.  I'll be as good of a mommy as Tara will be," she
promised, smoothing down his soft downy fur.  Because she still couldn't
call the stuff on his head hair.  It wasn't.  It was fur.  She
went back to the baby book, going to read the good advice.  If Alexx Woods
relied on it, it must be okay at the very least.  "Maybe Eric's
mother will give us some advice too." 


"Maybe
Eric will.  He's an uncle, he's babysat for years," he pointed
out.  "He's even helped one sister deliver." 


"Poor
guy." 


"Could
be worse I guess." 


"Yeah,
they could've had to do an exorcism on his scary sisters too."  He
patted her on the head and she smiled at him. "Thank you for calling Tara
on me." 


"You
needed it.  You were scarier than any of Eric's sisters.  Even
scarier than Stella."  He grinned and handed her a plate. 
"Here you go."  He went back to get his and they enjoyed a quiet
dinner.  Their son would let them know when he was ready for his. 


***



Tara
smiled at Don, sneaking up to his desk to pounce him, making him yelp. 
"Got you," she said with a grin. 


"Tara,
baby, don't sneak up on me!  I could've hurt you." 


"You
knew it was me.  Your suspects don't try to hug.  Do
they?"  He grinned but shook his head.  "See, you knew it
was me."  She kissed him on the cheek.  "Abby's fine."



"Why
wouldn't she be?" 


"Because
someone took her and Stetler wouldn't let anyone tell Horatio or his
guys.  Horatio arrested him and five guys who were actually in on the
kidnaping."  He moaned, sitting down, letting her have his lap. 
"Horatio's suspended for a week.  His boss came to yell at him for
that and he walked away.  Plus he hit Stetler when he tried to resist
arrest.  So he's at home snogging the Xander into a coma and
soreness," she finished with a wicked grin.  He grinned back. 
"So Abby's okay and Xander got to help rescue her."  He snorted
at that.  "Yeah, he probably made them let him help rescue her, but
that's Xander for you.  He's very protective of what's his.  He's
like a toddler with only one toy now and then."  She kissed
him.  "But everyone's good and Abby's having some stronger practice
contractions so you'll have a new nephew sometime this week she thinks." 


"Great. 
Can't wait.  How's Mahsa and Ian?" 


"Willow's
still being a brat.  Xander's watched Ian a few times and Horatio said
they got Ryan calmed down. He was bouncing at each fuss.  Ian never
slept.  Now they're going to beat sense into Willow again so she's not
being a brat like she was back in high school.   Mahsa's a happy
toddler and she's begun pulling herself up on the furniture to stand up. 
So she'll be walking within the month we think."  He grinned brighter
at that.  "Horatio said her house is already babyproofed, it was when
she moved in.  The old fussy ones decorated it that way for
her."  He chuckled and nodded. 


"Tara,
it's not lunch," Don's boss called. 


"No,
but his email is bouncing so I got told to come tell him that and the news from
Miami, DC, and Vegas."  She looked at him.  "Greg got an
owwie in the field but he's okay too.  Nick did not like his saddle, he
gave it to Lady Heather.  Ooh, and they're going to present both kids to
her at the same time.   Just as soon as he and mommy can fly." 


"Sure,
we'll watch for another kidnaping out of Vegas flying this way."  She
swatted him, giving him a look. "They have." 


"They're
dead," she reminded him.   "After Abby being kidnaped the
last few days I doubt her boys will be letting her out of their sight anytime
soon." 


"Boys?"
he asked. 


"Xander
pointed out that they had some severe denial.  He helped by giving them a
stink bomb.  She wanted to look at one anyway.  She opened it in the
lab to get a sample."  He groaned.  "That's the sound they
made that night when they all went to Tony's to shower off the stench. His
bombs are *really* nasty.  He wanted to know if Mac wanted one for you
guys to test.  Miami's SWAT is.  They like his super stench
bombs.  He said Gibbs does too, now that he doesn't stink anymore, and
they're thinking about asking Xander to make them some more.  It's in the
same book as his breath spray recipe."  She beamed at him. "So
he sent Mac a stink bomb through the mail today." 


"I'll
warn him," he promised. He patted her back.  "My email's
bouncing?"  She nodded. "Okay, I'll fix that too."  He
kissed her gently.  "There, happy me."  He gave her a swat
on the butt.  "Go see Sheldon since you wanted to take him to
lunch.  I think he's in."  She nodded, going to do that. 
He logged into his email, erasing all the departmental memos and other spam,
then looked.  His inbox was nearly clean.  He was so happy!  He
printed out the pictures of his niece from Xander and the ultrasound one from
Abby, but saved those.   It was a great thing.  Then he emailed
Mac a warning about incoming Xander presents. 


***



Mac
smiled as Tara and Sheldon walked down the hall together.  "Have a
good lunch, you two." 


She
smiled back at him.  "You too and watch out.  Xander wanted to
know if you guys wanted to test the same stuff Miami was testing of his. 
He sent it through the mail." 


"Thanks
for the warning," he said dryly, watching them head outside.  He
stopped in his office to check his mail, finding Don's waiting on him.  It
made him groan but send one to Horatio asking how bad it could be.  He got
back a two word answer: don't ask.  The follow up was 'stock up on soured
lemons and tomato juice in case it breaks, Mac. Our guys love it to clear
buildings.  It cleared NCIS out after they had rescued Abby'.  He
moaned at that information.  It told him all he really needed to
know.  "Probably another cooking disaster."  He put his head
down, letting the aching thing rest for a few minutes.  At least until he
heard the chuckle from the doorway.  He looked up, seeing Stella wearing
something...feminine.  Nearly girlish for her.  He blinked.  She
did look stunning.  "Xander's sending us a sample of his stink bomb
so we can see if our guys want to use it." 


"Good
thing I won't be here."  She handed over two papers.  He looked
at it then at her.  "Since you're such a tight ass, we decided we'd
try it together.  You hurt Danny a lot and it'll make him feel
better," she said simply, walking off, her hips twitching just enough to
catch his attention. 


He
groaned, signing off on the weekend leave.  "I'm not a tight
ass," he complained to himself.   He wanted so bad to check the
denied box on one of their leave forms.  He really did.  But if he
had really hurt Danny, it would be even more cruel to deny him finding
happiness with her.  He checked both boxes and put them into his outgoing
box after making a copy.   That way he couldn't change his
mind.  Not that he wanted to be that cruel to them.  He checked their
stated plans.  Stowe, VT was a pretty resort area.  About a ten hour
drive but a pretty area.  He put the form back and went back to the lab to
work on something.  He needed to keep working.  Even if he did see
how enthusiastic Danny was in describing the area to Adam.  He hadn't been
that bouncy and happy for a while.  Well, except for a few nights he
wasn't going to mention.  Not even to himself.  "Danny, I
approved you to go," he called.  "It's in my outbox." 


"Sure,
Mac, thanks."  He pinched him on the arm.  "Want a
postcard?" he asked as he walked past him.  He grinned at
Stella.  "He approved it." 


"I
saw."  She grinned.  "He hesitated too."  She
smoothed down her shirt.  "Do you like this one?" 


"I
wanna drool and take up feeding like the kids in Miami are."  She
blushed and walked off.  "What?  At least I'm honest," he
called, grinning at her back.  He loved flustering Stella.  It was
nearly as much fun as doing it to Aiden.  He went back to work, watching
their plan to drive Mac insane with need working quite well.  Especially
later on when he got dinner sent in.  He popped in.  "Should've
told me you were ordering, I'd have put in with you." 


"I
didn't.  Xander sent it," he admitted, holding up the card. 
"He said he was too far away to cook for me."  That got a
grin.  "It's his favorite Indian place in the city so he's
recommending them to me by feeding me tonight.  Want some?" 


"Nah. 
Not in the mood for spicy tonight.  Have a good dinner and remember to go
home sometime tonight, Mac."  He walked off again.  He wondered
about that.  Xander had a touch with spices.  Just look at his
jerky....  He looked back at the office, jogging back there. 
"Mac, the jerky spices?" 


"Not
in here, I already called to see," he admitted, smiling at him. 
"Don't worry about it, Danny." 


"Sure. 
Good ta know."  He walked off again.  It was safe.  Mac
would kill himself if he jumped them in the office thanks to that jerky of
Xander's.  He didn't like that stuff in the office. 


Mac
ate a few more bites then put it into his fridge for the night.  He wasn't
very hungry.  He went back to work.  It was a good night for it. 


***



Tara
sat across from Sheldon at lunch.  "Can we talk?" 


"You
said you wanted to.  I hope I can answer it this time," he teased. 
She blushed but swatted at his hand.  "What's up, Tara?" 


"Baby
envy," she sighed.  "Don said to give it a month to make sure I
really want it and he's there whenever I'm ready.  I'm not sure I'm
ready." 


"Tara,
honey, you will make the Goddess smile with how great of a mother you'll
be."  She smiled at that. "You'll be just as good as Xander is,
if not better."  Her smile got brighter.  "Quit worrying
about it.  Right now you need to figure out if you're ready to have
one.  You're still in school.  Do you want to take a year off to be a
mommy?  Because I know you will." 


She
shrugged, nibbling on some of her bread.  "I don't know,
Sheldon.  That's what's bothering me.  That and the fact Don could
get killed.  Then I'd lose everything of his." 


"He
can say the same though." 


"True." 
She ate a bite of her soup, then looked at him.  "I think I am
ready.  Even if he's wary I'm ready." 


"Sweetie,
he's not wary.  He loves you more than anything and he'd adore to worship
your pregnant belly for years."  She giggled at that.  "I
heard they're like good potato chips." 


"I
don't think we need ten or twelve.  Maybe two?" she suggested. 


He
shrugged.  "That's between you two, sweetie.  Has it gotten any
better since you talked about it?" 


"It's
gotten worse, Sheldon.  I *ache*." 


He
nodded.  "Then what I'd suggest is seeing your doctor, letting him
know you're thinking about getting pregnant.  There's some supplements you
should take beforehand to make sure birth defects aren't going to pop up. 
Then go off the pill." 


She
nodded. "I saw him earlier today.  He was happy I wanted one. 
He said I'm perfectly healthy and he wished me an easy conception.  He
said the multivitamin I take now is good enough."  He smiled at
that.  "I should take more calcium, huh?"  He nodded. 
"And iron?" 


"Probably. 
You'll get those in the prenatal vitamins.  They taste like vanilla, or so
I'm told."  She grinned at that.  "Okay?"  She
nodded.  "I wouldn't pounce him at work, but whenever you're ready."



"But
pouncing at work is fun. I pounced him today and he squealed."  He
snickered at that.  "His email was bouncing and we heard from
Horatio.  He told me to pounce him to let him know his email was
bouncing." 


"I'm
sure you loved sneaking up on him too," he teased.  She blushed but
nodded.  "Good girl, Tara."  He kissed her hand. 
"Okay.  The only rule I will set is that I am not delivering him or
her.  Am I clear?"  She nodded at that, smiling at him. 
"Thanks.  Sid might." 


"I
don't think I want Sid to look at me there, Sheldon." 


"Good
point, but if something happens, we'll get Sid to do it instead of me.  I
had to do an OB rotation for medical school and I always wanted to make it all
better." 


"The
pain brings a wonderful gift who won't let you sleep," she pointed out
gently.  "Pain is part of that."  He nodded. 
"But I won't ask you to be my OB.  My doctor gave me a few very good
recommendations."  He grinned at that.  "Would you like to
be a godfather?" 


"I'd
be honored to be a godparent for you and Don, Tara."  He nodded at
someone paying a lot of attention when she looked a bit confused. 
"Now, you eat.  You're too skinny.  Don's got to be the only one
eating all the cookies you make."  She giggled and pulled some out of
her bag for him.  "Thanks, dear."  He patted her hand and
dug in.  He even got the check this time.  They switched off when
they had lunch together.  He walked her back to the precinct, watching as
she snuck up on Don again, but this time he was more grumpy.  She whispered
in his ear, getting a stunned look.  She grinned and walked off, winking
at him.  "Have a good day and be careful on the way home, Tara."



"Of
course I will.  I'm taking a cab.  Don worries when I take the
subway."  She went to get a cab to take her home. 


Sheldon
walked over, looking at the stunned man.  "She offered me godparent
rights when you two do finally have one."  Don grinned and shrugged,
getting up to follow his girl home.  He made it back to the main hallway
in time to see him pull Tara into a unused room and close the door so no one
could see them making out.  He glanced at his watch, timing the squeaky
noises starting.  "Yeah, that'll be fun."  The officers
walking past there gave the door an odd look.  "Tara and Don are
talking about some news from his nephew in Miami." 


One
officer snickered.  "That's not talking, Doc." 


"It's
as close as she'll admit to," another teased him.  "How are
they?" 


"Good. 
They got Abby back when she had been stolen.  She's having a son for
Xander.  His daughter's doing good.  Everything's generally good now
that they had six officers who ended up jail for the conspiracy to kidnap and
hold Abby for ransom.  One an IAB guy."  They all gave him
horrified looks.  So he grinned and nodded.  "Horatio even got
to arrest them." 


"I
remember Caine when he came up on that last crossover case," one guy
noted.  "They make it to gen pop okay?" 


"He
hit one.  He's got a week off," Sheldon admitted.  "Not
that his boy minds."  They all snickered and walked off.  That
was a good reason and they'd all probably take the week off without complaint
for that reason.  Hitting an IAB guy, because it had to be him that he
hit, was a fantasy of many officers on the force.  Sheldon watched as Don
snuck Tara out of the building, walking off shaking his head.  He nodded
at Don's undone tie.  "Need help with that?" 


"Not
from you.  It's a bit wet," he admitted, taking it off. 
"Thanks for door guarding, Sheldon."  He walked back to his
desk, looking much happier and calmer.  He went into his shopping
directory he had bookmarked and found something, sending her a treat.  It
should get there right before he got home.  His boss came to her door and
he smiled at her. "What?" 


"What
happened to your tie?" 


"Tara
was holding onto it while we kissed.  It's a bit crumpled." 


"Uh-huh. 
You do know they put a camera in the closet, right?" 


"Wasn't
in there, doesn't matter to me.  Closets are much too small." 


She
walked off shaking her head.  "Get back to work, Flack. 
Please." 


"Yes,
Mom."  He pulled over some paperwork, getting back to finding his
latest suspect.  One of the guys looked over.  "What?" he
mouthed.  He nodded at Don's throat so he touched the wet spot.
"Hickey?" he mouthed.  He got a smug smirk and a nod.  He
shrugged.  "I taste good.  It's all her
cookies."   He got back to work, much more content, but now he
was having evil thoughts about how to get his suspect.  "So that's
why Xander has evil moods," he realized.  It was something that did
light up a lightbulb inside his head.  He ordered her something else and
got back to work.  She'd blush but that was cute on her too. 


***



Xander
looked outside when he heard a car.  "Honey, it's your brother and
Ray Junior.  He looks like he's handcuffed." 


Horatio
went out to meet them.  "Ray."  He looked at his
nephew.  "What did you do?" 


"Nothing. 
I was sleeping in.  I don't have first period today.  I even had
permission."  He glared at his father.  "Then he showed up
like he owns the place." 


Horatio
pulled him out and undid the cuffs, checking his wrists.  "Go to
school, Ray."  He nodded, grabbing the bag he kept there so he could
change clothes.  He also took Xander's keys for his more sensible
car.  He had permission to drive it.  He looked at his brother. 
"They do let them come in late if they're not having their first
class." 


"It's
still not responsible.  You and I would've skipped the rest of the
day." 


Ray
came out in real clothes. "Thankfully I only share a name and a limited
amount of your genetics."  He got into the garage and stared. 
"Hey, Uncle H?"  He came over to look and moaned. 
"That's a pretty car.  Can I take it?" 


"No,
Ray."  He patted him on the back.  "We'll be taking it
back." 


"Pity." 
He got into Xander's Saturn, backing out carefully and heading to school. 
He gave his headmistress a look.  "Father issues.  I was
handcuffed." 


"He
wanted you to miss?" she asked. 


He
shook his head.  "No.  He decided me sleeping in meant I was
going to miss the rest of the day.  Am I late?" 


"By
about five minutes.  Parking pass?" 


"Uncle
Xander's car.  Mine's still in the garage at home.  He got me two
minutes before my alarm went off."  He headed to his class. 
"Sorry, father handcuffed me."  The teacher just nodded at
that.  "Ask Uncle H if you don't believe me." 


"No,
I remember hearing about your father." 


"I'm
not him," he said blandly.  "It pisses him off." 


"Some
parents can be unreasonable."  She handed over the pop quiz, giving
him a smile.  "Five minutes, Ray."  He nodded, going
through it. 


***



Speed
answered the call.  "Speedle," he sighed.  He
groaned.  "What is it?"  He looked at his phone. 
"Excuse me?"  He put it back against his ear. 
"Uh-huh.  Okay.  Sure.  I'll call Aiden."  He
groaned.  "Why did she say to call me?  I don't know anything
about classic cars....  Ooh, that scene.  I do have to go back
there.  I'll get Frank to ask."  He hung up, going to find Eric
and Frank.  "Yelina, your son got busted for sleeping in? 
Horatio said they got him out of the handcuffs and sent him off in Xander's
Saturn.  Frank, someone left Xander a high end ancient classic car in the
garage without screwing with the security system.  He wanted to know if
you could ask the guys at that car place when we go back there today." 


"Sure,
I can do that.  What'd he get?"  Speed shrugged. 
"Should I ask for a picture?" 


"Probably. 
Horatio was on the house phone."  He walked off shaking his
head.  "Classic cars now," he told Eric. 


"What
happened to the sports car you got sent?" 


"I
sent it back.  They were not happy.  Oh well."  He went
back to his lab, getting back to work. 


Frank
ran the car through the system once he got a make, model, and VIN for it. 
It came up with a registered owner who was not Xander.  It came up with
Greg's name.  He looked up his number to call out there. 
"Sanders, sorry to wake you.  Did you buy a really old
Austin-Healy?"  He listened to him complain. "Because one showed
up in the garage down here registered to you, buddy.  Sure.  I
would.  I can do that.  Thanks."  He hung up and called
that dealership.  "Hey, I need to check and see if you guys sold a
car to someone.  It was registered in the name Greg Sanders but he said he
didn't buy it.  This is Detective Tripp," he agreed.  "VIN,
and make and model.   Austin-Healy....  Yeah, that's the VIN." 
He listened to who had bought it, making notes. "Thanks, man.  How
did they pay for it?"  He smiled and made that note as well. 
"Thank you."  He hung up and emailed that to Greg. 


***



Greg
walked into work that night, looking at his boss when he ran into him in the
hallway. "Did you buy me a 1960 Austin-Healy?"  Grissom slowly
shook his head.  "They purchased it in your name, Grissom.  Then
they registered the classic antique in mine.  You might wanna check your
credit report?"  He hurried off to his office, letting him go
complain to Hodges.  "I got sent a car.  They said Grissom
bought it for me." 


Hodges
choked.  "Excuse me?  They sent you a car?"  Greg
grimaced but nodded. "What sort?" 


"1960
Austin-Healy."  Hodges gave him a look so he found it online and let
him see a picture.  "That.  They left it in Xander's garage
without setting off his alarm.  It was bought in Grissom's name." 


"Crap,"
he muttered, looking at it then at him.  "Any idea who did it?" 


"They
paid in cash.  They bought it a month ago to restore it a bit more. 
The place's cameras have already been erased that far back.  So we have no
clue." 


"Hell,"
he muttered.  "Does it go fast?" 


"I
don't know.  I've been here all day," he said dryly, giving him a
look. 


"Mail!"
Nick called.  "Greg!" 


"Is
it from Xander?" he called. 


"It's
from Miami, no name."  He handed over the three boxes.  "I
didn't know you liked classic cars." 


"Neither
did I until someone who said he was Gris bought me one of those," Greg
offered.  "In blue."  Nick moaned.  He opened the
first box once he had on gloves.  He saw the confused look. "If
they're presents from someone we occasionally have to do fingerprints to find
out who sent them."  He opened it and looked inside, then
wobbled.  "Oh, shit." 


"Sit
him down, right now!" Hodges ordered, kicking a stool over.  He saw
what was in the box and grimaced.  "Eww.  Don't they check for
things like that?"  Nick paged the ME.  He put it aside and
grabbed some new gloves to open the other one, blinking at the pretty jeweled
tube.  "What's that for?" 


Greg
looked.  "Penis trap.  It's got a cockring built on the end so
you can't get off and it robs you of any sensation while they taunt
you."  He sat down again, fanning his face.  "Well. 
First brain.  Not nice.  Really not nice.  Hi, Doc." 


"Hi,
Greg," Doc Robbins said, looking in the second box. 
"Instrument?" 


"Penis
trap I think." 


"Oh.
Okay."  He looked in the other box.  "It's a
brain."  He lifted it out to look at it.  "It's got a note
written on it in magic marker.  It's amazing where you can write with a sharpie." 
He let Greg see it.  Then he watched him turn pale and get sick. 
"That means something to you." 


"Mahsa's
mother's name," he said between heaves. 


"We
can check," he agreed, taking it and the box off. 


Nick
got the other present.  "Greg, I'm going to process this." 
Greg nodded, spitting into the trash can. 


"He
said the writing on the brain was Mahsa's mother's name," Hodges said
quietly. 


"We
can check on that."  He went to do that.  "Grissom, Greg
just got sent a brain." 


"A
model I hope?" Catherine asked.  Nick shook his head, letting her see
the other one.  "What's that?" 


"Greg
called it a penis trap?" 


"Uh-huh." 
She nodded.  "So we'll be seeing Lady Heather tonight, Nick?" 


"Probably
a good idea," Grissom agreed.  "I'll check with the doctor." 
He went to do that.  "Is it human?" 


"Yes
it is." 


"Can
you test for TB from brain tissue?"  He got an odd look. 
"I heard Hodges tell him it had Mahsa's mother's name on it and Greg told
me she had TB.  Also, she's Egyptian." 


"We
can send it through the process."  He let him see the writing. 
"They have good penmanship.  I have to say this is the strangest
present I've ever seen.  Though I did hear something about body parts and
stuffed animals out of New York when they had a suicide ring." 


Grissom
gave him a look.  "I don't want to know.  Anything indicative of
cause of death?" 


"Looks
healthy.  I'll put it through the usual tests, Gil." 


"Thank
you.  Let me know."  He walked off, taking the box it had been
in with him.  He handed it to Nick.  "From the
brain."  He went to check the receptionist.  "I need Greg's
mail please."  She gave him an odd look. "He just got sent a
brain." 


"I
was wondering what was in the boxes.  Fed Ex still has to run tonight,
Grissom.  Right now he's got your memo and one letter."  She
handed it over. "I think the letter's from his sweetie." 


"I
hope so."  He walked them back to Greg. "You forgot to pick up
the memo of the week from Ecklie that he made me write."  He handed
them over. 


Greg
looked at it then laughed and balled it up, putting it in the basket with his
lunch. "Sure I will, Grissom.  Right before I sue the department I'll
announce my sexual orientation."  He opened the letter, smiling at
the pictures.  "Mahsa."  He let them see, then they went
into his wallet.  He read the letter, snickering at it. 
"Xander's in big trouble.  Horatio had to ride his ass.  He went
to save Abby.  Butted in and made Gibbs let him help.  He's lucky
he's still walking."  He flipped to the next page, it was in
Horatio's handwriting.  He smiled and sniffled at a bit.  "I'll
be ready soon, guys." 


"Moving?"
Hodges asked. 


"Married. 
Moving's going to take at least a year."  He looked at him. 
"No open spots and a crappy budget year."  He grabbed the bag of
trash, taking it outside once the letters were safely in his locker.  Then
he went to work in the lab on his last case.  He wasn't going outside
alone tonight.  He did see Lady Heather when she came in, sneaking in a
smile and a wave.  She waved back and nodded for him to follow, so he did
like her obedient puppy, which he was.  "Yes, ma'am?" 


"This
is what you got sent?"  He nodded.  "What did you think it
was?" 


"A
penis trap." 


"It
is a vault," she agreed, opening it for Nick.  "Hmm, not new either." 
Greg got some swabs and wet them down so they could collect the sample. 
"Once that's clean I know someone who would love that for their
boy."  She looked at Gregory, who shrugged. 


"Not
like I can have fun with it by myself, Lady Heather." 


"Point,
dear."  She kissed him on the cheek.  "Now, what news do
you have?" 


"Someone
also sent me a brain." 


"Charming. 
The same person?" 


"We
think so." 


"You
poor boys."  She kissed him on the forehead.  "What else
can I help with?" 


"Where
would you have bought one of these?" Nick asked.  "I doubt you
can walk into any jewelry store and say 'I want a penis vault'. 
Right?" 


"No,
but there are jewelers who specialize in the BDSM buying contingent," she
admitted, making notes for him.  She handed them over.  "With
the symbol underneath that biological deposit, I'd say it was the second one on
the list.  That's their mark."  Nick smiled.  "It
might be quite old.  I've seen examples dating back to the Tzarist times
of Russia during Catherine the Great's reign, boys.  They were around then
and if they had remade it or refinished it they could have marked it." 


"Okay,
that gives us a place to start," Nick admitted.  "Greg, go make
sure Fed Ex didn't leave you anything?" 


"Last
time I saw Fed Ex they left a body in a box at Xander's and a highly decorated
penis in a box."  He headed to the front desk, finding Ecklie
fuming.  "Let me guess, something came?"  She nodded. 
"Better here where we can find out who sent the tacky shit than my
apartment.  Then again, my complex manager knows not to accept anything
for me from any shipping company unless it has my own name on it." 
He looked at Ecklie.  "That's because people send me body parts and
toys like the penis vault I got sent earlier."  Ecklie turned
purple.  He took the new box, sighing as he opened it, wincing at
it.  "That's just sick."   He walked it off, holding
it out. "Lady Heather, I'll need your help getting the parts out of this
one for the ME," he noted.  She nodded, following him. 
"Doc?"  He came out of his office.  "Another
one."  He put the box on the empty table.  "Lady Heather
needs to remove the device for you.  I know I can't." 


The
ME looked at it. "What is that?  A bear trap?" 


She
looked.  "Similar design specifications but not as much
pressure.  It's like a nipple clamp."  She put on some gloves
and pulled the device out of the box.  She smiled at Ecklie. 
"Give me a moment, Director."  She carefully got it undone and
then the penis harness as well.  "There you go.  The tension was
set a bit higher than normal.  I usually only set them at half that."



"I'm
thinking it's the guy they haven't caught from New York yet," Greg
admitted.  "He took the father's penis and tattooed it and pierced it
before he cut it off him."  She nodded. "That's the one that got
sent to Xander the last time I was down.  Today's just smacks of the same
stuff." 


"Perhaps
but I'm not a profiler, Greg.  Master Tim is an excellent one, as is
Santiago." 


"If
I have to go running to Master Santiago, it'd better be life and death,"
he reminded her.  "Horatio would get pissed and spank me. 
Again."  She smiled and kissed him on the cheek.  "Thank
you for your help, Lady Heather." 


"Not
a problem, Gregory.  Now, this could have come from that same place I
noted.  They do sell those sort of things as well."  She stroked
his cheek before leaving.  "Come for tea soon, dear.  Bring
pictures." 


"Yes,
m'lady."  He looked at Ecklie again.  "Sorry. She knew
where we could get that stuff."  He walked out, going to tell
Nick.  "She said the new device on the new set in the morgue could've
come from the same place.  She also said the clamp portion of it was set
double what she usually uses." 


"Do
I want to know?" 


"Probably
not but you'll have to."  Ecklie brought in the device in a
bag.  "See?" 


"Okay,
is it molded to shape?" 


"It
was on him for a while," Greg admitted.  "I'm starting to think
it was the guy who did it in New York.  I don't know why." 


"Thinking
like Xander," he teased. 


"Possibly. 
He is a kick ass profiler."  He shrugged.  "She also
suggested Master Santiago was one if I needed to bother him.  Let me
know." 


"I
will.  Anything else come in?" 


"Don't
wish that on me." 


"Sorry,
Greggo.  Wanna help?" 


"It
involves me.  I can't." 


"Point." 
He got the swabs out to take biological deposits for DNA comparison to the
brain and through the system.  "Go work, Greg."  He nodded,
going to do that.  "Someone sent him a classic car down in Miami
too," he said quietly. 


"Why?"



"There's
a family curse on the males in Xander's family.   Once they find
their true mate, or in his case mates, everyone in the universe wants to break
them up.  They do it a lot of ways, the most obvious being the kidnaping
attempts and the presents.  So some bribe his boys and some bribe
him.  They send back what they can but not everything has a known
sender.  The car today was bought in Grissom's name and I doubt he did
it.  Most of the rest is auctioned off and some of it's sent back to him
again.  He has this one really ugly pin that's been bought and sent back
to him twice now.  The good news is that there's only about two and a half
more years left on it.  He did some historical research when his
grandfather was alive.  They said it lasted about four years." 


"That's
why Sanders moved into a secure compound?" 


"Yeah,
especially after that guy broke in to get pictures of him so he could sell him
and Xander together."  Ecklie shuddered and walked out.  He went
to talk to Greg.  "Maybe you should set up someone as a front,
Greg.  Someone to gather presents, send them back?  Give you a bit of
breathing room." 


"Most
of mine go to Xander's lawyers or Aiden took over the rest for Mayper. 
Only a tenth of it gets sent out here," he admitted, looking at him. 
"It's a pain to get it here but I spend a few mornings a month running
fingerprints to get who sent crap to me." 


"That's
not a bad idea," Grissom agreed as he walked in.  "I'd rather
have them sent somewhere else.  An intermediary step so Ecklie and the
Sheriff can't complain." 


"They'd
rather have me kidnaped?  No one gets near my apartment, Grissom. 
Besides, I don't make enough to hire my own personal CSI.  Hey, Warrick,
make sure there's nothing at the desk for me but beware of Ecklie," he
requested.  Warrick nodded.  "He's done a few for me.  I
couldn't figure out how to get the fingerprint off something and I had to go to
him, plus he intercepted another one for me.  The ME has a file on these
things, Grissom.  Mostly I get threats." 


Warrick
strolled in.  "Envelope." 


Greg
took it to look over then carefully open.  He glanced inside then poured
it out, looking at it.  "Huh.  Not a threat."  He
stared at the check.  "Written on the Bank of Bermuda."  He
sighed.  "It's a cashier's check."  He looked at Grissom.
"Can I have my camera please?"  Grissom took pictures, blinking
at the check.  "That's the same place the donations to the lab came
from."  They all nodded at that.  "It's a nice
thought.  Any note in the envelope?" 


"Get
back to work, Greg, I've got this," Grissom promised.  Greg moved
down the table, getting back to work.  "I'd like to know how many of
these you get a week." 


"Three
threats, one present, and one check a week on average," he reported. 
"The present is often kink gear or clothes.  The check's usually
pretty small and easily sent back.  The kink gear too, it usually comes
from a local place.  It's bad for business if he doesn't let them buy it
but I've got major credit at his store.  He's sent back letters for me
reminding the people that I'm a taken boy with a well-established relationship,
plus that my Master is very scary."  He looked at Grissom. 
"Sending it back to them would cost the guy money." 


"It
would," he agreed.  "It's probably unkind to his
business."  Greg nodded.  "Buying Lady Heather's holiday
present?" 


"No,
I've already got that."  He grinned when he found something. 
"People send Horatio suits.  Some that don't fit but they mostly send
him suits and money.  Then again, he gets more overt and subtle threats
too.  He gets more body parts.  Xander's the worst.  They found
his grandfather's safety deposit boxes with the accounts he had been hiding so
Xander wouldn't get upset with the human race again.  He tripled his
estate.  It took us four days to convince him he could come out of the
house again.  Oh, auction next month, guys."  He capped his
sample and moved on.   His phone rang so he stuck in his earbud and
hit the button through his jacket.  "Speak.  No, I'm not happy,
Horatio.  Because I got sent a brain with Mahsa's mother's name on
it.  Plus a penis vault, a really heavy leather and clamp harness, some
more money, and the body parts still inside the harness.  How's
Xander?" 


 
He smiled at the assurance they were all fine, even the baby. 
"Thanks, love.  No, I'm searching samples on cloth and everyone's
giving me 'aren't they cute' looks."  Grissom coughed. "Grissom
said hi.  He also said he didn't buy that car."  He smirked at
Grissom.  "He said he knew that but the guy even put on a fake face
of you."  Grissom shook his head so he got back to work. 
"How're things with Abby?"   He beamed. 
"Really?  Good!  Finally!  I'm glad the stinkbomb ploy
worked.  How's her labor situation?"  He chuckled. "That's
fine.  I'm sure he'll be just fine in DC, Horatio.  Or you could
follow him.  Remember to save a weekend off to bring them out to present
them."  He nodded.  "I can do that.  Sure.  Love
you.  Be good and be safe.  Hug sore boy too."  He
chuckled.  "I figured that's the only way you're putting that thought
in his head.  I'd love to, Horatio.  Whenever you're ready,
baby.  Thank you.  Miss you." He blew a kiss and hung up. 
"We are getting married soon.  Grissom, I need off the first full
weekend in the new year, that's when they're bringing the babies out to Lady
Heather.  Abby's going to pop sometime this week so I should fly out for
at least a few days, whenever you can arrange for me to have three days off in
a row?" 


"I've
got forms waiting in my office for dates, Greg.  I'll make the schedule
out that far to include you off that weekend." 


"Thanks,
man."  He grinned at him.  "He did say the fake face was
that good.  He also said the forms had your fingerprints on
it."  Grissom dropped the swab he had been using.  "He said
he could use a handwriting sample too if you wouldn't mind." 


"Someone
out here," he said. 


"Yuppers,
or someone who's watched you in the past." 


"I
can send him down one, Greg.   Let me know when they catch
them.  I want to know who's been invading my privacy." 


"I
know that feeling.  That's why I moved," he quipped, getting back to
work. "You mixed samples." 


Grissom
looked down, marking that swab as both those spots and got out another one to
take pure samples.  This was now starting to annoy him too.  Someone
needed to have a stern discussion with someone. 


"Did
you hear that Horatio got to arrest Stetler and five other cops for the
conspiracy to kidnap Abby for ransom?" he asked.  Grissom stared at
him.  "Five were involved.  Stetler decided to withhold the
information so they couldn't help get her back by paying the ransom or
anything. He had it nearly a day before Horatio heard from a patrol guy. 
That's why he's got a week off at the moment.  He hit him when he refused
to stand up for his arrest.  The other guys were in the conspiracy, watching
Horatio for the guy who wanted him to dump Xander so he'd be pure and
his." 


"Is
she all right?" 



"Just
fine.  Xander jumped in and made Gibbs let him help.  He had reconned
the place they had her.  So he got to help and fuss, but she wanted one of
his stink bombs to see if they wanted to use them.  It cleared NCIS that
night.  Took them all night and half the next day to get the stink out of
the lab from a few milliliter sample in a jar.  So it got her the boys she
was wanting.  He helped scrub her back that night."  He grinned
and got back to work.  "Apparently it was good and set off some early
labor.   They're saying it's going to be a few days but Xander's on
his way back to DC to help and be there for the birth.  Without the stink
bomb this time.  Because those things are really bad.  Really, really
bad."  He capped his next sample. "If you ever get hit with one,
use soured lemons to take it off and then tomato juice.  Oh, did you guys
get the name of that stuff Xander found Aiden for when you need regular lemons? 
The lemon body scrub?"  They shook their heads.  "I'll get
the name for you.  It's expensive but it works better than simply rubbing
them on you.  It's a body acne treatment."  He grinned. 
"It was part of her 'I'm not a grandma yet' basket he got her before he
found out about Mahsa."  He got back to work.  A few tape lifts
and he was done.  "Off to deliver goodies to Hodges."  He
walked up the hall, leaving them in a tray for him.  "Mine." 


"Thank
you for giving me *more* work, Greg," he said bitterly.  "What
else came?" 


"Big
ass check from the same source that gave us the lab grant." 


"Can
I have the rest of my lab fixed?" he begged. 


"Sure." 
He shrugged.  "I'll push Gris for that purpose if we can't give it
back."  Hodges smirked at him.  "We do try.  It's a
cashier's check though."  He walked back there. "Grissom, if
that's another grant to the lab, Hodges could use some stuff replaced." 


"He,
Archie, and Bobby are tops on my list," he admitted.  He handed over
the bagged note. 


"I'll
get their Christmas present cashed later," he promised with a grin. 
"Guys, I need help figuring out what to get Don and Tara.  She's
pagan and likes all natural stuff but the other's Don Flack." 


Nick
looked at him.  "Perfume?  Most girls like it." 


Warrick
looked at him.  "Take Catherine to the store with you, Greg. 
Let her pick it out and put both your names on it.  That's how I do
it."  He walked off smiling.  "Catherine, Greg needs help
figuring out what to get Tara this year for the holidays." 


"Sure. 
Why?  She's a sweet girl but she didn't seem that complicated." 


"Tara's
Pagan," he reminded her. 


"Oh,
yeah.  So all natural stuff maybe."  She shrugged. 
"I'll think about and make Greg go with me when I buy Lindsey's
stuff.  It'll probably be from the same spot."  That got a grin
and a nod.  "How's the baby?" 


"Probably
okay and Abby's about ready to pop from what he said.  Xander's headed to
DC to be there for the birth."  She smiled.  "They'll be
out the first full weekend of the new year to introduce Lady Heather to his
kids." 


"That's
wonderful news," she agreed, going to talk to Greg.  She saw the
check then looked at him.  "Nice present if you can get it." 


"Unfortunately
I can get it," he said dryly. "It's from the same source as the lab grants."



"Ah. 
So who's getting the early presents?" 


"Hodges,
Archie, and Bobby." 


She
snickered. "They're going to throw you a party, Greg."  She
walked off.  "I'll make you go with me when I buy Lindsey stuff after
payday." 


"Sure. 
Thanks."  He looked at the rest of his evidence, then went to bug
Hodges.  "Anything yet?" 


"There's
six samples ahead of you." 


"You're
getting new toys." 


"Yours
is next," he announced.  Greg grinned and headed to get some water
before going back to work.  All he could do is wait for results at the
moment.  Hodges was much happier.  "Grissom, what am I
getting?" he asked when he came in for his results. 


"That
depends on how he wants to split it.  What do you need?" 


Hodges
stabbed a button on his computer, printing out a list.  He handed it
over.  "That." 


He
looked at it then at him.  "He's not Santa, Hodges." 


"Most
of that?" he offered. 


"We'll
see what we can do."  He walked off shaking his head.  Greedy
and pushy, what a combination. 


***



Xander
peeked into Abby's room.  "Are you decent or can I giggle at the
clown nose?" 


"No
clown nose."  He came in and gave her a hug. 
"Good.   Now if only he'd come." 


Xander
leaned down to whisper to her stomach, patting it gently.  Then he looked
around before back at her, holding up a small bottle.  She shook her head
so he put it away again. "Okay.  I told him he had to come out. 
That way I could cuddle him."  He kissed her on the forehead. 
"Now, how does the first weekend of the new year strike you for a trip to
Vegas?" 


"Sounds
good to me," she admitted.  "He can fly by then.  I'll be
almost ready to go back to work.  That'll be good," she
decided.  She smiled at him then at the nurse when she came in. 
"This is Xander." 


"The
father?" she asked.  Xander nodded.  "Okay.  We'll put
you on the approved visitor's list.  We've had to restrict it." 


"If
it was her boss I'm going to send her another stink bomb." 


"No,
not the director.  Palmer got creepy and squealy.  Ducky had to make
him go home."  Xander grinned at that. "I know, he's a geek, but
that's okay.  McGee won't come." 


"I
can fix that," he assured her.  "Handcuffs fix those
issues." 


She
smiled.  "Gibbs didn't want to leave.  Tony either." 


"They
can come back when you're closer.  I hope they're not out on the streets
right now but they can come back when they're closer."  She
nodded.  "Anything else I can fix for you?" 


"Make
him hurry up?" 


"We
can give you medicine," the nurse offered. 


"No,
that can hurt him." 


Xander
looked at her. "I can chant over your stomach.  Or they can pop your
water balloon." 


"Chant
over my stomach," she decided.  The nurse smiled and left them
alone.  "What does that stuff do?" 


"Makes
it go faster.  Tara said it's like an herbal version of the stuff they
wanted to give you in your IV.  I have not a clue if it works but she said
one of the women in her coven swore by it.  She had hers within four
hours." 


"I'd
like that.  Please?"  He smiled and coated his hands, getting to
work massaging it in, making her groan and arch into his hands. 
"Oooh, that feels nice, Xander."  She smiled at Tony when he
leaned in.  "He's giving me a belly rub." 


"Those
do feel nice and I'm not jealous."  He came in to help. 
"What's that stuff?" 


"Herbal
stuff one of Tara's coven members swore by to speed up labor." 


"Okay. 
Is it safe?"  He nodded.  "You're sure?  You
checked?" 


"I
did.  I checked with Alexx when she told me what to get." 


"Then
I won't complain."  He came over to help, getting her ankles for
her.  She smiled at him.  "Gibbs is growling at the
director.  She wanted us to handle a homicide case out of town." 


"You
two are my coaches.  Fat chance!"  She made a grab for the phone
and missed, getting it the second time.  She dialed.  "Put the
stupid bitch on," she told the secretary.  "Yes, this is and
she's trying to send my labor coaches out of town while I'm in
labor!"  She waited while she was on hold. "Director, Gibbs and
Tony are my labor coaches.  I need them here while I'm in labor. 
Yes, I'm going this week," she snapped.  "I'm already in labor,
Director.  The same as after I'm out of labor I'll be back in ten weeks,
which I have by right of the federal family leave act.  If you don't like
it, shove it!  I need my coaches.  They're the ones who help me
control the pain and focus on getting him out so we don't both die.  Hey,
I can always curse you to fertility."  She heard the laugh. 
"Can I?" 


"You
can," Xander assured her.   "It's a natural woman's right
to be fertile.  I'll ask Tara if she can craft it for you.  Or maybe
Ethan." 


"Mean
thought."  She grinned at him.  "I love your evil
mind.  Ethan?" she begged to the empty air.  "She's trying
to take my coaches away!"  She heard the shriek and giggled. 
"She's got a rain of frogs in her office.  Tree frogs so they've got
sticky feet and are clinging to her."  She hung up much happier.
"Thanks, Ethan."  She looked at him.  "Get to
rubbing!"  They both quit smiling at her and got back to work. 
She sighed in pleasure, until the next contraction.  Then she grabbed
Xander's hand and squeezed, screaming a bit.  "Get it out!" 


Gibbs
came strolling in.  "They have an operation for that,
Abby."  He nudged Tony out of the way.  "Focus on me,"
he ordered, staring at her.  She focused on him.  "Good, now
breathe!"  She panted.  Xander whispered in her other ear,
getting a nod.  Her pattern changed as she came down.  "She
doesn't do hypnosis well." 


"Hmm,
that might keep her out of subspace," he offered.  "They still
make drugs for the pain." 


"They
do, and I want some!" Abby yelled.  "Please give me
drugs!"  The nurse came in with a needle.  "Bless
you!" she said, starting to cry.  The next contraction started while
she was getting the drugs.  She felt it slowly ease the pain some. 
Still not enough but some.  It was going to be a long night.  The
nurse checked her then made notes and went to call her OB.  "Okay,
that stuff is magical.  Wipe it off?"  Xander got a warm, damp
paper towel from the bathroom to do that for her, letting Tony have her free hand. 
"Thank you, guys.  No more kids for a while.  Please no more
kids for a while." 


"We
don't need kids," Gibbs promised quietly.  She nodded, smiling at
him.  She bore down when the next one started. 


Xander
watched the mess.  "Huh."  He leaned out the door. 
"Her water broke?"  The nurse came back.  "Sorry to
keep make you running." 


"Not
an issue."  She checked her over.  "We're doing good,
Abby.  Just about an hour more it looks like." 


"Thank
the Gods."  The nurse smiled and headed off again.   She looked
at her men then at Xander.  "Can I go kill the bimbo space alien
nurses?" 


"Sure. 
The ones who did this to us are fair game in my book."  She
smiled.  "Want to stay in this position?" 


"Yup. 
I'm not squatting to crap out the baby." 


"Okay. 
I'll be here.  Can I catch?" 


"Not
like I care, Xander." 


"I
don't want to even look," Tony admitted. 


Gibbs
smiled.  "I'm perfectly happy up here, Abby."  Horatio
strolled in.  "Different flights?" 


"I
had to get Aiden to pick up Mahsa," Horatio admitted.  "Plus
Willow to pick up Ian."  Xander rolled his eyes.  "I
know."  He patted him.  "How are we, Abby?" 


"Going
pretty fast.  The stuff Tara told Xander to get works really well.  I
went from one every two hours to one every ten minutes in about twenty
minutes." 


He
nodded.  "As long as you're healthy and so is he," he promised,
kissing her on the forehead.  "Did you like his timing for presenting
the babies?" 


"I
did.  Call Lady Heather and tell her." 


"I
will when he's out and we know he's okay.  She works nights anyway,"
Xander offered with a smile.  She grinned back.  The nurse came
back.  "Already?"  The nurse pulled a gun on him. 
"Huh."   He moved, snapping her arm and getting her onto
the floor.  "No one touches what's mine, woman.  Who are
you?" 


"Lindsay
Chaplain," she groaned.  "Please, Mr. Harris." 


"No." 
He let Tony have her when he coughed, kicking the gun closer to his feet. 
"There.  Have another one."  He looked at Abby, shrugging a
bit.  "I don't know.  Fanclub member?" 


She
gave him a look. "You need less of a fanclub." 


"He
stole my mentor and she died because he slept with her!" the fake nurse
yelled. 


"I
didn't sleep with Lady Death, dear.  She drugged me so I
couldn't."  She started to cry.  "Go away.  This is my
son being born."  Tony drug her off and Horatio took his
place.   "Do you want to help catch, honey?" 


"No,
I've delivered two in the past," Horatio admitted.  "It was more
than enough for me, Xander.  You can help catch the
baby."   He got a happy beam, a small bounce, and a breath stealing
kiss.  "Calm down, Xander."  He nodded, going to help
her.  Abby tried to break his hand so he tamped down on the pain, helping
her through this.  Tony came back and took Gibbs' spot so he could get
feeling back in his hand.  Then Gibbs took his spot.  That was
fine.  He sat down and held Xander so he wasn't in the way and they could
watch it together. 


***



Greg
walked into the Dominion, smiling at his favorite assistant.  "I am
the bearer of good tidings.  Is she in and up?" 


"She
is.  Go right up to her office, Gregory." 


He
grinned.  "Thanks, Gloria."  He walked up there, tapping
before walking in, bowing to Master Santiago since he was in there. 
"You missed Abby being kidnaped and in labor?" 


"No,
I was there when she was taken.  Is she all right?" 


"She
is just fine."  He bowed to Lady Heather.  "Jesse Johan
Ignatius Scuito was born about two hours ago.  Preliminary tests say he's
perfectly healthy, does not have her parent's deafness, and should be perfectly
fine.  Mother is also doing well.   She's being so spoiled by
Xander it's not funny."  She smiled at that.  He handed over a
card.  "Master Tim requested some of your time on that weekend,
m'lady.  The whole family will be out then." 


She
opened it and looked at the date, then her calendar.  "I have a
client that Saturday morning, but I'm sure he won't mind."  Greg
smiled and shook his head.  "They're coming to present the children
to me?" 


"Yes,
m'lady."  He leaned over to kiss her on the cheek.  "Thank
you for your help earlier as well."  He stepped back to a respectful
distance.  "I'm off to be a happy, bouncy daddy today and forget I
got sent parts.  With your leave?  Oh, Master Tim said he would have
called directly but your cell is out of order and the hospital wouldn't let him
use his cell, but their phones had the Dominion's number blocked." 


"That's
acceptable," she assured him with a smile.  "Go celebrate being
a father, Gregory."  He bowed to both of them, snuck another kiss to
her cheek then left.  She waited until he was gone to stick the card in
her calendar. 


"His
training's weak," Santiago noted. 


"Yes,
but he was here for tactile comfort before, Emil.  He gets more of what he
needs at home.  He'd get too much if he were closer all the time but
that's how it goes sometimes."  He smiled at that.  "Have
you seen Mahsa's picture?" 


"I
haven't."  He looked at her copy.  "She's
adorable."  Lady Heather put the picture back.  "He's doing
a formal presentation?" 


"He
is.  He promised I could have Mahsa to train if she consented." 


"Even
better."  He grinned at her.  "You're such a softy,"
he teased. 


"Well,
yes, but only about some things."  She smirked at him. 
"How is your new boy?" 


"Irritating
the hell out of me.  He's whiny.  I'm sure Xander didn't let him get
away with it." 


"He's
pushing his boundaries, Emil.  Remember when Paul did that to
you?"  He nodded.  "Do what you did then." 


"I
would if he wasn't out of town this weekend on assignment and expected to be
out of town for the next two months."  He finished his tea and put
his cup aside.  "I'm going to take a turn wearing out my arm. 
By your leave?" 


"Go
ahead," she said with a smile.  She touched the card and went back to
her business duties.  That had been a good message and a very bouncy
herald delivering it. 


***



Don
walked into the office to find a large basket with balloons on his desk. 
He looked at it then around.  He was the first one in.  He smiled,
finding the card.  "I know Abby's due. That is a Xander style
present."  He opened the card and sat down, hard.  "Oh,
shit!"  He called Mac.  "Get to my desk right the hell now,
Mac Taylor.  Yes, you, now!"  He hung up and looked at the
basket.  He could see something moving around.  His boss came in,
giving him a fond look.  "Don't, it's not from the family.  It's
from someone who told me Tara's pregnant.  I think it's got a snake
too."  He looked closer, backing up when something hit the
cellophane.  "Yup, it's got a snake.  It's not a happy snake
either."  Mac walked in with his kit.  He handed over the
card.  "Before you ask, she's in bed.  There's a snake in
there."  He tapped a bit of the cellophane around the basket it to
make it strike again.  "I don't know what type that is." 
He dug into his desk, then opened the top of the present once he had the small
canister.  The snake lunged up and he sprayed it, making it fall
down.  "There you go."  He handed over the canister of
breath spray.  "Knew it had more uses than peeling paint and killing
spiders for Tara." 


Mac
retied it and shook his head.  "Get my kit, Don."  He got
it, following him down to a work area.  "Clear this area
please.  I've got a deadly creature in here."  The techs all ran
for it, closing all the doors for him.  He carefully cut into the
cellophane, letting Don spray it again. "It's probably dead." 
He put it into a plastic bag and sealed it.  If it wasn't dead it soon
would be.  He saw a second one and Don sprayed it too.  It still
lunged so he moved, getting it when it withdrew.  Another spray and it
went into a bag, struggling the whole way.  He looked around it, waving at
Danny.  "Stay, Danny!  Get someone, we've got poisonous
snakes!"  He nodded, taking off at a jog.  "I don't know if
there's any more in there, Don.  Put on gloves."  He did that,
the thick, heavy work gloves.  "That'll work.  Let's carefully
remove each piece of fruit, okay?" 


"Sure." 
First he untied the balloons, letting them float free.  Someone
knocked.  "We have poisonous snakes in here," he called. 


Sheldon
walked in with a glass cage.  "I heard."  He grabbed both
bags and emptied them into the cage, closing the lid.  "It looks like
there's something curled up in the hay, Mac.  Be careful." 


"I'm
trying, Sheldon.   Kill those." 


"Yes,
Mac."  He moved them off to the side and got more work gloves to put
on, coming over to take the fruit and put them in an evidence box of their
own.  Don yelped.  "Did you get bit?" 


"Nearly,"
he admitted, looking at his hand.  "No blood."  Sheldon
took his hand to wiggle the fingers and press to make sure.  No blood came
up.  Don sighed in relief.  He picked up the breath spray and got the
snake where it was hiding, making it keel over.  "Got you back,
bastard."  Mac reached in and got it, handing it off to Sheldon, who
dropped it into the case.  If they killed each other, they didn't
care.  They kept going, finding two more in the bottom of the
basket.  They were asleep until the grapefruits on top were moved. 
Mac nearly got bitten that time.  Nearly on his face.  It was within
millimeters.  Don caught it and handed it off to Sheldon, who slid it into
the case.  "We done?" 


"Nearly,"
Mac promised, catching his breath.  He finished removing everything. 
"Okay.  Sheldon, we need to catch the balloons and pop them in a way
that means we can test the air in them."  He nodded, jumping up to
catch the strings.  "Good.  Thank you.  Now, we have to do
fingerprints.  Don, are you all right?" 


"Very
pissed.  It's finals week so I can't make her stay home either." 


"It'll
be fine.  Put an officer on her, Don."  He nodded, going to do
that.  His boss already had but he talked to the guys personally, making
sure they knew he'd be gutting them and using them as decoration if Tara got
hurt.  Then he called her to tell her.  He went back to his desk,
finding chocolates on them.  "Any idea?" he asked the room at
large. 


"The
usual one who brings Stella chocolates when she orders," one of the other
detectives called.  "Card on the back, Flack." 


Don
turned it over to look at it, nodding.  "This one says it's from
Stella.  I'm going to have it scanned in case.  Thanks, guys. 
The deadly snakes are gone now."  He walked off with the candy,
finding Stella coming in.  He held it up and she smiled. "You did
send?" 


"I
did send.  I thought you'd need a bit of cheering up since it's finals
week."  He smiled at that. "Why?" 


"I
got sent poisonous snakes in a fruit basket with balloons and a card
congratulating me for knocking Tara up." 


"Is
she?" 


"We're
trying," he admitted with a small, sheepish grin.  "Can I get it
scanned anyway, just in case?" 


"Of
course.  I can do that."  She walked him into the Trace lab,
going to do that for him.   Danny came in.  "What's
up?" 


"Mac
nearly got bitten catching the snakes." 


"Him
and me both," Don admitted.  She gave him a startled look. 
"Five poisonous things in the basket, Stella." 


"That
fucker is dead when I find him," she stated.  No one did that to her
Mac.  Or her Danny.  Danny gave her a look.  "You, no mind
reading.  I can be mushy in my own head."  She finished the
analysis, handing him back the box.  "All good, Don."  He kissed
her and ate one, walking out with them.  She looked at Danny. 
"We have to." 


"We
should," he agreed.  She smiled at his easy capitulation. 
"Did you hear, Abby delivered last night." 


"I
didn't."  She smiled and hugged him, smiling at Mac.  "Did
you hear that Abby delivered last night?" 


"I
didn't."  He smiled at them both.  "That is a good reason
to hug in the lab.  I'm fine, guys." 


"Bullsnot,
Mac.  Even I can see you're shaky," Danny said, pulling him back to
his office.  He sat him down and worked on his shoulders. 
"That's a crappy way to start the day." 


"The
letter said it was for making Tara pregnant," he admitted. 


"Don's
got that covered," Danny assured him.  "What can we do to
help?"   Mac moaned at the knot he got to release.   "You
really do need this, Mac.   Next time we're in Miami I'm having
Xander work on you." 


"I'll
be fine." 


"Tough,
suck it up.  You can barely move your arms.  That means our lives are
in danger on the street.  After all, we know I'm not comfy with my gun." 
Mac looked at him.  "I'm not, probably never will be, Mac.  I
passed qualifications again.  Feel lucky."   He went back
to his shoulders, noticing the new tension.  "Just because I suck at
it doesn't mean I can't do other things." 


"You're
right.  It is something we should work on, Danny." 


"Yeah,
well, gonna take some therapy there, Mac."  He kept going, making Mac
moan again.  Mac went limp in his hands so he patted him on the
head.  "There, that's better.  You can move, right?" 
He nodded.  "Good."  He patted him again then left him
alone, shrugging at Lindsay's odd look.  "He moved wrong when he
dodged the snake trying to eat his face." 


"Is
he okay?" 


"Yeah,
he dodged just enough.  Cracked his neck wrong or somethin'.  He's
fine.  I got the knot out.  Stella's working on it.  Go help her
if you're clear."  She nodded, going to do that.  Danny looked
at Mac, who smiled at that order.  He shrugged.  "Makes sense if
she's clear."  He went back to his own case.  Stella, Sheldon,
and Lindsey should be able to find out who had done that.  If not, he'd
wade in too.  Once he was done. 


***



Don
smiled at Tara when she was led into the bullpen.  "Did you
sneak?" he teased.  She pouted.  "Tara?" 


"No,
I was going to take the subway to school."  She sat down, giving him
a kiss.  "Are you okay?" 


"Yeah,
one narrowly missed my hand.  Only got the glove."  She
glared.  "I don't know who yet.  Doc, Stella, and Lindsay have
it."   She glared harder.   He looked at her. 
"Do you feel okay?"   She nodded, her scowl clearing
up.  "You sure?  You're kinda pouty about being protected."



"I'm
fine." 


"Could
the card be right?" he hinted.  She blinked and stared then got up
and went to the bathroom, coming back pale and shaky.  "I'm guessing
that's a reason to have a good dinner out tonight?" 


"Dinner
with your family," she reminded him.  She sat in his lap, giving him
a hug.  "We should celebrate but not in that room," she
whispered.  "Or in the garden."  He whooped and gave her a
squeeze.  "Don!  Easy!" 


"You're
not that fragile," he teased.  He gave her another squeeze, making
her hold on while he got up to dance her around. 


"That
is the dance of fatherhood," one guy quipped to his partner. 


"You
should know, you've got six," he complained. 


"True. 
They might too some day.  Congrats, Flack," he called,
clapping.  The others joined in.  Don beamed and Tara blushed, hiding
her face in his shoulder. 


"Thanks,
guys.  No one tell my folks, we're having dinner tonight."  He
looked at her, letting her slide back down so he could kiss her. 
"How was your test?" 


"Okay. 
I think I passed."  He smiled.  "I'm going to get pounced,
aren't I?" 


"Like
nothing Wolfe did to his witch," he promised in a low voice.  She
blushed bright red and swatted him lightly on the shoulder.  "If it
wasn't for the homicide on my desk, I'd show you."  She
whimpered.  "Go home, be safe?" 


"I'll
even let them check the house first," she promised, giving him another
kiss.  She walked off, finding them waiting at the desk.  "Hi,
guys.  Can you check the house too?  Don said they found snakes in
the basket today." 


"Of
course, Mrs. Flack," one agreed, escorting her out.  "What was
the applause for?"  She blushed again.  "Really?" 


"Really,"
she agreed sheepishly.  "Baby envy."  They both smiled at
her and took her home, making sure they did a very thorough check of the house
for her safety.  Flack would now be the world's fussiest father and would
destroy the city if something happened to his daughter-in-law.  The son
might be even worse. 


***



Xander
hung up his phone, looking at Abby.  "Tara had such strong baby envy
I'm going to be a cousin."  She squealed and hugged him around their
son.  "Hi, Jesse."  The baby blinked at him then went back
to sleep.  "You get to go home, don't you?" he teased.  She
nodded.  "I've got the papers.   Give me the
baby."   She did that, going to get dressed in the
bathroom.  She came out in the same dress he had bought her, making him
beam at her and hand back the baby.  "I knew that'd look just as
beautiful on you after you delivered."  He waved at the nurse,
letting her bring in the wheelchair.  He got them settled, checked the
room, then headed to their rental SUV.  Horatio was behind the wheel
waiting.  "Sorry, she got to squeal after I heard from Tara. 
Her baby envy was very strong." 


"They'll
be wonderful children," Horatio promised, getting out to help Abby into
the passenger's seat while Xander got the baby into the carseat.  He was
better at those.  "There we go.  Your home, Abby, or one of
their's?" 


"I
don't know, they were arguing about that last night."  She called
Gibbs.  "Don't growl at me.  I'm going home.  Yours? 
That's fine.  Or mine, I've got the cradle.  Sure.  Come over
tonight, Gibbs.  Bring fussy and whiny."  She hung up. 
"Case on the ship that just pulled into berth." 


"That's
kinda funny," Xander admitted. 


"I
know, it is," she agreed, smiling at him.  "We all
set?"  They nodded so Horatio got in to drive.  "Can I
still call him Johan?" 


"Of
course.  You can call him whichever you want," Xander promised. 
"That's a parental right."  Horatio smiled at that. 
"I think he wants to call him Iggy," he stage-whispered, making her
giggle.  He checked the baby and they were off, Horatio shaking his
head.   Xander looked at the baby when it made a noise he did not like. 
"Our future Nobel winning chemist just laid a load, Horatio.  Drive a
bit faster?" 


"I'm
going the speed limit, Xander," he said patiently.  "It's not
that far."  He turned a corner, seeing the lights going on behind
them.  He sighed and pulled over.  "Change him if you can while
we're stopped.  He turned off the engine and rolled down his window. 
"Yes, Officer?" 


Abby
looked at him.  "Do I know you?"  He shook his head.
"Are you sure?" 


"I'm
sure," he promised.  "Sir, your taillights are out." 


"It's
a rental," Horatio told him.  "I'll tell the rental company that
once we drop Abby off.  She's going home from the hospital, Officer."



"I
understand that, sir.  They're not broken but your brake lights didn't
come on?" 


"I
don't remember braking," he admitted, looking confused.  "Not
since we paused to pull out of the hospital."  The officer gave him
an odd look.  "I'm used to a hummer, Officer.  I drive the
Miami-Dade crime lab hummers when I'm at work." 


"You're
an officer?"  He saw what Xander was doing. "Sir?" 


"He
just crapped.  Of course I'm changing him while we're stationary. 
It's nasty if I don't."  He finished wiping his butt, making his son
squeal.  "Sorry, is the wipe a bit cold?  I'll try to warm the
next one, son."  He got the new diaper put on and the old one with
the wipe tossed into a plastic bag they had back there for trash.  He tied
it off.  "Abby, can you toss this in the barrel by the front
tire?"  She nodded, opening her window to do that.   He looked
at the confused looking officer.  "You wouldn't want to sit in it,
right?" 


"No,
sir," he said, agreeing to that much.  "For future reference,
cops get nervous when people start opening things during traffic stops.  I
can issue you a warning, Officer." 


"Lieutenant,"
he admitted, pulling out his ID.  "She's NCIS." 


"Oh,
hey.  Work with DiNozzo?" 


"I'm
Abby."  She grinned and waved.  "Their lab tech." 


"Oh! 
No wonder you have lab geeks with you," he said, nodding.  He took
his license and noted down things, checking the box for warning, noting on
there it was a rental vehicle.  "There you go, sir," he said,
handing it over.  "Tell them to fix it please."  He walked
off, going back to his car. 


"Sorry,"
Xander said, shrugging a bit.  He made sure the buckles were
rehitched.  "We're set." 


Horatio
tucked it into the visor and headed off shaking his head.  "At least
it wasn't the fanclub," he muttered. 


"I
heard that," Xander assured him. "I'm being mean and teasing myself
later while you can't help." 


Horatio
glanced back in the mirror.  "That's not a punishment, Xander." 


"It
is if I handcuff your butt to the chair."  He smiled sweetly. 


"That
could be," he admitted, letting Abby navigate to her home.  Once
there he helped her up to her apartment while Xander got the baby and the gift
bag the hospital had given them.  He didn't want to know why she slept in
a coffin, but that was just her he supposed.  The baby had a beautiful
black painted iron cradle with a midnight purple canopy.  "This
reminds me of the D&D nursery at Aiden's house," he quipped, going to
answer the door. "McGee.  She's in bed.  Coffin." 


"Bed,"
McGee told him with a grin.  He handed over a small box.  "For
you guys.  We'll be at the office most of the night with this one
probably.  Gibbs said to apologize since he doesn't.  Tony said
so."  He smiled at Xander.  "He okay?" 


"Loving
the iron cradle." 


"Good,
that thing weighs a ton," he shared quietly.  "Abby, its' going
to be a long night," he called.  "Two suicides on the ship that
just came in." 


"I'll
be here and being spoiled," she assured him. 


"Okay. 
We'll come over once we're done for the party."  He left with a grin
for the fathers. 


Xander
shut the door and looked in the box.  "Hmm, chocolate covered
macadamia nuts.  Someone wants to help us spoil her."  Horatio
smiled, bringing them in to her while Xander called his contact locally. 
He brought over the spoiling stuff he had been gathering for the last day,
letting him take the box and sign the slip. "Thanks, man."  He
closed the door and walked it into the bedroom, making her look awed at the
gift basket that was his height.  Well, stack of baskets his height. 
"I figured you could use the storage somewhere.  Here, their places,
wherever, or in the lab."  He grinned. "There's excellent bath
stuff.  There's treats, there's ... that's a spider."  He opened
it and killed the small daddy long legs.  "Sorry, must've snuck
in."  She smiled and let him show her each of the baskets while she
nibbled on Gibbs' present.  Someone else knocked so he went to get
it.  "Yes." 


"Scuito?"



"In
bed."  The bags were handed over.  "Thanks.  From
who?" 


"DiNozzo?"



"Thanks. 
Need a tip?"  He shook his head and walked off.  Xander checked
the hallway then closed the door again.  "Tony sent lunch." 


"He
likes to eat," she agreed, padding out to look through it. 
"Awww, he sent me my favorite and sushi."  She kissed Xander on
the cheek and found her cellphone to text him, then she padded back to bed,
texting one to Gibbs about the nuts and she'd be at home.   
Johan fussed and they both ignored it but she looked.  He went back to
sleep so she shrugged it off.  "Must not be a big thing." 


Horatio
looked.  "Lost his thumb."  He put it back in the sucking
mouth and the baby drifted off again.  "There we go."  He
smiled at her, letting her have the last basket of things Xander had
found.  It had seashells and things for some reason.  She seemed
happy to see them. 


"I'm
putting the shell patterns on something for the holidays." 


"Ah." 
He nodded.  "I'm sure it'll be beautiful."  He kissed her
gently on the forehead.  "You should rest." 


"I
probably should."  She let him restack her baskets of Xander goodies
and the box of Gibbs goodies, then she snuggled down in her coffin.  He
tucked her in and let her sleep, going out to the living room to check their
mails for now. 


***



Greg
smiled at the new announcement that hit his inbox.  "Abby's
home," he announced.  They all smiled at that.  Hodges
pouted.  "You know we should give it back if we can." 


"It's
a grant to the lab," he pouted. 


"Hodges,
he sent it to me to break us up." 


"I
know."  He gave him a miserable look.  "If it comes
back?" 


"Then
it's yours."  That got a nod.  "If not, I'll see what I can
swing in the way of next year's donations.  I know Don and Xander both
have to do some."  That got a brighter smile.  He looked over as
Ecklie stomped in.  "Another present?" 


"No. 
What happened to that check?" 


"It
got sent back.  The person who sent it left us a clear account
number.  That's the right thing to do since he sent it to break us up,
Ecklie.  I'm not dumping Xander to give the lab money.  I can't take
it otherwise because I'm not a whore."  The lab director gave him a
glare.  "I don't care if you don't like it."  He stood
up.  "I'm sorry if it pisses you off, Ecklie, but he sent that to
break me and my boys up.  I'm not breaking up with them to give the lab
more money!  I respect my relationship and I'm not taking it on that
reason.  It's always been the protocol to send all those presents back
when we can.  Sometimes it takes a few days, sometimes it doesn't. 
Since we had an account number this time it was easier." 


"I
can have you fired," he sneered. 


"Do
it, watch me ruin this department," Greg snapped back.  
"Especially with your little memo the other day, Ecklie."  He
backed up a step.  "Now, get out of my face.  I'm not whoring
myself for this department.  Ever.  I have an open invitation to
Miami and to help Aiden work on the stuff down there in the family until a lab
spot comes open."  Ecklie stomped off.  "Puss bag," he
muttered, sitting back down.  "Sorry you had to see that.  Some
people have no tact.  If it comes back, I'll give it to the lab.  If
not, at least it's one less person sending me shit to get us broken up." 


"No,
I approve of that attitude, Greg," Grissom promised.  "There's a
grant we can fill out to get Hodges new equipment since some of his is
ancient."  That got a small smile.  "It's on your desk,
Hodges." 


"I'll
get on it today, Grissom."  That got a nod.  "No more
parts, Greg?" 


"No,
not in the last week.  It's been a mostly present free week." 
He saw the Sheriff stomping their way.  "Incoming," he said
dryly. 


"Sanders,
did you threaten Director Ecklie?" he demanded. 


"Only
when he got into my face about sending a present back to the person who had
sent it," he noted calmly.  "He apparently wanted me to sell my
ass for the department and I respect myself and my relationship more than
that.  With his memo saying all the gay officers in the lab had to come
out to him personally and disclose our relationship status, he's in deep shit,
Sheriff."   The man looked stunned and Greg shrugged. 
"It's not my fault.  I have always sent back presents when I
could.  I'm not breaking up my relationship for anyone.  Especially
not to pay the department like they're my pimp.  So yes, when he
threatened to fire me I told him to bring it on and I'd sue.  Now, this is
the last I want to hear about this since you're doing it in front of
others."  He got a horrified look and glared.  "You wouldn't
call anyone else out in front of others.  Would you?" 


"No,"
he admitted.  "Fine, my office." 


"Grissom,
may we use yours?" 


"Go
ahead, Greg.  Door's open."  He followed them.  "As
his supervisor, I'm going to be here as well."  He shut the
door.  "It has been the protocol they established with the first
present, Sheriff." 


"The
last grant?" 


"Was
a grant directed at the lab and we didn't know who had sent it," Greg
assured him. "Xander got it sent in cash and put it into a more secure
method for mailing purposes." 


The
Sheriff sighed.  "We're facing a budget crisis, CSI Sanders." 


"Guilt
tripping me makes me dig in my feet even more," he warned back.  The
Sheriff backed off.  "I don't care if you don't like me being with
them.  I don't care if you don't like me knowing Lady Heather.  I
could care fucking less what anyone's opinion means.  The only opinions
that matter to me are my family's.  They wouldn't do this to me.  If
it comes back I'll gladly give it to the lab.  If it doesn't, then it
doesn't and it's one less person who wants to break up my relationship for
their own petty sexual fantasies.  What's mine is mine.  I'm very
protective of my boys.  Both of them."  The Sheriff took another
step back then looked at the bookcase behind him, getting away from the
bugs.  "The poisonous ones are on the other shelf.  Gris, do you
have a copy of that memo?  I stupidly threw mine away." 


"I
do."  He printed it off.  "Ecklie made me write it,
Sheriff.  It's not my feelings on the subject.  I don't care who's
sleeping with who as long as it doesn't impact their work and I don't have to
hear details or see anything illegal." 


He
looked at it then at Greg.  "This is a violation of the new
policy." 


"Yeah,
I know that," Greg promised him.  "Now, is there another
problem?" 


"No. 
The presents were being sent here?" 


"Most
of them needed some forensics help to find the original owners so I could send
them back.  I don't let any deliveries but food go to my apartment. 
I'm very conscious of my safety after being broken in on by that one
photographer and white slaver."  The Sheriff shuddered. "Now,
you can calm down Ecklie or not.  If he whines at me about it,
tough.  The protocol we three agreed on was they went back if at all
possible.  Even the classic car I just got sent in Miami last week. 
Even the money stuff.  All of it.  It's for our safety and our
sanity.  Because if we didn't send the back, they would expect to be able
to step in and break us up, sometimes by force.  Especially since some of
them like to send body parts."  The Sheriff nodded at that. 
"If Ecklie doesn't like that, he can suck me.   I don't care
about his opinion in the least.  I don't suck up to others for
things.  I never have and I never will." 


"He
hasn't," Gil agreed.  "Except when he was handing in his field
application but that was reasonable because it meant a lot of paperwork I
didn't want to do."  He took a deep breath.  "I'm going to
agree with Greg, Sheriff.  What Ecklie was trying to do was wrong.  
That memo is wrong.  Calling him out about it in front of others was
wrong.  If I see something like that again I will have someone banished
from the lab and it won't be Greg unless he starts it.  Now, are there any
other concerns?" 


"How
many presents have you been sent?" the Sheriff asked. 


Greg
shrugged. "I have a log book at home and the one in Miami is for what got
sent down there for all of us.  One of them even gifted his adoptive
father to hand him over.  Do we have anything on the brain?" he asked
Grissom. 


"We
do, it matched DNA out of New York and California.  We sent it to New
York's lab since that was the last known address."  Greg sighed in
relief.  "Has anyone gotten in touch with her mother?" 


"Xander
said he did and she's still okay.  She let her talk to Mahsa, making her a
happy baby, then she and Aiden talked for about an hour.  She mailed her
pictures too."  He grinned.  "The last immigration hearing
is next week.  So if they get bitchy we're going to hide our daughter
until we can appeal." 


"She
was sent to her biological father, there shouldn't be, Greg." 


"It's
a republican ordered agency, Grissom.  Xander is still in a gay
trio." 


"Point. 
But with Aiden raising her...." 


"We
can only hope and I'm skipping that day.  You've got the forms. That
extended my week of new daddy leave by a day earlier."  That got a
nod.  "Which I was listed as being on call for anyway, not on
shift."  He looked at the Sheriff.  "I like this department
most of the time and I love this lab.  That does not mean I won't fight
back if he starts shit or gets into my face, Sheriff.  Not even Lady
Heather or Xander could make me stop.  Before you ask, yes IAB asked why I
was getting presents.  I told them, got them in touch with the guy down in
Miami who handles it when Horatio gets stuff, and they've had a few drinks over
the phone together.  Especially since I heard Horatio got four brand new
hummers sitting in his driveway at the moment with big bows on them. 
They're temptations to leave Xander.  I'm not leaving Xander and I'm not
leaving Horatio." 


"Fine. 
I get that, Sanders.  You're going on paternity leave?" 


"Someone
just had a son for Xander.  It's taking about the last of my saved leave
time but yes I am.  Before you ask, they were both drugged at a conference
and someone did a warm transfer while they were drugged.  They've worked
out custody so she gets majority, no matter how often he pouts, and all he has
to do is ask to get him."  He dug out a picture.  "This is
our daughter Mahsa.  The first time he was kidnaped someone stole semen,
that's where she came from.  This is our new son Jesse Johan Ignatius
Scuito." 


"He's
adorable.  Congratulations."  He looked at the smiling
father.  "When are you moving down there?" 


"When
a spot comes open.  We think it'll be a year.  They're having a
legitimately crappy budget year." 


The
Sheriff nodded.  "All right, I can accept that and the fact you do
need to send those back.  Try to go easier on him?" 


"He
started it.  I'm not letting someone use me as a whore for this
department.  He wants it, let him go bend over on a street corner." 


"Point. 
This is the end of this discussion?" 


"Sure. 
Not a problem.  I'm fairly reasonable when not approached in public about
this stuff.   Yelling at me in front of the rest of the lab tends to
piss me off.  As is I'm going to have to stop Xander from sending him
something nasty in the mail for yelling at me like that.  Because he'll
know even if I don't tell him.  He's bribed a patrol officer to call if
something happens to me." 


The
Sheriff smiled.  "I'd do the same thing if I lived so far away from
the one I loved.  Your relationship with Lady Heather?" 


"None
of the department's business.  The same as Xander happens to be her
student Master Tim."  His face went slack.  "So, no, butt
out of my bedroom." 


"Agreed. 
Grissom, I'll handle this memo thing." 


"Thank
you.  Conrad's gotten a bit stressed, I don't know why." 


Nick
knocked then walked in. "Grissom, Greg just got sent a major box
here." 


"I
had them send them to my shield," Greg defended. 


"I
know.  Doesn't seem to matter.  This one was addressed to you here,
Greggo." 


"Coming." 
He looked at Grissom.  "See you out there."  He walked out,
taking the gloves and box cutter from Bobby.  "Okay, guys.  If
this is a body, I'm going to get sick again.   The last one I got
this size was."  He carefully opened the top.  "We have
pictures, right?" 


"Got
the box already," Warrick promised.  Greg pushed back the top and he
paused then took a picture.  "Is that fabric?" 


"It
is."  He carefully pressed.  "Did anyone x-ray
this?"  The receptionist nodded.  "Any idea what it
is?" 


"Solid,
not electronic." 


"Doesn't
preclude other types of bombs."  He carefully felt along the top
layer of fabric, peeling it back.  Three layers down he ran into a small
switch, like a real switch.  He held it up, frowning at it. 
"Huh."   He handed that to Warrick to bag.  Then he
moved the next few layers, still searching for wires.  He came to the top
of a house.  "A doll house?"  He cut open the front of the
box, moving that fabric out of the way.   He looked at it. 
"Any idea what house that is?" he asked.  No one said
anything.  "Guys?"  He looked up at Ecklie.  "I
don't know, it got sent to me.  It was addressed to here."  He
finished moving the fabric and checked the base then the back. 
"Okay, it's clear for wires."  He pulled the house out and put
it onto a nearby table.  "What are you?" he muttered, finding
the catch to open the front of the house.  He opened it and stared. 
"Okay."  He blinked.  "That's just....odd, even for
those guys.  Anyone find a note?" 


"Found
one," Bobby offered. "Who's Oz?" 


"Used
to work for Xander's Grandsire, dated Willow in high school.  Old friend
of Xander's."  He took the note.  "Sent to you here for
some reason.  Not a clue why.  Nothing too creepy in it just
odd.  No idea why a dollhouse," he read.  He looked at it,
checking all the miniature fixtures. He found a spot for a battery. 
"Nine volt?"  Archie gave him one and he plugged it in, looking
at the message that appeared.  "Huh.  No, I want a less ornate
crypt.  I swear I know this house."  He took a picture with his
phone and sent it to Xander with a 'wtf' header.  He got back a simple
answer.  "This was his grandfather's house down in Miami. 
Interesting."  He checked for more hidden messages.  He did find
a small doll in a closet.  He pulled it out to look at it, then
frowned.  "Xander hasn't had hair that long since ....  Crap a
while now."  He let Warrick take that one.  "Okay," he
sighed, lifting it down and putting it back into the box.  He took out the
battery and handed it over.  "One last check.  Bugs?" 
Bobby handed over the bug scanner.  He found two and removed them, letting
them be bagged separately.  The GPS chip he found didn't make him any
happier.  "He took one from a phone."  It was taken by
Ecklie.  "I think that's the only way we'll figure out who sent this
via Oz."  He took it back and bagged it.  "Grissom?" 


"Put
it in a corner of my office, Greg."  He and Nick lifted it. 
"Before anyone says a word, when Xander's grandparents died, most of their
staff committed suicide to follow them.  They were loved that much." 


"They
were all found in the basement the next day," Greg offered as he came
back.  "Piled up.  One of the last ones to go piled them up then
laid down on top." 


"He's
not in the closet down there, is he?" Warrick asked. 


"Only
for social things.  Then he never denies but Xander's not comfortable with
people.   He's more comfortable with animals.  We don't take out
billboards but most of the department knows we're together. The mayor joked
about it in council while they were doing the rebuild."  That got a
nod.  "He's in the closet sometimes about his dom stuff, but
otherwise no." 


"Okay,"
Warrick said. 


"Horatio's
not either, right?" Nick asked.  Greg shook his head. 
"Then why the doll in the closet?" 


"It
was a good place to hide?" Greg offered.  "I don't know. 
Xander's the profiler.  He doesn't like humans so he studies them to try
to understand them better." 


"What
happened to that kid?" Warrick asked.  Greg gave him a look. 
"That bad?" 


"Yeah. 
And worse than you think.  His parents are dead, thankfully.  That
way I don't have to cover up a double homicide.  They died when they tried
to sell him."  He frowned.  "His hair was cut after the
fire.  The assault and the fire they found him in."  They all
nodded at that.  "I don't know.  I'll tell Xander about it
later, get his thoughts.  Grissom, was the meeting done?" 


"It
was.  Good job on that robbery, Greg." 


"Thank
you.  I'm going home now.  I need some ice cream and a long talk with
my boys."  He waved.  "I'll work on the dollhouse tomorrow
if I don't get a new one, Gris." 


"That's
fine, Greg.  Let us know if something else comes." 


"I
hope not."  He walked off, shaking his head.  He had to detour
back to the locker room, finding someone in his locker.  He cleared his
throat.  "'Scuse me?  Looking for something?"  The man
gave him a horrified look.  "I think that's mine."  
The man backed away.  "Oh, try.  Really."  The man
tried to move around him so he put him down.  "Guys, someone was in
my locker again!" he yelled.  Grissom came in.  "Him. 
He tried to run."  He went to look.  "Hmm.  Keys
aren't here."  Grissom found them and one of his pictures of Mahsa. 
"Thanks."  He stuck the picture back and closed his locker,
looking at him.  "Want me to have a dial lock or a padlock?" 


"Dial."



"I'll
bring one in."  He walked out through the other door, heading to his
car.  He found Warrick checking it over.  "Someone was just in
my locker," he admitted, popping the hood.  He put back the wire he
loosened every day, then shut it.  He turned on his alarm and it didn't go
off.  "Anything?" 


"Nah. 
Have a better day, Greg." 


"Thanks,
you too, man."  He slid in and headed for the house.  He had to
stop by the post office to get his mail from his PO Box, then the hardware
store before he forgot, but otherwise it was fine.  He flopped down on his
couch with a bowl of ice cream, turning on the video chat feature on his laptop,
finding Horatio on.  "Hi, baby." 


"Good
morning, Greg."  He smiled.  "What's wrong?" 


"Someone
broke into my locker.  Ecklie came after me for sending that one check
back, got the Sheriff onto me.  They both started on it in front of the
rest of the lab.  Plus I got a strange death threat dollhouse." 


"Xander
said you sent him a picture of their house." 


"It
was a miniature dollhouse.  It had a mini him with his long hair in a
closet. It had a switch like he'd use a few layers above the house.  It
was wrapped in a pretty light purple silky feeling fabric all the way around
then when I put in the battery there was a death threat.  It said it was a
crypt fit for me."  He ate another bite of ice cream.  "I
don't know what the hell is going on, Horatio." 


"We
had one of those sent to Speed," he admitted.  "One was found
today by Ryan as well.  Willow thought it was a well-intentioned baby gift
until she plugged in the battery.  Did you take fingerprints?" 


"No. 
It's in the corner of Gris's office."  Someone pounded. 
"Hold on."  He put down his bowl and got up, going to the
door.  "Hey, Adam.  What's up?" he asked his apartment
manager. 


"You
had mail in your box."  He handed it over.  "You
okay?" 


"Talking
with Miami via chat."  That got a nod and his manager walked
off.  He closed and locked the door, coming back.  "Spam mail in
my box."  He finished looking through it, coming to one
envelope.  He held it up. "There's something inside." 


"Move
it so I can see too, Greg," Horatio ordered.  He did that and looked.
"That looks like an evidence envelope."  Greg got some gloves
and carefully slit it open, pulling out a baggie of white powder. 
"Interesting." 


"Be
right back, baby.  Gotta go deliver this."  He hung up and
finished his ice cream while he grabbed his shoes and keys, heading back to his
car once he made sure his door was locked.  He pulled back into the
station a few minutes later, getting out and running into Grissom in the
hallway.  "Here."  He handed over the envelope. 
"This was inside," he said, holding it up.  Grissom took it to
look at.  "I opened it with Horatio watching.  We were video
chatting.  It was sent to the apartment complex." 


"I'll
have tox read it, Greg." 


"Thanks,
Grissom.  I don't want to be scared." 


"I
know, Greg.  Calm down, it'll be okay.  Go back to talk to
Horatio."  He nodded, going to do that.  He took it directly to
tox and the envelope with it.  "This was mailed to Greg," he
said, handing it over.  "To his physical apartment address he never
gives out."  That got a nod and they moved to the containment system
to open it and get out a sample.  He walked the envelope to
fingerprints.  "This was sent to Greg's apartment," he told
her.  "The new one." 


"Hell,"
she muttered, taking off her jacket.  She sat down to look it over,
putting it in to be scanned.  "I'll send the sticky stuff to DNA,
Grissom." 


"Grissom!"
the tox guy yelled as he jogged up the hall.  "I need the CDC,"
he panted.  "That's anthrax." 


"Call
them."  He nodded, going to do that.  He looked at her, letting
her nod.  "I'll approve the overtime," he promised her.  He
went back to check the report.  It was a mixed sample.  Some of it
was anthrax, some was baby powder.  It was a very minute amount. He called
Greg.  "It's me.  Tell Horatio it was Anthrax.  I want you
in Miami today, Greg."  He hung up and went to tell the
Sheriff.  "It's me," he said before entering.  "Greg
got mail sent to his home address by someone.  No return address on
it.  That is the address he never uses." 


"I
noticed it had been switched to a PO Box," the sheriff admitted. 
"Another threat?" 


"Anthrax. 
A minute amount with baby powder.  The tox tech is calling someone
already."  That got a nod from the Sheriff.  "I'm putting
Greg on emergency leave.  I'm sending him to Miami for his own safety."



"Agreed,"
he decided.  "That's damn dangerous.  Keep me informed." 


"Of
course."  He walked out, calling Greg back. "Did you tell
her?"  He smiled.  "I will.  Go.  Take the first
flight.  Don't worry about packing, just go, Greg."  He hung up
and called the Dominion.  "Lady Heather please, Sandra." 
She put him through.  "Lady Heather, Gil Grissom.  Greg got sent
Anthrax," he said quietly.  "To his home address.  He's
heading out now.  I'm sending him down there.  He's too panicked to
call for himself.  We've also gotten an odd threat in the form of a
dollhouse.  I don't know.  I'll call Horatio in a moment.  Don't
worry, he's well protected.  Exactly.  Just a head's up,
yes."  He smiled. "I'd be delighted to come out for Christmas
dinner.  Thank you for the invitation, Lady Heather.  You have a good
night."  He hung up and went back, finding two men in hazmat suits in
there.  "The person it was sent to did not open it.  He's a
tech.  The report was on the table when I put it down." 


"We
have it, sir, but we need you to step back please," one of them ordered. 


"Of
course."  He stepped back.  "The envelope's in fingerprints
and part is going to DNA.  Let us know how we can help.  The intended
victim's headed out of the city for his own safety." 


"Thank
you."  They boxed up the rest of the baggie and closed the
containment box, then walked it out. 


"What
the hell!" Nick called, jogging to find Grissom.  "We had a
radioactive sample?" 


"Greg
got sent anthrax to at his apartment."  He grimaced. "He's going
to Miami today." 


"Good!" 
He called Warrick.  "It's Nick.  Someone sent Greg
anthrax.  His place, not the PO Box he's got, Warrick.  They were
just here.  Thanks, man."  He hung up.  "We need to
call down there." 


"I'm
doing that now," he admitted, walking off to call from the office. 
He called the house.  "Horatio?  Gil Grissom.  Greg's on
his way down.  I ordered him not to pack or anything.  He got sent
anthrax."  He blinked.  "Really?  No, to his
apartment, the new one.  Yes, that address.  No, I don't care,"
he admitted.  "It's fine with me, Horatio.  Yes, I would like to
compare the dollhouses.  Did they have a miniature Xander figure and a
switch that was on top of the house by a few layers of fabric?"  He
smiled.  "We have photos.  He opened it in the hallway with most
of us around.  Warrick took them.  Warrick?" he called.  He
was stomping past and backtracked.  "Send all the dollhouse pictures
and evidence to Horatio.  Speed and Ryan Wolfe both got one that was
similar.  Greg's on his way down." 


"Good! 
Who in hell sends anthrax to Greg!"  He stomped off again, going to
do that. 


"The
entire lab is now very upset," he said quietly. "Whatever we have,
Horatio.  I believe in cooperating in these things.  Thank
you."  He hung up and went to find Warrick.  "He'll send up
the files they have on the ones they got sent.  That way we can
compare."  Warrick nodded. "It'll be fine. There is no one more
protective of what's his than Horatio Caine, Warrick.  Not to mention that
the boys like to protect him as much as he protects them."  That got
a half smile.  "I've already alerted Lady Heather as well." 


"Thanks. 
Call Don?" 


"I
can do that as well."  He went to look up that number in his
email.  He knew he had been sent it.  He found it and called
it.  "Is Don Flack in please?  Junior.  Gil Grissom, LVPD
crime lab.  Thank you.  No, I don't have it but I know someone who
would.  Thank you.  That would be more than acceptable." 
He was transferred over.  "Mac?  Gil.  No, two
problems.  A dollhouse with a threat to Greg and someone sent him anthrax
to his physical address, the one no one knows about."  He nodded,
leaning back to listen.  "Horatio had a few sent to Speed and Ryan
Wolfe.  We're already doing that.  Warrick has it here.  He's
sending down ours and we're getting theirs.  No, it was suggested I warn
Don Flack as well since he's family.  I called his desk but he's out and
someone else answered.  They transferred me to you.  Thanks,
Mac.  We'll find out.  Cut with baby powder.  Only minute traces
of anthrax.  Probably enough to make him sick but not spread it much
farther.  Thank you.  Sure.  If I get any indication it's
heading your way you're my first call."  He smiled.  "She
is?  That's great news.  Have her call Lady Heather to tell her and
Xander. They could use some cheering up today.  Thank you,
Mac."  He hung up still smiling, getting an odd look from Nick. 
"Tara's pregnant." 


"Don
Flack's Tara?"  He nodded.  He grinned.  "She'll be a
great mom.  Any other good news?" 


"Horatio's
team got sent two dollhouses.  Warrick's exchanging
information."  Nick nodded at that.  "Tell Catherine to be
careful of her mail, just in case it was against the lab this time?  It's
a possibility," he warned at the snort.  "Not every threat
against Greg is because he's with Xander.  Some are because he's a
CSI." 


"Point." 
He called her.  "It's me.   Be very careful of your
mail.  Greg got sent anthrax.  He brought in the baggie without
opening it thankfully.  Headed, yeah.  Also the dollhouse thing is
multi-city.   Horatio's guys got two sent.  Ooh, and Tara's
pregnant.  Yeah, Flack's girl.  Grissom was smiling about it
too.  Just be careful.  Thanks."  He hung up and went to
help dust for fingerprints.  "Grissom's not sure the anthrax isn't from
a CSI thing." 


"Could
be.  You never know what sort of idiots we have around here.  We just
arrested one getting into his locker.  He had his keys and a picture of
Mahsa."  Nick shook his head. "So we'll see."  He
found a fingerprint and lifted it.  "That's a beautiful
one."  He put it aside and got back to work finding others. Grissom
came in an hour later.  "We've found three prints." 


"We've
got an FBI agent claiming jurisdiction," he told them. 


Warrick
snorted. "Yeah, after they tried to blackmail Greg because he likes to be
petted?" 


"That's
my thought at the moment.  Greg's already left the city by his GPS
chip.  He's apparently just taken off.  What do we have?" 


"Fingerprints,"
Nick offered, pointing at the stack.  He added his newest one to it. 
"A smudge but some ridge detail." 


"Okay. 
Are we nearly done?"  Warrick moved to the back. 
"Good.  I'll stall.  Let Ecklie do it."  He went to
stall the agent.  "I'm sorry, but we're still examining it. 
It'll be about an hour and a half." 


"Why? 
That's our job," she noted. 


"Greg
is one of ours, Agent Prestons.  Your department has tried to blackmail
him in the past for going to someone."  She frowned.  "So
no, we'll be running a joint investigation.  We'll gladly collaborate and
keep you informed of what other are found." 


"Are
we expecting others?" 


"Do
you really want to go bother Horatio Caine?" 


"No,"
she admitted.  Then she smiled.  "You'll work with us?" 


"Of
course.  Including giving you the fingerprint information we got off the
anthrax bag and envelope?" he asked the hovering tech.  She handed to
over.  "Thank you, Mandy." 


"Welcome,
Gris.  Greg?" 


"Off."



"Good. 
Best place for him.  Master Tim's a fierce guard bitch of what's
his."  She walked off again.  "Heading home, boss." 


"I
can run the new ones," Warrick assured her.  "Have a good
day."  She nodded, heading out.  He looked at the agent. 
"Give us an hour.  We've found a few more.  We've lifted them,
now we're going to run them." 


"I
can have our lab run them." 


"I
like ours better," he noted patiently.  He went to do that. 
Only a few names came up and he ran them against the earlier cases of
Greg's.  One came up in common.  "Have a match," he
called.  "One of Greg's cases last year."  He let them
see.  "He should still be in jail." 


"Could
it have been planted?" 


"No
evidence of it being transferred," Nick said from behind them, handing
over two more.  "There you go.  It's in layout two." 
She followed him to look.  She even supplied her own battery. 
"That's the exact same message that got sent to CSIs Speedle and Wolfe in
Miami.  We're waiting on fingerprint and any other evidence they've
got."  She nodded.  "Also, the box is in the corner. 
Including the fabric wrapping.   These are the pictures we took as it
was opened."  He let her into it.  "The miniature switch
was about three layers on top of the house." 


"Okay." 
She put in a CD, copying them down.  "Can we have the box?" 


"No
prints we could find. I dusted that first." 


"Good. 
DNA?" 


"Tape
over the stamps.  I was going to try to lift them later but I can't be
sure I can do that."  She nodded, going to look at them.  He
looked at Warrick.  "Anything good?" 


"Some
very good things," he offered.  "Most of the prints belonged to
two people.  The few accessory prints could be related or not." 
He handed over copies.  "Those are your copies. I emailed them to
Horatio personally.  This is looking less like an attack on the family and
more like an attack on the labs." 


"If
that's Xander's grandparents' house it can't fully be," Nick pointed out. 


Warrick
shook his head.  "The Miami lab is a family, Nick.  As in eat
over, go visiting family, all that stuff.  I know Willow said she had been
over at least once.  She mentioned the gardens."  Nick nodded at
that.  "Speed would have because he's Xander's adoptive father. 
Wolfe probably went if his wife did.  Greg would've because his connection
to Xander." 


"So
maybe it's something to do with his grandfather's death?" she asked. 
"I heard he had died?" 


"He
died, his husband and most of the rest of the family and staff committed
suicide to follow him because they loved him so much," Nick said
quietly.  "Horatio found the bodies doing a check when he hadn't
heard from them." 


"So
it could be related to them?" she suggested.  "Was there
anything going on with that family?" 


"They
were big in gay rights," Warrick told her.  "He did a lot of
mentoring and giving to charities.  That's why they loved him that
way." 


"So
it could be a member of someone's family," Nick offered. Warrick
nodded.  The agent made notes on the sheets.  "We can get a list
if you need it." 


"I
can talk to Caine.  He should be in a good mood this week, I heard his son
just got born." 


"In
DC to Abby from NCIS," Warrick said with a grin. 


"He
was involved in the alien bimbo thing?" she demanded. 


"Xander
was," Nick said.  "Horatio's with Xander.  So's Greg."



"Oh! 
The connection between the two labs.  Okay."  She made a note of
that.  "That will definitely mean certain agents are not going to be
going to the lab for help.  They won't be allowed.  Their mouths will
get in their way."  She looked at them.  "I admit we have
some mighty idiots." 


The
boys nodded.  "We know," they agreed. 


"I
still like the ones who came in to blackmail Greg for going to Lady
Heather's," Warrick told her. 


She
shook her head.  "Arrested?"  They both smirked and
nodded.  "Good.  Any other team that may be involved?" 


"Grissom
told New York just in case," Nick offered.  "Xander's a second
cousin or something to Don Flack Junior.  If I remember right, Flack's a
nephew from Patrick's second marriage, Xander's his grandson from his
third."  She nodded.  "They've been warned.  You might
warn Gibbs."  She whimpered.  "Or we can.  I don't
mind.  He won't bark at me." 


"Why
not?" Warrick asked.  "He barked when Greg was talking to Abby
the other day." 


"He's
just as possessive and protective of what's his as Xander is," Nick
chastised, giving him a look.  He looked at her again.  "I know
they work with a guy there you work with." 


"That
would be the bastard Fornell," she sighed. "We all hate him. 
But I can drop this bomb and then run."  She grinned. "Thanks
for making my week, guys."  She handed over a card.  "I
just got transferred out here.  Let me know if you come up with
anything.  If you're going to interrogate, let me know that too so I can
go with you."  They nodded, letting her go to report back. 


Warrick
looked at him.  "She's not pushy, I might like her." 


"It's
a nice change but it'll make the others look worse by comparison." 


Warrick
nodded, pulling out their copy of the reports.  "Okay, we have these
two guys who have the majority of the fingerprints.  We have these guys
who have one somewhere.  We have this list of dollhouse places in this
city.  The shipping tag came from?"  Nick looked then pulled it
up.  "That fits with some of what we have."  He checked the
clock, then looked at Nick.  "Think it's related to the
anthrax?" 


"I
don't think so.  It's too different." 


"Maybe." 
They settled in to look at what they had, making notes.  They had two guys
they needed to catch.  That way Greg could come home. 


***



Greg
came off the plane, smiling at the 'welcome to Miami' sign that usually greeted
him.  He headed out, going to get out of there.  He found Mahsa
waiting on him in Aiden's arms, making him coo.  "There's my
girl." 


"You're
dating my son, Greg.  I'd hope not," she joked. 
"C'mon.  Bags?"  He shook his head.  "Probably a
good idea."  She walked him out to her car, getting Mahsa back into
her seat, no matter how much she wiggled and fussed.  "We're going to
see daddy, quit, Mahsa."  She quit.  "Thank
you!"  She finished hitching her in and walked around to get in and
drive.  "Anthrax?"  He nodded.  "Shit, baby, I'm
sorry.  Who did you piss off?" 


"I
don't know.  I want someone to tell me that.  Preferably
soon."  She nodded, backing out of her spot and heading out once she
had paid the toll.  "Where's the others?" 


"Horatio's
at the lab.  We found the bombers so they're going over their gear. 
Xander's pacing around in circles at the house.  Abby got warned so she's
all right.  She said it was tacky to do that."  He smiled and
nodded.  "Gibbs was going to throw a fit, she promised he
would.  Did you hear Tara's pregnant?" 


"I
didn't."  He grinned.  "They're going to be some beautiful
babies."  She nodded. "Breakfast?"  She chuckled and
pulled through somewhere, letting him get it for himself.  "Thank
you," he groaned, eating a large bite.  "I sat down to eat ice
cream and chat with Horatio when the envelope got brought up by my
manager."  She nodded.  "But we'll deal.  We always
do."  He ate another bite.  He moaned.  "This is so
good." 


"It's
the area, Greg.  They want you here too." 


"I
know, and I'm praying every day for a lab opening."  She smiled and
patted his knee, heading up Xander's road.  "How many other problems
are there going on?" 


"A
few presents that could be sent back.  Nothing else." 


"Good. 
It'll be nice to have a bit of quiet after last night."  He finished
that sandwich and noticed she was glancing at him.  "I sent back a
check.  Ecklie got pissed and called me on it in a team meeting. 
Then he got the Sheriff into it and he started in front of the team and I
called him on doing that so we finished in Grissom's office.  Oh, and
let's not forget that Ecklie made Grissom write a memo saying that all the gay
officers had to go to him to confess our relationship status." 


"Xander's
still got the scary trio of lawyers." 


"I
know.  I don't want to have to," he said.  He ate his hashbrown,
weathering the begging noises. "I got you one, you can have it when we get
home, Mahsa."  She babbled at that.  "Good
girl."  They pulled through the gates and they closed behind
them.  "Someone's being paranoid." 


"You
got sent a biological weapon, baby.  Of course he is." 


"Good
point."  He got out and got the baby out, carrying her and the bag
she wanted into inside.  "There, go find the daddy for me so we can
pounce."  She gave him a begging look.  "When we pounce the
daddy."  Xander came out of the kitchen.  "Should I
worry?" 


"Making
tea."  He came to give him a kiss then Mahsa one because she was
tugging on his pants.  They took her outside, Greg gave her a hashbrown
once she was in her high chair, getting a fond smile.  "Needed
breakfast?" 


"Yup. 
I'm starved."  He sat down to finish eating, handing her some egg
when she made more begging noises.  She stuffed it in her mouth with a
smile.  "Good girl, Mahsa.  Chew it up."  He kissed
Xander again.  "I missed you." 


"I
missed you too."  He smiled.  "I got a long email from
Hodges about today."  Greg nodded, eating another bite. 
"Coffee?" 


"Love
you even more," he teased with a grin.  Xander went to get him
some.  He grinned at their daughter, who stuffed her mouth with another
bite of potato.  "Good girl.  You eat."  He handed her
a bite of muffin and went back to his breakfast.  Aiden and Xander both
came out.  "The bombers were all caught?" 


"They
got their forward scout a few days back," Xander said proudly. 
"That's how they found the exact time and route.  They found a lot of
bombs and Horatio sent back a groan about dinner so I had something sent to the
lab for everyone to take quick nibbles of.  They even called Ryan back in
so I've got Ian." 


"That's
fine.  It's good practice for when we get Johan." 


Xander
beamed and nodded.  "We'll get him for two weeks after we present him
to Lady Heather."  He grinned at that.  "We need to
decorate for the holidays today." 


"We
do," Aiden agreed.  "Mine first, then yours?" 


"Okay. 
Whatever is good with me," Xander promised.  "I didn't really
decorate last year."  They both smiled.  "Are you done with
your shopping?" 


"Yup
but it's not wrapped.  They're in my closet," Greg admitted.  He
handed the cheeping bird next to them another piece of his muffin, making her
quit cheeping for more food.  Aiden handed over a sliced up banana she had
been hoarding, making her a happy baby. "She's good." 


Xander
smiled.  "She gets it from me."  Greg gave him a
look.  "Can you resist when I beg you?" 


"Well,
no," he admitted.  Then he grinned. "But you feel the
same." 


"I
do." 


Greg
looked at the wet fingers grabbing his hand.  "Mine's all gone, eat
your banana, silly."  He let her have his hand, watching as she put
the food in his hand then ate it, smiling at him.  He grinned back. 
"Sure, we'll do that."  He picked up the next piece and fed it
to her.  She clapped and ate it.  He went back to feeding her. 
"You are such a good girl," he praised.  He fed her another
piece, watching as she stole the next one and ate it with a bright grin. 
"Okay, you eat the next one."  She ate it and it was the last
piece.  She rocked the plate.  "No, you've had enough," he
teased.  "Lunch is coming soon."  He got her out of her
highchair, settling her into his lap.  "There's my girl." 
She snuggled into his chest, still playing with his fingers.  "I
missed you, Mahsa.  Yes Daddy Greg did."  She yawned but smiled
at him.  "Come on, we'll nap together while Daddy Xander plots with
Mommy Aiden."  He carried her to the couch, curling up with her. 


Xander
leaned closer to Aiden.  "Did I get him something?  I don't
remember." 


"It's
in your closet."  They went up to see who they still had to buy
presents for.  It was always hard to buy for Speed if you didn't want to buy
him books.  The same as he had hers and she tried to peek but he swatted
her hands. 


"It's
not time for that yet." 


"Fine. 
What about a tree?" 


"I'd
like a tree," he agreed. "Last year we had a wreath."  She
nodded, going to get the keys and Xander's wallet.  She drug him out to
his car and then to find what they needed. 


***



Horatio
saw the delivery guy walk into the breakroom, frowning at him.  He walked
down there.  "What's this?" 


"Sir,
your fiancee said you needed something you could grab bites of on the run so he
had us make this for you and your team."  He laid out the last three
boxes and unsealed them.  "There you go, sir.  From our kitchen
to your stomach."  He smiled and handed him a menu.  "He said
to give that."  He tipped his hat, heading back to his car. 


Horatio
looked in the boxes, finding bars of food.  Meat and cheese on biscuit
bars.  Blueberry muffin with crumb topping bars.  Sauteed vegetables
on darker wheat biscuit bars.  Turtle bars with drizzles of chocolate over
the rest of the gooey goodness.  Fruit compote on what looked like
shortbread bars.  And finally a second set of meat and vegetable bars,
this time together with a layer of shredded cheese sprinkled on top.  He
found a paper plate and got what he wanted, including a treat because he
deserved it.  "Food!" he called as he walked out of the
breakroom.  Everyone came to see and get what they wanted.  They were
cut about the perfect size to eat on the run between labs or for a smoke
break.  He settled in to eat his lunch, then went to help in the labs when
he was done. 


"Xander?"
Eric asked. 


"Xander,"
he agreed.  "We have a menu too.  It may have been a special
order but it was a good thought." 


"Horatio,
if you ever dump Speed's son, I'm trading you spouses," Ryan called before
going back to his lab. 


"Fat
chance," Speed called after him.  "I have to approve of anyone
the son dates if certain idiots are that stupid."  He walked into the
lab with him.  "Greg's where?" 


"On
the couch with Mahsa.  Aiden texted me a minute ago.  Why?" 


"He
just called.  The four hummers came back.  Ian's up and
fussing."  Ryan came out of his lab, giving him an odd look. 
"Yes, your wife did it again."  He looked at Horatio
again.  "Also, they're off doing the decoration shopping so if you've
got any special ornaments you might want to let him know." 


"No,
I only have one and I'll hang it myself," he admitted.  "Is he
getting the tree?" 


"I
don't know.   They're in her car."  Horatio sighed and
nodded.  "They're doing her house first and I'm guessing she's
getting a tree for Mahsa.  Maybe a fake tree, can't tell with Aiden
sometimes, but you'll be getting a live one." 


"It'll
be nice to have," Horatio agreed. 


Ryan
hung up his cellphone.  "Boss, can I go spank my wife?" 


"No,
Mr. Wolfe." 


"Why?"
Eric asked, giving him a look. 


"I
can't study with the baby around," Speed mimicked, looking at Ryan, who
nodded.  "I'm sorry but I'm going to have someone kick her
ass."  He walked off, going to the morgue. "Alexx, Xander sent
in food in convenient grabbable form.  There's still some of the turtle
bars left with the real food." 


"Let
me finish cleaning, Speedy."  She smiled at him.  "Good
work today." 


"Thanks. 
Can you have a talk with Willow?" 


"What'd
she do this time?" 


"I
can't study with the baby around," he mimicked again.  "Greg's
got both kids at the moment because Xander and Aiden are out decoration
shopping.  Not that he minds or that Xander minds." 


"Uh-huh. 
And this was news to Ryan?" 


"Yup."



"I'll
have a word with the girl," she assured him.  She finished cleaning
and went up to get her own lunch.  "Oooh, I like these.  From
where?"  He gave her the menu.  "Not on here so a special
order, but these would be nice for holiday parties."  She made a
mental note and walked her plate of food off to her car, going to have a talk
with Willow.  Before the girl pissed off Speed again and *he* had to have
a talk with her. 


***



Horatio
came home that night, sniffing the house.  "That smells good,"
he offered, kissing the apron wearing Xander.  "Cooking?" 


"Making
cider.  Greg's helping.  I'm stirring." 


"That's
fine."  He took another kiss with a smile.  "Are we
decorating the tree tonight?"  Xander gave him a shy nod. 
"Never done it before?" 


"No,
I hid.  It caused more fights, leading up to the yearly grand one that
made me sleep in the yard." 


"I
only have one special ornament so we'll have to find some pretty ones
together." 


"I
found some very pretty glass ones."  He played with his chest, then
took another kiss. "We'll see later."  He nodded, letting Xander
lead him into the kitchen, where both kids were in high chairs. 
"Ryan hasn't come over?" 


"He
was going to have a fight with Willow first.  Then he might be over
tonight." 


"That's
fine."  He kissed Greg, making him moan and clutch his chest. 
"You're all right?"  He smiled and nodded.  "Good
boy.  I missed you." 


"I
missed you too."  He grinned and pulled Xander in to kiss him. 
"Stir?"  Xander nodded, moving to stir the cider.  He led
him out to look at the tree.  "Aiden couldn't put it in the
holder." 


"We
can do that."  He peeked at the ornaments, smiling at them. 
"They're beautiful, Xander." 


"Thank
you.  Mom thought they'd break thanks to the dogs.  Speaking of, pull
Thumper out of the tree."  He brought out mugs.  "Here you
go.  I didn't get cinnamon sticks." 


"That's
okay," Greg promised. "I added some."  He sipped and
nodded.  "This is good.  We did good."  He stole
kisses and moved to put down his mug so he could pull the dog out of
there.  "I talked to Don while you and Aiden were out shopping. 
He got sent a basket of stuff for getting Tara pregnant from someone who sent a
lot of poisonous snakes.  He used the breath spray to stun them so they
could be removed without them getting bitten." 


"At
least they're minty fresh," Xander offered with a grin.  "He's
the next branch up, Greg."  He nodded, reaching up to grab the dog by
the tail and pull him down.  Then they put up the baby gate. 
"There, much better."  Thumper went running away from the kids,
going to hide in Horatio's office.  "He's still scared of her. 
She tried to chew on his tail today."  He took another drink. 
"How do you use that tree stand thingy?  It's like something I'd use
in the dungeon." 


"It
basically is," Horatio admitted, getting down to slide it onto the bottom
of the tree.  Then Greg tipped it up for him and held it balanced and
upright while he tightened the pegs in. "How's that?"  Greg let
it go and it swayed so he tightened them further.  Xander got down to get
them tighter.  "That's good."  They stood up, moving to
open the ornament boxes.  "Do we want to start with lights or
garland?" 


"Lights. 
That way we know what's going on the windows, door, and wreath," Xander
ordered, picking up some.  "I went with blue and silver lights."



"I
think that would be wonderful," Greg assured him. Xander could still be so
unsure sometimes.  He snuck a kiss and got to work on the top
lights.  They slowly wound it around and back, leaving the part against
the wall bare.  It took two strands and then Horatio got to work on the
ornaments.  Greg took some for his side while Xander got to play with the
tinsel.  Especially the icicle tinsel, which got into Horatio's hair quite
a lot, earning him a playful swat and a kiss from Greg, but they both got
Horatio afterward, making him groan and get them both back.  "The
carpet looks a lot like Christmas too," Greg quipped.  He looked at
him.  "What special ornament do you have?" 


"It's
in my closet."  He climbed over the gate to go get it, checking on
the babies.  They were napping.  The stove was off.  So it was
safe.  The dogs were laying beside the high chairs to guard them.  He
found his mother's ornament, looking it over.  It was still in pristine
condition.  He brought it down, hanging it on his side but Xander moved it
to the center front.  It was nestled between a pair of branches but that
was fine.  "That's perfect, Xander."  He gave him a
hug.  "Tree topper?" 


"I
got a star?"  They both nodded so Horatio helped hold him up so he
could put it up there while standing on an end table. 
"There."  He plugged the top light into it then got helped back
down.  "I felt like a cheerleader." 


Horatio
spanked him.  "You looked like a cheerleader," he teased. 
Xander pounced, dragging him away from the tree to pounce him on the
couch.  That way the tree wasn't bothered. 


Greg
smiled, laying out the live wreath on the table.  He knew how Xander did
his last year so the candles went into it.  Some of the silver tinsel,
then the candles went into the windows.  Xander had told them it was a
very old tradition to show that someone was home and celebrating. Then he got
to work on the windows, but Horatio came over to help him hang them.  This
strand was all silver bulbs so he kept with that one.  Then they moved to
the doorway and got that one.  They ended up with an extra strand of
lights and Xander brought it out back, winding it around the railing by the
table.  That got an approving nod and they went back to get more cider,
carrying out the highchairs to sit out there with the babies and relax. The
babies woke up during transport but let themselves be cuddled instead. 
Especially Ian. 


Ryan
came in, smiling at the cute picture.  He even took a picture of it. 
"There's my boy."  Ian jerked awake.  "No, nap,
son."  He came over to pluck him from Greg's lap, sitting down with
him.  "It's all right, you can nap.  We love you
napping."  He settled in and napped on the daddy.  "Who
went to talk to her?" 


"Alexx,"
Horatio told him.  He looked at Mahsa, who made grunting and reaching
noises.  "What?  Want Greg?  His lap looks
lonely."  He handed him over and she reached over to pat the baby but
let Greg hold her.  "That's a good girl, Mahsa.  You'll like
your brother too."  He smiled at Ryan.  "We were decorating."



"I
saw.  It looks great, guys." 


"There's
warm cider in the kitchen," Greg offered.  Ryan shook his head. 
"Non- alcoholic." 


"Then
I might take some."  He got up to get himself a small cup, smiling at
it.  "It's great, Greg, thanks."  He came back out with
Ian, letting him sleep on his chest.  He settled in again.  "I'm
taking her to the doctor's tomorrow, boss." 


"Please
do," he agreed. "You're still on paternity leave, Ryan." 


That
got a smile and a nod then he took more sips.  "Thanks, guys.  It
means a lot that I've got you guys behind me as referees."  He
grinned.  "Even if you are doing it for the son." 


"We
love your son, Ryan," Horatio promised.  "As long as he's your
son." 


"I
agree.  There was no reason for him to come over today." 


"I
don't mind," Xander assured him.  "We can't have him in there
when I'm working on someone but the rest of the time I don't usually mind
babysitting." 


"We
do need some time alone," Horatio reminded him. 


"Of
course."  He grinned.  "I am done with my shopping except
for Tara's and Dad's." 


"Tara's
pregnant," Horatio reminded him. 


"Yeah
but I want to get her something and then the baby something. I found the baby
stuff but not something for her."  He pouted.  "Mom didn't
like my idea because I found her a great outfit." 


"Get
it anyway," Ryan ordered.  "Aiden didn't get to see Tara in more
than two outfits." 


"Point." 
He grinned.  "In that case I've got hers in the closet but it needs
to be wrapped.  I was going to add something before doing that." 


"What
were you thinking?" Horatio asked.  Xander got a catalog, bringing it
over and squatting next to him to show him.  "That is darling and
they'd both love it," he said happily.  "Can I put my name on
that one?" 


"Yup. 
Greggy?" 


"Let
me see."  He saw the picture and nodded.  "She'd love
that.  I'll go in on it too." 


"Okay." 
He settled in again, changing the page and pushing it over to Ryan, who grinned
at the picture there.  "Yes, for your fussy bitch." 


"That's
a good idea."  He grinned at his son.  "Did you just pee on
me?"  Ian shifted and he turned his head the other way for him. 
"There you go.  We'll change you in a few minutes.  That way you
can sleep."  He grinned at his sleeping son.  "I'm loving
this sleeping super power ability you have, son.  Keep growing it, that's
my good boy."  He patted him on the back.  The others all
snickered.  "I'm glad we haven't had colic yet and that he's okay
most nights.  Last night he didn't want to go down and he didn't want to
stay down, even when I did handcuff Willow to the bed." 


Xander
smirked.  "We all had those nights.  He wanted to get up and
dance." 


"Dancing,"
he moaned, hitting himself on the head.  "Or a drive.  I
should've tried that."  They all nodded.  "Thanks,
guys.  Horatio, do you need the name of a good contractor to add onto the
garage?" 


"No. 
I don't need five hummers."  Xander looked at him.  "I know
one's the lab's.  It's still mine." 


Xander
grinned.  "You didn't realize two of those are lab
hummers?"  He slowly shook his head.  He nodded.  "Two
are."  Horatio smirked at that.  "So I'm spoiling
you.  One's in your name.  The Chief gave you the proper paperwork
for stickers and tags.  One's yours, one's being donated.  The other
two should go to rescue?" he offered. 


"They
would like that," Horatio agreed.  "We've got a holiday softball
game coming up this weekend...."  He smirked at his very crafty, evil
thinking mate.  "What else did you have planned?" 


"I
don't know.  What did you want me to plan since that's a picnic?" 
He stared at him.  He smirked.  "I know it's for
charity."  Horatio nodded.  "So I was going to do my
donation then." 


"That
works for me," Greg agreed. 


Horatio
looked at him.  "We'll talk later." 


"If
you want," he said with a saucy grin.  "But I was going to
pounce Greggy instead of doing other things with my mouth." 


Ryan
stood up.  "Let me take him home after I change him.  That way
you guys can pounce each other.  Speaking of, Thumper's trying to get over
the baby gate."  He walked into the bathroom to change his precious
son then took him out to the car. 


"Boys! 
Outside, you too, Thumper!" he called.  The dogs came running out to
pay attention to him.  "Do not go near that tree again." 
He walked in there, taking down the gate and getting some of the breath spray. 


"That's
mean," Greg noted from the doorway. 


"It's
not."  Thumper snuck toward the tree and he sprayed him, sending him
running to rinse his nose.  "Try it again."  The other
puppies sniffed but left it alone.  One came back and he got
sprayed.  He rubbed his nose on the carpet.  Then he shook off the
tinsel. Xander helped brushed that off and they left the room.  Thumper
came back and he sprayed him again.  He yelped and ran for the tree. 
"Ah!"  Thumper slunk off.  He sprayed him under the tail
this time, getting a different yelp and he ran from the room, going to hide in
Horatio's office.  "Out, boys."  They ran out and he shut
off the lights, then closed the door.  "That way we don't have to
worry in the middle of the night."  Horatio smiled and took the
breath spray.  "It works." 


"It
does," he agreed. "It's still mean."  He walked him
upstairs, finding Greg putting Mahsa down for a while.  Then he let Xander
prove how much he wanted to pounce Greg and not talk. 


***



Horatio
called Speed.  "Go pick up my old hummer."  He walked past
him, nodding at his boss.  "Thank you for humoring Xander," he
said quietly as he walked past him. 


"Welcome,
Horatio."  He shook his head, rolling his eyes.  "I take it
one is yours?" 


"Staying
mine," he agreed. 


"Fine. 
Whatever.  It's in your name."  He walked off.  Speed came
in a few minutes later.  "Did he clean that one?" 


"He
did," Speed agreed.  "And I'm claiming this one." 


"It
draws trouble," he said dryly.  "Do you really need more of
that?" 


"Well,
no," he admitted.  "I draw it already but the hummer seems to be
blessed for getting out of it."  The chief walked off smirking, still
shaking his head.  He saw the new hummer and then Eric pulled in driving
another one that was clearly new.  It wasn't dented, scratched, or
otherwise used.  "I can almost smell the new hummer scent from
here," he joked.  "Where did the other one come from?" 


"Horatio's
admirer.  Gave him four.  Two got outfitted by your son.  One's
Horatio's, in his  name.  I tried to reach for the keys and got
growled at." 


"I
do not growl, Eric," Horatio said as he came out.  "Thank you
for driving that one in.  I'll make sure you get home tonight." 


"Sure,
H."  He grinned at him then clapped Speed on the back. 
"So, which one of us gets your old one?" 


"I
claimed it.  It got him out of the trouble he drew, it can work that same
magic for me," Speed defended at Horatio's amused look.  "Even
if it does need an engine overhaul again." 


Horatio
nodded.  "It does.  I was going to let them do that this
weekend."  He put back on his sunglasses, smiling at them. 
"So far it has been a very good day.  They found out who sent the
anthrax to Greg.  My new hummer has a very powerful engine and a very nice
radio.  It also has a good cup holder for my morning coffee.  He even
slid in a CD for me this morning." 


"Congrats,"
Speed said with a grin.  "I'm still claiming your old one." 


"If
you want."  He walked over to look at the other new one. 
"Not quite as good but still very nice.  Eric, let's not thump the
stupid kids off the road," he noted, heading back inside to get back to
work. 


Speed
and Eric shared a look.  "Apparently the sex was great last
night," Eric quipped. 


"According
to Xander it's never bad," Speed said smugly.  "But I hear that
most days too."  He walked off, going to get the autopool guys to
look his hummer over. 


Eric
shook his head.  "Yeah but I have more fun," he called after
him. 


***



Horatio
looked up Sunday afternoon, frowning when he saw the Fire/Rescue Chief in his
office doorway.  "Did he forget to turn over some paperwork for the
hummers?"  He got a hug.  "Um, thank you," he said,
giving him a gentle pat.  The man pulled back and punched him on the
shoulder, walking off again.  He called Xander.  "I just got a
hug and a punch on the arm?" he asked, rubbing the sore spot.  He
smiled at the reason.  "That was very nice of you, Xander.  Yes,
they could use that donation.  It's very generous of you."  He
chuckled.  "Yes, I'm sure Mac would approve too."  He
grinned.  "Thank you, Xander.  That would be fine for our
holiday party.  I'll talk with Yelina today about the holiday
dinner.  Yes, love.  Behave."  He hung up and called
Yelina.  "Xander's asking about Christmas dinner?"  He made
notes.  "That would be reasonable.  Xander was thinking about
having our holiday party on the Solstice.  Would that work for
you?"   He smiled.  "He'll be ordering.  You know
that, Yelina.  Thank you."  He hung up and sent out an email to
everyone, including his boys and Mac.  Just in case someone was coming
down for the holidays.  Then he finished his last bit of paperwork, going
to check on the lab. 


Speed
looked at his phone when he got an email beep.  He leaned out the
door.  "Am I making anything?" 


"If
you want.  We're doing lunch for Christmas and he's ordering a full
dinner." 


"I'll
bring my stuffing."  He went back to work. 


Eric
looked out.  "Can't make Christmas dinner, H.  Got family
stuff."  Horatio nodded.  "Will make the party, should I
bring Momma and them?" 


"Up
to you, Eric," Horatio assured him. 


"Thanks,
H."   He ducked back in to work. 


"Can't
make either," Valera called.  "My mother's demanding I come
home."  She brought out paperwork.  "I've already talked to
the nightshift DNA tech, she'll be moving to swing and she doesn't
mind.   She said her cats wouldn't care."  He nodded at
that, looking at the dates then signing it.  "Thanks,
Horatio."  She kissed him on the cheek and jogged back to her lab. 


Calleigh
looked at him.  "Hmm, problem?" she suggested. 


"I
sent out an email about our holiday party and then how we're doing Christmas
dinner." 


"Okay,
one less I have to cook.  Is Speed making anything?" she asked with a
grin.  "I don't often intrude on his sacred domain."  He
smiled and nodded.  "That's fine.  I'll get his list later
on."  She handed over a report.  "Our hit and run had one
in his leg.  That's from that." 


"Thank
you."  He walked into fingerprints, taking her held out vacation
request.  "Will someone cover?" 


"Night
shift said she would and leave stuff laying around.  It's only an extra
long weekend, Horatio."  He nodded, signing it.  "Also,
here, three for you, you special boss you," she teased.  He smiled
and took them on. 


"Hey,
bossman, can I bring anything to the party?" 


"Up
to you, Cooper," he called back.  "Do you have that tape
analyzed yet?" 


"Not
getting it.  Lots and lots of static for some reason I'm still trying to
find."  He nodded.  "I've got EMF interference, bossman,
sorry." 


"Find
it, fix it, then get it to me as soon as you can." 


"Yes,
sir."  He got back to it. He suddenly growled and went to find out
what was broadcasting that flux.  "That's it!" 


"Let
me check the next lab over," he offered, going to do that. He found the QD
tech had moved things.  "You're driving Cooper insane with an EMF
flux," he said gently. 


"I
didn't think it'd have one but I'll move the stuff away from that wall again,
Horatio. Sorry." 


"Just
check with him."  That got a nod and he walked on, finding a note
from Alexx saying she'd be at the team party but lunch was at her in-laws this
year.  He filed the other paperwork, going over the notes.  He called
Frank.  "It's me, we have a suspect."  He made a note on
Alexx's note.  "That's fine, Frank.  Want a suspect?" 
He smiled.  "Meet you there."  He walked out, grabbing his
sunglasses on the way.  He nudged him away from his old hummer, taking him
to his new one.  "This one, Frank." 


"You
changed?" 


"Speed's
claimed that one." 


"It
won't keep him out of trouble with the trouble you draw," he
snorted.  He climbed up inside, wiggling in the seat. 
"Nice."  He looked in the back then at the radio. 
"Gift?" 


"The
hummer, Xander tricked it out."  He turned on the engine and buckled
up, backing out.  Frank put on his belt too.  "It has an
upgraded engine as well," he admitted. 


"I
wondered where the two that went to Fire/Rescue came from." 


"I
walked out one morning and there were four of them in front of the
garage," he joked. 


"Man,"
he complained.  "I should be jealous." 


"You
want the family curse?" 


"Please
God no." 


"Didn't
think so, Frank."  He took off, handing him the sheets. 
"We're waiting for one last piece of evidence.   It is enough to
crack them perhaps." 


"That's
good."  He grabbed the bar above the door when Horatio sped up. 
"No need to show off Caine," he complained.  Horatio chuckled
and slowed down.  "Thank you.  My wife would get mad if we
crashed." 


"I'd
hate to make you miss her pot roast," he teased. 


Frank
looked at him.   "You're too happy.  They good last
night?" 


"They're
good every night, Frank, but last night they decided to go mean and evil
again." 


Frank
snorted, shaking his head.  "It's been a long time since my wife
wanted to go mean and evil.  You lucky man."   Horatio
hummed and sped up to get around some slower traffic again.  "Are we
being chased?" 


"We
are.  Call in that blue camaro please?"  Frank pulled out his
phone to call that in.   Horatio did some better driving, out
distancing them.  He saw the lights come on behind them and stop the
camaro.  "Good."  He slowed down again, getting back to
their pursuit of a suspect instead of being pursued. 


***



Xander
bounced around the party, smiling at everyone, even a few of Greg's coworkers
had come down, along with Mac, Stella, and Danny.  He flittered around
until Greg caught him under some mistletoe he had snuck up earlier, giving him
a kiss.  "Calm down," he ordered quietly.  "You're
bouncy."  He grinned.  "Be my good boy and I'll reward you
by driving our other one nuts and letting him have you when I'm
tired."  Xander smirked at that and stole another kiss, putting out
more food. 


"Where's
the dog, Xander?" Danny called. 


"Thumper's
in Horatio's office.  The others are outside.  They've been picking on
Thumper recently so he's hiding from them." 


"In
other words it's time to get them fixed because they're doing to Thumper what
he does to everyone else," Aiden joked.  That got some laughs. 
"I do like the tree but I don't remember that one ornament." 


Horatio
coughed.  "It was my mother's, Aiden." 


"No
wonder."  She kissed him on the cheek.  "You're a good
son-in-law."  She patted him on the cheek then moved to talk to
Willow and Ryan. 


Xander
heard the bell and blinked, looking around. He went to answer it, staring in
horror at the person standing there.  "Uncle Rory.  Why are you
here?"  He blocked the door.   "Most of my fiancee's
coworkers are here," he said quietly.  "If you cause a scene I
will drown you in the ocean.  Am I clear?" 


"Let
me in, boy," he sneered. 


"Problems?"
Stella asked, coming up behind him to give him a hug.  "Great party,
Xander." 


"Thanks,
Stella."  He saw the leer.  "She belongs to a Marine, Uncle
Rory."  He got a shrug and the door was shoved.  "No. 
Not if you're going to make a scene."  Horatio came out to see what
was going on.  "Dear, this is my Uncle Rory." 


"Good
evening."  He kissed Xander on the temple.  "Stella,
Danny's telling some story about you and skis?"  She hurried
off.  "Tonight's not a good night, Rory.  Xander will be home
tomorrow." He looked at him.  "No clients, right?"  He
shook his head.  "You should come by tomorrow." 


"Why? 
Afraid I'll out you?" 


Xander
shook his head. "Everyone in there knows."  He shrugged and
looked at Horatio so he took the opportunity to shove his way inside. 
"I'm going to drown him in the ocean, you mind much?" 


"Only
if I have to clean it up." 


"No,
I'll have something eat him."  He walked Horatio back inside once he
had closed the doors.  The dogs had all run inside too.  "You
guys behave.  Holly, no getting near the food.  Dobbie, no
begging." 


"I
can't believe you named the dog after a house elf, son," Speed said dryly,
watching Rory.  He smirked at the look on his face when he saw him. 
"Yes, I'm here too."   He took a sip of his soda. 
Then he smiled at Calleigh.  "Calleigh, this is Xander's Uncle
Rory." 


"Hi,"
she said, smiling and waving. "I'm Calleigh.  Speed and I are
together."  She heard the small growl and looked around.  No one
but Greg was looking mad.  Then Thumper lunged at him.  Xander got
them away from the tree, letting his little dog knock him onto the floor. 
"Hmm.  Usually he's a very loving dog." 


"Thumper,
off!" Xander ordered, plucking him off.  He looked at him. 
"What's your damage tonight?"  He walked the dog off. 
"I know, he smells bad.  He's a bad guy.  You still can't eat
him, it'll make you sicker than my cooking."  He put him back in his
office, then closed the door, coming back.  "Sorry. Usually he humps everything,"
he offered, helping him up.  He sniffed him.  "Ah, the subtle
scent of home.  No wonder.  He hates people who've been
drinking."  He walked off shaking his head, looking at Horatio's
precious ornament.  "Dear?"  He nodded and Horatio went to
move it out of the way just in case.  He looked around the group. 
"Ryan, why don't you go check on Ian?"  He nodded, taking Willow
that way.  "Mom.  Please," he whispered. 
"Dad?"  They both shrugged. "Please?"  They both
shrugged again.  "Okay.  Eric's Mom, I'm sorry about
him."  He grabbed his uncle and walked him outside, tossing him off
the back porch.  "Those people are my family.  You're
embarrassing me.  I won't have it." 


"You
won't have it?" he laughed, sneering at him.  "What?  
Think you're so big now?" 


"Well,
I am fully grown.  I'm an adult now.  So yeah, I do think I'm big
now."  He stared at him.  "You know, I remember when you
used to scare me.  Then I saw worse as a child."  He
shrugged.  "Pity." 


"I
bet you won't be so smug when I tell everyone what you are." 


"Uncle
Rory, everyone in there knows I'm with Horatio and Greg.  They've known
all along.  That's why they're *family*." 


"Two?"
he demanded. 


"Yeah,"
Xander said, smiling smugly at him.  "Takes that much to make me quit
bouncing and guess what, they love me.  Even Grandfather
approved."  He saw the blanche.  "Yup, I found him and
Grandsire Raphael too.  Spent the last few years with them." 


"They're
gone now," he sneered.  "I made sure they can't come near
you." 


"Yeah,
they're gone now," he sighed, mourning for a moment. 
"Technically they've been dead now for a while but officially gone now for
nearly five months," he offered.  "But yeah, they knew, they
approved, and approved of me and how I managed to survive you and dad.  By
the way, which side are you related to again?  Because I heard we're not
relatives at all."  His uncle ran at him and he tripped him, standing
on the back of his neck. "That's really stupid.  After all, all but
Mommy Aiden and about three others inside are cops.  And before you try
the blackmail thing again, won't work.  Even his boss knows, Uncle
Rory.  They joked about our trio during an open council
session."  His uncle growled and tried to move.   He
pressed down, making him whimper.  "I should also tell you that I'm a
very well trained dominant," he said blandly.  "Well enough
trained that I can cause you a great deal of pain if I wanted to and no one
would know."  He leaned down.  "Now, you wanted what?"



"You
owe me," he growled. 


"For
what?  Not killing you?" 


"I
sent your girl after you.  I know what you did at night, how many you
killed." 


"Not
that they were living before then but yeah, most everyone in there knows that
too.  They've even mostly met Buffy."  His uncle whimpered when
he pressed down again. 


Mac
opened the door.  "Need help?" 


"No,
we're having a talk about blackmail.  Did you like the thing with the
hummers for Fire/Rescue?" 


"I
did.  Hiding the donation in the glove boxes was cute, Xander." 
He looked at him. "By the way, the curly haired goddess is mine.  I'm
the Marine he warned you about and his grandfather made sure I'd look out for
him."  He stepped out.  "Want him arrested?" 


Xander
looked at him.  "You have a choice, Rory.  You can either walk
away now or go to jail for a felony." 


"I'll
have that dog killed." 


"The
whole PD knows that the dog humps everything.  Why would they care?"
Xander asked sarcastically.  "Pity you're out of ammo there." 


"I
know what they did to you," he sneered. 


"So
do I.  So does Horatio.  I told him. He helped me heal.  Him and
Daddy Speed both.  Anything else you wanna try?"  He moaned when
Xander pushed down again.  "Well?"  He shook his
head.  "Good."  He let him up and dusted him off.  "Can
you please make sure he's not driving, Mac?  Thumper jumped him because
he's been drinking." 


"Sure." 
He walked him outside, going to flag down the officer cruising their part of
the neighborhood.  No houses were occupied further up so no officers were
patrolling up there at the moment.  It made for a shorter route during the
party season.  Officer Prestons pulled over.  "This is Rory
someone.  He's related to Xander somehow we think.  He tried to crash
the party.  He's fairly drunk and there's a car there that doesn't belong
to us.  Plus he was just kicked off the property for making threats. 
Can you drop him somewhere?" 


"Drunk
tank?" 


"Up
to you.  Even Xander's dog Thumper hated him on sight." 


"That's
bad," he admitted.  "That dog loves everything."  He
got out and got him into the back.  "Thank you.  You are?" 


"Detective
Taylor, NYPD's Manhattan crime lab," he offered, shaking his hand. 
"Horatio's counterpart." 


"Welcome
to Miami, sir."  He got back in and drove him off.  "So,
you're related to the boy?" 


"I'm
his uncle." 


"Interesting. 
So you knew his grandparents then?" 


"No! 
Fags like that should be eliminated." 


"Ah. 
You're one of those.  No wonder he threw you out and the dog didn't like
you."  He brought him into the station.  "Sir, got thrown
out of Lieutenant Caine's party by his nephew, Xander.  Apparently even
Thumper didn't like him.  They said he was drunk and had driven over but
they weren't going to let him drive back.  Detective Taylor from the NYPD
labs said he didn't care what we did with him as long as he went away." 


"That's
fine.  We can let him sleep it off then go back to his hotel," he
offered, walking him off.  "So, what was the boy like as a kid? 
He's a great guy now.  Babies the whole lab staff all the
time."  He heard the growl and dropped it.  Drunks could be mean
and stupid. 


***



Xander
woke up the next morning with a yawn and then a yelp because something cold was
pressed against his side.  He looked over, seeing the man beside the
bed.  Then he glanced around for Horatio and Greg.  He quickly
thought but everyone had went home, including Mac and Mahsa.  "And
you wanted what this morning?" he asked dryly. 


"They
won't save you," he sneered.  "I see you turned out like the
people we sold you to." 


"No,
people pay me to spank them.  Big difference from killing people for
fun."  He sat up, looking at him.  "I hate to sound cliche
but you really won't get away with this.  Horatio's one of the best CSI in
the country.  He's found more murderers than you can count."  He
got slapped.  He licked his lip.  "Yay." 


"Where's
the money, boy?" 


"Locked
up."  He got hit again and this time he hit him back.  Then he
settled himself in a more decorous pose.  "Sorry, kinda naked after
sex last night." 


"I
can fix that."  He pointed the gun at his groin region. 
"Where's the money?" 


"Locked
up.  Not like I keep it here in the house." 


"Get
up, get dressed.  We're going to the bank." 


"Um,
are they open today?  It's Sunday."  The man growled. 
"I can hit an ATM but that's it.  It's still Sunday.  No matter
how much you swear, growl, or sweat."  He did get up and got some
clothes on.  He turned to look at him.  "Anything else you
want?  Breakfast perhaps?" 


"I
know not to eat your cooking, boy," he sneered. 


"I've
gotten better.  It's amazing what two lovers can teach you when you're the
center of their world."  The gun came up.  "Not like you
cared to teach me." 


"You
get that from your worthless mother." 


"Is
that why my father came back to you time and again?  By the way, I don't
want to know who did what.  I don't care who bottomed.  You're both
sickening.  Thankfully, I have better taste."  He ducked the hit
this time, letting him hit the wall and scream.  That or a gunshot would
automatically dial Horatio and Speed's phone and play a live feed.  He
hoped, if Willow had set it up right.  "What?  Are you sore,
Uncle Rory?" he taunted.  "It's still Sunday, not like I can go
to the bank today."  He walked off. 


"Get
back here, boy!  You don't move without my authority." 


"Bet
me.  I'm making sure my daughter isn't here, putz."  He checked
the nursery, sighing in pleasure.  Then he turned and hit him. 
"Good, we're alone.  I can do to you what you did to me when I was
younger."  He advanced on him. 


"Freeze,
MDPD," a voice yelled. 


"Please
get this person out of my house and watch out he's armed," Xander said
dryly.  He leaned against a wall.  "This is my supposed Uncle
Rory.  Hi."  He grinned and waved. 


"Who're
you, sir?" 


"Mr.
Alexander Harris, son of Timothy Speedle." 


"Master
Tim," he said.  Xander nodded, looking at him.  "This
is?" 


"My
father's gay lover.  Not that he accepted it as such but they were. 
Right now he's trying to make me give him money with that tiny popcap
gun." 


"I
can still kill you," Rory growled, pointing it at him. 


"Put
it down, sir!" the officer ordered.  Xander came off the wall. 
"Mr. Harris." 


"Relax." 
He stared him down, putting the gun against his stomach. "You think you're
man enough?  I've seen real men.  I've killed a gang member to
protect myself," he hissed.  "I've shot people to protect myself. 
I've staked creatures that make most men piss themselves.  You think you
can shoot me?  Do it."  He saw the fear in his eyes. 
"What?  Scared?"  His uncle tensed up. 
"Chicken."  He grunted and shifted his grip on the gun. 
"Not good enough?  You think you're a better man than me?  You
sold me to two butchers.  People who were going to use me and kill
me.  Fat chance you're getting the chance now."  He headbutted
him then sneered down at him.  "Pity you've never been a real man. 
I guess that's why you have to drink, huh?"  He walked over him,
kicking the gun out of his hand.  He walked past the officer. 
"Did you see my dogs outside?" 


"All
but the small one, sir." 


Xander
went to find him in the tree, finding Horatio's ornament on the ground. 
It had a small crack when he checked it.  He put it carefully aside and
grabbed the dog out of the tree, glaring at him.  "What did I
say?"  His dog slunk down so he dropped him on the couch. "Away
from the tree, Thumper."  Horatio walked in, gun drawn. 
"Found Thumper in the tree, baby.  He knocked down the
ornament.  It's only cracked.  Can I let Willow fix it?" 


Horatio
looked at him.  "Your uncle?" 


"Upstairs
communing with the officer who responded first." 


"Thank
you."  He kissed him.  "Define crack?"  He waited
while Xander got it so he could see.  "If she can without tainting
it."  Xander smiled and put it down then gave him a real kiss, making
him put up his gun by feel so he could hold him.  He heard the officer
walk behind them.  "Cheesey theatrics," he complained when he
could breathe. 


"He
deserved it.  He couldn't accept what he and my father had.  They
turned it into drunken groping because he was so pitiful of a man.  He
deserved me to shoot his ass since he woke me up with a poke of his
gun."  He kissed him.  "Did it get Dad too?" 


"I'll
call him and see."  He called Speed.  "Did you get a call
from Xander's system?"  He smiled.  "He's the one who
called the first officer here."  Xander smiled at that. 
"He's fine, Speed.  Yeah, it was him.  He's fine.  Thank
you."  He hung up and kissed him again, quickly.  "From
him."  That got a grin.  "Now, let's look at the
ornament."  They went to do that, pushing gently to put the edges of
the crack back together.  It looked perfect again.  "Maybe a
bead of invisible glue overtop of it," he offered. "I can find
someone to ask."  He got a hug.  "Thumper?"  He
peeked out from his favorite chair.  "Thank you.  Out,
Thumper.  Not allowed near the tree."  He jogged out. 
"Thank you."  He put it in the wreath and they closed the door,
ignoring the pitiful whines from the tiny dog.  "No.  No being
in the tree."  Speed pulled up and got off his bike, walking
inside.  "He waited until we were gone then woke Xander up with a
poke of his gun." 


"Charming.
The officer said he played chicken with him."  He looked at his
son.  "Dumbass." 


"I
knew he wasn't going to shoot.  His eyes said it, Daddy."  He
gave him a hug.  "He wanted money." 


"Not
that he deserves it."  He swatted his son.  "Still a
dumbass." 


Horatio
nodded.  "Please don't do that, Xander.  It was very
dumb.   I could have lost you."  He got a nod and a small
pitiful look from his boy too.  "Your dog does it better." 
He kissed him again.  "Are you all right?" 


"I
want to borrow some of Ryan's OCD to clean the house." 


"You
hired a housekeeper for today," Speed reminded him.  He shook his
head.  "I'm here, go ahead and go back to work, H." 


"Thanks,
Speed."  He took one last kiss.  "Behave."  He
walked off, nodding at Mac when he got out of his car.  "They're
inside.  He dared his uncle to shoot him." 


"That
was in the brave yet dumb category he likes to ride in now and
then."  He walked inside.  "Xander, Stella claims you're
hiding her present in here somewhere and she's going to come begging
soon." 


Xander
looked at him, grinning. "So, did the food I sent you help?" 


"For
some reason I woke up in my car near the Plattsburgh ferry," he admitted.
He gave him a look.  "At least it let me drive." 


Xander
grinned.  "It didn't do anything to you, Mac.  All it made you
do was feel a bit more content.  Your mind did the rest." 


"You
sound like a mystic I've heard on a video game recently, kiddo," Speed
said dryly, heading for the kitchen.  "Leftovers still around?" 


"Unless
Greg ate them all before taking his buddies sightseeing."  He looked
at him.  "I do have one of her presents.  The other is a joint
present and Tara's hiding it."  He grinned. "Want them?" 


"Please,
I want to taunt her."  He let him into the tree room, making him
smile as he dug into the mound of presents under the tree.  He got handed
six presents.  "All these?" 


"Sheldon's
and Lindsay's too.  No saddle this time." 


"Thanks. 
She screamed for two days.  Out, Thumper."  He ran from the
room.  "Found him up the tree?" 


"Yup,
broke Horatio's family ornament too."  He found one last one and
handed it over.  "For you."  He grinned. 
"Because Aiden picked it out.  She said Stella used to sigh over one
of those."  He led him out, taking him to the kitchen.  He got
him a paper shopping bag for him.  "There you go."  He grinned. 
"Want to stay for a while?" 


"She'll
start calling soon unless Danny's diverted her attention away from
presents.  Did you see the scorpion he gave her, Speed?"  He
nodded, his mouth was full.  "She adores that thing.  Wears it
every chance she can."  Xander beamed at that.  "You give
good presents." 


"Thank
you." 


"Want
me to stay?" 


"We
have the arsenal," Xander reminded him.  "He comes back and I'm
shooting him then soaking him with a stink bomb."  Mac shuddered at
that.  "Did it break in transit?" 


"No,
in the lab, Xander.  It took us two days to make it quit stinking." 


"Took
a day and a half to clear the stink out of NCIS," Speed offered. 
"Abby wanted to study one." 


"Rotten
lemons, then tomato juice," Xander told him. 


"I
got that advice from Eric," he admitted.  "Thanks, Speed. 
Thank you, Xander."  He walked out with the presents, rolling his
eyes at the ringing phone.  "Yes, Stella and Danny?  Yes, I have
yours and a few others.  Soon.  It'll take me a while to get
home.  Because I'm not in the car yet," he told her patiently. 
"Stella.  Danny, please give her a bit of patience?"  He
heard the cackle and hung up on her first moan.  He got into his car,
looking at the small box.  That went into the glovebox for now. He could
only guess what it was but he definitely wasn't ready to take the fun,
comforting thing they had and add responsibility. 


***



Horatio
looked at the people gathered for lunch with him, which included Mac, Stella,
and Danny.  Speed was still distracting Xander.  "I need to do
something special for Xander and Greg." 


"An
open spot and a ring?" Eric suggested. 


"We're
all but married and the chief said if I tried this year he was going to fire me
and give Speed my place so you could have Greg.  Xander growled at him for
it."  That got a snicker from Danny.  "He is very
protective over me.  It's been a bad year for him.  I need to do
something extremely special for Xander and something good for Greg." 


"A
ring," Eric prompted.  "He'll squeal." 


"I've
already got his ring, Eric.  Both their rings."  That got a grin
from Greg when he came over.  "Yes, even yours."  He gave
him a kiss on the head.  "I don't know what else to do for
them.  You go play.  I'm figuring out where your present is coming
from." 


Greg
gave him a real kiss.  "My present will be spectacular, even if you
give me glitter and candy."  He skipped off again.  "I'm
going to play at the local toy stores." 


"Behave,"
Horatio ordered. "We'll go later.  Go play in a different
store." Greg grinned and went back off again.  He sighed. 


"That's
the look of doom for later tonight," Warrick teased.  They all waved
at the yellow racing bike zipping past with two riders.  "Checking up
on us." 


"Probably
Xander being curious.  He hunts presents like Stella does." 


"Hey,"
she complained. 


"You
do," Danny said, patting her on the hand. "You even found the one I
had hidden with Tara." 


"The
rest of hers are with Tara too and she's hidden them from all of us, even Don
this time," Mac joked.  "That way you can't get another one
until Christmas Eve."  He looked at Horatio.  "What does
Xander like to do more than anything else?" 


"I
don't have the vacation time to take him on a good one, Mac." 


"Hit
another cop," Eric joked. 


"He
deserved it," Horatio shot back.  "That's why Frank disappeared
for eight hours." 


"Of
course I did.  You were going to explode that time," Frank
complained. 


"You've
got the presentation coming," Stella reminded him.  He smiled at
that.  "Can you work in a few extra days?" 


"Probably
not."  He looked at her.  "They used my vacation time for
my suspension." 


"I
didn't think they could do that." 


"He
did it so I could still get paid.  I complained, he told me it was too
late."  He sipped his coffee.  "Okay, what Xander
likes?  Dancing now and then.  He loves to tease me.  It gives
him his attention fix for a while.  He loves to travel but we don't have
time for that unless I take an unpaid sabbatical."  He took another
sip.  "He loves to eat.  He still can't cook beyond some minor boxed
stuffed.  I'm a bit lost.  Last year was hard.  I gave us a
vacation because I had the time in." 


"What
is he giving you?" Eric asked. 


Horatio
moaned.  "He's giving both of us a cut of his accounts so we can take
care of our families and departments." 


"Buy
off the Chief?" Stella suggested. "Ours would take it," he said
at Mac's look. 


"That's
not really ethical, Stella." 


"Yeah,
and?  All's fair in love and war, Mac.  Unless he wants to take an
unpaid sabbatical?  Or have the lab destroyed again?" 


"Don't
even say that out loud," Calleigh ordered.  "The last time was
hard enough on them.  Speed nearly had panic attacks in the foreign
lab.  Of course he had Mary Sunshine in there with him and her Care Bear
collection." 


Horatio
shuddered. "Don't remind me."  He looked at her. 
"Don't say that out loud anyway.  Someone might just do that." 


She
smiled.  "Sorry." 


"It's
not your fault."  He looked around. "I'm also getting something
smaller than that, something more meaningful.  Then again, he's still
stuck on Speed's gift." 


"I
think they're going to fix that for each other today," Calleigh
admitted.  "He's stuck on Xander's so they'll give joking, mushy
presents this year."  She grinned at the Chief when he came over.
"What's wrong, boss?" 


"Problems? 
Plotting world domination perhaps?" he asked. 


"Christmas
presents," Frank offered.  The Chief sighed.  "Sorry, but
what do you get a boy like Xander?" 


"A
Tigger tail," he said dryly, looking at Horatio.  "What is he
getting you?" 


"Some
of his money so I'm well taken care of in case something happens to him, and
another present I'm not sure of yet.  He's being evasive and smirking
whenever I hint.  He's already tried to find mine from him."  He
finished his coffee and waved for more, getting a very nice new cup from the
waitress.  "Thank you."  She hurried off again. 
"Any ideas?" 


"Two. 
One, the Feds are still ready to raid your lab, Caine." 


"I
know.  I'm waiting on them.  They're not going to be happy.  By
the way, you have paperwork for January." 


"I
saw," he sighed.  "I thought you would've been happy to be paid
for that week."  Horatio looked at him.  "What?" 


"Xander
loves to travel," Eric told him. 


"Then
that works with the second problem."  He stared at him. 
"They didn't fix the air conditioning and filtration system?" 


"They
did in the lab." 


"They
didn't in the rest of the building."  Everyone groaned. 
"Which is why your other spouse can't have a spot next year." 
He gave him a look. 


"I
was only interested in the lab.  As far as I knew, the precinct portion
wasn't going to be touched," Horatio said, taking a sip.  "How
long are they going to be displaced for?" 


"All
of you.  Eight week."  Horatio gave him a look. 
"Tough.  You can double up and the other lab will be happier since
you've got more hummers and they can have one."  He walked off. 
"That'll be starting in February.  Do have fun with your plans. 
Arrange it somehow." 


Horatio
looked around.  "Anyone still have her number?" 


Frank
called.  "Angela, look at your boss and tell her they're shutting us
for six weeks in February.  They're fixing our part now.  Should
have, didn't plan on it, Horatio didn't know," he explained. 
"Yup."  He pulled the phone away from his ear when she yelled
that and the louder scream happened.  "Let her know a hummer of their
own comes with it since the lab's got three new ones, one's Horatio's but his
old one was claimed by Speed.  Chief just told us.  Trying to figure
out what to get Xander."  He smiled.  "That's an idea,
yeah."  He hung up.  "She suggested that you and the boys,
if you can get Greg sprung for it, and Speed and Calleigh all go on a long trip
to Europe.  A cruise to Italy maybe?  One of those nice combo
trips?"  Horatio grinned.  "That'll get you out of the way
for Spring Break too." 


"Thank
you, God," he prayed, looking up.  He looked at Calleigh. 
"Italy, France, England?" 


She
sipped her tea.  "You're going to spoil me, Horatio.  I'll quit
being a sweet, innocent Southern girl if you give me such lofty ideals." 


"There's
spas on most ships," Stella told her.  "If she can't, can we
go?" 


"You
don't have eight weeks of leave," Mac offered.  He looked at
her.  "But I don't see anything wrong with going away to a spa for a
weekend."  They both hugged him.  "Thanks.  Get
off."  They got off and he looked at the smug Horatio. "You've
got to clear it with Gil." 


Horatio
snickered.  "Greg's ready to walk off.  They're nagging him and
teasing him about the tiara he got sent yesterday."  He finished his
new coffee.  "I need an exact start date." 


"Plan
for the first weekend in the month, just in case," Calleigh offered. 
"Not like you can't afford to take a few weeks off by then if you have
to." 


"Point. 
But you two can't." 


"Yes
I can.  Not like I'm planning a honeymoon." 


"Xander
will pout," Danny teased. 


"He'll
get pushy too," Mac offered. 


"He's
already tried and I told him to back off before I took all his guns
away."  She smiled sweetly.  "Italy or where?" 


"I'll
bring over brochures tonight?"  She nodded.  "Good. 
Eric?" 


"I
don't like to travel.  If I do, I'll go diving for a few days.  Wolfe
could use the time off to become super dad again too."  He finished
his coffee.  "So what about Greg's?" 


"That's
a present for both of them," Horatio reminded him.  They all nodded
at that.  He looked around, checking for Greg, then pulled out the box in
his inner jacket pocket.  "Think they'll like them?" 
Stella and Calleigh both sighed in pleasure and Danny grinned at it. 


"Looks
good," Mac agreed.  "Very manly yet a bit more gentle since both
yours are like that.  What about yours?" 


"I've
got one in my size," he admitted. 


"You've
got good taste in jewelry.  Who helped you shop?" Frank teased. 


"Ray. 
He drug me down there, said it wasn't right I was living in sin. 
Eric?" 


"I'm
scared of those things.  They're nice though.  Not too flashy,
nothing that'll get in the way of guns." 


"Greg
doesn't carry one," he admitted.  "The Sheriff hasn't signed off
on his weapons qualifications yet.  When he does, I'm sure Xander will be
gifting him with one too."  He put them back in his pocket because he
saw Greg bouncing up the street.  "I'm getting him music," he
decided.  They all snickered.  "I am.  The same as I'm
getting Xander some excellent chocolates."  Greg slid into his lap,
getting a kiss.  He removed an earbud.  "We are going to have a
lab shutdown in February." 


"Really? 
Why?" 


"They
didn't fix the precinct at the same time." 


"Really?"
he asked with a bright grin.  "What are we thinking?" 


"I'm
thinking part of your present may be a trip." 


Greg
squealed and hugged him.  "I love you!"  He kissed him and
bounced off.  "Nick!"  He pounced him.  "They're
going to have a lab shutdown!  He's thinking about a trip!" 


"Good
going.  You have vacation time?" 


"Well.... 
Unpaid sabbatical?" 


"Could
work," he agreed with a grin, waving at the group and dragging Greg off
again.  Horatio had asked them to distract Greg for a while. 
"Show me this lemon stuff?"  Greg nodded, dragging him to the
department store and to the right area.  He looked at it, blinking at the
ingredients.  "It really works?" 


"Ask
Danny later.  They swear by it after Aiden had to use it." 


"Wow. 
How much do you use each time?" 


"Aiden
said about a third to a half, depending on the scene." 


"For
thirty bucks, that's not that bad," he decided, buying a bottle.  He
walked him around.  "We need something for Catherine.  A group
gift."  They looked around, finding a few things.  He called
Warrick.  "A purse or a new vest?  Or maybe a nice shirt?"
he asked, pointing at one.  He grinned and picked up the purse. 
"She'll love it.  It's like her."  He nodded.
"Thanks.  Sure, you can pay me back."  He walked it up to
the counter.  "Can you box it too?" he requested. 
"It's for a coworker." 


"She's
a lucky woman," she teased back.  "It's ten more dollars." 


"I
got that part," Greg offered, handing over his part and the ten
bucks.  "When Xander was buying Aiden her 'not a grandma yet' basket,
he brought Eric and his sister Marisol here.  She found a thousand dollar
purse.  Xander told me."  Nick shuddered.  "Yeah.
Exactly.  Cat's a lot easier to shop for."  He took the
box.  "Thank you."  Nick took the receipt and they left,
going to put it in Nick's rental car. "Okay, where's Warrick?" 


"Watching
the women," he said, giving him a look. 


"Of
course," Greg agreed.  "I did that a few times during my first
time down here with Lady Heather.  She was very amused at
me."   He heard a gasp and looked around, giving the woman a
look.  "What?" 


"You
know Lady Heather?  Out of Las Vegas?" 


"Yeah,
I'm with the PD out there and we've had to work on a few cases with her. 
I acted as her security once when she came down to see one of her students on
vacation." 


"Oh,
my."  She fanned herself.  "Are you a dom?"  He
shook his had.  "Ooh, pity," she pouted. 


"Double
pity, but my boyfriend's with the PD locally," he offered with a small
smile.  "Sorry." 


"That's
all right, young man.  Tell her Miffen sends her greetings." 


"Of
course.  I'll send that over tonight."  She nodded and left them
alone.  He got into the car, texting that to her.  He got back a
'who' so he sent a description and a quick rundown of the discussion.  She
sent back a smile and a 'fine, Gregory'.  "I need to get her
something better.  I got her a new brush set.  It's not enough."



"Want
to go back inside?" 


"Not
really.  I'm trying to save for the move and the salary gap." 


"I
think Xander's going to be sharing more, Greg."  Greg looked at
him.  "I do." 


"I
don't think so." 


"I
think you'll be surprised." 


"When
did you see this?" 


"Last
night when I went to check on the dog for him.  It was on his desk." 


"Uh-huh. 
Can we ..." 


"No,
he'll tell you when he's ready.  It might've been part of his will, I
don't know." 


"Not
knowing my boy."  He gave him a look.  "What should I get
Lady Heather?" 


"I
like the brushes.  Hair stuff seems to be your thing with her.  She
pets yours, you work on hers, or you did that one time.  I'm sure she'll
appreciate it."  Greg nodded.  "Are they  nice?" 


"Rosewood
and lacquer." 


"She'll
love them, Greg."  He grinned.  "Or should I call you
Greggy." 


"Only
Xander and Horatio get pet name rights," he said dryly.  "Should
we save Warrick from the shallow women on the beach?" 


"He'd
kill you if you did," he reminded him. "Lunch?  I keep hearing
about fish tacos." 


"Sure. 
Head west."   They headed that way and Greg took him to where
Eric had taken him during his first trip down here.  The whole time he was
trying to figure out what Xander was doing with the paperwork Nick had
seen.  He finally texted him, but didn't get an immediate answer. 


"Must
still be riding with Speed." 


"They
did look adorable on his bike." 


"They
usually do," he agreed happily.  "I've seen the picture in your
locker, where Speed's against the side and Xander's on the back, leaning his
head on his dad's shoulder." 


"True." 
He dug in, eating, still trying to figure it out.  He got a text message
back.  "He's going to take care of me in case something happens to
him. That's what that was for." 


"See,
part of his will," Nick reminded him. 


"No,
he said it wasn't any fair peeking at my present."  He put his phone
away.  "So Hodges will quit pouting." 


"I
talked to Gris this morning, he already is."  Greg dropped his food
and wiped his mouth, taking a drink of his soda.  "It came back with
a note saying he meant for you to use it for the lab's purposes, it wasn't
meant as a come-on." 


"Fine. 
I'll write a nice thank you note.  Hodges can squeal like a cheerleader on
speed."  Nick snickered at that image.  "Text Warrick to
see if he's hungry?"  He dug in again.   Nick did that
before eating another bite. 


***



Horatio
sat across from Speed, on their coffeetable.  "There is going to be a
lab shutdown in February." 


"Calleigh
warned me you were going to tempt me because of that."   He
raised an eyebrow, sipping at his beer.  "What's the temptation not
to have a panic attack about the Care Bears coming out to turn me into
Barney?" 


"Your
son's holiday present."  He handed over the brochures. 
"We'll have eight weeks.  These take four to six." 


Speed
looked at them then at him.  "That is one hell of a
temptation."  Horatio smirked.  He looked at them, then
around.  "Cal?"  She came out of the kitchen. 
"Come see?"  She came over to look, smiling at the
options.  "I know Tara's going to Paris for Spring Break." 


"We
can meet her there for a day," Horatio promised.  "With this
one," he said, tapping one.  "Or I was thinking about this one
but we'd have to catch them at the end, see when Don's planning for that
week."  He cleared his throat.  "You guys like food, Xander
loves food.  That one's geared toward food lovers.  The other one's
an ancient sites cruise and excursion.  The last one is an art and music
tour." 


"I..." 
Calleigh trailed off, looking at the destinations.  She swallowed. 
"I'd be happy with any of the choices." 


"I
like the food one, but the ancient sites one would appeal to him.  He
liked the hands-on  history class they had where they went to a dig. 
But...  If I had to guess, I'd say food, Horatio."  He looked at
him.  "Can we call Don and see if he's made any plans?" 


"I
can.  Her spring break is the blue week on the calendar on one of
them."  They looked.  "I told him that we were planning on
traveling around then too.  The only thing I'm worried about are his
clients." 


"That's
around the annual dom convention," Calleigh pointed out.  "Plus
he's only got four at the moment, Horatio.  He's been pulling back since
some got moved out of the area."  She looked at the food one. 
"What day would we be in Paris?" Horatio pointed at the multicolored
block.  "Both days?" 


"We
get in late one night, leave late the next night.  Or we could leave
there, spend time with Tara.  I take him to the convention while you two
keep going for that last week." 


Speed
looked at her then at him.  "Usually I'd make sure you wouldn't need
a soul or a night of pleasure for an offer like that, Horatio." 


He
smiled.  "I don't need a soul, I have three of those." 


"Good
point."  He grinned. "Mushy."  He went back to
looking. 


"And
who went to see the newest animated film with his son?" Horatio teased
back. 


"He
likes them," he defended. 


"Uh-huh. 
Because certain boys didn't go see Pride and Prejudice?" Calleigh teased. 


"It's
the only way to expose him to famous and great literature.  We saw War of
the Worlds too and he giggled through it."  He looked at the trip
then at him.  "Are you sure?"  Horatio nodded. 
"That means four weeks on a ship with limited ways to get away from
us.  You'd be with us night and day for four weeks, Horatio." 


"Speed,
if I want to get away from you, I can hide in our room.  I'm getting us
rooms with balconies.  There's a spa on the ship.  There's a
gym.  There's a club and all that good stuff."  Speed
moaned.  "Yes?  No?  Should I even mention it to him?"



"Yes,"
he moaned, handing that one back. "Please?  How much will we
owe?" 


"Nothing,
Speed.  Consider it a pre-wedding present.  That way I don't have to
get you something too massive later."  He put that one into his
pocket, standing up.  "Go cuddle, kids.  Work again
tomorrow."  He left, going back to find his boys conspiring together
in the kitchen.  "Boys?" he teased.  They pounced him,
driving him against the wall.  "Boys, presents," he moaned, and
they left him, looking attentive.  A little voice in his mind compared
them to the look their puppies and the kids got when they were watching you eat
and expecting you to throw something to them any second.  "This is a
family present," he warned.  They looked excited.  He looked at
the brochure, making sure he had taken the right one.  He held it up,
giving them a smile. 


Xander
stared at him, just blinking.  Greg squealed and pounced him. 
"I love you!" he squealed.  "You're a great Santa!" 


Xander
took it, looking it over.  "Five weeks?" he asked, looking hurt.



"Speed
and Calleigh are coming, Xander.  We'll see Tara in Paris.  We'll get
off in Paris and then go to the Dom's convention."  Xander grinned at
that, a shy, loving grin.  "Really."  Xander hugged
him.   "I had to ask opinions on which one you'd
like."  He kissed him. "I do love you both, and I do love to
spoil you." 


Xander
looked at him, grinning.  "I love you," he whispered. 
"Have me?" 


"Of
course I am."  He pulled Greg in for his own kiss.  "We'll
go on all the day trips.  Get fat from the food."  Greg grinned
at that.  "Duck Speed when he's got motion sickness.  Tease in
the clubs," he offered, pulling Xander against his front and Greg against
his back, rubbing gently against him.  "Play in the onboard pool and
the spa."  Xander moaned, getting into the vision. 
"Anything you want to do is yours, baby.  Anything at all."
Xander got off, resting against his chest, hands curled up in his shirt. 
"Are we cooking?" 


"I
was making us some hot pockets," Greg offered, grabbing them. 
"We should go have bubbles." 


"We
should," he agreed.  "We need a bigger tub."  Xander
gave him a wicked grin.  "What?"  Xander winked and jogged
off, going to get a box and a bottle.  Horatio let Greg have his attention
for now.  It was still good with him and they were both needy.  Then
he headed outside.  Finally he came back in, interrupting his kiss with
Greg.  "Ready?"  Xander nodded, taking them out to the
pool, which now had a huge froth of bubbles and there was a motor running to
create a jet effect.  Horatio grinned at him.  "That is going to
be a bit fun."  He took off his suit and dove in.  Greg stripped
down and dove in.  Xander slowly stripped off, turning around to check the
house then back around to dive over Greg's head.  He moved under the water,
nipping Horatio's thigh before surfacing.  "Very fun," Horatio
agreed, chasing him across the pool to catch him and kiss him, plus grope
him.  Greg's hand came up his crack, making him moan. 
"Greg." 


"There's
three ropes on the side of the pool to hold onto," Xander panted.  Greg
found him one and gave it to him to hold onto so he wouldn't drown.  Then
they double teamed him until he came.  Greg giggled and took off, making
Horatio chase him but Greg dove under the bubbles and snuck him from
underneath, making Horatio grab the side before he went under. 


Xander
waved at the guy coming around the house.  "Hi, Ray.  Go away,
I'm molesting my fiancee." 


Ray
looked at the bubbles, then at the boys, shaking his head.  "I don't
want to know.  Is my son here?"  Greg looked over and nodded. 
"Is he under those bubbles with you?" 


"Can
I drown your stupid ass for even suggesting that?" Xander asked with a
sweet smile. 


"Just
joking, kid." 


"Yay."



"Fine,
sorry, it was an inappropriate comment."  He walked off,
hurrying.  Because he would be drowned in the bubbles and then Horatio
would have to explain to his wife how he died, again.  Or maybe they'd
just turn him over to Rosenburg because that was one scary woman. 


Xander
looked at Horatio.  "Can I ban him if he doesn't have on a leash and someone
holding it?" he called. 


"Sure,"
he called back.  "Come here, Xander." 


"Why? 
Am I going to be spanked?  Because I will hide." 


"No,
no spanking, we promise," Greg called.  Xander swam over, pouncing
them.  They used the rope to hold him to the side, Greg allowing his wrist
to be anchored as well so he could hold Xander still while Horatio drove him
insane.  "You did what earlier?" 


"Which
earlier?" he moaned, arching into the hands. 


"With
your Uncle," Horatio prompted. 


"Crap."



"Exactly. 
Dumb things, Xander."  He got to work teasing him until Xander begged
for mercy, then slid into his prepared body.  He braced himself by
grabbing the side of the pool, making Xander's legs go around his waist, then
he rode him until Xander babbled.  "Need the cock ring," he
panted. 


Greg
grinned and pulled down his balls, then Xander's balls.  "That way I
get to play too."  Horatio smirked and rode Xander harder, making him
finally give up and come.  "Awww."  Horatio grabbed him and
found him plugged.  He tossed the plug onto the grass and dove into his
body, giving him what they both wanted.  Greg came with a scream of
pleasure, leaning on the side of the pool.  They looked around.
"Xander?" he called.  He heard a content noise and looked
over.  Xander was surrounded by mounds of bubbles, floating on his back,
asleep.  They grinned at each other and moved to gently tow him to the
shallow end so they could get him out and carry him inside to dry off so they
could cuddle in bed.  "That was a good idea," Greg whispered
once they were cuddled. 


"Hmm. 
Wonderful idea.  Need more handholds next time. Like a net." 
Greg grinned at him.  "You really like the trip?" 


"I
would bear our last child to go on that, Horatio." 


Horatio
kissed him. "No more kids, Greg.  Not unless we end up adopting
Ian." 


Greg
nodded and settled his head on Xander's stomach, one arm over his hips, getting
comfortable for the night.  Horatio got Xander's shoulder, one hand in
Greg's hair, and it was all good for them. 


THE
END!
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